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Chapter One 

 

Sondra felt like her cat looked when it was having a running dream—all twitching 

action in the legs but getting nowhere fast. She glanced over her shoulder and saw the 

mob of angry girls still close enough behind to be a threat. Her only hope was to 

continue, and try to outrun them. 

 The first mistake was taking the shortcut through the shadow-filled ravine. But 

it was late September and that route had beckoned because it appeared to be cool 

after a full day spent in a school of pubescent kids still hot from summer holidays. The 
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tall trees with leaves yet unchanged by early frost offered a sanctuary, much like the 

wooded areas north of the family’s old home, before they moved to this new city. 

 The second mistake was not realizing the group of girls, the same that had been 

taunting her all day at school, would be waiting for her at the bottom of the steps, at 

the entrance from Kingston Road down into the ravine. 

 The third mistake was paying any attention to what they were saying about 

her. 

 “Why are you bothering me? I’ve haven’t done anything to you.” Sondra tried 

marching away, but the smallest girl of the bunch, the one with crooked teeth and a 

bad case of acne, the one who Sondra knew was named Erica, had grabbed Sondra by 

the shoulder and dug into her skin with ragged fingernails.  

 “You’re new this year. We just want to get to know you is all. Maybe have a 

few laughs.” Erica grinned at the other girls who now surrounded Sondra like a pack 

of hungry dogs, smelling her fear. 

 “But you called me names,” –Four Eyes, Frog, and the worse, French Whore—

“and now you’re still laughing at me. Why can’t you just leave me alone?” 

 “Aww, and here we thought the new kid could use some friends,” the short girl 

said. “SAWN-draw doesn’t seem to want to be our friend, girls. What do you think we 

should do about that?” The girls glanced at their leader then at each other, as if to 

gain strength. They began moving in closer. 

 Sondra shook off the small hand still gripping her shoulder and broke through 

a gap in the pack. At her former school, she had been captain of their cross-country 
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team and knew how to run safely on winding broken paths and through dense bush. 

In no time she had a good lead and could tell that none of the other girls was as 

athletically inclined as she. Soon Sondra was able to glance over her shoulder and see 

that they had disappeared altogether. She’d managed to lose them—or so she thought. 

 The fourth mistake was in not remembering that these girls had grown up in 

this area of Toronto. They were familiar with all the ravine paths and winding streets, 

the back laneways, and the direct shortcuts. By the time Sondra had climbed out of 

the ravine and was back on the street sidewalk again, the girls had almost managed to 

catch up with her. When she had lost sight of them, they must have just taken one of 

the sets of stairs leading up to the surrounding streets, leaving Sondra to circuitously 

run her way along the path at the bottom of the long-since dry riverbed, while they 

made a beeline for the southern end of the ravine, where Sondra would eventually 

have to make an exit. 

 When she saw they had caught up, Sondra groaned, but pulled out reserve 

strength, enough to pick up speed. She was close to Queen Street by then and her 

house, encouragingly close to think she might be safe from them.  

This time. But what about school again tomorrow?  

 There’s a small curve on Glen Manor Drive where steps were built to connect 

the lower street with Islesworth Avenue, a cross street above. The houses at that point 

are small but stately and surrounded by well-tended gardens. An elderly woman with 

tight-curled white hair like that of a poodle was standing in the garden to the south of 

these steps. She looked first at Sondra then up the street at the approaching whirlwind 
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of girls, seemed to quickly take in what was happening, and waved. “Hello. Do you 

have time for tea with your grandmother today before you go home?” 

 Sondra’s running shoes squeaked to a halt as soon as she realized an escape 

route was being offered. She turned up the entrance walkway to the house and 

climbed five cement stairs. She looked back up the street at the group that had also 

stopped--so abrupt they were still bumping into each other. Those girls no longer 

looked as threatening as they had just a moment before.  

 “Thank you, Grandma,” Sondra said, quick to catch on to the woman’s trick. 

“I’d like some tea, very much.” She spoke the words loud enough for the others to 

hear. They still hadn’t moved. Sondra looked back at them and laughed at their 

collective surprise. 

 The woman put an arm around Sondra’s shoulder and drew her in for a hug 

and a peck on one cheek. She said in a quiet voice for only Sondra to hear, “I’ll 

protect you.” Then straightening up, she waved an arm towards the girls. “Would you 

like to invite your friends to join us?” 

 Sondra laughed. “They’re not my friends. Just some kids who go to the same 

school as me.” She allowed the woman to lead her up to the verandah and in through 

the front door, looking back once to see that the group had now spread out and 

headed back in the direction from which they had run, the short girl still in control 

and leading the rest. 

 “Thank you,” Sondra said, releasing a long-held breath. “I don’t know what 

would have happened if they’d caught me.” 
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 “I figured out straightaway what was happening. I know a crowd of bullies 

when I see one. It looked as though they were about to catch you, too. I’m Mrs. 

Hillier, by the way.” 

 “And I’m Sondra Frappier. Pleased to meet you.” She extended her hand to 

shake the older woman’s. “Thank you so much. My family just moved here and I’m 

new at the high school. I haven’t made any friends yet. But these girls started 

bothering me for no reason at all today, calling me names then ambushing me on my 

way home. I don’t know what I ever did.” Sondra adjusted her glasses then retied her 

long black hair into a neat ponytail.  

 “With bullies you just have to be there, and vulnerable. It has nothing to do 

with you. Now, would you like to have some tea? I would enjoy the company. I live 

here all alone, since my husband died last year.” 

 “I would like that very much. Thank you.” Sondra smiled. This was her first 

positive experience since moving to Toronto. She shrugged out of her blue backpack 

and left it on the floor by the front door.  

 “I detect a bit of an accent. French, perhaps?” Mrs. Hillier led Sondra into a 

light-filled yellow painted kitchen that looked like a show home where nothing was 

ever out of place. It had the smell of freshly baked bread that made Sondra begin to 

salivate. 

 “Yes, my family moved here from Quebec in August. We are renting a house 

on a street around the corner.” 
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 “Well, the fact that you’re French-Canadian may have been one of the reasons 

those girls were chasing you. Some people just can’t understand or accept anything 

different from what they know. I suppose you are completely bilingual, as well.” 

 “Yes. The school is not requiring me to take French classes.” 

 “So those girls would be jealous of you on top of everything else. I think it 

unlikely any of them can speak another language, other than English. And even then, 

I wonder if they ever fully master the English language. More tea?” Mrs. Hillier asked 

as she raised the pot. 

 “No. Thank you very much, but I should leave now.” Sondra looked at the 

kitchen clock. “I’m already late. I must meet my sister when she is dropped off after 

her . . . ah, school. But thank you again for rescuing me.” 

 “I’m happy to have been able to help. Please do consider yourself my honorary 

granddaughter. Come and visit any time you like, but especially if you’re ever in need 

of sanctuary again. My door is always open to you. Besides, I enjoy the company. 

Maybe you could help me with remembering some of my rusty school-girl French. I’m 

afraid my old accent would insult your ears though. I’m being honest when I say it’s 

rusty.” 

 Sondra laughed. There was something about this woman she liked, besides her 

quickness in assessing and helping Sondra out of that jam. It was as though Sondra 

sensed they had a common bond. “I will come to see you again,” she said, and offered 

her hand to shake. 
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 Mrs. Hillier instead wrapped her arms around Sondra and hugged tight. 

Sondra reciprocated, but under her hands she could feel the brittle bones in the 

woman’s back sticking out through a layer of thin skin. Sondra felt a bit embarrassed 

by this sudden intimacy with someone she’d just met. 

 “But wait,” Mrs. Hillier said before opening the door. She went back into the 

kitchen, rustled around, and returned with a brown paper bag. “Two fresh sweet 

buns, for you and your sister.” 

 Mrs. Hillier was still standing at the open door waving to Sondra as the girl 

glanced back before turning the bend in the street. She picked up her pace a bit. She 

really was late getting home that afternoon. Her mother would kill her, if she found 

out. 

 And, as she feared, there was Tess, sitting on the top step of the verandah, 

waiting, patiently waiting. 

 “Désolé, Tess. I’m sorry I’m late.” Sondra said to her sister as she mounted the 

stairs.  

 “Bonjour, Sonny. Comment ça va?” Tess said, parroting the words she’d been 

taught.  

 “Come on, Tess.” Sondra held out a hand and helped pull the older girl up 

from sitting. “Let’s go in and you can tell me all about what went on at the day home 

today. Did you meet any boys?” She looked up into the bigger girl’s face and they 

both giggled. Sondra fumbled at her neck for the gold key that hung there on a silver 

chain, opened the front door, and the two sisters entered the house, closing the door 
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behind them. Minou had begun meowing her greetings as soon as the key hit the lock 

and was now winding her way around their legs, causing Tess to giggle and hiccup at 

the same time. 

 “I have a treat for us today,” Sondra said. “Two buns given to me by my new 

friend.” 

 

 

That night at dinner, Sondra’s father was jovial, and his good humour lifted Sondra’s 

spirits, almost making her forget what had happened earlier that day.  

 “I think I am going to enjoy teaching at the university,” he said, scratching a 

close-trimmed greying beard. “This one class of students, a three-hundred level, 

actually seemed to be interested in Quebec history—at least for today. Who knows 

about tomorrow? And what about you, girls? What was your day like?” He reached 

across the corner of the table and grasped Tess’s hand. She looked up and smiled, her 

mouth still full of food.  

 “I met boys,” she said around her chewing. “We played games.” 

 “That’s good,” Mr. Frappier said. “You’re making friends then.” He turned to 

Sondra.  “And Sonny, what about you? Are you making friends? Have you met any 

boys or is Tess the only Frappier girl getting any action?” He laughed while Sondra 

tried not to visibly wince. 

 “School is okay. I was thinking of trying out for the cross-country team. I ran 

home this afternoon through the ravine, just to practice.” She looked down at her 
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plate and pushed around the potatoes with her folk, as though to hide the lie. “And I 

met an old woman, on my way home from school. She lives just around the corner and 

has the most beautiful garden, Maman. You would love it.”  

Mrs. Frappier grunted, but didn’t show any interest or enthusiasm.  

 Tess said, “Sonny’s friend gave us sweet buns.” 

 “How did you meet this woman,” Mr. Frappier asked. His attention had moved 

back to his own plate. 

 “I was, uh, running past her house and she invited me in for tea.” 

 Mrs. Frappier set her folk down on the plate with a clatter. “How many times 

must I tell you. We are not in Quebec any longer. This is Toronto and you should not 

talk with strangers. You are not your sister.” She gestured across the table at the elder 

daughter. “Please use some common sense and pay attention to what you’re told.” 

 “But, Maman. Mrs. Hillier is a lonely old woman. She just wanted some 

company. And she asked me to come back to speak French with her, so she can 

practice.” 

 “No. I must insist,” Mrs. Frappier said as she pushed up from the table. “Do 

not make friends with strangers like that. You never know who these people are and 

what they could do to you. Are you all finished your dinner?” She began picking up 

plates and clearing the table. 

 Mr. Frappier looked at both his daughters in turn then asked his wife, “And 

how was your day today, Jocelyne?” 
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 “Don’t ask,” she said from the kitchen. “Just the same as all the other days at 

work since we moved here. Would you like a cup of coffee?” 

 Mr. Frappier’s lips formed a thin straight line and he shook his head at 

Sondra. “Yes, please. But in a while. I’d like to go out and trim the lawn first, while 

there’s still light. Would you like to help me run the mower, Tess?” 

 “Only the backyard, though, for Tess, please,” Mrs. Frappier said. “I don’t 

want her out in front of the house.” She rattled some pans into the sink to begin 

washing up. 

 Mr. Frappier didn’t reply verbally, but scowled at the table. He put both hands 

on the table and said, “Come on, Tess. Let’s go.” She jumped from her seat and was 

by his side in a second, grabbing his hand and pulling him up from the table. 

 “Just a minute, Tess,” Sondra said. She reached up to her sister’s face with a 

cloth napkin and wiped away some grease that had congealed around her lips. “Don’t 

forget to use the toilet and wash your hands before you go outside to help Papa.” 

 “I go to the toilet now, Sonny. You wait for me, Papa.” The girl waddled to the 

stairs and pulled herself up hand-over-hand on the railing to the second floor. Mr. 

Frappier went out the back door and headed to the garage. 

 Sondra was left sitting at the table. She collected what was left from their 

family dinner--discarded napkins, salt and pepper shakers, the butter dish--and 

carried them into the kitchen. Her mother was just finishing washing up the pots that 

did not fit into the dishwasher. The dishwasher hummed through its first cycle as her 

mother then wiped off the counters.  
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 “Thank you for starting the cooking again tonight. Your salad was very good,” 

Mrs. Frappier said, not looking at her daughter.  

 Sondra threw a secret thanks of her own up towards the ceiling. Her lateness 

had not been discovered. Tess hadn’t told their parents that Sondra was not home 

when the day-home bus dropped her off. Sondra had still had time to get through 

some if the dinner preparations before her mother came home from work.  

 “Maman, will you please come outside with us? We could sit on the verandah 

while Papa and Tess mow the lawn.” She realized at that moment that she missed 

sitting with her mother after dinner, as they used to do in Quebec, her mother 

knitting, sipping coffee, and laughing. Drinking tea with Mrs. Hillier that afternoon 

had reminded Sondra of what they’d been missing since they moved to Toronto.  

 “No, ma petite. I’m too tired. I’m going upstairs to read. Will you please make 

sure Tess does not stay outside too late with Papa. You both have to go to school in the 

morning ... and I must go to work. At least tomorrow is Friday.” She sighed then 

kissed Sondra on both cheeks. “Good night.” Mrs. Frappier left the kitchen and 

climbed the stairs. 

 Tess came barrelling down moments after and ran past Sondra, through the 

back door, to join their father who was still pulling on the mower cord to get the 

engine started. 

 Sondra stood in the middle of the kitchen thinking about her family and this 

new life they were forging for themselves in Toronto. So far it seemed that only Tess 
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was enjoying the change, but then that was because she was totally oblivious to 

everything around her, anyway.  

 There was homework for Sondra to complete. Since her parents wouldn’t let 

her use the family computer unless she was supervised, she decided to accomplish 

what she could that evening that didn’t require any Internet research. She would 

arrive at school a half hour early to be able to use the computer in the library. Sondra 

picked up her bulging backpack from where it had been dropped when she came 

home from school. She turned on the porch light and walked out the front door to sit 

on the verandah to begin working. The evening was quiet, other than the whirrrrr of 

the mower in the back yard. There were few people out and about. She settled in 

quickly and soon had her head buried in books. 
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Chapter Two 

 

The next morning, Sondra did manage to finish the research she needed in order to 

complete an assignment for history class. The warning bell rang at 8:50 a.m. 

signalling ten minutes until the beginning of school. She was happy, when making her 

way from her locker to the third floor, that she didn’t run into any of the girls who 

had chased her the day before. Maybe stopping at Mrs. Hillier’s house had done the 

trick.  

 Sondra was a brilliant student and had always achieved high marks in Quebec. 

She was getting along equally as well in Toronto in what, for her, was really a second 

language. It was as though she had taken on the extra braininess that had been denied 
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her older sister. Already, after only a month of classes, Sondra was making a name for 

herself among the teachers at the high school for being a student to watch and 

encourage.  

 While she always took her studies seriously, not yet having any friends to 

distract her also made it easier to spend more time doing homework and reading 

books. There were few French-language books in the high school library, but she 

discovered during her first visit to The Beaches Public Library on Queen Street that 

they not only held a large collection there, but that she could also borrow more books 

on inter-library loan.  

 Maman used to read a lot of the same kinds of books when they lived in 

Quebec, but had merely grunted and showed no further interest when Sondra 

brought home a bag she’d borrowed from the library, books she thought would have 

interested her mother. Sondra couldn’t understand why her mother had changed so 

much after the move. She just wasn’t the same Maman any longer. 

 That last school day of the week, Sondra read an announcement posted next to 

the gym dressing-room entrance.  

 “Do you like to run distance? Come join our team of cross-country harriers. 

Contact Coach Phillips for more information.” 

 Even though she’d had the experience, Sondra wanted to think about this first 

over the weekend. She had decided by the end of that day, though, she should speak 

with Coach Phillips on Monday and try out for the team. She might be able to make 

some friends. 
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 When the girls hadn’t bothered her at all that day and she realized she wasn’t 

being chased home by them, she took the street route, down Glen Manor Drive, rather 

than walk through the Ravine again. That way she’d have ample warning if they did 

suddenly show up and there might be people and cars around she could flag down for 

help.  

Mrs. Hillier’s house was closed up tight with the blinds all drawn when Sondra 

walked past. Since the place looked so uninviting, she decided to continue on home 

rather than stop to say hello—her decision definitely not due to any consideration for 

her mother’s edict that she shouldn’t talk with Mrs. Hillier at all. 

 Sondra was home in time to meet the day-home bus and help Tess carry her 

empty Wonder Woman lunch bag and the craft she had created as a present for their 

parents.  

 “Looks good, Tess. Umm, what is it?” 

 “It’s an ashtray, silly.” Tess held it up for a closer view, with a look so proud 

that it seemed her face might actually burst open.  

 The mere fact that neither of their parents smoked had not fazed Tess in the 

least.  

 “And you’ve done a fabulous job of it, too. I love the colours you used.” 

Whether she had an artistic sense or it was just blind luck, Tess always managed to 

paint her crafts in the most outrageous combinations of coloured swirls that actually 

seemed to work together in the finished product. 
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 “When I start to smoke and move into my own house,” Tess said, “this will go 

with me.” She mimicked lighting a cigarette, taking a drag and knocking off the 

imaginary ash into the new ashtray. “Like on TV.” 

 Tess was twenty-four years old, a full ten years older than her younger sister 

and Sondra knew it had always been Tess’s dream that one day she would become 

independent of her family and lead a ‘normal’ life, just as any other girl her age 

would be allowed to live. Sondra also knew, though, that this dream was never likely 

to become a reality. Tess was incapable of looking after herself. Plus she was too 

trusting, and that alone could get her into a whole lot of trouble. 

 “Give me a hug,” Sondra said, reaching out to her sister. “Now let’s make up a 

plate of after-school snacks and you can help me get dinner started. Turn on the TV, 

but first go upstairs and have a pee, okay? We don’t want you going in your pants.” 

 “Billy went poo in his pants today. Pee-yoo!” Tess clipped her nose with a 

thumb and finger. 

 Probably just another day for the caregivers at the day-home, Sondra thought. 

Lucky no one at high school ever had accidents like that. They’d suffer a miserable 

existence for the rest of their school lives, having to endure with a nickname like 

Poopy Drawers or something equally as imbecile, and all because they couldn’t make 

it to the washroom in time. 

 “Peanut butter and crackers,” Tess said, turning and lumbering up the stairs.  

 I wonder when Tess will graduate into the basket-weaving class, Sondra 

thought. 
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That evening, Maman was in a much better mood. This probably had to do with it 

being Friday night and that she didn’t have to go to work again until Monday 

morning. She actually carried on a conversation with the rest of the family during 

dinner and complimented Sondra on her cooking. 

 While cleaning up, Mrs. Frappier asked Sondra, “Would you like me to teach 

you how to make a proper lemon tart tomorrow?” She had been born in France and 

met Sondra’s father, a Quebcois, when he was studying at the Sorbonne in Paris. Mrs. 

Frappier definitely knew her way around a French kitchen. “And if you need to use 

the computer tonight, I will sit with you.” 

 Sondra was surprised at this sudden return to normal for her mother. 

Surprised, but very happy to have her back again. “Thank you, Maman,” she said as 

she kissed her. 

 That weekend was a fun time for the entire family, just like old times, in fact. 

Sondra almost forgot her problems of the past week.  

 Although, after everyone had gone to bed on Sunday night, Sondra heard an 

argument begin in her parents’ bedroom.  

 “Jean, you can’t begin to imagine how terrible it is for me. I can’t work there 

any longer. I feel sick to my stomach with the thought of it being Monday already 

again tomorrow.” 

 “I know, but we can’t afford for you to quit without another job to go to. You 

were lucky to get this one, as it is. How do you expect to find another, especially if you 
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leave there after only one month? You won’t get a reference and it doesn’t look good 

on a resume to be seen jumping from job to job.” 

 “But this woman is tormenting me. She’s making it impossible for me to do my 

job. And I know she’s been reporting me to our boss.” 

 “So report her back then. Tell HR that she’s harassing you. They’ll have to do 

something about it, won’t they?” 

 “She’s been with this company for more than a decade. They’ll never take my 

word over hers. It’s more likely they’ll fire me first before reprimanding her.” 

 “I’m sorry this is happening, but you know we need you to continue working. 

The cost of Tess’s day home was far more than I ever expected it would be, not to 

mention the rent for this small house. If you could hold on for just a while longer, 

maybe until the New Year, then we can see if there’s another job for you. Leaving 

after four months’ time will look far better than after only one month.” 

 They were quiet for a few moments. Sondra imagined they were kissing to 

make up. She hoped that was true. Then her father said, “What is it about you that 

bothers this woman so much for her to attack you in this way?” 

 “I’m French.”  

 After that there was only silence in the house. Sondra reached down to the 

bottom of the bed and dragged a purring Minou, eyes still closed, up to her chin. Girl 

and cat cuddled together and the girl closed her eyes, too. 

 



Susan M. Toy  Teach Your Children Well Page 20 

susanmtoy@yahoo.ca 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Three 

 

Since Sondra had time on the home computer over the weekend and didn’t need to go 

into school early Monday morning, she arrived at the same time as the rest of the 

student body. She made her way down the hall to her locker and saw that a group of 

students was huddled close to her locker number. Someone spied her coming and 

pushed their neighbours to clear a space. Sondra walked into the group of giggling 

kids who were pointing at a photo stickered to her locker door. It was a photo of 

Sondra, scantily wrapped in a towel. that must have been taken in the gym dressing 

room the previous Friday. The top she had been wearing then was lying on the bench 

next to her in the picture. 
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 “Who did this?” Sondra said through clenched teeth. 

 “Looking good, Sondra,” one of the jocks said. “Were you stripping or putting 

your clothes on at that point? I just need to know for my fantasies tonight.” 

 Sondra ripped up the picture, opened her locker, and stuffed the pieces into the 

bottom reaches, next to her running shoes. She grabbed the books she needed for first 

period, slammed the door shut, and raced to her class as the first bell of the morning 

rang. The kids she left behind continued to hoot and holler at her back.  

Sondra felt heat rising up her neck and into her face and knew she would be a 

bright scarlet colour by now. She sat down at her desk and tried to resume some sense 

of calm before the class began, smoothing back her hair and adjusting her glasses.  

Susie, a blond-haired cheerleader sitting next to her, reached across the aisle 

and showed Sondra the screen of an iPhone she held in her palm. The same picture 

was visible, but with the caption, “Ooo-la-la!” written across the bottom.  

Sondra tried to grab the phone, but Susie managed to snap it back just as the 

teacher entered the room. The class settled down somewhat then, but Sondra could 

hear muffled giggling and the shuffling of feet and papers throughout those tortuous 

forty minutes she knew had nothing whatsoever to do with what they were being 

taught in English Lit. 

When the bell rang at the end of the class, Sondra couldn’t escape the room 

fast enough. She went directly to her locker where another copy of the picture had 

already been posted, but this time with the addition of New Facebook Sensation 

written across it in felt pen.  
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Sondra didn’t have a Facebook account. Along with only allowing her to use 

the computer under supervision, her parents also forbad the use of all social media 

and would not buy her a cell phone. She knew it was their intention to protect her by 

limiting what she could do—and who could access her—via the Internet. What they 

hadn’t realized, though, was that she could still be vulnerable and would have 

absolutely no recourse or protection at all from her classmates’ unlimited use of the 

Internet. 

She knew there was no point in complaining to the teachers. They wouldn’t do 

anything to help. What could they do, anyway? The picture had already been spread 

out all over the World Wide Web and there’d be no way of knowing who was 

responsible for taking it in the first place. She tried to remember who had been 

changing across from her after gym class that afternoon, but the girls’ faces were all a 

blur. Sondra decided her best defence was to just ignore everyone for the rest of the 

day and not react at all. She’d take down any further photos that were posted and just 

hope she could survive until 3:30 when she’d be able to escape high school once again. 

In her haste to get home that afternoon, she completely forgot to talk with 

Coach Phillips about joining the Cross-Country Harriers. She now seemed to be 

running a very different race in her life, anyway, and one that was solo only. No more 

team sports for Sondra. 

 

Mrs. Hillier was out in her garden when Sondra was passing by. “Mrs. Hillier, hello,” 

she called out to the woman. 
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 “Hello, hello, my dear. I was hoping I would see you today. No entourage 

chasing after you, I see.” She winked. 

“Worse than that, I’m afraid.” 

“You’d better come in then. Cup of tea? 

“I really can’t stay that long, but I do need to tell you what happened today. I 

have no one else I can talk with about this.” They went inside the house and Sondra 

told her older friend everything.  

Mrs. Hillier shook her head. “You really should tell the teachers, Sondra.” 

“This kind of thing goes on all the time in high school. It was happening in 

Quebec, too, but to other kids, never to me. The teachers don’t do anything. Once 

stuff is up on the Internet it’s impossible for anyone to do anything about it, anyway. 

It’s like plutonium—it lasts forever.” 

“Surely you’ll tell your parents, though. You must tell them what’s happening 

to you.” 

“They’ve got their own problems right now.” Sondra thought back to the 

conversation she wasn’t meant to hear the previous night.  

“Well, I’m out of suggestions then, dear. Just know that if you ever need a 

place to hide, you can always come here and sit with me.” 

“Thanks, Mrs. Hillier. It helps just to talk.” Mrs. Hillier patted the girl’s hand. 

“I’d better be going now. I need to be home before my older sister gets back 

from the day-home. She’s Special Needs and can’t be left alone at all.” 
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Mrs. Hillier accompanied Sondra to the door and they were saying goodbye 

again at the top of the stairs when a new-model Lexus pulled up to the curb. “Oh, it’s 

my son,” Mrs. Hillier said with not an ounce of joy in her voice. “You’d better 

skedaddle.” 

Sondra passed Mr. Hillier on the walkway and he just stared at her, not saying 

anything at all. She heard Mrs. Hillier say, “What do you want now? A free dinner, I 

suppose,” as the door closed behind them. 

Sondra did skedaddle and made it home again before Tess. She surprised her 

older sister with a fierce hug once they were both standing on the verandah of the 

house. 

“What’s up, sis?” Tess said. 

“Nothing. I’m just so glad you’re my sister, and that you’re happy all the time. 

I love hanging out with you.” Sondra opened the door and let the two of them inside, 

hiding the fact that tears were dripping from her cheeks. She cuffed off her face with 

a sleeve then said, “What will we have for an afternoon snack today?” 

“Peanut butter and crackers! But a pee first.” Tess ran up the stairs. 

Minou looked up at her mistress then ran ahead into the kitchen, as if to 

remind Sondra that was where the food was. 

Sondra placed her backpack in the living room and shuffled into the kitchen. 

She filled the cat’s bowl with crunchies and changed the drinking water. Fortunately, 

she and her mother had prepared a number of entrees over the weekend, so throwing 
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together dinner that evening would be a piece of cake. She didn’t have the stomach to 

cook, anyway. 
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Chapter Four 

 

The next day at school passed without incident for Sondra. No further incriminating 

pictures had surfaced and no one giggled behind her back. It was as though she’d 

been forgotten altogether. It wasn’t until the end of the day that all hell broke loose. 

 Sondra opened her locker door and what seemed to be hundreds upon 

hundreds of condom packages fell out on her feet and all over the hallway floor. 

Everyone surrounding her broke out into peals of laughter and a jock wearing his 

school football jacket, the same jock who had commented on her picture the previous 

day, sang, “I'll send it in a French letter, baby, da-da-da-da-da,” in an off-key voice. 

“Come on, boys. Dive in. Sondra is giving away French letters.” His laughter at his 

own joke sounded more like a series of uncontrolled snorts. 
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 Sondra scooped out what condom packages remained in the locker onto the 

floor, took out her jacket, changed the books in her backpack then locked the door 

again. She was about to walk away when one of the other boys said, “You can’t leave 

that on the floor.” He waved at the pile. 

 “I’m sure you’ll be able to find a use for them,” was all she said. Sondra really 

tried hard to maintain her composure. She was about to start on her way again when 

Erica stepped out from behind the crowd of kids and held a hand up to Sondra’s 

chest, pushing her gently. 

 “Not so fast. I’ve discovered a couple of things about you that I want to share 

with everyone.” She took a step back and crossed her arms over her sunken chest. The 

same girls who had helped Erica chase Sondra the week before were standing next to 

her, looking like henchmen. “I followed you home yesterday, and I discovered that the 

woman who invited you in was really just protecting you the other day. She’s not your 

grandmother. You called her Mrs. Hillier.” 

 Sondra tried to push past but was stopped again and even physically held back 

this time by a couple of the boys. She could feel the heat rising in her neck and throat, 

but said nothing one way or the other about her ruse with Mrs. Hillier.  

 “And the other thing I found out, everyone, is that Sondra’s sister is a Ree-

tard.” 

 Sondra snapped. She broke free from the boys and began beating on Erica so 

hard that the smaller girl fell to the floor with Sondra on top of her. The other kids 

made room for them and began chanting, “Fight! Fight!” which finally drew the 
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attention of a couple of teachers. Sondra was pulled up from Erica by Mr. Nielsen, the 

English teacher, and taken off to one side, while Erica was helped to her feet by Miss 

Kim, the principal. There was blood dripping from Erica’s nose and she was rubbing 

her jaw.  

 “What is going on here?” Miss Kim asked the crowd in general, glancing 

quickly at the pile of condoms on the floor. “Sondra, why were you attacking, Erica? I 

want you both in my office right now while I phone your parents. The rest of you, get 

rid of those condoms and go home.” 

 Mr. Nielsen remained behind to supervise the cleanup and try to question some 

of the students, even though no one would talk. Miss Kim took out her cell phone and 

called the school nurse to make sure she was still there then sent Erica to see the nurse 

first before joining them in the office. Pointing at Suzie the cheerleader, Miss Kim 

said, “You go with Erica, in case she needs help.”  

 Sondra reached down to pick up her jacket and backpack from the floor then 

walked down the hallway with Miss Kim when commanded to do so. She could feel 

daggers piercing her back until she turned the corner and entered the stairway. That 

was the longest and quietest walk Sondra had ever taken in her life. The only sound 

was the angry click of Miss Kim’s heels. 

Miss Kim motioned for Sondra to take a seat then she sat behind the desk. 

“Would you like to tell me what went on just now.” 

 Sondra shook her head in a brief manner, but would say nothing. 



Susan M. Toy  Teach Your Children Well Page 29 

susanmtoy@yahoo.ca 

 

 “I have to call your parents, and you will all be asked to come in to discuss this 

with me and the vice principal. We cannot allow our students to physically fight with 

one another on the school grounds. If you won’t tell me now what happened you will 

have to speak tomorrow, and in front of Erica and her parents.” Sondra turned her 

head and looked out the window. 

 “All right then. We’ll wait for Erica and hear what she has to say. In the 

meantime, you stay here and think about what you’ve done. I’m going to call your 

parents.” 

 Half an hour later, when Erica hadn’t shown up in the principal’s office, Miss 

Kim called the nurse and discovered that Erica and Suzie hadn’t been in to see her at 

all. They’d likely left the school grounds already.  

 “I did manage to reach her father, at least. He said he will come in later 

tomorrow morning. Likewise, your mother told me your father would bring you in to 

school. Until then, both you and Erica are suspended until we sort this out. It’s very 

unfortunate this incident must go on your record, Sondra. You’ve been a remarkable 

student since you arrived. I hope today is just a glitch you’re going through. I would 

hate to see you throw away what could be a brilliant career.” She opened the office 

door and stood to one side to allow Sondra to leave.  

 “Thank you, Miss Kim,” was all Sondra said as she walked out.  

 “I’ll see you tomorrow, and I hope by that time you decide to tell us what is 

going on.” 
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 All the way home, Sondra thought she was being followed and could hear the 

jeers and taunts of the kids from school. When she passed Mrs. Hillier’s house, she 

saw that a new For Sale sign had been hammered into the lawn since the previous day. 

But she was very late and knew Tess would be sitting on the verandah step waiting for 

her, so she couldn’t take any time to stop and talk with Mrs. Hillier. She’d be home 

just minutes before her mother as it was. 

 

Later, there was no talk at all during dinner. Her mother just gave Sondra that look 

that could whither a perfectly healthy plant within minutes. Through clenched teeth, 

Mrs. Frappier said, “I don’t want this discussed in front of Tess.” She had already 

phoned Mr. Frappier after receiving the call from Miss Kim, so there was no need to 

discuss anything further with him.  

After Tess went upstairs to bed and as Sondra was gathering her things to 

follow, Mr. Frappier called her into the living room. “Sit down,” he said, pointing to a 

spot at the other end of the couch. “I cannot tell you how disappointed your mother 

and I are that you have been physically abusive of another student. How long has this 

been going on, I have to wonder? You weren’t like this back in Quebec. Has this only 

started since we moved to Toronto? No one—and I mean No One—in our family has 

ever solved a problem using physical violence. What has gotten into you? What has 

happened?” 

Sondra wanted to tell her father the truth, but couldn’t speak at all. 
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“Go to your room then, if you’re not going to tell me. This will have to be 

sorted out in the morning, and in front of the principal, too. I am so ashamed of you at 

this moment.” Sondra had never seen her father look that way towards her. It was 

almost enough to loosen her tongue, but she held back, believing silence was her best 

defence. 

Later, in bed, she wasn’t able to sleep at all. Their appointment was for eleven 

o’clock. That was the earliest Erica’s father could get to the school. Sondra’s father 

was going to have to cancel a class. Her mother knew she would never be able to get 

away from work at all. Just as well, as far as Sondra was concerned. Nothing was said 

of Erica’s mother.  

Then she overheard her parents’ voices again, briefly. 

“I can’t believe after all I’ve been going through at work with that miserable 

woman, my own daughter turns out to be a bully.” 

“I’m sure there’s a reasonable explanation for it all, Jocelyne. I’m positive that 

this is not all Sondra’s fault. I just wish she would tell us what’s going on.” 

Sondra began crying silent tears. She didn’t even have the comfort of Minou. 

Tess had claimed possession of their cat for the night. 
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Chapter Five 

 

Sondra went to the curb with Tess to wait for the day-home bus to arrive. 

 “Sonny, why are you sick?” 

 “I’m not actually sick-sick, Tess. I just can’t go to school yet. But don’t worry. 

Papa will drive me there later this morning.” 

 “Good, because it’s not a good thing to miss school. That’s what you always tell 

me.” 

 The bus arrived and Sondra gave her sister a hug before loading her in for her 

ride to the home. She turned back towards the house and dragged her feet up the 

walkway then sat on the verandah rather than enter into the turmoil of the house. Her 
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mother left for work a few minutes later. Her father had said he needed to complete 

some computer work that would keep him busy most of the morning until it was time 

to drive to the school.  

 Even though she was currently suspended from classes, Sondra decided to use 

the time she had to get caught up on the homework she hadn’t finished the previous 

night. That helped time pass and soon her father opened the front door and stuck his 

head out. “Time to get ready to leave, Sonny.” She smiled to herself. Papa was at least 

still referring to her using Tess’s nickname. “I just need to pack up my books, Papa.” 

 The ride to the school was silent, just as Sondra had expected. Her father was 

dressed in slacks, a jacket and tie, because he was going to the university after he 

dropped Sondra off at home. He had suggested she dress up a bit, rather than wear 

her usual t-shirt, jeans and loafers. So she chose a green skirt and beige sweater in 

lightweight wool. The weather was beginning to cool off so a sweater would not be too 

warm. Besides, she thought this outfit would make her look grown-up, more serious 

than a fourteen-year-old usually looks—especially one who would be facing charges as 

serious as she was. 

 They were exactly on time. Sondra remembered her manners and introduced 

her father to Miss Kim and the vice principal, Mr. Lightstone. They all had to wait a 

further ten minutes, though, before Erica’s father finally entered the room ahead of 

his daughter.  

 “I’m Larry Morganstern,” he said, shaking hands with the other adults in the 

room, but not looking at Sondra. And not apologizing for being late. 
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 He certainly hadn’t come dressed to impress, either. His hair looked like he’d 

just gotten out of bed and his clothes as though he’d tossed on whatever wasn’t 

actually already in the laundry basket and in need of a wash. Sondra could see her 

father giving Mr. Morganstern the once-over and that Mr. Frappier was taken aback 

somewhat. 

 But the biggest surprise was Erica, who entered the room cradling an arm 

plastered in a green cast from the wrist to elbow. Sondra was visibly shocked. Erica 

completely avoided all eye contact with her. 

 “I’ll start, shall I,” Mr. Morgenstern said. “Miss Kim, I have spoken to my 

lawyer and I plan to press charges against the school and Sondra here,” he gestured at 

the girl, “for the injuries my poor Erica sustained yesterday when she was viciously 

attacked on school property.” He sat back in his chair and looked pleased with 

himself. 

 “One moment, please, Mr. Morganstern. Erica’s injuries were not that severe 

yesterday when I sent her to the nurse’s office—where she did not go, by the way. Nor 

did she come to my office as I had ordered her to do.” Miss Kim was a short woman, 

but when she stood up and pointed a finger at him, she towered over Mr. 

Morganstern. “There is no way Erica’s arm could have been broken after that scuffle. 

Her nose was bleeding, yes, but that was all that appeared to be wrong with her.” 

 “She knocked out a tooth, too,” Erica said and pointed inside her mouth. 

Sondra thought the missing tooth only improved the look of those remaining twisted 

teeth. 
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 “Okay, I want the two of you girls to talk and tell me everything that happened 

yesterday.” Miss Kim was now leaning against her desk with her arms crossed and 

one toe tapping. “Erica, you begin.” 

 “I wasn’t doing anything. I swear. Some boys had been dropping condoms into 

her locker,” she pointed at Sondra with the good hand, “and I was there when the 

condoms fell out on the floor, after she opened the locker door. It was pretty funny. 

We all laughed about it, but then, for no reason at all, she picked on me out of the 

crowd and began beating on me. Probably because I’m the smallest in the class. My 

nose began bleeding and she knocked out my tooth.” 

 “And broke your wrist,” Mr. Morganstern said. 

 “Oh, yeah. And my wrist.” She held it up for all to see, once again. “Anyway, 

she’s been kind of a loner ever since she got here. Me and my friends tried to make 

friendly with her, but she wouldn’t have anything to do with us. Figured she was too 

good for us or something, I suppose, being French and all.” 

 “That’s enough, Erica. I just want to hear what happened.” Miss Kim turned 

then to Sondra. “Now, please tell us your side of this story.” 

 Sondra continued to stare at her hands then looked up at everyone in the room, 

finally fixing her eyes on Erica. Erica’s gulp was audible. Sondra said, “She called my 

sister a retard.” She then looked back down at her hands. 

 Mr. Frappier was first on his feet and he began shouting at Erica in French. 
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 “Mr. Frappier, Mr. Frappier, please sit down, and speak in English, so 

everyone may understand and not just Mr. Lightstone and me.” She nodded her head 

in the direction of Mr. Morganstern. 

 “My elder daughter was born with Down Syndrome. She’s a Special Needs 

child, not a Ree-tard, as you have so ignorantly called her, Miss Morganstern. Sondra 

is extremely protective of her sister, so it is perfectly understandable now to me why 

she might have attacked you, and also why she didn’t want to tell me about this at 

home last night. As a family, we are not embarrassed by Tess. She is an equal, as far 

as we’re concerned. But none of us would ever tolerate anyone suggesting that she is 

retarded.” He looked directly at Miss Kim. “I would have done the same thing myself 

if anyone had said within my hearing that Tess was retarded.” 

 Miss Kim took all of this in. She turned to Erica. “Did you use a derogatory 

term with regards to Sondra’s sister?” Erica nodded. “I can’t hear you,” Miss Kim 

said. 

 “Yes.” 

 “And did you, Sondra, attack Erica because of this?” 

 Sondra hesitated before saying, “Yes.” 

 “Is there anything else that you want to add, Sondra—anything that has been 

going on between you and Erica?” 

 Sondra looked over at Erica then back at Miss Kim. “No.” 

 Erica had been holding her breath and expelled the air in a long sigh.  
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 “Fine then,” Miss Kim said. “You’re both suspended for the remainder of this 

week. This will give you both a chance to cool down and think about what you’ve 

done. I hope you will figure out a way to solve your differences in the future that 

doesn’t involve fisticuffs.” 

 “This certainly does not make amends for my daughter’s broken arm, and the 

other injuries she has,” Mr. Morganstern said. “You’ll still be hearing from my 

lawyer—both of you.” He nodded in the direction of the principal and Mr. Frappier. 

 “I would like to see a doctor’s report first on a thorough examination that has 

been conducted on your daughter, Mr. Morganstern. I still don’t believe her wrist—

and it is her wrist and not her arm, correct?—was broken yesterday by Sondra. A 

doctor could likely tell us what time that break occurred. There’s a lot that can be 

done with forensics these days, you know.” Miss Kim recrossed her arms against her 

chest and stood up to her full height. 

 Mr. Morganstern looked at Miss Kim then Mr. Frappier. He hesitated before 

saying, “Come on, Erica. Let’s get out of here.” He grabbed her good hand with a 

rough grip and yanked her out of the room, but not before Erica could exchange one 

last glance with Sondra, one that contained a mix of puzzlement and gratitude. 

 “Phew.” Miss Kim settled back down in her office chair. “I probably shouldn’t 

say this, but it’s no wonder there is no Mrs. Morganstern on the scene.” 

 Mr. Frappier said, “Was that true about forensics being able to put an exact 

time on when a break occurs?” 
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 “I was hedging my bets that he wouldn’t know if it was the truth. I am positive 

that Erica’s wrist was not broken as a result of that scuffle. She certainly wasn’t 

favouring it when I hauled her up from the floor. I think we will find that Mr. 

Morganstern does not lay charges after all. Erica has been absent from school in the 

past and has had a fair share of broken bones. I don’t want to speculate where any of 

those injuries originated, but after meeting Mr. Morganstern here today, I think I 

may be making some inquiries of my own. Anyway, thank you for coming in today, 

Mr. Frappier. And thank you, Sondra, for being truthful about what caused the fight. 

Please do use these few days to think about what happened here and I hope you come 

back to school ready to work again.” She turned to Sondra’s father. “You and your 

wife should be very proud of Sondra. She’s already one of our shining stars in this 

school. I would hate to lose her.”  

 Everyone shook hands and Mr. Frappier left the office. Sondra stopped and 

said to Miss Kim, “Thank you. For believing me.” 

 Miss Kim studied her face then said, “Come and see me first thing on Monday 

morning. I have an idea for you, something I think you’d enjoy doing.” 

 Sondra nodded and left. 

 The drive home was as silent as the time they’d spent in the car earlier. Mr. 

Frappier went into the house for a drink of water before leaving for the university. He 

said, “Sondra, I’m still not happy with the way you handled the situation, but I am 

proud that you defended your sister. I’ll call your mother when I get to work and tell 
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her all of what happened. Give me a hug now.” They embraced then Mr. Frappier 

said, “I hope you use this time you have wisely,” and he left the house. 

 Sondra went up to her room, followed all the way by Minou, to change from 

the skirt and sweater into a t-shirt and jeans. Back in the kitchen, she poured some 

juice, made a sandwich for lunch then took her schoolwork out to the verandah to 

make the most of the still-warm Toronto weather. Minou, left inside the house, cried 

at the window, but soon gave up when Sondra didn’t pay any attention.  

Sondra had fallen asleep while reading before Tess arrived home, calling for 

“Peanut butter and crackers” as she walked up to the house. Her sister’s voice woke 

up Sondra. 

 As Sondra set down the plate on the TV table in the living room, Tess looked 

up at her and said, “I love you, Sonny.” Tess was scratching Minou’s head. The cat 

had settled in next to the one sister who was willing to pay attention. 

 “And I love you, too, Tess.” Sondra had to go upstairs to the bathroom so she 

could have a proper cry. 

 

That evening, after dinner was finished and Tess and their father were sitting in the 

living room watching television, Mrs. Frappier asked Sondra to come into the kitchen 

with her.  

 “Your father told me of how you defended your sister. While I don’t believe in 

your method, I am very proud of you for standing up to someone who would say that 

about Tess. You stood up to a bully.” Her voice caught on the last word. She turned 
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away and walked from the kitchen into the living room, leaving Sondra to dry the 

dishes and put them away. 
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Chapter Six 

 

Sondra was only suspended from school and not under a complete house arrest, so she 

decided to investigate that For Sale sign she remembered seeing on Mrs. Hillier’s 

lawn. She knocked on the door and rang the bell, but there was no one at home. As 

she was walking away from the house, a car pulled up. A woman, wearing spiky-

heeled shoes and a killer suit, making her look like a successful real estate agent, got 

out of the driver’s seat. A couple, youngish, the woman pregnant, opened doors on the 

passenger side. 
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 Sondra felt bold. “Excuse me. Do you know where Mrs. Hillier is? The woman 

who owns this house?” She waited on the pavement for the agent to finish checking 

her Blackberry.  

 “It’s her son I’ve been dealing with,” she said, almost paying attention to the 

girl. “He told me she fell down the stairs and decided she should sell the house. He 

said that once she’s released from the hospital she’s going into a nursing home. She’s 

quite elderly apparently.” She nodded over at the couple. “It’s very sad when the 

elderly can’t stay in their own homes any longer, but really, as you’ll see, it’s not very 

suitable for an old woman, anyway, but absolutely perfect for a young couple with a 

family on the way.” They all smiled at each other. 

 “She wasn’t that old,” Sondra said, but they were already walking up towards 

the house and didn’t hear. Or were ignoring the kid. 

 “Which hospital?” Sondra shouted. 

 The agent stopped and thought. “I don’t know,” she finally said. “Probably 

The East General. That’s the closest to here.” 

 Sondra didn’t wait to thank the woman. She ran home, picked up her wallet 

and dropped it into a book bag. She chose a French library book from her collection 

that she thought might be an easy read then she set out for the street car stop at 

Wineva and Queen.  

 When she questioned the driver about how to get to the hospital, he said, “If 

you go across the street and catch the Main Street bus, it will take you to the subway 
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station where you can switch over to the Mortimer bus. It’ll drop you off at the 

hospital entrance. Going to visit a relative? Nothing serious, I hope.” 

 “My grandmother,” Sondra said. It wasn’t really a lie. Sondra and Tess no 

longer had any living grandparents, and Mrs. Hillier had asked Sondra to call her 

Grandma. 

 Sondra followed the driver’s directions and it didn’t take long before she 

arrived at the hospital. She went up to the information counter and asked the clerk, 

“Can you tell me which room Mrs. Hillier is in, please?” 

 “Are you a relative?” the woman said, a stern hint of suspicion in her voice. 

 “She’s my grandmother,” Sondra repeated the lie again. That seemed to 

convince the clerk who gave her the floor and room numbers then directed Sondra 

towards the bank of elevators. 

 Sondra had never been in a hospital before—not even to visit anyone. She was 

surprised by the size of the place and the number of people in the lobby in the middle 

of a weekday. Everyone looked to be either very concerned, sad, busy, or as though 

they wouldn’t care to talk with her, so she found her own way to the room.  

 She peeked around the door frame and saw two beds. The one by the window 

was empty, although the sheets looked to have been slept in. The toilet in the 

bathroom was flushed and there was the sound of water being run into the sink. The 

bed closest to Sondra and the room door contained a small figure in traction. There 

was a cast on one leg and another on the arm. As well, the top of the head was 

bandaged. Sondra moved closer and could not believe this was the same Mrs. Hillier, 
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her Mrs. Hillier, who had protected Sondra from the marauding girls only one week 

before. She’d seemed so formidable then, so full of life. Now hers was a body broken 

in both bones and spirit, by the look of her.  

 Sondra crept up to the side of the bed. “Mrs. Hillier,” she said in a whisper, 

wanting to talk with the woman but afraid to wake her if she was finally getting some 

much-needed rest. “Mrs. Hillier.” This time the woman’s eyes fluttered open and she 

turned her head to the side.  

 “Sondra. How did you get in? Does my son know you’re here?” Her voice had 

a sudden sound of mounting panic. 

 “Oh, Mrs. Hillier. I’m so sorry to hear about your accident. I saw the sign on 

your lawn the other day and asked the real estate agent where you were. I went over 

today just as she was arriving.” Sondra didn’t want to upset Mrs. Hillier further by 

telling her the agent had already brought prospective buyers with her. “She said you 

fell down the stairs and were in the hospital.” 

 “Was pushed,” Mrs. Hillier said, becoming excited. “That son of mine has 

wanted me out of my house ever since Alec, his father, died. I refused, so this is what I 

get. Now I couldn’t move back in there alone even if I wanted to. He’s making 

arrangements to put me into a nursing home.” 

 “But can’t we stop him? Won’t the doctors and nurses do something, if they 

know that’s what happened?” 

 “He convinced me to sign a paper giving him power of attorney over all my 

affairs. That was just after the accident. Lucky for him I didn’t break my writing 
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wrist. I was kind of out of it with the pills they were giving me, so I didn’t know if I 

would even survive all this let alone regain full control of my wits.” 

 “You certainly knew who I was right away. I don’t think there’s anything 

wrong with your brain.” Then she remembered, “I brought you a French book, just in 

case you wanted to begin studying with me.” 

 “Thank you, dear. That was very sweet of you, but I don’t think I’m up to 

speaking French again right now. I need to figure out a way to stop my son from 

selling my house. Then I must get out of here. For now, though, I think I should sleep. 

I hope you don’t mind.” 

 The other patient came out of the washroom then and eyed Sondra with 

suspicion.  

 “Who’s this?” she said. “I hope you’re not going to be having a lot of kids 

visiting you. I like it nice and quiet in here.” 

 “Don’t worry, Margaret. My granddaughter is just leaving.” 

 “Granddaughter. You never mentioned anything about having a 

granddaughter before.” Her sour face seemed to wizen a little further in front of 

Sondra’s eyes. 

 “I was just leaving. Goodbye, Grandmere,” Sondra said, leaning over to kiss 

Mrs. Hillier’s cheek. She received a wink from the woman in exchange.  

 On the bus ride back home, Sondra took the French book from her bag and 

looked at it. The book wasn’t yet due to be returned, but she decided to go to the 

library and exchange it for another. While she was there, she used a library computer 
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to look up ‘power of attorney’ and ‘signs of elder abuse.’ When Sondra asked one of 

the librarians if they had any books on bullying and abuse she received a questioning 

flicker in the eyes before being directed towards a couple of shelves at the back of the 

library. She searched through what was there and selected three books that she took 

back to the checkout desk.  

 Without saying a word, the same librarian handed her a rainbow-coloured 

card. Sondra glanced at it: Kids Help Phone 24-hours - Call if you need help, about 

anything! 1-800-668-6868. 

 “I don’t need this,” Sondra said. “I’m looking up the information for a friend.” 

She tried to hand back the card, but the librarian closed Sondra’s fingers around it.  

 “Take it,” she said. “For your friend.” 

 Sondra left the library and stopped in a variety store on Queen Street to buy a 

couple of chocolate bars for herself and Tess. That would be a nice change from 

peanut butter and crackers for an after-school treat, at least for her, and especially 

since she hadn’t been in school at all for a couple of days. 

 

After reading through parts of the three books she borrowed, Sondra decided to pay 

another visit to Mrs. Hillier on Friday afternoon, and as she was still on suspension, 

anyway. She’d found some interesting information about elder abuse that was leading 

her to believe Mrs. Hillier’s son had indeed been abusing her.  

 Sondra took the same bus route to arrive in time for visiting hours and went 

directly to Mrs. Hillier’s room, but the bed had been stripped and seemed to be 
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waiting for a new patient. What few things that had been brought to the hospital with 

Mrs. Hillier were gone. 

 Margaret was still in the other bed. “She left. Her son took her out. And I 

know you’re not her granddaughter like you said you were. She doesn’t have any 

grandchildren, only the one son. Her son was pretty angry when he found out you’d 

lied your way in here.” 

 Sondra turned and ran to the nursing station. “Where’s Mrs. Hillier? Which 

room did you move her to?”  

The nurse seated at the counter took her time in replying. She looked down at 

her paper work, pen poised, and narrowed her eyes then looked back up at Sondra. 

“Mr. Hillier has moved his mother to another hospital. And we know that you lied 

about being a relative. You should not have been allowed to see her yesterday at all. 

We were asked to report you, if you ever showed up again.” She reached for the 

phone. 

“Wait!” Sondra placed her hand on the woman’s to stop her from picking up 

the handset. “Mrs. Hillier told me yesterday that her son pushed her and that’s how 

she fell down the stairs. She said he wants her out of her house so he can sell it. We 

need to contact the police or a lawyer. Someone who can help her.” 

The nurse shook her head. “The woman was delusional. She’s been 

administered some very strong drugs these past few days to help her deal with the 

pain. I’m sure whatever she told you yesterday was just her imagination. Her son 
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found her at the bottom of the steps and called an ambulance. She was in pretty rough 

shape. I was here when she was admitted, so I know.” 

Sondra was just a kid. Who would ever believe her? She hung her head. 

“Don’t worry. Mrs. Hillier will be well taken care of where she’s been sent.” 

“Can you tell me where that is?” Sondra knew the answer would be no, but she 

just had to make one last effort, for her friend’s sake.  

The nurse smiled at her. Then returned to her work, dismissing Sondra and 

any further concern there might have been for Mrs. Hillier. 

But Mrs. Hillier knew who I was yesterday, immediately, too, Sondra thought. 

She dragged her feet towards the elevator. 

The same bus driver was making the return trip. “I hope your friend isn’t 

worse,” she said. 

“Pardon?” Sondra said, lost in thought. Then she said, “Oh, my friend, she’s 

gone.” 

“I’m so sorry for your loss,” the driver said in an embarrassed mumble and 

handed Sondra a transfer. 

Sondra walked down the aisle to the back of the bus and sat down, all alone, on 

the long bench that stretched across the bus’s width. She didn’t know what to do now 

about Mrs. Hillier. She had no idea at all. 
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Chapter Seven 

 

Saturday was Tess’s birthday and Mr. Frappier had declared it to be a day that she 

could choose to do whatever she wanted. 

 “Ice cream! And a big cake,” she held her two arms out as wide as they would 

stretch, “with pink icing.” 

 “Okay, your wish is my command.” Mr. Frappier went outside of the house for 

a few minutes then came back in, followed by a man in his thirties. “This is Donald 

from next door. He tells me that the best ice cream around here is served at Maple 

Leaf Dairy on The Danforth.” 
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 Donald smiled and shook Mrs. Frappier’s hand. “Who is the birthday girl,” he 

said, grinning at both Tess and Sondra. Sondra translated for her sister. 

 “I am, I am!” Tess jumped up and down, almost unable to contain herself.  

 In perfect French, Donald said, “I wonder if it would be okay to make a party 

of this then. My wife, son and I would enjoy taking you there this afternoon. Mikey 

loves ice cream, and we all enjoy a party. Marie and I both speak French, by the way” 

 “Oh, yes!” Tess said. 

 Mrs. Frappier said, “Let’s go for ice cream then come back here with a cake 

and make a party of it. This way we also have an opportunity to finally meet the 

neighbours.”  

Sondra was surprised her mother would make such a suggestion. It was as 

though it had been spoken by the old Maman of Quebec. The new Maman of Toronto 

had not been interested in socializing at all during the month they had lived there.  

 Sondra said, “That would be fun. May we invite some other people, Papa?” 

 Tess and Sondra went out to round up a couple more neighbours, leaving 

Donald to introduce his wife and their one-year-old son to the Frappier parents. The 

girls managed to find a single woman at home. Mrs. Taylor lived alone across the 

street. An elderly couple, the Bradleys, lived in a house next to the laneway. They were 

also interested in joining the celebration. All three would arrive at the house later in 

the afternoon when the cake was to be served. 
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 “First, though, Sondra is going to take Tess and me over to the library so we 

can register for cards and begin borrowing books.” Sondra’s face lit up like a street 

light at her mother’s suggestion.  

 “Oh, Maman,” was all she could say.  

 The three Frappier women walked along Queen Street together, the girls on 

either side of their mother, holding her hands. Tess all the while sang, “Happy 

Birthday to me!” People passing by turned and smiled at her enthusiasm and a couple 

of them even wished her a happy birthday, in French. 

With all the excitement during that past week, Sondra had forgotten to buy 

Tess a gift, so she offered to pay for her sister’s library membership. The librarian at 

the desk was the same woman who had handed Sondra the ‘Kids Help Phone’ card 

the day before. She nodded in recognition and silently smiled at the two girls while 

Sondra helped Tess relay her personal information in English so it could be entered 

into the computer. Then Sondra led Tess to the Children’s section and helped her pick 

out some picture books with French text. Mrs. Frappier found a few French-language 

detective books she hadn’t yet read, so it was a successful visit for everyone. 

 At the bakery across the street from the library, they found an enormous cake 

for sale. The icing wasn’t pink, but the clerk told them it could be customized with 

‘Happy Birthday, Tess’ added to the top. When asked her opinion of it, Tess said, 

“Size is more important,” and she held her arms out wide again. So Mrs. Frappier 

paid for the cake, ordered the new decoration, and told the clerk Mr. Frappier would 

pick it up before three o’clock. 
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 Tess skipped ahead of Mrs. Frappier and Sondra as they all walked home. 

Mrs. Frappier said, “We’re going to be eating that cake for weeks, but it’s worth it 

just to see Tess so happy.” Sondra smiled at her mother and could have added that it 

was worth it to see the entire family happy again. 

 

That evening, after the ice cream and cake had been consumed and Tess finished 

opening presents from her parents (a set of artist paints from her father and a silk 

scarf from her mother), and new friendships were kindled with their neighbours, Mr. 

Frappier announced he had one final gift for his daughter. “But this gift involves the 

entire family. Get your jackets and prepare to walk,” he said, winking in a 

conspiratorial way, increasing the mystery. 

 The family lived in a house south of Queen Street on a boulevard that ended at 

the boardwalk and a sand beach that stretches across the northern shoreline of Lake 

Ontario. Sondra could see the lake from their house through the overhanging oak and 

maple trees, but none of the Frappiers had ever thought to actually walk down the 

street to the boardwalk. Once it became dark and the street lights were glowing, Mr. 

Frappier led his wife and two girls on a walk that took them to the wide expanse of 

beach that at one time in the distant past had been the location of the Scarboro Beach 

Amusement Park.  

 “But it’s beautiful here, Jean,” Mrs. Frappier said. “Why did we not come for 

a walk earlier?” 
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 Mr. Frappier wrapped an arm tighter around his wife and drew her in close to 

his side. “I believe it gets better,” he said. “Wait for it.” He was watching the clouds as 

they parted to reveal a full moon. “I read today in the newspaper that this is a blue 

moon, too. Very special and auspicious that this blue moon occurs on Tess’s birthday, 

I think.” 

 “Happy Birthday to me,” Tess sang again. “Papa, I like my suspicious moon. 

This is the best present of all.” The others laughed at her confusion of the words, but 

no one corrected her. “I’m making a wish,” Tess said. 

 “But that’s a . . .” Sondra said, before her father held up his hand towards her 

face. 

 “I wish I may, I wish I might, have this wish I wish tonight,” Tess said before 

closing her eyes and screwing up her face, the better to concentrate.  

 When her eyes opened, she smiled with a wide, satisfied mouth. “There. Now 

everything will be alright.”  

 “What did you wish?” Sondra said, grabbing her sister’s hand and walking 

alongside her towards the boardwalk again, their parents following behind, arm-in-

arm.  

 “Silly, I can’t tell you. It wouldn’t come true, if I did.” 

 A couple of young men were passing by as the family reached the wooden 

planks to step up from the sand. 
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 “Fucking frogs. Why don’t you go back to Quebec!” one of the men said. The 

other laughed as though what his friend had uttered was the most hilarious thing he’d 

heard in a long time. 

 Sondra was glad then that Tess could not understand English. But her parents 

could, and both had heard the insult. Nothing was said amongst the family members 

about the incident, although Sondra felt her mother’s body stiffen when she circled a 

consoling arm around her waist.  

 Tess was walking ahead of them. “Best birthday ever, right Sonny?” She 

pumped her fist into the air above her head and turned to Sondra, grinning as though 

her face would split. Sondra pumped her free arm in response and smiled back. 
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Chapter Eight 

 

On Monday morning, Sondra arrived early at Miss Kim’s office, anxious to hear 

about this idea the principal had in mind.  

Miss Kim was making the morning announcements over the school’s public 

address system. Once she has finished, she motioned to Sondra to come into her office 

and sit down. Miss Kim went to stand by the window that overlooked the entrance to 

the school. Sondra knew there would be a few stragglers, late for school, and Miss 

Kim was probably making a mental note of who they were. She always seemed to have 

a finger on the pulse of the school. Maybe this was why. She was observing, but 

managed to remain unobserved.   
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 Without turning, Miss Kim said, “Sondra, you remind me a lot of myself when 

I was a student in high school.” Sondra didn’t say anything at all, but was interested 

in hearing more about this sudden confidentiality. “I was bullied. My family had 

emigrated from Korea and we settled in Calgary. My father spoke some English and 

my mother only spoke Korean. They opened a restaurant and we all lived in the 

apartment above. I have three brothers and a sister, and we grew up together in that 

small apartment and helped out in the restaurant most of the time.  

“It was tortuous for my siblings and I to attend the local high school. That was 

at a time when Asians were beginning to move to Canada in greater numbers, but we 

were still a minority in that particular neighbourhood. I think the only reason any of 

us managed to survive those four years was because we stuck together and our 

parents desperately wanted us to succeed in this new country—we couldn’t possibly 

disappoint them. And every one of us did succeed, too—I’m a high school principal, 

my eldest brother is a doctor, our sister became a lawyer, and the twins are both 

teachers.” 

 “Your parents must be very proud,” Sondra said in a quiet voice. 

 “Yes, they are. But they never knew anything at all about the bullying we 

endured. We decided—all five siblings—that they could never ever know, because 

they would not understand. Besides, the thought that we weren’t being accepted in 

their new chosen country would have killed them. After all, they had decided to come 

to Canada so their children would have the best opportunities possible, and if they 
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had known we were suffering in any way because of that decision . . . well, they just 

would not have been able to understand, that’s all.” 

 “But you all succeeded, in spite of the bullying?” 

 “Yes. I’ve realized now, though, since becoming a teacher and principal, that 

we were the few lucky ones. We had each other to talk to about our problems, but we 

didn’t go public and actually tell any authorities—or our parents—that we were being 

bullied. In hindsight, I realize that the only way to stop bullying is to talk about it.  

“So,” Miss Kim turned around and looked directly at Sondra, “is there 

anything you want to tell me? Anything at all about what has been happening in the 

school? You have my strict confidence.” 

 Sondra looked at her lap. A tear leaked out of one eye and rolled down the 

cheek, dripping on the hand in her lap.  

She began speaking and told Miss Kim all of what had been going on those past 

couple of weeks—without actually naming any of the students directly. Even so, a 

wave of relief began making its way through her body as she unburdened herself.  

When Sondra was finished, Miss Kim said, “Mr. Lightstone and I thought 

there was more to this than what you had told us last week. A couple of teachers 

warned the rest of the staff that something was going on, but they didn’t know exactly 

what it was or who was involved. I’m glad you’ve finally opened up and told me. 

Sondra, you should never think that your teachers don’t care about you. It’s so 

important though for all the students to realize they should never have to suffer in 
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silence—as did I and my siblings—and that there is help. But they do need to talk and 

tell someone there’s a problem in the first place.” 

 “The librarian gave me a card the other day with a phone number where kids 

can get help.” Sondra explained about the research she had been doing and of the 

librarian’s misassumption. 

 “It’s good that someone is on the ball and making assumptions, whether 

correct or not, otherwise you, and others, might never know there is a place you can 

call if you ever need help,” Miss Kim said. “So, this leads me to my idea and why I 

asked you here this morning. I want you to spearhead and design a bullying 

awareness program for the school.” 

 Sondra looked up, her face registering shock and surprise at the same time. 

“But, I couldn’t . . .” 

 “I know you can, though, and I would like to give you the opportunity to prove 

that you can. Since I’m in charge of the library, I will give you that space to organize 

this campaign in whatever way you see fit. You may invite any students you wish to 

join you in this, but you are ultimately in charge, and you answer only to me. I can’t 

offer you much in the way of funding, so if you can do this in as inexpensive a way as 

possible, the Toronto School Board will be forever grateful. But you may use whatever 

facilities and resources we have in the school—audio-visual, the auditorium, PA 

system, copying, computers—it’s up to you to decide in which direction you want to 

take this campaign. I will back you one hundred percent.” 
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 Sondra thought for a moment before accepting the challenge. “I don’t want to 

name my bullies, though,” she said, worrying about the retaliation that could result 

from her participation in this campaign. 

 “No, I always envisioned this as a totally positive campaign. We won’t out the 

bullies, but we will let the general student population know that bullying is wrong, 

that it will no longer be tolerated, and this is how they should deal with it if they are 

ever bullied.” 

 “Okay, I will do it!” Sondra said, slapping her hands on her knees. “I already 

began researching bullying at the library—when the librarian gave me that card—

and I know there are a lot of books available on the subject . . . and abuse, too. That’s 

another form of bullying, you know.” Miss Kim nodded. Sondra continued, “If I am 

successful with this campaign, Miss Kim, may I also look at ways to stop bullying 

outside of the school?” She thought of Mrs. Hillier—and her mother’s situation at 

work. If she could help both women overcome what had been happening to them that 

would really be something. 

 “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves just yet. For now, let’s concentrate on how to 

begin inside the school. I’m prepared to call an assembly later this week to allow us to 

introduce our new campaign, and you, to the rest of the student body. I’ll talk to the 

teachers later today at the staff meeting and explain what it is that we have planned. 

Are you prepared to stay after school in the afternoons to begin working on this?” 

 “I have to be home to meet my sister when the bus drops her off, but I should 

be able to spare an hour, or come in early every morning.” 
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 “Well, let’s get started then. High five!” Miss Kim raised her right palm into 

the air and Sondra jumped up from her chair to slap it. She’d never high-fived with a 

teacher before.  

 “You’d better get on to your class. I’ll phone the teacher to explain you’ve been 

with me. Whose class is it you have for first period?”  

 Sondra left the office and walked down the hallway as though she were floating 

on a cloud. This could be the beginning of what she hoped would become some of the 

best years of her life. 

 

Sondra spent an hour in the school library that afternoon, beginning to map out a 

plan for her campaign. Miss Kim joined her just as she was packing up her bag to 

leave school. The principal had just left a successful staff meeting, she said, during 

which she received an unprecedented unanimous support for her idea.  

“I’m very impressed with the progress you’ve made already, Sondra,” she said, 

admiring the student’s detailed notes. “Now, I’d like you to prepare an announcement 

about Friday’s planned general school assembly and so you may begin recruiting help 

from among the other students.” 

 Sondra gulped so loud she was sure the rest of the people still in the building 

had heard her. “But I’ve never given a speech in public before.” 

 “I didn’t have an opportunity to give a speech until I was in university. I did 

learn, though, that the most important part of speech-making is being prepared and 

to practice. You’ll be fine.” 
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After dinner was finished and the table cleared, Sondra said in English, “Maman, 

Papa, I have something to tell you.” 

 Her parents exchanged a glance then both looked at Tess who had already 

settled into a chair in front of the television’s only French station. They all sat back 

down in their seats at the table. 

 Sondra explained to them about the bullying she had endured, before she’d 

fought with Erica, and told of Miss Kim’s idea and how Sondra was now heading up a 

campaign to help rid the school of bullying.    

 “But, this is wonderful news, isn’t it, Maman?” Mr. Frappier reached across 

the table and squeezed his wife’s hand. He turned back to Sondra. “I know you will do 

a very good job on this campaign, ma petite. This is the perfect situation for you. But 

why did you not tell us before about the problems you had with being bullied?” 

 Sondra looked across the table at her mother’s returned smile. “I know now I 

should have said something. I should have told you or the teachers. That’s the only 

way to stop bullies. We need to report them.” 

 “Sondra is correct,” Mrs. Frappier said. “I, too, have been wrong to put up 

with that insane woman at work. Like Sondra says, I must report her, otherwise she 

will never stop until I leave. And even then, who is to say that she won’t begin bullying 

someone else?”  

Mr. Frappier patted his wife’s cheek then rested his hand on her shoulder. 

“You are not alone in this, Jocelyne. You have always had my full support. I told you 
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before you should report the abuse. Now maybe you’ll listen to your daughter, our 

newest expert. At least you know that she supports you, too.” 

“Yes, Maman. And what is the worst that could happen, anyway? If you lose 

your job, we can make do somehow until you find another.” 

“How did you know . . . ?” Mrs. Frappier studied her daughter’s face. Then 

she said, “Jobs are tight, but I suppose that even in Toronto there is still need for 

French translation, and there’s no language barrier for an accountant, really. 

Numbers are the same in any language.” 

Mr. Frappier said, “Maybe I could see if there is translation work available at 

the university, perhaps with one of their publications. That might suit you.” 

Mrs. Frappier smiled at her husband and daughter. “I will see what I can do at 

work first thing in the morning.” She stood up from the table. “Jean, would you like a 

cup of coffee, perhaps with a little créme de cassis on the side?” She didn’t wait for an 

answer.  

Sondra listened to her mother hum a tuneless song while she prepared the 

coffee, something Mrs. Frappier hadn’t done since they left Quebec. 

Mr. Frappier and Sondra joined Tess in the living room, just as the older girl 

turned to announce, “Papa, Les Bleus de Ramville is on now.” 

 

Sondra watched the first fifteen minutes of the show about a senior hockey team in a 

small French-Canadian town then gathered her books and bag, said goodnight, and 

headed upstairs to her room. After she brushed her teeth and changed into pyjamas, 
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Sondra whistled to Minou who came running up the stairs and jumped onto the bed. 

“Minou, tonight you will be my audience. I want you to listen while I practice what I 

will read over the PA system tomorrow. Please tell me what you think. I hope you 

understand English.” The cat purred so loud her body was vibrating. Sondra laughed 

and scratched Minou behind the ears, just the way she knew the cat liked. 
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Chapter Nine 

 

Sondra only spoke into the mic for 30 seconds, but that was enough time to deliver 

what she needed to say--that she was creating a committee to inform everyone about 

bullying and to ask that any interested students join her after school in the library so 

they could begin planning this campaign together.  

“If you have ever been the victim of bullying or have witnessed bullying, and 

you want it to stop right now, be part of the solution – not the problem. Let’s stop 

bullying in its tracks, both here at East End High and everywhere else that people are 

being bullied.” 
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When she was finished, Miss Kim completed her own announcements then 

switched off the system. 

 “There. I think that went very well. We’ll soon know this afternoon when we 

see how many students actually show up.” 

 Sondra left the office for her first class of the day. She knocked on the door 

before opening and made an attempt to slip in quietly. One of the boys in the front 

row, Paul, a mousey kid who had always been known to the school at large as Eight-

Eyes because he wore inconceivably thick-lensed glasses, said, “Hooray! Here she is!” 

He led the clapping, and the rest of the class, including their teacher, joined in.  

 “Bravo, Madamoiselle Frappier,” Miss Turgeon said. “I was so pleased 

yesterday when Miss Kim explained what you were planning to do. And, as you can 

see, you have your classmates’ approval, as well. Would you like to come up here to 

the front of the room and explain a little more about what your plans are with this 

committee?” Sondra hesitated at her desk, but was encouraged by the surrounding 

students who waved her on to stand next to the teacher. As she approached, Miss 

Turgeon said in a whisper, “This may help you to recruit the entire class.” 

 “Most of you know that I was being bullied,” Sondra said, “but I’ve since 

learned that I handled my situation in the wrong way. Miss Kim has given me an 

opportunity to teach everyone in the school how to deal with bullies, but more 

importantly how not to be bullied in the first place. Like I said before, we can all stop 

bullying from happening everywhere.” Sondra dipped her head and walked down the 

aisle to sit at her desk.  
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 Miss Turgeon smiled at her and quickly brought the class back to order, and 

more surprising to Miss Turgeon herself, actually attentive to the subject of 

mathematics once again. 

 

The library was almost not big enough to accommodate all the students who answered 

Sondra’s request to join her. Miss Kim, Mr. Lightstone and a few other teachers were 

also in attendance, but after a brief introduction, Miss Kim passed the proceedings 

over to Sondra to handle. “I will only be here if you require staff approval for any 

projects or schemes you come up with. This is a committee and campaign to be 

completely run by the students.” She smiled then moved to the back of the room, 

lining up against the wall with the other teachers, as though they were there to 

chaperon a school dance in the gym—there, but not really there. 

 Sondra quickly outlined some of the ideas she’d listed during her own research 

into bullying. Then she led a discussion as to the most effective—and fun—ways the 

students could get their anti-bullying message across. An overall committee was 

formed, as well as sub-committees that would cover various ideas to be pursued. 

These included a videoed-flash mob that could be posted on YouTube; a series of TV 

commercials and radio ads that delivered positive messages; a Glee-TV series type of 

singing group that would be available to perform at all assemblies. Mrs. White, the 

music teacher who was at the first meeting, agreed to organize that group. Posters and 

pamphlets could be created for distribution to all students and the surrounding 

neighbourhoods. And another group concerning itself with abuse and bullying 
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happening outside of the school population was formed. Thinking of her mother and 

Mrs. Hillier, Sondra offered to head this particular sub-committee.  

 “A fine meeting,” Miss Kim said to Sondra once the end had been announced 

and the students were dispersing. “You’ve already done a remarkable job, as I knew 

you would. I have no doubt that the assembly on Friday morning will be one of the 

best we’ve ever held in this school. I can already feel the excitement.” 

 “Thank you, Miss Kim. But I couldn’t have done this without your . . .” Sondra 

stopped when she saw Erica standing in the open door. Miss Kim glanced around then 

looked back at Sondra. 

 “I think you two need to talk.” She left the room, patting Erica’s shoulder as 

she passed the girl. 

 Erica walked up towards Sondra with a slow step, as though she was the one 

facing her own bully, and not the other way around. 

 “Sondra, I-I-I’m sorry. For what happened. I shouldn’t have done that to you. 

It was mean of me and I encouraged the other girls to be mean, too. And I never 

should have said that about your sister.” 

 “That’s okay,” Sondra said in a mumble. It wasn’t okay, but Sondra just 

wanted the entire episode to finally end. She looked down at her bag and tightened the 

cord before hoisting it over her head and onto her shoulders. 

 “What I want to know is . . . can I join this group?” 
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 There was nothing stopping any students from joining, but Sondra was 

surprised that an actual bully would ever want to be part of something that was trying 

to put a stop to their activities. 

 “You see,” Erica said, “my dad actually broke my arm, when he found out that 

I had been fighting with you. He didn’t mean to break it, but he shoved me against the 

kitchen counter and my wrist was crushed. It’s happened before, that he’s been 

rough, and that’s why my mother left us.” She stopped and one finger made a 

repeated figure-eight outline on the tabletop before she continued. “I told Miss Kim 

about him today and she called the police and social services for me—to report him. 

I’m to live with my aunt now until social services can trace where my mother is, to see 

if she will take me.” Erica’s voice caught on her words. 

 Sondra said, “Sure, you can join us, Erica. Sorry to hear about your 

problems.” She patted Erica’s good arm then was about to leave the room.  

 “Wait,” Erica said. Sondra turned around. “Why didn’t you tell that it was me 

who was bullying you? Why didn’t you say anything when Miss Kim called us in with 

our fathers last week?” 

 Sondra shrugged her shoulders and left the room without answering. 

 She didn’t know herself why she had protected this girl. Maybe she’d just 

received the reason, though. Erica herself had been a victim. As Mrs. Hillier had said, 

it’s all about the bully and nothing to do with the victim they’ve chosen for their 

bullying. 
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Mrs. Frappier announced at dinner that evening, in English, that she had lodged a 

complaint with Human Resources and her department boss about the treatment she’d 

been receiving from the co-worker. “They told me they would investigate and get back 

to me as soon as they can. In the meantime, Millie Browne and I are to have nothing 

to do with one another, which suits me just fine. I had the best day ever at work 

today.” 

 “En Francais, s’il-te-plait,” Tess said while munching on a carrot.  

 ‘Sorry, Tess,” Mr. Frappier said. “Maman was just telling us about something 

that happened at work today that involved an English-speaking colleague.” 

 Tess’s face wrinkled into a suspicious look. “You have secrets. You don’t want 

me to know. That’s why you speak en Anglais. You speak more English now since we 

moved to Toronto.” 

 “We’re in an English-speaking city, Tess. But, no, no, not at all. We’re not 

keeping secrets from you. Look. We’ll prove it. No more English spoken in this house, 

okay? Everyone agreed?” Mr. Frappier looked around the table for approval from his 

wife and other daughter. 

 Later, in the kitchen and out of Tess’s hearing, Sondra said in English, 

“Maman, I’m so happy that you have taken this step to stop that woman at work. 

You’ll see. Everything now will be okay.” 

 “I think, for the first time, Sondra, I actually share your enthusiasm and 

positive attitude.” 
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Chapter Ten 

 

The next morning, the phone rang at an early hour. One of Sondra’s parents 

answered it in their room. 

 When Sondra entered the kitchen for breakfast, she was surprised to see her 

mother was still in her bathrobe and slippers. Normally, she would have been dressed 

and ready for work. 

 “Maman, what’s wrong,” Sondra asked in English, looking over Tess’s head, 

hoping her sister wouldn’t remember her request of the previous evening. 

 Mrs. Frappier answered in French. “That was my office that called. They gave 

us all a holiday today. Some maudit English celebration or something.” 
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 Tess said, “We don’t get a holiday today at the day-home. Do you get a school 

holiday, Sonny?” Sometimes Tess was aggravatingly astute, Sondra thought. 

 Mrs. Frappier saved the conversation. “It’s a business holiday only, I think. 

Students get their own day, another time.” Tess could accept that explanation. 

 After Tess had left the house, Mrs. Frappier said to Sondra, “It was someone 

from HR who phoned. Millie Brown and I have been suspended from work until the 

department has a chance to check into my claims. Apparently, though, it should all go 

through quickly. Now that I’ve reported her, two other staff members have come 

forward with their own stories and will corroborate her treatment of me.” 

 “That’s good news, Maman.” She hugged her mother. “You see. It’s all going 

to work out just fine.” 

 “Now that I’m a woman of leisure, I can indulge myself by not changing out of 

my robe. I’ll put on another pot of coffee to brew, and watch the TV news.” She went 

into the living room to switch on the television while Sondra finished getting ready for 

school.  

 Sondra’s hand was on the front door doorknob when Mrs. Frappier called her  

back into the living room. “Isn’t that your friend you told us about?” 

 The name Ethel Hillier with an added caption of Suspicious circumstances in 

senior’s death – thought to be victim of elder abuse . . . Sondra sat down heavily on the 

sofa. The announcer was saying, “It is believed that Hillier’s son is responsible for 

having administered a fatal overdose. If anyone has further information about this 

case or any abuse, they are urged to call the Metropolitan Toronto Police.” 
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 “Maman, I didn’t tell you and Papa that I went to visit Mrs. Hillier in the 

hospital last week, while I was suspended.” She told her mother everything she knew 

about the woman and the situation with her son, and of what had been reported to her 

by Mrs. Hillier herself about the son pushing her down the stairs. 

 “I’m sorry now, ma petite, that I tried to stop you from seeing this woman 

again. I think you should report what you know to the police. It may help them to 

finally charge her son and close this case.” 

 “I’ll do that from school. I’ll ask Miss Kim to help me. I’d better get moving. 

I’ll be late.” She jumped up and kissed her mother’s two cheeks then ran out the front 

door. She slowed down as she passed Mrs. Hillier’s house. A CS sticker had been 

added to the For Sale sign and Sondra wondered what that meant. She’d have to 

remember to ask Miss Kim. 

 

Miss Kim replaced the handset and sat back in her chair. “The police will send 

someone to the school this morning to talk with you about Mrs. Hillier. You were 

right to report your friendship with her and what you knew of her son, Sondra.” 

 “I wish I had said something last week.” Sondra hung her head and thought 

about Mrs. Hillier’s smile. 

 “This is exactly the reason why I wanted you to set up the campaign—to make 

sure that everyone knows they should report bullies and bullying. For every victim, 

like Mrs. Hillier, that we lose, I hope we can save many, many more people.” 
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 “Like my mother, Miss Kim.” Sondra explained what had been going on at 

Mrs. Frappier’s office and that her mother had finally taken the step to report her 

own bully. “And now Maman is under suspension from work, just like you suspended 

me last week from school. Ironic, isn’t it?” 

 “I had no idea. Thank you for telling me.” Miss Kim got that look on her face 

as though she were scheming again. Then she snapped back to return her attention to 

Sondra. “You’d better go to your first class. I’ll call your teacher, whenever the police 

arrive, and ask that you be allowed to leave the room. Please come to my office 

directly. I’m looking forward to the meeting today after school. Will your speech be 

ready for the assembly?” 

 “I’m going to let the sub-committee members talk about their groups and just 

give an overall introduction myself—a very brief introduction to the entire campaign. 

That way I won’t have to spend too much time at the front of the auditorium.” Sondra 

smiled. 

 “Smart girl! You’ve already learned how to delegate. I knew I’d made the 

right choice when I asked you to organize this campaign. I’ll introduce you, so be sure 

you include my name on your assembly agenda.” 

 

The call came for Sondra during her second class of the day.  

 “Sondra,” Mr. Green said, “you’re to go to the principal’s office. The police 

have arrived.” The rest of the students gasped. Bad enough being ordered to see the 

school principal, but to be ordered to see the police, too? 
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 She packed up her backpack and was walking towards the door when she saw 

Erica trying to catch her attention. Erica looked like a deer caught in the headlights 

and mouthed the word, “Please!” Sondra gave her head a quick shake back at the girl 

and hoped it was enough to calm the fear she obviously still held of being reported. 

Sondra thought she would have to have another talk with Erica later. 

 The administrative assistant in the outer office pointed Sondra towards Miss 

Kim’s open door. Sondra walked in and Miss Kim introduced the two detectives--Mr. 

Ross and Miss Winters. The woman took control of their questioning. “Please tell us 

everything you know about Mrs. Hillier.” 

 Sondra relayed the entire story, from the moment she was first rescued by the 

woman to the words that Mrs. Hillier spoke about having been pushed by her son. 

“And that was the last I saw of her. The next day when I went to visit, the nurse on 

her floor told me the son had moved Mrs. Hillier to another hospital.”  

 “You were right to come forward and tell us this, Sondra,” Detective Winters 

said. “We arrested Mr. Hillier on suspicion of having tampered with his mother’s 

medication, but we didn’t have enough proof to charge him with her murder. Your 

information will certainly help us in being able to lay charges, at least. We know he 

had some large gambling debts, so securing an early inheritance was likely his 

motive.” 

 Miss Kim said, “We certainly know how much a problem bullying and abuse 

are these days, and not just in this school. Sondra is organizing an assembly to be held 
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Friday morning to kick off a campaign she’s leading to inform everyone on the 

subject. Would you both like to attend? We’d be honoured to have you there.” 

 “Oh, yes, please come,” Sondra said. “Maybe one of you could speak to the 

assembly, just for a few moments.” Miss Kim nodded approval and winked at Sondra.  

 “If we can’t be here ourselves, we’ll send a uniform from 55 Division,” 

Detective Winters said. “Congratulations on this initiative, Sondra. Let’s hope it 

works in getting people to speak up about abuse.” She shook Sondra’s hand. “We may 

need to call you in to testify in court, but I hope it doesn’t come to that. We’ll contact 

your parents, if that’s the case. Thank you again for coming forward. And we’re very 

sorry for the loss of your friend.” 

 After the detectives had left, Sondra was sent back to class with another high-

five from Miss Kim. “More delegation—I like that! You’re learning.” 

  

That afternoon, the meeting was smooth, with everyone agreeing to the order of 

speakers, and each of those speakers eager to prepare what they would say about their 

individual projects. Mrs. White reported that, instead of asking the school band to 

open the assembly as was usual, the newly formed glee club was prepared to sing the 

national anthem and lead in the singing of the school song, as well as to perform a 

specific and appropriate song they’d chosen for the occasion. Sondra told everyone 

that a police—man or woman, she didn’t know yet—would also be in attendance. 

 “I hope no one will find this intimidating. They’re meant to be there so kids 

realize the police can help them.” 
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 One of the boys laughed. “Yeah, and I just bet there’ll be a lot of toilet-flushing 

going on as soon as some of those kids hear there’s police in the school, especially if 

they think it’s for locker inspection.” Everyone else laughed along with him. 

 “So we’re good to go then?” Sondra asked the room. “I’ll see you all Friday 

morning. Thanks, everyone.” 

 Erica was waiting for her outside, and alone, when Sondra was leaving the 

school. 

 “Sondra, the police this morning, did you . . . ?” 

 “No, Erica, I didn’t tell anyone. I’m not going to tell anyone, so you have 

nothing to worry about.” 

 Erica reached up to the taller girl and threw the good arm around Sondra’s 

neck. “Thank you,” she said in a whisper. After taking a step back again, she said, 

“Social Services found my mom. She’s living out west, in a small town in 

Saskatchewan. She wants me to move there to live with her. I’m thinking of going, 

just because it would help me start over again. Living with my aunt is okay, but I 

don’t think I can stay at this school anymore. Besides, my mom says she wants me.” 

 “That’s good news. Congratulations! It’s always good to be offered a new 

start.” Sondra was thinking of her own family’s move to Toronto and how that had 

affected her life. “I hope you’ll keep in touch with all of us back here.” 

 “I’d like to do that,” Erica said, a crooked smile beginning to show. “See you 

tomorrow. Break a leg on Friday!” She laughed. “In the artistic sense, I mean.” 



Susan M. Toy  Teach Your Children Well Page 77 

susanmtoy@yahoo.ca 

 

 Sondra watched as the girl walked away then turned in the opposite direction. 

She had to get home fast and had brought a transit ticket with her so she could catch 

the bus and save time. Not only did she need to be home in time for Tess, but she still 

had to write and begin practicing her speech for the assembly. 

 

That night, Mrs. Frappier had some good news for the family. “HR called today. 

They’ve received more complaints about Millie Browne. One woman said that for 

months Millie has been posting incriminating pictures and comments about other co-

workers online to a nasty site called DirtyLaundry.com, so it’s likely she’s already 

been fired. I was told not to come into work again until Monday, though. They don’t 

want me in the office when Millie clears out her desk. I’ll still be paid for these days 

I’ve had off work.” In her haste to tell everyone, Mrs. Frappier had spoken in French. 

 “You said you were on holiday,” Tess said. “What’s HR?” 

 Mr. Frappier jumped into the conversation. “It’s a department in Maman’s 

company that looks after problems. Maman has had some trouble with one of her co-

workers, but that has been taken care of now, so there’s nothing for any of us to 

worry about, Tess.” 

 “Okay, Papa,” Tess said. “Maman, I’m sorry you had problems. You should 

come with me to the day home instead of working. We are all happy there and I have 

lots of friends. I will give you a couple of friends, if you want.” 

 Mrs. Frappier laughed. “Thank you, Tess. That is a very kind offer. But it’s 

okay now and I’ll be able to go back to work again next week. Actually, that nice 



Susan M. Toy  Teach Your Children Well Page 78 

susanmtoy@yahoo.ca 

 

couple from up the street came over to talk with me while I was sitting on the 

verandah this afternoon.” Mr. Frappier’s eyebrows rose at the mention of his wife 

having spent time outside the house. She didn’t notice. “You know, the Bradleys who 

came over for Tess’s cake? They asked me to join them on their verandah for tea, so I 

may be making my own friends in Toronto after all.” 

 After they had finished eating, Sondra asked, “May I be excused? I must write 

and practice my speech.” Mrs. Frappier nodded and began clearing the table. 

 “What speech,” Tess said. Her face screwed up in sudden anger. 

 “Tess,” Mr. Frappier reached out to pat his daughter’s arm, “yes, we have 

been keeping secrets from you, and I apologize, but we won’t do that any longer. 

You’re an equal partner in this family and you deserve to know everything.” He and 

Tess remained seated at the table and he began explaining to her all that had been 

going on. 

 Sondra called to Minou. The cat raced on ahead and ran into the girl’s 

bedroom. Sondra decided to work first at writing her speech then she could practice it 

after she completed the homework she’d carried in the bag. She would need to use 

that weekend to catch up with the school work she’d been missing because of 

becoming involved in the assembly. 

 The good thing about the speech was that most of what she had to say was an 

introduction of the other speakers, and she already knew how she would begin the 

segment she was personally responsible for--the sub-committee covering abuse and 

bullying in the community outside of the school. 
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 She answered the quiet knock on her door. It was Tess. 

 “Papa told me what you did. Thank you for offending me.” Tess grabbed her 

younger sister and squeezed tight. “I love you, Sonny.” 

 Sondra was laughing and crying so hard, all at the same time, that she didn’t 

have the heart to correct Tess’s mistake.  
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Chapter Eleven 

 

Other than Mrs. Frappier not going in to work, Thursday proved to be the most 

normal and ordinary day the family had experienced since moving to Toronto. There 

was no meeting scheduled after school, so Sondra had plenty of time to rehearse her 

speech. Mrs. Frappier had even drawn on her culinary skills and prepared duck 

breasts for that evening’s meal. She had spent her afternoon visiting a butcher, a 

baker, the green grocer, and the wine store. 

 “Ahhhh,” a satisfied Mr. Frappier said before jumping up from the table to 

kiss his wife. “This is delicious.” 



Susan M. Toy  Teach Your Children Well Page 81 

susanmtoy@yahoo.ca 

 

 

On Friday morning, Mr. Frappier let out a wolf-whistle and said, “Ma belle, c’est très 

chic!” when Mrs. Frappier walked into the kitchen. “And this is one of the many 

reasons why I married a Parisian. This and that wonderful duck breast and the wine 

last night.” 

 Mrs. Frapprier looked elegant, dressed in the manner that only Parisian 

women know how to wear clothes. 

 “Maman, I thought you weren’t going into work today,” Sondra said. 

 “I’m not. Miss Kim has invited me to attend your assembly.” She smiled and 

bent over to kiss Tess. “Good morning, ma petite. Are you ready for the bus?” 

 Sondra could feel the colour mounting up her neck and into her cheeks. 

“Maman! What a wonderful surprise!” She threw her arms around her mother’s 

neck and planted numerous kisses on each cheek.  

 “I would not want to miss my daughter’s debut. Miss Kim had only great 

things to say about you, so I’m happy to see for myself how you will perform. I just 

wish you could join us, Jean.” She turned to her husband and adjusted his tie.  

 “I very stupidly set a surprise test for my early class this morning, otherwise I 

would have been there, as well.” Mr. Frappier face was filled with disappointment. 

“I’m sure you will be perfect, however.” 

 “Can I go?” Tess asked with a slight whine in her voice. 

 “Oh, I’m so sorry, Tess,” Mrs. Frappier said, fussing over the older girl. “I 

wasn’t thinking. I should have cancelled your pickup for today. It’s too late now, but 
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we promise that the very next time Sondra speaks in public, we will include you. I’m 

sure there will be many opportunities to hear her.”  

Tess wasn’t completely consoled or convinced, but it was time for her to catch 

the bus, so Sondra walked her sister out to the curb and hugged her tightly before 

Tess climbed in. 

 Tess rolled down the window and shouted, “Bon chance, Sonny!” 

 

Mrs. Frappier drove Sondra to school.  

“Miss Kim asked me to meet with her first in her office. Maybe you can show 

me where that is. Then I will see you after the assembly has ended.” 

After Sondra left her mother outside the office door she went to her locker to 

deposit the backpack, making sure her written speech was safe in the small purse she 

was carrying. Mrs. Frappier had given her some suggestions about what to wear that 

morning and Sondra looked more French—in a stylish way--than she had cared to 

appear, so she removed the matching scarf and pulled the pins out of the French twist 

bun her mother had coiffed and shook out her hair, setting it back into its usual place 

with her fingers. She checked the small mirror on her locker door and a fourteen-

year-old girl looked back at her. “Good,” she said, and closed the door. 

Paul joined her to walk down the hall to the stairwell.  

“I’m so excited,” he said. “I’ve never had a chance to speak in public before. 

I’ve always secretly wanted to join the drama club, but . . . ” He waved one hand 

across his glasses. 
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“You’ll be fine,” Sondra said, “as long as you practiced like I told everyone to 

do.” She was sounding to be so experienced now rather than the downright and totally 

terrified that she really was deep inside. She tried masking her fear further. “Have 

you ever thought of getting contacts?” A few other students joined them at that point, 

so Paul didn’t have a chance to answer. 

They entered the stage door and climbed the stairs. The glee club was ready to 

perform and some teachers were already herding their classes into the auditorium. 

Miss Kim, leading a policeman wearing a uniform, walked in through the stage door 

and joined the other speakers on the stage. Everyone chose seats that had been set out 

for them and they sat down, along with Miss Kim and the policeman, to wait for the 

national anthem to signal the beginning. 

Sondra searched for her mother in the rows out front and finally saw her 

walking in through the rear entrance, accompanied by Mr. Lightstone. Sondra smiled. 

Her mother was the most beautiful and elegant woman in the room! 

As the last note of the anthem was sung, Miss Kim strode over to the 

microphone while the rest of the assembly took their seats.  

“We are all here today because of bullying—bullying that has been going on 

far too long in this school. But we hope we’ve discovered a way that will make 

everyone more aware, so there will be no more bullies—or bystanders who do nothing 

to stop those bullies—in East End High School, or anywhere in the neighbourhood, 

for that matter. First, I’d like to introduce our special guest, Constable Richard 

Smythe from Toronto Metropolitan Police 55 Division who will speak about the legal 
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and criminal aspects of bullying. Constable Smythe.” Miss Kim held out a hand to the 

man and shook before returning to her own seat. Constable Smythe spoke for his 

recommended five minutes and went back to sit down again. Then Miss Kim returned 

to the microphone. 

“Now I’m going to turn the rest of the assembly over to Sondra Frappier. Some 

of you know that Sondra joined us this September after her parents moved to Toronto 

from Trois-Rivières where her father was a professor of Quebec history at the 

Université du Québec. Sondra was not welcomed with open arms by everyone in the 

school, however and, I’m sorry to say, she suffered as the result of being bullied.  

“Sondra and I have devised a scheme that—we hope—will end bullying forever 

at East End High School. But we can only do that with everyone’s participation. So 

please help me in welcoming Sondra Frappier to the microphone. Sondra will be 

hosting the rest of this assembly and I can assure you, this will be a very good 

assembly indeed. Sondra.” 

Sondra took a big gulp. The students surrounding her all patted her shoulders 

then joined the rest of the assembly in clapping. This was the easy part of her speech, 

Sondra thought, and jumped up to replace Miss Kim at the mic. 

After explaining just a bit of what had happened to her and of her efforts to 

create the committee and begin their campaign, Sondra introduced the first of the 

sub-committee leaders. Then each in turn explained their plans for developing 

different aspects of the bullying awareness campaign.  
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In addition to flash mobs and commercials, they hoped to create a school-

sanctioned website where students could feel free to post messages and comments 

without fear of being harassed. Another student also wanted to publish a collection of 

poetry and writings by students who had been bullied so they each had a way of 

expressing how that had felt. 

The glee club performed Born That Way at the mid-point of the presentations.  

Soon it was time for Sondra to speak again, but as the head of a sub-committee. 

“Even though I was organizing the entire campaign to end bullying, I decided 

to also look after one of the sub-committees myself—the one dealing with bullying and 

abuse outside of East End High and in the community itself. On Wednesday, I heard 

that I had lost a friend.” Her voice caught and she took a moment to compose herself. 

“Mrs. Hillier was a neighbour I met who helped me when I was the target of 

bullies. I didn’t realize at the time that she was actually being bullied herself—by her 

own son. He has been arrested and is being questioned by the police about her 

suspicious death. Unfortunately, I knew that he was causing problems for her. She 

told me last week when I visited her in the hospital, but when I tried to tell someone, I 

was brushed off. My mistake was in not pursuing this, in not telling someone else 

about it, or someone else after that when the second person wouldn’t believe me, and 

when I wasn’t being taken seriously. Bystanders who observe bullying, or abuse, and 

don’t do anything about it, are just about as guilty as the bullies themselves. We have 

to break the silence. 

“Here’s another example that I hadn’t planned on talking about today,  
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but . . . ” Sondra shuffled her notes to one side and spoke directly to the audience, 

“since my mother is here this morning, I want to tell you of her recent experience.” 

She cleared her throat and adjusted her glasses, delaying and afraid to make eye 

contact with her mother, just in case Mrs. Frappier didn’t approve of being exposed. 

“Maman, took a job with a company downtown, because our family needed the money 

to care for my older sister, who some of you know is Special Needs. Maman was lucky 

to find the job that she did, but was harassed by a co-worker almost since she was first 

hired. This harassment affected our entire family. It was as though my real Maman 

had disappeared and been replaced by an angry, bitter woman. After I told her that I 

had been bullied, Maman decided to report this woman, this co-worker, and, while 

Maman is still suspended from work today, and that’s why she could be here, we’ve 

heard that the other woman will be fired from her job.  

“Because Maman came forward and reported her problem, others in the office 

have also now done the same. So Maman will be able to return to her job on 

Monday—and our family now has its old and original Maman back again.” The 

assembly clapped, but Sondra held up her hand to stop them. “Désolé, Maman. I did 

not mean ‘old’ in that sense.” The crowd laughed and she could see her mother at the 

back of the audience throwing kisses at her and smiling broadly. 

 “What I hope you all realize from both my stories is that bullying does not end 

when we graduate from high school. It can continue for a very long time, and people 

of all ages can be the victims of bullies. But this doesn’t have to happen. My point is 
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that we all need to talk. We need to start talking about bullying and abuse right now. 

None of us can afford to be silent any longer. Thank you.”  

The audience broke into a wild frenzy of cheering, clapping, hooting and 

stomping. Again, Sondra had to quiet them with her hands.  

 “That’s the end of our assembly for today. If anyone else wants to join our 

campaign, the next meeting will be on Monday afternoon in the school library. 

Everyone—and I do mean everyone—is welcome.” Sondra sought out Erica who was 

sitting in the third row and nodded directly at her.  

 Mrs. White blew on her pitch pipe, hummed the first note and was joined by 

the glee club, then on a downbeat they broke into the high school song. The rest of the 

assembled crowd stood up and sang along with them. After they finished, a cacophony 

of voices broke out, the students who had been sitting on the stage hugged each other 

and shook hands with Miss Kim and Constable Smythe, and everyone wanted to pat 

Sondra on the back to congratulate her. No one was interested in leaving. The 

teachers would have their work cut out for them, trying to calm down all their 

students again to a normal level of distraction. 

 Miss Kim parted the mob surrounding Sondra and dragged in a man who held 

a camera in one hand and a notepad in the other. “Sondra, this is Brian James from 

the Beach Metro News. He’d like to ask you a few questions and take some more 

pictures.” 

 “Could we get your mother up here for a shot?” Brian said. “What a great 

story.” 
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 Sondra looked across the stage and saw her mother making her way to join the 

crowd. She was still beaming a smile that looked as though it could never again be 

wiped off her face. Sondra ran over and threw her arms around her mother’s neck. 

 “Oh, Maman. I hope you don’t mind that I used your example. It’s just that it 

was so appropriate for what I was trying to tell them.” 

 “Mind? How could I mind when it was because of you that I reported Millie? I 

can’t wait to tell your father about this morning’s assembly. We are both so proud of 

you, ma petite!” 
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Chapter Twelve 

 

It was next to impossible for any teaching to be accomplished the rest of that day. The 

entire school was abuzz, the students far too excited, and the teachers at their wits’ 

end trying to figure out how to rein them in while not squelching this sudden 

enthusiasm for the school.  

 Sondra was in great demand, undeniably the most popular girl in the school, 

and she wasn’t sure how to handle this newfound fame. Several girls who hadn’t paid 

any attention to her previously wanted to sit next to her at lunch. And boys were 

offering to carry her books, which she thought was sweet of them, but unnecessary. 

She hadn’t spoken to Miss Kim again after the assembly ended, so was not surprised 
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when a phone call came through at 2:30 and the teacher told her she was to go to Miss 

Kim’s room immediately. She gathered up her books, figuring she wouldn’t be 

finished with Miss Kim before the end of class, and left the room.  

Miss Kim met Sondra in the hallway outside the office. 

 “I should have told Mr. Neilsen to send you to get your things from your 

locker. There’s been an accident. I’m going to drive you to the hospital. What’s your 

locker number and combination? I’ll send my PA to get what you need.” Miss Kim 

quickly gave her assistant the information then sat Sondra down in her office.  

 “Sondra, your mother is okay, but she was attacked by someone who broke 

into your house. The neighbour heard your mother’s screams and called the police. 

They have someone in custody, a woman. Your mother is asking for you, so the police 

suggested I take you directly to the hospital. Your father is on his way there now, as 

well.” 

 Sondra couldn’t speak. Maman. Who would want to hurt her Maman?  

Then she said, “Tess. Someone needs to be home to look after Tess.” 

 “Your mother asked the neighbour to wait for your sister to come home from 

school.” 

 “Yes, Marie, and she speaks French, too. She came to celebrate Tess’s birthday 

last week. Tess needs to be with people she knows and trusts, otherwise she can go into 

a panic.” Miss Kim patted Sondra’s shoulder and smiled at the girl but said nothing 

until the PA returned. 

 “Ah, here we go. Let me just collect my briefcase and we’ll be off.” 
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Mr. Frappier was standing next to his wife’s bed when Sondra and Miss Kim entered 

the room. Sondra ran over to embrace her mother. 

 “Maman, what happened?” 

 “Careful, ma petit. She cut me in a couple of places. The doctors said I am not 

in any danger, though.” 

 “Who, Maman? Who did this?” 

 “Millie Browne. She blamed me for her having been fired. She found out where 

we live and she ambushed me as I was parking the car in the garage. She said such 

hateful things to me. Then she pulled out a knife that she had brought with her. The 

police have been questioning me. That’s premeditated on her part, so she will be 

charged accordingly. Oh, how I wish now that I’d never said anything about her.” She 

began to cry. 

 Mr. Frappier said, “No, no. You must never think that, Jocelyne. You did the 

right thing. This woman, this Millie, reacted in an extreme way. No one could ever 

have guessed this would happen. We’re just so lucky that the neighbour was home 

and Millie was not able to injure you any more than she did.” 

 Miss Kim was sneaking out through the door. Mrs. Frappier said, “Wait, Miss 

Kim. Thank you for all that you’ve done for Sondra. I didn’t tell Jean yet what a 

wonderful job our daughter did today, at the assembly.” 

 “No need to thank me, Mrs. Frappier. It was all your daughter’s doing. You’ve 

raised a fine young woman. You both have every reason to be proud of her.” Then 
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directing her eyes towards Sondra, she said, “I’ll see you on Monday morning, 

Sondra. You have a major campaign to lead. Congratulations.” Her heels clicked on 

the linoleum floor as she made her way down the hall. 

 “Oh, Maman. Papa.” Sondra said as she turned back to them. She placed an 

arm around both her parents. “I am so glad this is over.” 
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Teach Your Children Well was originally written in September, 2012, as 

an entry for the 3-Day Novel Contest. Susan decided to offer this novella 

as a free download after writing the blog post, Let’s Bully the Bullies!, 

about the worldwide problem of political bullies, and an earlier post, 

Deflating the Bullies, explaining Susan’s experience dealing with bullies. 

 

It is hoped that Teach Your Children Well will resonate with readers who 

have either experienced bullying first-hand or been a witness to bullying, 

whether at school, in the workplace, or within their own family. If you are 

aware of a bullying situation, please speak up. Let’s expose the bullies for 

what they are and take away their power! 
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