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Foreword by Ross Harvey

In the heart of NDG, where vibrant community life pulses
with an undercurrent of stories waiting to be told, | find a
sanctuary—a place where the threads of human
connection weave together in intricate patterns. This
collection of short stories, It Happened in NDG, is a
reflection of my journey over the past two decades, a
tapestry of experiences that have shaped my
understanding of love, faith, and the profound lessons we
learn from one another.

My journey began in 2004, when | moved into a charming
lower duplex in Victoria Village, Westmount. The warmth of
that home became a cradle for my thoughts and
reflections, especially during those tranquil afternoons
spent by the manmade pond in Westmount Park. It was
there, beneath the expansive branches of a magnificent
tree, that | discovered the serenity of solitude, allowing my
mind to wander and my spirit to connect with the divine.
My hours of meditation often accompanied the rich
wisdom found in the works of Kahlil Gibran, Antoine de
Saint-Exupéry, and Leo Tolstoy. Their words, like gentle
whispers from the past, ignited my imagination and
inspired me to seek the extraordinary in the ordinary
moments of life.

Among these literary companions, Tolstoy's collection of
short stories resonated deeply with me. His ability to
capture the essence of humanity —its struggles, triumphs,
and nuances—encouraged me to observe my own
surroundings more keenly. Each character in his tales felt
alive, echoing the experiences of real people | had
encountered on my spiritual journey. It is in this spirit of
reflection and homage that | pen this book, hoping to
share the profound impact that the people of NDG have
had on my life.



This collection is not merely a series of narratives; it is a
tribute to the remarkable individuals who have crossed my
path. Each story serves as a memorial, honouring the
unique lessons and qualities that these individuals
embody. From the wisdom of elders to the playful
innocence of children, | have endeavoured to capture the
essence of each person | write about. By retaining their
first names and painting vivid portraits of their characters, |
aim to honour them as the beautiful human beings they
are.

As | recounted these tales, | became acutely aware of the
divine orchestration at play in my life. | believe that God
has brought me to each of these people for a reason,
gifting me with the opportunity to learn from their
experiences and perspectives. In our shared moments, |
discovered valuable insights about resilience, compassion,
and the intricacies of the human experience. These stories
are infused with the spirit of gratitude for their presence in
my life—a celebration of the lessons learned and the
bonds formed.

It Happened in NDG is an invitation for you, dear reader, to
embark on a journey through the rich tapestry of this
community. Each story unfolds like a chapter in the grand
narrative of our collective existence. As you immerse
yourself in these tales, may you find reflections of your
own life—echoes of familiar emotions, struggles, and
triumphs.

Ultimately, this collection is a testament to the beauty of
connection—the threads that bind us together as we
navigate the complexities of life. It is my hope that these
stories resonate with you, offering insight, inspiration, and
a renewed appreciation for the people who touch our lives
in ways we may not always recognize.

Thank you for joining me on this journey. As we explore /It
Happened in NDG, let us celebrate the moments that



shape us and the extraordinary power of human
connection. May you be inspired to reflect on your own
journey and the beautiful souls that accompany you along
the way.

Wishing you peace, love and joy always...
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1. Lynn, the Bird Lady of NDG

In the heart of NDG, where vibrant colours danced through
the streets and laughter echoed in the parks, lived an
amazing lady named Lynn. With a heart of gold and an
infectious smile, she was beloved by everyone who
crossed her path. Lynn was not just a mother to her
wonderful daughter, Marianne, and a loving wife to her
husband, Robert; she was also known far and wide as the
Bird Lady of NDG.

Lynn had a unique passion: she adored birds. Their beauty
inspired her, and she expressed this love through her art.
Every day, she would set up a cozy little workspace at
home, surrounded by her favourite paintbrushes, colourful



paints, and an endless supply of paper. She drew and
painted birds of all shapes and sizes, from the tiny
hummingbirds flitting about her garden to majestic eagles
soaring through the sky.

With each stroke of her brush, Lynn brought her feathered
friends to life, capturing their grace and spirit. Her
creations adorned everything she could think of —greeting
cards, mugs, plates, and even small canvases. The local
shops adored her artwork, displaying it proudly for
everyone to see. But what made Lynn truly special was her
desire to spread joy.

One sunny afternoon, while sitting in her garden with
Marianne, Lynn had a brilliant idea. “What if | could share
my bird art with the whole world?” she mused, her eyes
sparkling with excitement. “Imagine if everyone could have
a little piece of my art, something to brighten their day.”

Inspired, Lynn decided to create bookmarks adorned with
her colourful bird paintings. She envisioned giving them
away for free to anyone who wanted one, spreading
happiness one bookmark at a time. “Every time someone
sees a bird, they’ll remember that they are free to soar, just
like my paintings,” she told Marianne, her heart swelling
with hope.

With Robert’s encouragement, Lynn spent weeks
designing and printing beautiful bookmarks. She crafted a
message on each one: “You are never alone. Remember to
spread your wings and fly!”

As her bookmarks filled the shelves in their home, Lynn
began her mission. She ventured into the community,
leaving stacks of bookmarks in libraries, coffee shops, and
even at the local park. With every bookmark given away,
she felt a surge of joy and fulfillment. People began to
notice her acts of kindness and joined in her mission,
spreading the word far and wide.



Months passed, and soon enough, Lynn’s bookmarks
were reaching people beyond NDG. Letters began arriving
from across the world—each one expressing gratitude for
the beautiful bookmarks and how they had inspired others
to embrace their dreams. Lynn's heart swelled with
happiness, knowing her art was making a difference.

One day, while painting in her garden, Lynn received a
letter from a young girl in a distant country. The girl wrote
about how she had been feeling lost and lonely but found
comfort in Lynn’s bookmarks. Inspired by the birds, she
began to draw her own and was starting to dream again.
Tears filled Lynn’s eyes as she read the letter, realizing that
her simple act of kindness had ignited hope in someone’s
heart.

Through her art, Lynn had created a ripple effect of joy and
inspiration that spread across the globe. She learned that
even the smallest gestures could leave a profound impact
on others.

As the sun set over NDG, painting the sky in hues of
orange and pink, Lynn smiled, knowing she had achieved
her dream. With Robert and Marianne by her side, she felt
an overwhelming sense of fulfillment.

The moral of Lynn’s story is simple yet powerful:
Kindness, no matter how small, can inspire and uplift
others in ways we may never fully comprehend. Every
act of generosity creates ripples that can touch hearts far
beyond our own. In a world that often feels divided, let us
be like Lynn—the Bird Lady of NDG—and spread joy
wherever we go.



2. A Voice in the Wilderness

Renee strode through the streets of NDG, her small frame
almost swallowed by the bustle around her. At just over
five feet, she was thin but exuded a formidable presence
that turned heads and raised eyebrows. She wore her
emotions like a vibrant coat; anger, sadness, and
frustration pulsed from her as she marched along, phone
clutched tightly in her hand.

“Can you believe this?!” she shouted into her phone, her
voice echoing off the buildings that framed her path. “How
can they just keep her from me? I’m her daughter! It’s
inhumane!”

Pedestrians glanced her way, some with pity, others with
judgment. To them, Renee was just another person losing
her grip on reality. They didn’t know the pain that coursed
through her veins, the anguish that twisted her heart with
each step. With every sideways glance she caught, she
yelled back, “What? You think I’'m crazy? Look at me! I’'m
just speaking the truth!”

But what they didn’t see was the deep well of sorrow
lurking beneath her fiery exterior. Her mother, Edna, lay in
a hospital bed just a few blocks away, fighting against the
frailty of age and illness. At ninety-two, she had lived a rich
life, filled with stories, laughter, and love. But now, her
once-vibrant spirit was dimming, and Renee was
desperate to be by her side.

When the news came that Edna had fallen ill, Renee
rushed to the hospital, only to be met by her siblings, who
were cold and dismissive. “You can’t just waltz in there,”
they’d said, arms crossed, voices filled with reproach.
“You don’t understand her needs. She doesn’t want to see
you.”



“Doesn’t want to see me?” Renee had shouted, feeling the
ground shift beneath her. “She’s my mother! How can you
say that? She needs me!” But they wouldn’t budge. In
their eyes, she was the erratic sister, the one who stirred
trouble, who questioned everything.

So, with her heart heavy, Renee took to the streets. Each
day, she walked the same route, her voice a clarion call,
echoing her frustration and despair. She shouted not just
at her siblings but at the world, hoping someone might
hear her pain, might understand.

One afternoon, as autumn leaves tumbled around her, a
young girl on a bicycle paused, watching Renee with wide
eyes. “Why are you yelling?” she asked innocently.

Renee, taken aback, softened slightly. “Because my
mother is sick, and no one will let me see her.”

“Why not?” the girl pressed, tilting her head like a curious
puUppPy-

“They think I’m crazy,” Renee replied, her voice cracking.

“Crazy? You just seem sad,” the girl observed, her small
brow furrowing. “I think it’s okay to be sad. You just want
to help her.”

Renee was quiet for a moment, surprised by the simplicity
of the child’s understanding. “Yes, | do. But no one cares.”

“| care,” the girl declared, her innocence brightening the
somber air. “You should tell her you love her. That’s what
matters.”

Renee knelt down, meeting the girl’s earnest gaze. “You
think that would help?”

“I know it would,” the girl replied confidently. “Words are
powerful. They can make people feel better.”



With that simple wisdom, the girl rode off, leaving Renee
with a whirlwind of thoughts. Perhaps she had been so
consumed by her anger that she had forgotten the
strength of love—the very thing she was fighting for.

That evening, Renee made her way to the hospital once
more. This time, instead of shouting at the world, she took
a deep breath and prepared herself for a different
approach. She would write to her mother. She would tell
Edna everything—the love she felt, the memories they
shared, and how much she missed her presence in her life.

Sitting down on a park bench with a notebook, Renee
poured her heart onto the pages, her words flowing like a
river. “Dear Mom,” she began, “lI miss you every day. I'm
fighting to see you because | love you, and nothing can
ever change that.”

After sealing the letter, she made her way to the hospital,
determined to find a way to deliver her message. But as
she approached, her siblings were coming out, their
expressions unreadable.

“Renee!” one of them snapped, “What are you doing here?
You can’t just come and make things worse!”

“Let me see her,” she said, her voice steady. “I need to tell
her how much | love her. You can’t stop me.”

After a moment of tense silence, they exchanged glances,
and finally, her brother sighed. “Fine. But just for a
moment.”

Renee rushed inside, her heart pounding. As she entered
Edna’s room, the sight of her frail mother lying there,
surrounded by the sterile beeping of machines, almost
brought her to her knees.



“Mom!” she cried, rushing to the bed, and taking her
mother’s hand. “I’m here. I’'m so sorry.”

Edna’s eyes fluttered open, and a soft smile broke through
her weariness. “Renee, my sweet girl,” she whispered, I
knew you’d come.”

“I wrote you a letter,” Renee said, her voice thick with
emotion. “l wanted you to know how much you mean to
me.”

Edna squeezed her hand gently. “You’ve always been the
fire in our family, dear. Don’t let anyone take that away
from you.”

As the two shared tender words and laughter, Renee
realized that her anger had been a wall, shielding her from
expressing the love she had for her mother. With her
mother’s warmth enveloping her, she understood that love
was far more potent than any frustration or bitterness.

Leaving the hospital that evening, Renee felt lighter. The
streets of NDG, once a battleground of her anguish, now
felt like a canvas upon which she could paint her story
anew. She would continue to walk and speak her truth, but
now with a voice that echoed love instead of anger.

The moral of Renee’s story is that while the world can be
harsh and unyielding, it is love that truly matters. Even in
our darkest moments, expressing love can heal not just
ourselves, but also those we hold dear. In a world that
often tries to silence us, our voices—when filled with love
—become powerful instruments of connection and hope.



3. Esther’s Dream

Esther sat by the window in her room at Willow Grove, a
cozy group home nestled on the outskirts of town. The
gentle sunlight streamed through the sheer curtains,
casting a warm glow on her favourite quilt, a patchwork of
colours that her late mother had sewn for her. At fifty-two,
Esther had spent most of her life in the care of
professionals who understood her struggles with mental
illness. Though she cherished her life at Willow Grove and
the friendships she had formed, a deep longing nestled
within her heart—a desire to be loved.

For years, Esther had watched her friends experience love,
heartbreak, and the joys of companionship. From
Marissa’s passionate stories about her whirlwind romance
to Carl’s shy, sweet confessions about his crush on the
nurse, Esther often felt like a spectator in the grand play of
life. Her heart would flutter as she envisioned the day she
would find her soulmate —a kind, gentle person who would
see past her struggles and cherish her for who she was.

One sunny afternoon, the group home organized a picnic
at the nearby park. Excitement buzzed through the air as
residents helped pack sandwiches and fruit. Esther felt a
mix of eagerness and anxiety. Would this be another day
of feeling left out? Would she always be the friend and
never the beloved?

As they arrived at the park, laughter and chatter filled the
air. Families and children played nearby, their joy
infectious. Esther found a quiet spot under a large oak
tree, clutching her heart-shaped locket—a gift from her
mother. She closed her eyes, wishing for love to find her. In
her mind, she pictured a handsome stranger approaching
her, offering a sweet smile and the promise of adventure.

Just then, a gentle voice broke her reverie. “Excuse me, is
this seat taken?”



Esther opened her eyes to see a man in his sixties with
kind blue eyes and a warm smile. His hair was sprinkled
with gray, and he wore a comfortable flannel shirt.
Something about him felt familiar, as if she had known him
for years.

“No, please sit,” she replied, her heart racing.

“I’'m Samuel,” he introduced himself, settling beside her. “I
come here every Wednesday to volunteer. It’s a pleasure to
meet you, Esther.”

They began to chat, and Esther found herself at ease,
sharing stories about her life, her dreams, and her love for
her mother’s quilt. Samuel listened intently, his eyes
sparkling with understanding and compassion. As the
afternoon sun dipped lower in the sky, they discovered
they shared a love for books, laughter, and the beauty of
the world around them.

In the following weeks, Samuel became a familiar
presence at Willow Grove. He would visit every
Wednesday, and Esther looked forward to their
conversations, each one feeling more magical than the
last. They would sit under the oak tree, discussing
everything from their favourite novels to their thoughts on
love and life. Slowly, Esther began to let her guard down,
revealing the fears and insecurities that had haunted her
for years.

“Sometimes, | think I’'m destined to be alone,” she
confessed one day, her voice barely above a whisper.

Samuel took her hand gently. “Esther, love isn’t about
perfection. It’s about connection, kindness, and
understanding. You are more than your struggles. You are
a wonderful person who deserves love just as much as
anyone else.”



As weeks turned into months, their bond deepened.
Samuel became a source of encouragement, always
reminding Esther of her worth. He brought her flowers and
notes filled with kind words, making her feel special and
cherished. With each encounter, the dream that once
seemed so distant began to feel tangible.

One day, while sitting together on a park bench, Samuel
turned to Esther with a serious look in his eyes. “Esther,
I’ve been thinking a lot about us. | care for you deeply, and
| want to explore where this connection might lead. Would
you like to go on a date with me?”

Esther’s heart soared. She felt a rush of emotions—joy,
disbelief, and a sense of belonging she had longed for.
“Yes, | would love that!”

Their first date was a simple outing to a quaint café where
they shared coffee and pastries, laughter echoing between
them like music. Esther felt alive in a way she had never
experienced before. The connection they shared went
beyond friendship; it was a meeting of souls that sparked
something beautiful and real.

As their relationship blossomed, Esther learned to
embrace her insecurities, realizing that love flourished in
vulnerability. Samuel saw her not just as a woman with
mental health challenges, but as a vibrant, passionate
individual with dreams and aspirations. He celebrated her
achievements, no matter how small, and they shared a
mutual understanding that filled the spaces where fear
once lingered.

One afternoon, under the oak tree where it all began,
Samuel presented Esther with a delicate silver ring—a
simple band with a tiny heart engraved on it. “This is a
promise,” he said softly. “A promise to love you, support
you, and be with you on this journey of life.”



Tears filled Esther’s eyes as she accepted the ring, feeling
an overwhelming sense of gratitude. “I never thought this
day would come,” she admitted, her voice trembling.

“Love has a way of surprising us when we least expect it,”
Samuel replied, wrapping her in a warm embrace.

As the seasons changed, so did Esther’s life. With Samuel
by her side, she discovered a newfound strength, a sense
of hope that illuminated her path. They ventured into the
world together, celebrating each other’s triumphs and
supporting one another through challenges. Esther found
joy in the little things—a shared sunset, a comforting hug,
and the promise of tomorrow.

Moral of the Story

Esther’s journey reminds us that love can be found in the
most unexpected places and that our perceived limitations
do not define our worthiness of love. Vulnerability,
kindness, and connection can lead to profound
relationships, illustrating that everyone, regardless of their
struggles, deserves the chance to experience true love
and belonging. Embracing our authentic selves paves the
way for meaningful connections that can transform our
lives in extraordinary ways.



4. Maggie’s Stand

Maggie had always been known for her captivating blue
eyes, shimmering like the ocean on a sunlit day. Yet behind
that beauty lay a tumultuous world of mental illness.
Having navigated through several group homes, she felt
more like a transient spirit than a resident. Each place was
its own prison, with walls that echoed with stories of
despair. But one particular home left an indelible mark on
her heart.

This group home, run by a stern woman named Clara, felt
more like a factory than a sanctuary. Clara had a routine
that left little room for comfort or compassion. Every day,
without fail, the residents were served pasta smothered in
bland gravy, a far cry from the nourishment their minds
and bodies needed. It was a meal that would haunt
Maggie’s dreams and fill her with an urgent need for
change. The residents, tired and resigned, sat in silence at
the long wooden tables, staring down at their plates, as if
expecting something magical to transform their food into a
feast.

Maggie often looked around the dining room at her
roommates, who ranged from teenagers to adults. She
saw the weariness in their eyes, much like her own. Some
were lost in thoughts of their pasts; others were fighting
invisible battles that left them feeling isolated. As the days
turned into weeks, she noticed their spirits dwindling. It
wasn’t just the food; it was the lack of respect, the routine
that suffocated any hint of individuality.

One particularly dreary Wednesday, as the residents sat
down to another plate of pasta, Maggie made a decision.
With her heart pounding in her chest, she rose from her
chair, causing the others to look up in surprise. Clara,
spoon poised above a pot of gravy, eyed her with a
mixture of annoyance and curiosity.



“This isn’t right,” Maggie declared, her voice steady
despite the tremor in her hands. “We deserve better than
this.” The words hung in the air like a tangible challenge.

Clara frowned. “What do you mean? It’s food. It’s enough
to fill your stomach.”

“But it’s not just about filing our stomachs,” Maggie
insisted, her passion igniting. “Food is meant to nourish us
—physically, emotionally, and spiritually. We’re not
prisoners; we’re human beings!”

Murmurs of agreement rippled through the room. Maggie
felt a surge of strength. “We need variety, flavour, and
most importantly, we need to be treated like we matter.”

Clara’s expression hardened, but Maggie pressed on,
urging her roommates to join her. One by one, the
residents rose from their seats, their spirits lifting as they
rallied behind her. In that moment, they weren’t just a
group of troubled individuals; they were a collective voice
yearning for dignity.

The confrontation that followed was charged with emotion.
Maggie spoke for the group, sharing their struggles and
dreams. She painted vivid pictures of meals that could be
enjoyed, not just endured—colourful salads, steaming
soups, and vibrant fruits. Clara, taken aback by the unified
front, stood silent for a moment, weighing the power of
their demands against her rigid routine.

After a long, tense pause, Clara finally spoke, though her
tone had softened. “l didn’t realize how much you all felt
this way. | thought | was doing what was necessary.”

The conversation that followed was transformative. Clara
listened, truly listened, to her residents. She began to
understand that their mental health was intricately tied to
their physical well-being. As Maggie and her roommates



shared their stories, Clara’s heart began to thaw, and
together they reached a compromise: pasta with gravy
would still be served but once a week. The remaining
meals would incorporate a variety of foods, each more
nourishing than the last.

As the first new meal was served—a fragrant vegetable
stir-fry with brown rice—Maggie’s heart swelled with hope.
The laughter around the table was brighter, the
conversations livelier. The simple act of standing up for
themselves had woven a new thread of community among
them.

In the weeks that followed, Maggie discovered that
change wasn’t limited to the dining room. Clara began to
organize weekly activities that catered to each resident's
interests, allowing them to express themselves in ways
they had long been denied. Painting, music, and even
yoga found their way into their lives, filling the home with
creativity and joy.

Maggie realized that the moral of her story was profound
yet simple: Standing up for oneself and others can
spark change and foster a sense of community. It was
a lesson she would carry with her, not just in the group
home, but for the rest of her life.

In that home, Maggie didn’t just find a place to stay; she
found a purpose, a voice, and a family that celebrated
their shared humanity. And though her journey with mental
illness was far from over, she had learned that true
strength often lies in unity.



5. A Recipe for Love

In the heart of a bustling city, where dreams and
desperation often walked hand in hand, lived Eldon, an
aging man whose hands were more familiar with the
comforting embrace of a frying pan than the feel of a dollar
bill. He was known for his incredible culinary skills, which
he honed during his years working in various kitchens, but
life had taken its toll, leaving him with little more than a
knack for cooking and a passion for feeding those he
loved.

Eldon had always found joy in preparing meals for
Adrienne, a vibrant woman two decades his junior. Their
connection was unexpected, born from a chance meeting
at a local soup kitchen where Eldon volunteered. Adrienne,
an artist with a heart of gold, had come to serve meals to
the homeless, and there, amidst the laughter and clattering
dishes, Eldon had charmed her with tales of his culinary
adventures. He had no wealth, but he had a wealth of
stories, flavours, and laughter, and Adrienne found herself
captivated.

Every evening, after spending his days searching for odd
jobs and panhandling on the busy streets downtown,
Eldon would return to his small apartment, dreaming of the
delightful meals he could prepare for Adrienne. He would
stand at the corner of a busy intersection, an old
cardboard sign resting at his feet, offering a simple plea for
help. “A meal for love,” it read. With a gentle smile and
twinkling eyes, he hoped to gather enough change for
some decent cuts of meat, vegetables, and spices.

The life of a panhandler was not without its challenges.
The police were ever-watchful, issuing tickets for begging
on the streets, and Eldon often found himself with citations
he couldn’t pay. Each ticket felt like a weight around his
neck, but he bore them with the same dignity he carried



every day. For him, the pursuit of a good meal for Adrienne
was worth every risk and every challenge.

One fateful afternoon, as Eldon stood on the corner, the
sun shining down, he felt a familiar pang of hunger in his
stomach. He had just received a few coins from a kind
passerby when he noticed a police officer approaching.
Eldon’s heart sank. He quickly tucked the coins into his
pocket, hoping for one more contribution before he had to
flee the corner.

“Hey, old man!” the officer barked. “You know the rules.
Move along before | give you another ticket.”

Eldon stood tall despite his age, a spark of defiance in his
eyes. “Just trying to gather enough for a meal, officer,” he
replied, his voice steady.

The officer frowned, clearly unmoved by the sincerity in
Eldon’s eyes. With a sigh, he reached for his notepad. “Not
my problem. You’re breaking the law.”

Before Eldon could respond, a warm voice cut through the
tension. “Excuse me, officer!” Adrienne approached, her
presence as radiant as the sun that cast long shadows on
the pavement. She was the embodiment of joy, her art-
stained hands and brightly coloured scarf a vivid contrast
to the grayness of the street. “He’s not a criminal; he’s a
good man trying to survive. Please, can you let him be?”

The officer hesitated, caught off guard by Adrienne’s
passionate defence. Eldon watched as her eyes pleaded
with the officer, her spirit a lighthouse amidst the storm.
The officer, softening, shook his head. “Just keep it down,
okay?” He walked away, leaving Eldon and Adrienne in a
moment of relief.

“l can’t believe you stood up for me,” Eldon said, a smile
breaking across his weathered face.



“Of course | did! You’re worth it,” she replied, and in that
moment, Eldon felt a warmth in his heart that outshone the
afternoon sun.

With the coins they managed to gather, they went to the
local market. Eldon selected the finest cuts of meat, fresh
vegetables, and herbs while Adrienne watched in awe, her
eyes sparkling as he explained the art of cooking.
Together, they returned to Eldon’s modest kitchen, where
he transformed simple ingredients into a feast. The aroma
wafted through the air, inviting all who passed by to share
in their culinary magic.

That evening, as they sat down to eat, the meal was more
than just food. It was a celebration of their bond, a
testament to resilience and love. As they shared stories
and laughter, Eldon felt a sense of fulfillment he had never
known before.

Days turned into weeks, and the routine continued. Eldon
would panhandle during the day, and with the help of
Adrienne, they made every meal a small masterpiece.
Each time the police approached, Adrienne’s presence
was enough to ward off trouble, but the looming threat
remained. Eldon felt torn; he wanted to support her, but his
circumstances held him back.

One cold winter evening, after a long day of panhandling
and facing yet another citation, Eldon returned home
feeling defeated. He gazed at the small pot of soup
simmering on the stove, the warmth of the kitchen
contrasting the chill in his bones. Adrienne entered, her
cheeks flushed from the cold.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, immediately sensing his
distress.



“l feel like I’'m dragging you down, Adrienne. | can’t keep
asking for help,” Eldon confessed, his voice heavy with
emotion.

“Eldon, you’re not dragging me down. You’re lifting me
up!” she replied fiercely. “You give me hope, joy, and a
sense of purpose. | love cooking with you. | love you.”

In that moment, Eldon understood. Love wasn’t just about
providing; it was about sharing experiences, laughter, and
support. He took her hands in his, grateful for the love they
had nurtured together.

From then on, they combined their talents, turning their
small kitchen into a haven for the community. They offered
cooking classes, inviting neighbours in for meals and
teaching them the art of cooking. Eldon taught not just
recipes but resilience, showing how to create beauty from
meagre ingredients.

Their love story became a beacon in the community,
transforming lives one meal at a time. Eldon learned that
money didn’t define worth; it was the love and
connections forged through shared meals and experiences
that truly enriched life.

Moral: True wealth is not measured by money but by the
love we share and the lives we touch. In times of hardship,
kindness, connection, and community can turn even the
most meagre circumstances into a feast for the soul.



6. The Heartbeat of Brian

In the quaint town of Harmony Grove, there lived a man
named Brian, who was seldom seen without his oversized
headphones snugly resting on his ears. They were a part
of him, much like the vibrant, swirling designs on his worn-
out T-shirts, which proclaimed messages of love and hope.
Brian was an artist of words; he had written over 1,800
poems, the majority of which honoured Jesus Christ. His
poems were heartfelt and passionate, capturing the
essence of faith and love that resonated deeply with
anyone fortunate enough to hear them.

Brian lived a simple life in a small apartment, where the
walls were adorned with snippets of his poetry. They
danced across the walls like sunlight streaming through
leaves on a warm day. He often scribbled verses in a
notebook, pausing every so often to listen to the music
that filled his head, a symphony of melodies that inspired
his creativity. The world outside faded away as he
immersed himself in the rhythms of his favourite songs,
each note igniting a new spark of inspiration.

Despite his modest means, Brian had an unyielding
generosity that shone brighter than gold. He had a job at
the local library, where he helped children discover the joy
of reading and learning. When the library hosted events,
Brian was always there, offering his time and skills. If a
single mother in the neighbourhood was struggling, Brian
was the first to lend a hand, whether it was helping her
carry groceries or offering a few dollars he had saved. His
heart was a wellspring of compassion, and his actions
were a testament to the love he felt for those around him.

One day, as Brian strolled through the bustling streets of
Harmony Grove, he noticed a small commotion near the
park. A crowd had gathered around a boy who had fallen
off his bicycle, tears streaming down his face. Without



hesitation, Brian slipped off his headphones and made his
way through the crowd, his heart racing. When he reached
the boy, he knelt down and spoke gently, "Hey there,
buddy. It’s okay. You’re going to be just fine. Let me help
you up."

With care, Brian lifted the boy and brushed the dirt off his
knees. He then rummaged through his pocket, producing
a small bandage and some change. "Here, this will help
your knee feel better, and you can buy yourself a treat for
being so brave," he said with a warm smile. The boy's
eyes widened with surprise, and his tears transformed into
a shy smile. "Thank you, mister!"

As Brian turned to leave, he felt a tug on his shirt. It was a
young girl, no older than six, holding a crumpled piece of
paper. “Mister, can you help me write a poem?” she asked,
her eyes shining with excitement. Brian chuckled softly,
kneeling down to her level. “Of course! What do you want
to write about?”

Together, they crafted a short poem about friendship,
laughter, and the beauty of sharing moments together.
Brian’s heart swelled with joy as he saw the girl's face light
up with every line they penned. In that moment, he
realized that his love for poetry wasn’t just a personal
pursuit; it was a way to connect with others, to inspire and
uplift.

As the sun began to set, casting a golden hue over the
park, Brian resumed his walk home. His heart was full, but
he couldn’t shake the feeling that he wanted to do more.
That night, he sat down with his notebook, pouring his
thoughts onto the page. He wrote a poem that spoke of
kindness, the importance of helping others, and how even
the smallest act could create ripples of love in the world.

The following week, Brian organized a small gathering at
the library, inviting community members to share their



stories and poems. It was a night filled with laughter, tears,
and an overwhelming sense of togetherness. People
shared their struggles and triumphs, and Brian listened
intently, offering support and encouragement. By the end
of the night, he realized that his passion for poetry had
brought them all together, creating a tapestry of
connection and understanding.

As the last guest departed, an elderly woman approached
Brian. “You have a gift, my dear. Your words inspire hope
in others. Remember, it’s not just about writing poems; it’s
about living them. Your kindness is your greatest
masterpiece.”

Brian smiled, her words echoing in his heart. From that
day on, he dedicated himself to spreading kindness
through his poetry. He volunteered at shelters, wrote
poems for those in need, and shared his music with
anyone who would listen.

Moral of the Story

In a world often filled with chaos and uncertainty, Brian's
story teaches us that true richness lies not in material
wealth, but in the generosity of our hearts. By sharing our
passions and extending kindness to others, we create
connections that uplift, inspire, and transform lives. It
reminds us that we all have the power to make a
difference, one small act at a time.
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7. The Heart of Morris

Morris, whose Jewish name was Moses, was a large man
—not in height, but in girth and heart. His presence
loomed over the bustling streets of the city, his laughter
echoing like a warm embrace, even as he stood on the
corner with a worn-out cardboard sign that read,
“Anything helps. God bless.” Dressed in a frayed jacket
with patches, he was a familiar sight to the passersby, who
often turned away, busy with their own lives, their eyes
glued to their phones or scanning the ground for loose
change.



Each day, as the sun climbed high in the sky, Morris would
settle on his corner, a piece of pavement he claimed like a
throne. He knew how to work the crowd, flashing a big
smile that revealed crooked teeth and a joy for life that
transcended his circumstances. He had a knack for
storytelling, and when he felt generous, he would regale
anyone who paused to listen with tales of his youth in the
old neighbourhood, a place rich with culture, laughter, and,
most importantly, food.

Morris loved to eat—an obsession that seemed to define
him. For him, food was more than sustenance; it was a
celebration of life itself. And each morning, he would
dream of the feast that awaited him if only he could gather
enough coins. With a belly rumbling like a thunderstorm,
he envisioned the giant breakfast at the deli just across the
street: three fluffy eggs cooked to perfection, crispy bacon
that crackled with flavour, savoury sausage links, golden
hash browns, and a side of beans for good measure. And,
of course, a large glass of fresh orange juice and a
steaming cup of coffee to wash it all down.

As he stood at his corner, he’d greet people with
enthusiasm, hoping for a spare dollar or two. "Good
morning! Care for a smile today?" he'd call out, his voice
warm and inviting. Some would toss him coins, while
others would pass by, unseeing. The world seemed
indifferent, but Morris remained undeterred.

After hours of collecting, when he finally had enough—
usually just shy of what he needed—he would shuffle
across the street, his heart racing with anticipation. The
bell above the deli door jingled merrily as he entered, and
the aroma of sizzling bacon enveloped him like a soft hug.
Morris would take a seat at the counter, and the waitress,
familiar with his routine, would greet him with a smile.

“Back for the usual, Morris?” she asked, chuckling as she
grabbed a pad and pencil.



“Of course! Load it up!” he replied, rubbing his hands
together in delight. The thought of his breakfast
transformed his mood, filling him with joy. As he waited, he
would look around at the other patrons, often lost in their
own worlds, and he felt a pang of longing. He wished
everyone could share the joy of a hearty meal and the
comfort of companionship.

As Morris savored each bite of his breakfast, he began to
notice something profound. He was not alone. The people
around him were just as hungry—hungry for connection,
understanding, and a sense of belonging. He watched a
young woman at the next table, her head buried in a book,
her brow furrowed as if the weight of the world rested on
her shoulders. Nearby, a father struggled to keep his
restless toddler entertained, his face etched with worry
about making ends meet.

An idea struck Morris. Instead of simply indulging in his
breakfast alone, why not share it? Inspired by the
realization that he had a voice and a presence that could
uplift others, he called out to the young woman. “Hey
there! Want to join me for some eggs and bacon? | can’t
eat all this alone!”

She looked up, surprised by his invitation. Hesitantly, she
approached, and soon they were chatting like old friends,
sharing stories over the delicious spread. Morris felt a
warmth spreading through him that was far greater than
the food. As they laughed, the father with the toddler
noticed and approached as well. “Mind if | join? We could
all use some company.”

Before he knew it, the small table was filled with laughter
and conversation, and the world around them seemed to
fade away. Morris realized he had unknowingly created a
small community, one that sparkled with joy and shared
experiences. Each person brought their own stories, their
own laughter, and even their own struggles, creating a



tapestry of humanity that filled the deli with a warmth he
had never expected.

As the breakfast plates cleared, Morris felt something shift
within him. He had started the day begging for change, but
now he understood that true abundance lay not in what we
consume, but in what we give. His heart swelled with a
new sense of purpose.

“I may not have much,” he said, addressing the small
group, “but what | do have, | want to share. Let’'s meet
here every week, share a meal, and lift each other up.”

They all nodded, their eyes bright with enthusiasm. And
so, it became a tradition. Every Saturday, they gathered at
the deli—Morris, the young woman, the father and his
toddler, and even a few others who had heard about the
weekly breakfast. The deli transformed into a sanctuary of
sorts, a place where people were not judged by their
circumstances, but celebrated for their stories.

Morris had unwittingly taken on the role of a leader. His
once small sign asking for help had transformed into a call
for community and love. As he shared his meals, he
realized he was leading mankind—not by taking from it,
but by giving, by nurturing connections that turned
strangers into friends and neighbours into family.

Moral of the Story

In the end, Morris learned that the greatest nourishment
does not come from the food on our plates but from the
connections we forge with others. By sharing our hearts
and lives, we create a better world—one meal, one
conversation, and one act of kindness at a time.



8. The Heart of NDG

In the vibrant neighbourhood of NDG, where tree-lined
streets danced with the laughter of children and the aroma
of fresh pastries wafted through the air, lived a man named
Gary. At 46, Gary looked no older than 20, his youthful
face adorned with a shock of unruly hair and an infectious
smile. Yet, beneath this youthful exterior lay a heart full of
kindness and an intellect shaped by the unique lens of
autism.

Gary was known throughout the community not just for his
striking looks but for his vibrant personality. He had a gift
for making people laugh, often delivering jokes with an
unexpected twist. “Why don’t scientists trust atoms?” he
would say with a twinkle in his eye. “Because they make
up everything!”

His humour was a balm for those around him, but
sometimes, his jokes veered into murky waters. He would
make quips about people, especially women, that
sometimes landed awkwardly. Gary had a tendency to
misread social cues, and though he never intended to hurt
anyone, his jokes occasionally crossed the line.

One sunny afternoon, while the community was bustling
about at the local market, Gary spotted Maria, a woman
known for her elegant style and sharp wit. With his heart
racing from the thrill of interaction, he approached her,
ready to share a quip. “Maria! Did you know that | finally
figured out why you’re always wearing that beautiful
dress?” He paused for effect, “Because you want to
distract us from your terrible cooking!”

Maria, taken aback, forced a smile, but her eyes revealed
discomfort. “Very funny, Gary,” she replied, the laughter
not quite reaching her voice. As Gary walked away, he
sensed a shift in the air, but his thoughts quickly danced to
another joke waiting to be told.



Despite his occasional missteps, Gary had a way of
brightening the lives of those around him. He volunteered
at the community centre, where he helped organize events
and assist others with their projects. His infectious
laughter and playful spirit brought joy to countless
neighbours, and he often reminded them to embrace life
with a light heart.

One day, as Gary was setting up for a community picnic,
he noticed a group of children playing nearby. He couldn't
resist the urge to join in their fun. “Hey! Want to hear a joke
about pizza?” he called out, drawing their attention.
“Never mind, it’s too cheesy!” The children erupted in
laughter, their carefree giggles ringing through the park.

As the picnic unfolded, Gary mingled among the crowd,
sharing jokes and playful banter. Yet, as he engaged with
his neighbours, he caught sight of Maria standing alone on
the edge of the gathering. Something inside him nudged
him to approach her again, this time with a different heart.

“Hey, Maria,” he said, his tone gentler than before. “| just
wanted to apologize for my joke the other day. | didn’t
mean to upset you. | thought | was being funny, but | see
now that | may have crossed a line.”

Maria looked at him, surprise flickering in her eyes.
“Thanks, Gary. | appreciate that,” she replied, her voice
softening. “Sometimes jokes can hit harder than intended,
especially when we’re just trying to have a good time.”

Gary nodded, the weight of understanding settling in. “I
never want to make anyone feel bad. | just want to share
laughter.”

From that day on, Gary made a conscious effort to be
more aware of how his jokes landed. He learned to read
the room better and to appreciate the nuances of human



emotions. His humour remained, but it blossomed into
something more thoughtful.

As weeks turned into months, the bonds in NDG grew
stronger. Gary’s jokes became legends, not just for their
humour but for the warmth they radiated. People began to
recognize the gentle heart behind his words, and slowly,
he became a beacon of kindness and joy in the
community.

One evening, as the sun dipped below the horizon,
painting the sky in hues of orange and pink, Gary sat on a
park bench, watching the world around him. Maria joined
him, a smile playing on her lips. “What’s your best joke for
today?” she asked playfully.

“Okay, here goes,” Gary replied, his eyes twinkling. “Why
did the scarecrow win an award? Because he was
outstanding in his field!”

They both erupted in laughter, the sound echoing through
the park like a celebration. In that moment, Gary
understood that true humour comes not just from wit, but
from empathy, connection, and the ability to learn and
grow from our mistakes.

Moral

Laughter can be a bridge that connects us, but it’s
essential to be mindful of how our words affect others.
True kindness lies in understanding and respecting
boundaries, fostering an environment where everyone can
share in the joy of humour without fear of hurt.



9. A New Recipe for Life

In the heart of Notre-Dame-de-Grace, amidst the bustle of
city life, Natalie lived in a cozy apartment filled with the
vibrant colours of her homeland, Mauritius. At 39, she
carried herself with a grace that came from her roots, a
blend of cultures that shaped her identity. By day, she was
a dedicated head nurse at the local hospital, tending to
patients with warmth and compassion. But in her heart,
Natalie nurtured a dream: to own a restaurant that would
celebrate her culinary heritage.

Her love for cooking had been a family tradition, passed
down through generations. Natalie often reminisced about
her grandmother’s kitchen, where the air was fragrant with
spices, and the sound of laughter filled the space. Inspired
by those memories, she dreamed of opening a restaurant
that would not only serve delicious meals but also create a
sense of community.

However, as the days turned into months, life seemed to
pull her further away from her dream. Long hours at the
hospital drained her energy, and the financial demands of
starting a business felt overwhelming. The dream began to
fade, overshadowed by the reality of her responsibilities.
That is until she met Seb.

Seb was a jovial friend and a fellow foodie who shared
Natalie's passion for cooking. Over coffee one day, he
mentioned the local food bank, which was struggling to
keep up with the increasing demand for meals in the
community. Natalie’s eyes lit up with the spark of
inspiration. “What if we could help?” she suggested, her
heart racing at the thought.

Together, they approached the food bank’s management,
offering to operate the kitchen. With a smile and a few
hearty words, they secured the opportunity to serve those



in need. It was a chance for Natalie to rekindle her love for
cooking while making a difference in the community.

Each morning, Natalie and Seb transformed the food
bank’s modest kitchen into a whirlwind of flavours and
aromas. Natalie meticulously crafted meals, infusing her
dishes with the spices of her homeland —curry, cumin, and
turmeric. Seb, with his infectious laughter, helped chop
vegetables and coordinate the volunteers who came to
lend a hand. As word spread, they soon found themselves
serving almost 200 meals a day.

The kitchen buzzed with activity, a symphony of laughter
and camaraderie. Natalie found herself in her element,
surrounded by a diverse group of people, each with their
own stories and struggles. One moment she was teaching
a young volunteer how to make a perfect rougaille, and the
next, she was listening to a single mother share her hopes
for a better future.

Through cooking, Natalie created a safe space for
everyone—a refuge where people could enjoy a warm
meal and connect with one another. The food became
more than just sustenance; it was a celebration of life,
resilience, and hope. She felt a profound sense of
fulfilment as she watched faces light up with joy after
each meal.

As weeks turned into months, Natalie’s culinary skills
flourished, and so did her spirit. The food bank became a
place of transformation, not just for the community
members but for Natalie herself. She realized that her
dream of owning a restaurant was evolving; it was no
longer just about serving food but about nurturing a sense
of belonging and community.

One afternoon, as she stirred a pot of fragrant lentil soup,
a thought struck her. “What if this kitchen could be a
platform for others to share their culinary talents?” she



mused aloud. With Seb’s encouragement, they decided to
host monthly community cooking nights, inviting local
residents to share their recipes and cultures.

The first event was a resounding success. People brought
dishes from their heritage—paella, dumplings, jollof rice—
transforming the food bank into a tapestry of global
flavours. The kitchen became a vibrant hub of creativity
and collaboration, drawing in new volunteers and creating
bonds between people who might never have crossed
paths otherwise.

As the community cooking nights continued, Natalie found
herself in a new role: not just a cook, but a leader, a friend,
and a mentor. Each dish served was a step toward her
dream, reminding her that her true passion lay not only in
cooking but in fostering connections and uplifting those
around her.

One evening, as she cleaned up after a particularly lively
cooking night, Natalie looked around at the happy faces,
feeling a deep sense of gratitude. She realized that life had
led her to exactly where she was meant to be. While her
dream of owning a restaurant still lingered in her heart, she
now understood that her real mission was to create
community —through food, friendship, and love.

In that moment, Natalie learned a powerful lesson:
Sometimes, the path to our dreams takes unexpected
turns, leading us to a place where we can impact the
world in ways we never imagined. It was here, in the
kitchen of the food bank, that Natalie discovered her true
calling—not just as a chef, but as a beacon of hope and
connection for her community.



10. Steven’s First Day

In a quaint neighbourhood, filled with laughter and the
sweet scent of blooming flowers, lived a remarkable young
boy named Steven. Just four years old, Steven had bright
blue eyes that sparkled like the ocean and curly brown hair
that danced in the breeze. His smile radiated warmth, and
although he had severe autism and could not speak, his
presence spoke volumes.

As the sun rose on a crisp autumn morning, Natalie, his
devoted mother, gently woke Steven from his slumber.
Today was a special day—his first day at a new school.
Natalie had spent weeks preparing him, filling his
backpack with his favourite toys and comfort items, and
practicing the routine they would follow. She knew Steven
would face challenges, but she believed in his incredible
intuition and intelligence.

Arriving at the school, Steven held tightly to Natalie’s hand,
taking in the vibrant colours of the playground, the
cheerful sounds of children laughing, and the welcoming
smiles of teachers. Natalie knelt beside him, brushing a
stray curl from his forehead. “You’re going to do great,
sweetheart. Just be yourself.”

As they stepped into the classroom, the warm atmosphere
enveloped them. The walls were decorated with colourful
drawings and motivational quotes, and the sun streamed
through the large windows. Mrs. Thompson, a kind and
patient teacher, greeted them with open arms. “Welcome,
Steven! We’re so happy to have you here.”

Steven felt a wave of nervousness wash over him, but it
quickly dissipated when he saw the inviting toys scattered
across the room. Natalie helped him settle in at a small
table filled with art supplies. As he picked up a crayon, his
mind sparked with ideas. He began to draw, pouring his



heart into every line, creating an intricate world filled with
colourful trees and soaring birds.

The other children were captivated by Steven's artwork.
They gathered around, fascinated by his ability to create
such beauty without saying a word. One girl, Emma,
pointed at the drawing and exclaimed, “Wow! Look at that
tree! It’s so tall and colourful!” Steven looked up, his face
lighting up with joy. He felt their admiration and began to
draw more, adding details and bringing his imagination to
life.

Throughout the day, Mrs. Thompson and her assistant, Mr.
Jenkins, observed Steven with wonder. He effortlessly
moved from activity to activity, showing a keen
understanding of the world around him. During a sensory
playtime, he carefully arranged colourful blocks, creating
towers that seemed to touch the ceiling. His classmates
cheered him on, each child marvelling at his unique way of
interacting with the materials.

At lunchtime, Steven sat with a small group of children,
who chatted excitedly about their favourite games and
snacks. Steven listened intently, nodding and smiling.
When it was time to eat, he reached into his lunchbox and
offered his favourite fruit—a shiny red apple—to Emma.
She looked surprised, but then her face broke into a
beaming smile as she accepted the qift. “Thank you,
Steven! This is so nice of you!”

After lunch, the class transitioned to story time. Mrs.
Thompson read a lively tale about a brave little mouse.
Steven, sitting cross-legged on the carpet, felt the rhythm
of the story wash over him. He couldn’t speak, but as he
listened, his eyes sparkled with understanding and
empathy for the little mouse's adventures. When the story
ended, Mrs. Thompson asked the children what they
thought. Steven raised his hand, and with a nod of
encouragement from his teacher, he used his body



language to express his feelings. He made gestures of
bravery and excitement, enchanting his classmates with
his enthusiasm.

As the school day came to a close, Natalie arrived to pick
him up. When she walked into the classroom, Steven ran
to her with open arms, his face glowing with happiness.
Mrs. Thompson approached Natalie, her eyes filled with
warmth. “Steven has truly charmed us today. He has a gift
that touches everyone around him.”

Natalie beamed with pride, her heart swelling with
gratitude. “Thank you for embracing him so
wholeheartedly.”

On their way home, Steven held Natalie’s hand tightly, his
heart full of the love and acceptance he had received. As
they walked, Steven gazed at the world around him—the
trees, the sky, the laughter of children—and it felt like
magic.

That evening, as Natalie tucked him into bed, she
whispered, “You were amazing today, Steven. You showed
everyone how special you are.” Steven smiled, his eyes
sparkling with a deep understanding that transcended
words.

Moral

In a world that often values speech over silence, Steven
taught everyone that communication transcends words.
True connection lies in the heart, in the kindness we share,
and in the understanding we offer one another. Every
person, no matter their abilities, has something unique to
contribute, reminding us that love and acceptance can
bridge any gap.



11. Gilles the Can Man

In the vibrant neighbourhood of Notre-Dame-de-Grace,
where the streets hummed with life and laughter, there
once thrived a charming shoe store owned by a man
named Gilles. His shop was a treasure trove of footwear,
from the shiniest dress shoes to the coziest sneakers.
Gilles had a gift; he didn't just sell shoes—he created
connections. Customers didn’t just walk in; they felt
welcomed, cared for, and valued. He would greet everyone
with a warm smile and share stories, making them feel like
part of his extended family.



But life, as it often does, took a cruel turn. One fateful day,
Gilles suffered a traumatic brain injury in a car accident
that changed everything. The injury robbed him of his
vibrant spirit, his passion for life, and his ability to connect
with others. He struggled to form sentences, his once-
bright eyes dulled by confusion and sadness. Slowly, he
lost the shoe store he had nurtured like a child. It wasn’t
long before he lost touch with everything and everyone he
loved, including his beautiful twin daughters, Clara and
Marie, who had filled his life with joy.

As the years slipped away, Gilles found himself wandering
the streets of NDG, a shadow of his former self. He
became known as "Gilles the Can Man," collecting cans
and bottles to survive. His once-proud stature was now
hunched, his clothes tattered, and his mind lost in a fog of
despair. The twins, who had been devastated by their
father's sudden absence, spent their childhood hoping for
his return. They would often walk the streets, searching for
any sign of their beloved dad, but life continued to be
unkind.

Clara and Marie grew into young women, each possessing
a fierce determination to make their father proud. They
were a testament to Gilles’s nurturing spirit, each echoing
his kindness and resilience. Yet, despite their efforts to
seek out their father, it seemed as if the world had
swallowed him whole.

One bright autumn afternoon, as leaves danced in the cool
breeze, Clara and Marie decided to volunteer at a local
community centre. As they served meals to those in need,
Marie caught a glimpse of a man rummaging through a
nearby dumpster. His movements were slow, and he
appeared disheveled and lost. For a moment, a flicker of
recognition sparked in her heart. She nudged Clara,
whispering, “Look over there.”



With tentative steps, the twins approached the man. As
they got closer, their hearts raced. They had seen that
weathered face in old family photos, a face filled with love
and laughter, now marred by hardship and neglect. “Dad?”
Clara breathed, tears welling in her eyes.

Gilles turned, confusion and recognition battling in his
gaze. “Clara? Marie?” His voice trembled, hoarse from
disuse. The twins rushed forward, wrapping their arms
around him in a fierce embrace, as if trying to shield him
from the world’s cruelty.

“Where have you been?” Marie cried, her heart breaking
for the father they had lost. “We’ve missed you so much!”

13

|—" Gilles struggled, the words tangled in his mind. “I'm
sorry... | didn’t mean to go away.”

Days turned into weeks as the twins worked tirelessly to
help Gilles heal. They took him to therapy sessions, sat
with him as he struggled to find his voice, and filled their
home with laughter and love. At first, it was challenging;
Gilles often felt overwhelmed by the flood of emotions that
had been suppressed for years. Yet, every small victory—a
smile, a shared joke, or a step toward recovery—rekindled
the spark of hope in his heart.

One evening, as they sat around the dinner table, Gilles
looked at his daughters, his heart swelling with gratitude.
“I may not be the same man | once was,” he said softly,
“but having you both here makes me feel like | can be
whole again.”

Clara and Marie smiled, tears glistening in their eyes. “You
are our dad,” Clara said, her voice steady. “You’ll always
be our dad. We believe in you.”

With their support, Gilles began to find his way back. He
started attending support groups for brain injury survivors



and even rediscovered his love for shoes. Inspired by his
daughters, he began crafting simple shoes from discarded
materials he found, pouring his heart into each piece.
Word spread, and soon, people in NDG were lining up to
purchase his unique creations, not just for their practicality
but for the love woven into each stitch.

As the seasons changed, so did Gilles. His transformation
wasn’t just physical; it was emotional and spiritual. He was
no longer the Can Man, lost and broken. He was Gilles,
the loving father who had found his way home.

The twins watched in awe as their father reclaimed his life,
proving that love could heal even the deepest wounds.
They learned that while life can sometimes take
unexpected and painful turns, it also offers chances for
redemption and reconnection.

The moral of the story? No matter how lost you may
feel, love has the power to guide you back home. In the
embrace of family and the warmth of forgiveness, one can
find the strength to heal and thrive once more.



12. Strumming Towards Stardom

Every morning, the soft hum of NDG woke with the sun,
and the Metro Grocery Store opened its doors to the
regulars: the busy mothers, the elderly couples, and the
young professionals. But sitting outside, on the sun-
drenched concrete, was Andy. Scruffy-looking, with
unkempt hair and a tattered flannel shirt, he seemed out of
place amidst the bustling life around him. Yet, there was a
warmth about him that attracted curious glances.

Andy was a self-avowed slob. He had long ago
relinquished the ties of conventional cleanliness and
comfort in favour of his true passion—music. His guitar, an
old, battered instrument with a rich sound, was always
slung over his shoulder. As the sun began to rise, he would
strum its strings, filling the air with melodies that wove
through the chatter of morning shoppers. The notes spilled
out like a river, inviting and soothing, a stark contrast to his
disheveled appearance.

For more than sixteen hours each day, Andy practiced. He
played through the day, his fingers dancing over the frets,
crafting intricate rhythms and soul-stirring solos that would
often lead passersby to pause and listen. His commitment
was unwavering; sleep was a mere afterthought. Each
note was a step towards a dream he nurtured—forming a
band he called The Andy Coolman Heaven on Earth
Band.

Despite his talent, opportunities had eluded him. The
music scene was a treacherous road for anyone,
especially an unkempt man sitting outside a grocery store.
But Andy didn’t lose hope; he believed that if he kept
playing, someone would eventually notice.

One crisp autumn morning, as the leaves fluttered down
like confetti, a well-dressed man strolled past. He paused,
drawn in by the melodies that spilled from Andy's guitar.



The man was Marc, a music agent known for discovering
hidden talent. His eyes widened as he recognized the
virtuosity in Andy’s playing.

“Excuse me!” Marc called out, interrupting Andy’s solo.
“That’s incredible! Have you ever thought about recording
an album?”

Andy’s fingers faltered on the strings as he looked up,
momentarily stunned. “Yeah, I’'ve thought about it... but
who would want a scruffy old man like me?”

Marc chuckled, taking a seat next to him on the curb.
“You’d be surprised. There’s something raw and genuine
about your music. People need that. It's what I'm
searching for—authenticity.”

A spark ignited in Andy’s heart. The two men talked for
hours, discussing music, dreams, and the essence of art.
Marc learned about Andy's devotion, his endless practice
sessions, and the philosophy behind his band. By the time
they parted ways, Marc had invited Andy to his studio to
record some tracks.

Over the following weeks, Andy poured every ounce of
passion into creating music that felt like an extension of
his soul. He wrote songs inspired by his life, weaving tales
of dreams, love, and the struggles of the human
experience. Each chord struck resonated with the hope he
had clung to for so long.

As the first notes of their collaboration filled the air,
something magical began to happen. Word spread about
the scruffy old man with a heart full of melodies. People
started coming to his shows, first in small venues, then
larger ones. Soon, the buzz reached radio stations, and
before he knew it, his music was played across the
airwaves.



Andy Coolman’s dream began to take flight.

Months later, as he stood on stage, the spotlight warming
his face, he looked out at the sea of people. Each face
reflected the love and joy that his music inspired. He had a
band—an ensemble of talented musicians who believed in
his vision, sharing the stage with him as they created a
sound that resonated with audiences worldwide.

As they played the final notes of their concert, the crowd
erupted into applause. Andy’s heart swelled with pride and
gratitude. This was the culmination of years of diligent
practice and unwavering dedication to his craft.

In that moment, Andy realized the moral of his journey:
Perseverance and passion will pay off, no matter how
scruffy the exterior. Life may throw you challenges and
doubt, but if you stay true to your calling and practice with
love and diligence, the world will take notice.

With a wide grin, he lifted his guitar to the sky,
acknowledging the path that had led him here. The cheers
from the audience rang in his ears, a sweet symphony of
validation for the journey he had undertaken. From a
scruffy old man sitting outside the Metro Grocery Store to
a star, Andy had proven that sometimes, the most
beautiful dreams come true through love, dedication, and
a few good strums of a guitar.



13. Kylie’s Transformation

Kylie had always been known for her kindness. At fifty-
two, she had spent much of her life taking care of others.
Her heart was especially drawn to people who needed a
bit more understanding and patience, like Gary, a gentle
forty-six-year-old with autism. Gary lived next door to
Kylie, and over the years, she had become like a second
mother to him. They would often sit on her porch in the
afternoons, Gary comfortably muttering his latest interests
while Kylie listened intently, her soft, reassuring presence
always making him feel safe.

But there was something Kylie had kept hidden from even
her closest friends. Beneath her warmth and laughter was
a woman who had struggled with her weight since her
teens. Years of emotional eating and neglecting her own
needs had led her to carry nearly 300 pounds on her small
frame. She dreamed of living a healthier life, of reaching a
weight around 160 pounds, but the idea seemed distant,
almost unreachable.

One autumn afternoon, Kylie and Gary were baking a pie
together. As she struggled to lift herself off the couch to
check the oven, Kylie felt a pang of frustration. She looked
over at Gary, whose big brown eyes were focused intently
on the crust they had just decorated, and a realization
struck her. How could she keep being there for him, and
for others, if she didn’t start taking better care of herself?
Her mind went back to something she’d often considered
but never pursued seriously: stomach pinning surgery.

After weeks of contemplation, Kylie made the decision to
see a doctor. She explained her goals, her dreams, and
her fears. “I’m not doing this just for me,” she admitted. “I
want to live longer and stronger—for myself, yes, but also
for people like Gary, who need me.” Her doctor saw her



determination and gave her the green light to start the
process.

The road to surgery was not easy. There were
psychological evaluations, meetings with nutritionists, and
a rigorous pre-surgery diet. Kylie faced many sleepless
nights and countless questions: “Is this selfish?” “Am |
doing the right thing?” But every morning, when Gary
would shuffle over to her house for his breakfast routine,
she was reminded why she had made this choice.

Finally, the day of the surgery arrived. Kylie went in with a
sense of purpose, her heart pounding with anticipation.
The procedure itself went smoothly, and when she woke
up in the recovery room, she felt a mix of exhaustion and
relief. Her journey had only just begun, but something
deep within her had already changed.

In the months that followed, Kylie’s life transformed in
ways she could never have imagined. As the weight slowly
came off, she felt lighter not only physically but
emotionally. Each pound shed was like a burden lifted,
each step forward a new beginning. For the first time in
years, she looked in the mirror and recognized herself not
just as a caregiver or a friend, but as a strong, worthy
woman who had the right to live fully and joyfully.

Gary noticed the change, too. Kylie had more energy, and
she was able to do things with him that had been difficult
before. They took long walks around the neighbourhood,
exploring parks and watching sunsets. When she’d grown
strong enough, she even began teaching him simple
cooking skills, guiding his hands with patience and joy.
Gary, who was sensitive to emotions, seemed to absorb
her newfound vitality, his face lighting up every time they
shared a laugh or a new adventure.

Kylie’s self-image blossomed alongside her physical
health. She started volunteering at the local community



center, leading workshops for others who struggled with
weight and self-esteem. She shared her story openly,
encouraging people not to let fear hold them back. Her
message was simple: taking care of yourself is not selfish;
it’s necessary if you’re going to truly be there for others.

One evening, Gary presented Kylie with a drawing he’d
made. It was a picture of the two of them standing side by
side under a large, radiant sun. In the drawing, Kylie was
smiling brightly, looking strong and happy. Gary pointed to
her and said, “Kylie, that’s you—happy.”

She teared up as she looked at the picture, the innocence
in his voice capturing the essence of everything she had
fought for. Kylie hugged him, realizing that her journey had
not only transformed her life but had shown Gary a new
way to love and support himself and others.

The moral of Kylie’s story is that true transformation begins
when you choose to love and respect yourself as deeply
as you do others. By taking the steps she needed to care
for herself, Kylie became a source of inspiration and
strength, proving that self-care can be the most generous
act of love. Through her journey, she taught Gary—and
herself—that it’s never too late to take charge of your own
life. And as she did, she gave those she loved the gift of a
happier, healthier her.



14. Mike’s Morning at the Mall

Mike was 67, but his eyes were as curious as a child’s.
Every morning, he ambled to the local shopping centre, his
lean frame wrapped in an old navy blue cardigan that hung
on him like a loose drape. His white hair had thinned and
his movements were slow, but his mind raced with the zest
of a young boy discovering the world. Each person he met
in the bustling mall felt like a character in one of the many
stories he read each day, and he spoke to each of them
with genuine warmth and curiosity.

There was something magnetic about Mike's presence. It
might have been his wide grin, punctuated by laugh lines,
or his way of listening intently, as though every stranger he
spoke to had something invaluable to share. Some knew
him as "The Mall Philosopher," a nickname that made him
chuckle. “It’s because | read so much,” he’d tell people,
his eyes twinkling behind thick, round glasses. “When you
read enough, you start to see people like open books.”

Mike’s home was a modest one-and-a-half apartment in a
tall, unremarkable building down the street. He shared it
with Barry, his roommate of four years. Barry was a retired
factory worker who didn’t much care for reading but
admired Mike’s dedication to his books. Their apartment
had stacks of novels, biographies, and old, yellowed
paperbacks everywhere —spilling off the coffee table, piled
by Mike’s side of the bed, even wedged onto the kitchen
counter.

Each afternoon, Mike would settle into his reading chair, a
cushy recliner that had long since lost its spring. He was
particularly fond of biographies; he claimed they taught
him how varied and fascinating lives could be. He’d read
tales of explorers who trekked to the ends of the earth,
inventors who changed the course of history, and activists
who fought against impossible odds.



Barry, on the other hand, didn’t understand Mike’s
obsession with reading. "What do you get out of all those
books, Mike?" he’d often ask, raising an eyebrow as Mike
buried himself in a new title.

"Barry," Mike would say, “reading lets me live a thousand
lives. It’s like traveling through time and space. And you
know, the more lives | read about, the better | understand
people in this one.”

One gray November morning, as Mike walked through the
mall, he saw a teenager sitting alone, staring into a book
with furrowed brows. The boy looked frustrated, his hand
nervously tapping the table. Mike felt a familiar curiosity
bubbling up. He approached, asking gently, “Rough
read?”

The boy, startled, looked up, his expression guarded.
“Yeah, | guess. It’s for school. Don’t think | understand half
of it.”

Mike chuckled. “I felt the same way with my first big book.
It was Moby Dick. Took me weeks to get through it, and |
only half understood it.”

The boy’s eyes widened. “What made you keep reading?”

Mike leaned in, his voice soft and steady. “l realized that
each page, even the tough ones, was like a piece of a
larger picture. Sometimes, the picture isn’t clear right
away, but when you reach the end, you see how it all fits
together. Books are like life, in that way.”

After a long pause, the boy nodded, a flicker of
understanding in his gaze. They chatted for a while, and
when the boy finally left, he had a faint smile on his face,
as if a weight had been lifted.



Back in his chair that evening, Mike thought about the boy
and all the people he’d spoken with over the years. Each
conversation, each moment shared, was a lesson, adding
a layer to his understanding of people. In many ways, he
saw his life as a collection of stories—a biography in
progress, woven together by his voracious reading and the
insights he gained from others.

Barry, sitting nearby, looked up from his newspaper. “You
always do that, Mike.”

“Do what?”

“Talk to people like you’re their old friend. Makes me
wonder if there’s something special in all that reading of
yours.”

Mike smiled, adjusting his glasses. “You know, Barry,
books remind me that every single person is a story worth
telling. Some stories are sad, some are funny, some are
just strange, but they all matter. When | read, I’m not just
learning facts; I’'m practicing empathy.”

Barry grunted, pretending to focus on his newspaper, but
Mike could tell he was thinking it over. The silence felt
warm between them.

As the months passed, Mike continued his daily walks to
the mall, still striking up conversations and sharing
wisdom where he could. He became somewhat of a local
legend, known for his kindness and his seemingly infinite
knowledge of history, philosophy, and human nature. His
advice became as cherished as the books he read, and his
stories warmed the hearts of people from all walks of life.

The Moral of Mike’s Story:

In his own quiet way, Mike’s life offered a lesson: that
reading isn't just about gaining knowledge but about



understanding others and practicing empathy. Every book
he read, every life he encountered, added to his
compassion. In the end, his real education wasn’t in facts
or dates but in the profound realization that every person’s
story mattered. And perhaps that’s the greatest power of
reading—not just to know the world, but to truly see and
care for those within it.
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15. A New Foundation

At 32, Justin had everything going for him: a sharp mind,
athletic build, and a handsome face that turned heads
wherever he went. Yet beneath the surface, his life was a
turbulent storm. Despite his intelligence and charm, Justin
found himself trapped in a cycle of dead-end jobs, living
paycheck to paycheck. His finances were drained not only
by a lack of steady work but also by bad habits—gambling
on sports and politics, along with an addiction to smoking
cigarettes and pot.

The thrill of placing bets fuelled his ego and masked his
insecurities. A game here, a wager there, and soon the



small wins were swallowed by overwhelming losses. One
rainy Tuesday evening, as he stared blankly at his empty
wallet and the eviction notice pinned to his door, a heavy
realization washed over him. He had gambled away more
than just money; he had gambled away his dreams.

That night, Justin tossed and turned, wrestling with his
thoughts. He thought of his late father, who had always
talked about hard work and integrity, and his mother, who
had sacrificed so much for him. Justin could almost hear
their voices urging him to change. Finally, at dawn, he
rose, filled with a newfound determination. He would turn
his life around.

With a few remaining dollars, Justin bought a pack of
cigarettes and headed to the park. As he sat on a bench,
he noticed a group of workers renovating a nearby
playground. They were laughing, sharing stories, and
working together. The camaraderie struck him. He
remembered how much he enjoyed building things with his
father as a child. That moment sparked an idea—a
renovation company of his own.

For the next few weeks, Justin immersed himself in
learning everything he could about home renovations. He
watched online tutorials, read books from the library, and
even volunteered to help friends with their DIY projects.
Slowly, he began to acquire tools, starting with second-
hand items he found online. Justin started small, taking
odd jobs here and there, pouring his heart into each
project.

His athleticism and attention to detail earned him a
reputation for quality work. As his skills improved, so did
his clientele. Before long, he had built a small but steady
stream of renovation jobs. Each completed project not
only boosted his bank account but also filled him with
pride. He began to realize that success wasn’t just about



making money; it was about creating something tangible
and meaningful.

One day, while working on a bathroom remodel, a client
praised his work, commenting on his exceptional
craftsmanship. It was the encouragement Justin had been
seeking. He decided to officially launch his own renovation
business, aptly named “Leroux Renovations.” With his
heart in his craft, Justin was finally on the path to financial
stability.

As his business flourished, Justin confronted his gambling
habits head-on. He joined a support group, recognizing
that the thrill he once sought from gambling could be
found in the satisfaction of building something worthwhile.
With every successful project, the urge to gamble
diminished. He replaced the time spent placing bets with
evenings working on personal projects and honing his
craft.

A year later, Justin found himself standing in front of a
newly renovated home he had transformed from a run-
down property into a beautiful living space. The once-
derelict structure now radiated warmth and life, a
testament to his hard work and perseverance. He took a
moment to reflect on how far he had come. No longer
trapped by his vices, he felt a sense of freedom and
purpose.

Justin’s story spread in his community, inspiring others to
seek out their own paths. As he mentored aspiring builders
and shared his journey, he realized that his success was
not just about personal achievement—it was about lifting
others along the way.

Moral of the Story

True success is built on the foundations of hard work,
integrity, and the courage to change. When we confront



our weaknesses and seek meaningful paths, we not only
transform our own lives but also inspire others to do the
same.



16. The Transformation of Johanne

Johanne had always been known for her gruff demeanour.
With a voice that could cut through steel and a glare that
could freeze the sun, she was the kind of woman who
made her presence felt in any room—or parking lot. Her
vehicle, a 2016 Mazda CX-5, was her pride and joy,
despite its countless dents and scratches, each one a
story of her untamed adventures. But one fateful morning,
as she turned the key in the ignition, the car sputtered and
coughed, refusing to start.

"Come on, you piece of junk!" she shouted, slamming her
hands on the steering wheel. "l swear, if you don’t start,
I’m suing the whole damn company!”

Johanne jumped out of the car, her frustrations boiling
over. The engine had been giving her trouble for weeks,
but today, it had finally given up. She had had enough of
the hassle. In her mind, it was always the company’s fault.
After all, who else would she blame?

As she paced back and forth in the parking lot, she could
feel eyes on her. Nearby, a group of teenagers snickered at
her outburst. She spun around, glaring at them. "What are
you laughing at? You’ve never had a problem in your life, |
bet!"

They quickly turned their backs, their laughter fading into
whispers. Johanne huffed, storming into the nearby car
dealership where her car had been purchased.

The salesperson, a young man named Mark, approached
her with a cautious smile. "Good morning, ma’am! How
can | assist you today?"

Johanne’s jaw clenched. "Assist me? You want to assist
me? How about you tell me why this pile of junk won’t



start? I’'ve had it with this thing! You people better fix it or
I’ll sue your entire company!"

Mark maintained his composure, despite the fire in her
words. "l understand you’re upset. Let’s take a look at it
and see what we can do."

"Yeah, you better!" she barked, storming past him. In her
mind, she imagined herself standing in a courtroom,
winning a monumental case against the automobile giant.
She could picture the headlines: Local Woman Takes on
Corrupt Auto Company!

As Mark led her outside to her car, he spoke calmly. "You
know, I’'ve been working here for a while, and I've learned
that sometimes the best results come from working
together, rather than fighting against each other."

Johanne rolled her eyes, crossing her arms defiantly.
"That’s easy for you to say. You don’t have a car that’s
betraying you every single day!"

He opened the car’s hood and inspected the engine. After
a few minutes, he looked up. "It seems like there’s a loose
wire here. If we can fix that, you should be back on the
road in no time."

"Great, | can hardly wait to have this thing break down
again," she grumbled, but deep down, a small flicker of
hope ignited.

While he worked, Johanne found herself watching him
closely. Mark was focused and gentle with the car, and it
struck her that he cared about what he was doing. It was
in stark contrast to her own approach. If she had treated
her car with even half the respect he was showing, maybe
it wouldn’t have given her so much trouble.



"I know this is frustrating," Mark said as he tightened the
final bolt. "But it helps to have a little patience.
Sometimes, just like people, cars need a bit of
understanding.”

Johanne found herself hesitating. "Understanding? You
think I’m not understanding?"

"I think you’re passionate," he replied, smiling warmly.
"But maybe there’s a way to channel that passion without
all the anger."

Something about his tone pierced through her hardened
exterior. As much as she wanted to dismiss his words, a
tiny voice in her head began to whisper that perhaps he
was right. She had always been quick to shout and
threaten, convinced that fear would get her what she
wanted.

Once the repairs were completed, Johanne took the car
for a test drive. It purred smoothly, a sound she hadn’t
heard in weeks. When she returned to the dealership, she
felt a sense of relief washing over her.

Mark greeted her with an expectant look. "How did it go?"

"Better than | expected," she admitted, a hint of gratitude
creeping into her voice. "Thanks for your help."

His face lit up. "See? Working together does make a
difference."

Johanne felt a rush of embarrassment for her earlier
behaviour. She had made a fool of herself, barking orders
like she was the queen of the world. But as she turned to
leave, something stirred within her—a desire to be
different, to channel her energy into something more
constructive.



In the days that followed, Johanne began to change her
approach. She focused less on cursing and threatening,
and more on communicating. Whether it was with her
neighbours or colleagues, she learned to ask for help
rather than demand it. The world didn’t seem quite so
hostile anymore, and people responded to her with
warmth instead of disdain.

One afternoon, she returned to the dealership with a plate
of cookies for Mark and his colleagues. "l just wanted to
say thanks for treating me like a human being the other
day," she said, her voice softer than usual.

Mark grinned, accepting the plate. "You’re welcome,
Johanne. I’'m glad you’re feeling better about things."

That simple exchange became a turning point for
Johanne. She realized that her tough exterior had only
isolated her from others. By letting her guard down, she
opened herself up to a world where kindness could
flourish.

The Moral

Sometimes, it’s not about how loud you shout, but how
well you listen. In a world that often rewards anger and
aggression, true strength lies in humility and
understanding. When you approach others with kindness,
you invite them to respond in kind, unlocking the best in
both yourself and those around you.



17. Isabel’s Smile

In the heart of Notre-Dame-de-Grace (NDG), the local food
bank stood as a beacon of hope for many. Each day,
people from all walks of life lined up outside its doors,
seeking nourishment not only for their bodies but also for
their spirits. At the entrance of this haven stood Isabel, a
slim older lady with beautiful curly hair and twinkling blue
eyes that sparkled with kindness. She had volunteered at
the food bank for over a decade, and her cheerful
demeanour and radiant smile welcomed everyone who
stepped inside.

Isabel had a way of making everyone feel special. No
matter the time of day, she always wore a bright floral
apron that added a touch of warmth to her presence.
“Hello, dear! How are you today?” she would call out, her
voice a melody that floated through the air. Each greeting
was delivered with genuine enthusiasm, as if she had been
waiting all day just to see that person. For many, her smile
was the first glimpse of sunshine on a cloudy day.

One chilly afternoon, as the clouds loomed heavy in the
sky, a young man named Leo shuffled towards the food
bank. His shoulders were hunched, and his hands were
shoved deep into his pockets as if he were trying to hide
from the world. The weight of his troubles clung to him like
a heavy cloak. Just days ago, he had lost his job, and the
mounting bills and the fear of uncertainty loomed over him
like a storm cloud. He hesitated at the entrance, unsure if
he wanted to step inside and confront the reality of his
situation.

As he stood there, lost in thought, Isabel caught sight of
him. Her heart softened at the sight of the young man’s
despondent posture. She approached him, her smile
unwavering. “You look like you could use a friend today!”



she said, her eyes sparkling with compassion. “Come in,
come in! We have plenty to share.”

Leo looked up, surprised by her warmth. It was as if her
smile broke through the invisible barrier he had
constructed around himself. He stepped inside, allowing
the gentle hum of activity to envelop him. The food bank
was alive with chatter and laughter, but it was Isabel’s
presence that drew him in.

“Would you like to tell me how your day has been?” she
asked, leading him to a small waiting area. He hesitated
for a moment, unsure of how to respond. But Isabel’s
sincerity melted away his defenCes, and before he knew it,
he found himself sharing the burden he had been carrying.
He told her about losing his job, the stress of bills piling
up, and the fear of what the future held.

Isabel listened attentively, nodding along as he spoke.
“You know, Leo, sometimes life throws us unexpected
challenges,” she said gently. “But you’re not alone in this.
You’ve taken the brave step to seek help, and that shows
strength.” Her words resonated with him, offering a sense
of understanding that he hadn’t realized he needed.

After sharing his worries, Leo felt lighter. Isabel’s
pleasantness had acted like a balm, soothing his troubled
mind. “Thank you, Isabel,” he said, a small smile creeping
onto his face. “I didn’t expect to feel this way when | came
in. It’s nice to be reminded that I’'m not alone.”

As they talked, Isabel guided him toward the shelves,
showing him the variety of fresh produce and pantry
staples available. “Let’s make sure you leave with what
you need,” she encouraged, her spirit infectious. Leo felt
an unexpected surge of hope as he picked out items,
feeling cared for and valued.



As he prepared to leave, he noticed the people around
him. Each face held its own story, and in that moment, he
realized that everyone had their struggles. He understood
that, like him, they were seeking solace and support. “Ill
be back,” he promised Isabel, his heart feeling lighter than
it had in days.

“Of course, dear! We’ll be here,” Isabel replied, her smile
wide and genuine.

Days turned into weeks, and Leo returned regularly to the
food bank, each time greeted by Isabel’s welcoming smile.
He even began volunteering alongside her, helping to
distribute food and offer comfort to others who came
through the door. His life began to shift; the more he
engaged with the community, the more connections he
forged, and the more he realized the power of kindness
and support.

One day, as they were preparing for a busy afternoon, Leo
turned to Isabel. “You know, | think your smile is the best
thing about this place. You change lives with it,” he said,
his voice full of gratitude.

Isabel chuckled softly, her eyes twinkling. “lI believe that
even the smallest act of kindness can create ripples. It’s
not just about the food; it’'s about sharing hope and
reminding each other that we are loved and valued.”

And so, the food bank continued to thrive, not just as a
place to gather resources but as a sanctuary of connection
and compassion. lIsabel’s unwavering spirit reminded
everyone who crossed her path that no matter how heavy
the world felt, a single smile could brighten even the
darkest of days.



Moral:

Kindness, no matter how small, has the power to uplift
others and create connections that can change lives.



18. A Good Game

Pete was a man of simple pleasures. At sixty-three, he was
a fixture in his small NDG neighbourhood, known for his
warm smile and friendly demeanour. He lived in a cozy
five-and-a-half apartment with his cousin, Margaret, who
had graciously taken him in after years of struggling with a
debilitating back condition. This condition had plagued
Pete since his teenage years, making work difficult and
forcing him to rely on welfare. But even in the face of
adversity, Pete found joy in the little things—like his
Nintendo Wii.

The Wii had been a gift from his late uncle, and to Pete, it
was more than just a gaming console; it was a portal to joy
and laughter. He loved inviting friends from the local food
bank over to play. On Friday afternoons, his living room
would come alive with the sounds of laughter and the
clattering of controllers as friends gathered for a friendly
competition.

Recently, however, the joy of gaming had turned into a
different kind of thrill—one that challenged Pete's pride.
Justin, a bright-eyed thirty two-year-old from the
neighbourhood, had become a regular at Pete's Friday
sessions. Justin was new to the food bank scene but
quickly made friends with the others, charmed by his
enthusiasm and competitive spirit. He took to the Wii golf
game like a duck to water, and soon, he was consistently
beating Pete.

“Come on, Pete! You gotta put a little more spin on that
ball!” Justin teased playfully after another triumphant
round. Pete chuckled, trying to hide his annoyance.

“Just you wait, kiddo! One of these days, I'll show you
how it’s done!” Pete replied, feigning confidence. Yet, after
a series of humiliating defeats, Pete couldn’t help but
wonder if that day would ever come.



Margaret often watched from the kitchen, chuckling at the
banter between the two. She admired how Pete had taken
the young boy under his wing, offering him a safe place to
hang out and play, but she also saw how competitive Pete
could get. He never lost gracefully, and with each passing
Friday, she noticed the sting of defeat taking a toll on his
spirit.

One day, after yet another round where Justin had wiped
the floor with him, Pete felt particularly despondent. He
leaned back in his chair and sighed, staring at the screen
as the celebratory music played for Justin’s victory.

“Wanna go again?” Justin asked, his enthusiasm
undimmed.

“I think | need a break,” Pete replied, his tone more
subdued than usual.

Justin sensed something was wrong. “Hey, it’s just a
game, right? We’re just having fun!”

“I know, | know...” Pete murmured, forcing a smile. “But |
used to be good at this stuff, you know? It feels like I'm
losing more than just a game.”

Justin frowned, picking up on Pete’s disappointment.
“Well, maybe you can teach me some tricks! | mean,
you’ve been playing longer than I’'ve been alive. It’d be
cool to learn from you!”

At that moment, something clicked in Pete’s mind. Here
was Justin, not just a competitor but a willing student,
eager to learn. He suddenly realized that the essence of
their time together was more than just winning or losing—it
was about camaraderie, connection, and enjoying the
moments they shared.



“Alright, let’s switch it up,” Pete said, a smile breaking
across his face. “You can be my student today. Show me
how you play so | can learn from you!”

With that, the mood shifted. Pete took on the role of the
mentor, guiding Justin through the nuances of the game.
He shared tips on angles, putting techniques, and even
how to control the power of each swing. They laughed,
joked, and celebrated small victories together. For the first
time in weeks, Pete felt light-hearted again, the burdens of
competition lifted.

As the afternoon wore on, they continued to play, but this
time, it didn’t matter who won or lost. The two bonded
over shared laughs and friendly jabs. When Justin
managed to beat Pete again, this time, Pete clapped and
cheered genuinely.

“Great job, Justin! You’ve really got a knack for this!” Pete
exclaimed, grinning ear to ear.

“Thanks, Pete! | couldn’t have done it without your help!”
Justin replied, his eyes sparkling with pride.

That Friday evening, as the sun dipped below the horizon,
casting a golden glow through the apartment window,
Pete felt a sense of fulfilment he hadn’t experienced in a
long time. He had turned a moment of disappointment into
an opportunity for connection.

“Remember, Justin,” Pete said, as they wrapped up the
evening, “it’s not just about winning. It’s about how you
play the game and the friends you make along the way.”

Justin nodded, absorbing the wisdom in Pete’s words. “I
get it, Pete. Thanks for being a great sport.”

As they said their goodbyes, Pete felt lighter than he had
in years. He realized that sportsmanship wasn’t just about



losing gracefully; it was about fostering relationships and
building each other up. And that, above all, was what
made every game worth playing.



19. A New Dawn for Octal

Octai stood outside the Metro Grocers in NDG, a familiar
figure to many who passed by. In his forties, with unkempt
hair and clothes that had seen better days, he had
become a haunting presence on the corner. His eyes, once
bright with hope, now mirrored the weariness of a man
burdened by addiction and homelessness. The years had
not been kind to him; crack had woven itself into the fabric
of his existence, dulling the light of his spirit.

“Excuse me, sir,” he would say, extending a calloused
hand, his voice polite but tinged with desperation. “Could
you spare a few coins?” Most shoppers averted their eyes,
uncomfortable with the sight of a man whose presence
was overshadowed by the unmistakable scent of neglect.
To them, he was just another part of the city’s fabric, a
reminder of what they wished to ignore.

But one crisp autumn day, everything changed. As Octai
leaned against the brick wall, watching the world move
around him, a police cruiser pulled up nearby. Officers
Clara and Jim stepped out, their badges glinting in the
sunlight. Rather than approaching with judgment, they
observed Octai with compassion.

“Hey, Octai,” Clara called out, her tone friendly. “How have
you been?”

“Not great,” he admitted, shrugging. “Just trying to get
by.”

Jim approached cautiously. “You know, we’re here to help
if you’re ready for it.”

Octai looked up, surprise flickering in his eyes. Was he
really being offered help? He had encountered law
enforcement before, but their interactions had always been



marked by suspicion and disdain. “Help?” he echoed, a
hint of skepticism colouring his words.

“Yeah,” Clara said, kneeling down to his level. “We can
take you to the psychiatry ward. They have resources
there. You could get cleaned up, maybe find a fresh start.”

Octai’s heart raced at the prospect. He had thought of
changing his life many times, but the chains of addiction
felt too strong. “I don’t know,” he mumbled, uncertainty

gripping him.

“Look, we’ll be with you every step of the way,” Jim said.
“You deserve a chance.”

After a long pause, a flicker of hope ignited within Octai.
The kind-heartedness of these officers melted away some
of the walls he had built around himself. “Okay,” he said,
almost hesitantly. “I’ll go.”

With gentle encouragement, the officers guided him into
the cruiser. As they drove through the streets he knew so
well, Octai felt the weight of his decision settling in. He
had always viewed the world through a fog of addiction,
but now, as the buildings blurred past, he felt a new clarity
beginning to emerge.

At the psychiatric ward, Octai was met with care and
understanding. The doctors and counsellors listened to his
story, providing him with the tools to confront his demons.
Day by day, he began to reclaim pieces of himself. The
regimen of therapy, medication, and support created a
foundation he had long believed was lost to him.

Months later, with the fog of addiction finally lifted, Octai
stood at the same Metro Grocers, but this time, he wasn’t
begging for change. Instead, he wore clean clothes and a
genuine smile. The once familiar faces of passersby
looked back at him in disbelief.



“Octai?” a woman called out, recognizing him. “Is that
really you?”

“It is,” he replied, his voice steady. “I’ve turned my life
around.”

Octai began volunteering at the local community centre,
helping those who were where he once had been. He
shared his story of redemption, illustrating how hope could
arise even from the darkest places. His experiences
served as a beacon for others who felt trapped in their
circumstances.

As Octai found his footing, he often reflected on the
kindness shown to him by Clara and Jim. They had seen
not just a homeless man, but a person worthy of help.
They had demonstrated that law enforcement could be a
force for good within the community, embodying
compassion and understanding.

Moral of the Story:

In a world quick to judge, it’'s essential to recognize the
potential for change within every individual.
Compassionate outreach from law enforcement can
transform lives, providing the support needed to foster
hope and healing. When we choose understanding over
judgment, we help create a brighter future for our
communities, reminding us all that redemption is always
within reach.



20. Scary Rock and the Skeleton Family

In the heart of NDG, where the streets bustled with life and
the scent of fresh pastries wafted from corner bakeries,
Andrii sat in his small studio apartment, staring at his
computer screen. At forty-something, he was an
experienced graphic designer from Ukraine, but since
moving to Canada five years ago, he had struggled to find
work in his field. His passion for art and creativity burned
brightly, but the harsh reality of job rejections and financial
stress weighed heavily on his heart.

Andrii’s most cherished creation was a whimsical piece he
called "Scary Rock," a vibrant digital illustration of a



skeleton playing an electric guitar. The skeleton, with its
playful grin and wild hair, was a reminder of the joy that art
could bring, a stark contrast to the darkness he sometimes
felt about his job search. His daughter, Kateryna, only
seven, loved Scary Rock too. She would giggle every time
he showed her the artwork, mimicking the skeleton's pose
as she strummed an imaginary guitar.

One evening, while they were colouring together at the
kitchen table, Kateryna looked up at her father with wide
eyes. “Papa, what if Scary Rock had a family? Wouldn’t
that be fun?”

The thought struck a chord in Andrii’s heart. He envisioned
a lively family of skeletons, each with their own personality
and interests. Inspired by his daughter’s suggestion, he
smiled. “You’re right, Kateryna! Let’s create a Skeleton
Family!”

Over the next few weeks, Andrii poured all his energy into
this new project. Each day after Kateryna went to bed, he
sat at his desk, sketching and designing. The Skeleton
Family came to life: a father skeleton with a strong jaw and
a top hat, a mother with a flowing dress and delicate
bones, and two children, one with a skateboard and the
other with a doll. They even had a dog, a cat, and a
cheerful little bird perched on the father’s shoulder.

Andrii decided that each skeleton would be depicted
engaging in a variety of lifestyle activities, showcasing the
joy of family life. He imagined the skeletons playing in the
park, sharing a picnic, going on adventures, and even
tackling household chores together. As he created these
scenes, he poured his heart into each image, making them
vibrant and full of life, despite the characters being made
of bones.

His daughter’s laughter rang through the apartment as he
revealed each new design. “Look, Kateryna! They’re going



to the beach!” He showed her the skeletons splashing in
the waves, their bones glimmering in the sun. She clapped
her hands in delight, her enthusiasm fueling his
determination.

But as weeks turned into months, Andrii faced an
unsettling realization: while the Skeleton Family was
coming together beautifully, he still hadn’t made any
progress in finding a job. His savings dwindled, and the
weight of his responsibilities pressed harder upon him. Yet,
every time he felt despair creeping in, he thought of
Kateryna and her radiant smile. He knew he had to keep
pushing forward, not just for himself, but for her.

With the Skeleton Family completed, Andrii gathered the
courage to share his work online. He created a social
media page dedicated to their adventures, showcasing
each vibrant illustration. To his surprise, the response was
overwhelmingly positive. People loved the quirky humour
and the heartwarming scenes of the skeletons enjoying
life.

Encouraged by the support, Andrii decided to take a leap
of faith. He set up an online shop, selling prints and
merchandise featuring his Skeleton Family. He even
started to receive commissions for custom illustrations,
which allowed him to bring other families’ stories to life
through his art.

Andrii worked tirelessly, balancing his time between
creating art and caring for Kateryna. The late nights were
exhausting, but they were filled with hope. Slowly but
surely, he started to see the fruits of his labor. Orders
began to pour in, and he received messages from
customers expressing how much the Skeleton Family
resonated with them, reminding them to cherish family
moments, no matter how unconventional.



One crisp autumn evening, after a long day of work, Andrii
and Kateryna curled up on the couch, surrounded by the
warmth of their home. She nestled against him, a content
smile on her face. “Papa, | think the Skeleton Family is the
best family ever,” she said, her eyes sparkling with joy.

Andrii felt a swell of pride and gratitude. “Thank you,
Kateryna. They are special because they remind us that
families come in all shapes and sizes, and that laughter
and love are what matter most.”

As he looked at his daughter, he realized the moral of his
journey: sometimes, we have to step out on our own,
pushing through challenges and doubts to create
something meaningful. It was not just about providing for
their needs but about nurturing their spirits, dreams, and
hopes.

And in that moment, surrounded by the love of his
daughter and the joy of creation, Andrii understood that he
was finally on the right path. His Skeleton Family was not
just a whimsical creation; they were a testament to
resilience, creativity, and the unbreakable bond of family.



21. Amira’s Big Mistake

Amira was a striking woman at 57, with a charisma that
could fill any room. But it wasn't her looks that people
remembered—it was her mouth. Amira had a habit of
saying too much, too soon, and too loudly. Over the years,
her big mouth had cost her several jobs, friendships, and
opportunities. Yet despite this flaw, Amira had a heart of
gold. She was kind, generous, and always eager to help,
even when her words got her into trouble.

One day, Amira's luck seemed to change. A man she had
known for years, Marcus, admired her energy and passion.
He had seen her struggle and believed in her potential.
Marcus was a successful entrepreneur, and he wanted to
help Amira fulfill her dream of owning a small coffee and
sandwich shop in NDG. He offered to fund the entire
venture, saying, "Amira, | see your heart. This shop could
be a fresh start for you. Let me help you make it happen."”

Amira was overjoyed. She felt a surge of excitement and
gratitude, but true to her nature, she couldn't keep the
plan to herself. As soon as she left Marcus' office, she
began talking to everyone she knew about the shop.
"We're going to open the best place in NDG!" she
boasted. "You should totally be part of it. I'll find a way to
get you involved."

She offered a role to her neighbour, promised her cousin
they could co-manage, and told an old friend that they
could handle the bakery section. By the time Marcus heard
about it, the project had spun out of control. What started
as a simple partnership between Amira and Marcus had
now become a chaotic promise to half the neighbourhood.

When Marcus confronted her, disappointment was written
all over his face. "Amira, | wanted to help you build
something special. But this was supposed to be your
shop, not a free-for-all. You didn’t even stop to consult me



before offering everyone a piece of what was meant for
you."

Amira, realizing what she had done, was crushed. She
hadn’t meant to betray Marcus’ generosity, but her mouth
had, once again, gotten the best of her. She tried to
apologize, but the damage was done. Marcus pulled back
from the project, leaving Amira with nothing but the dream
that had almost come true.

As she stood outside the empty storefront where her café
could have been, Amira reflected on her mistakes. She
had been so eager to share her excitement that she lost
sight of the one person who had believed in her. Her big
mouth had robbed her of the opportunity of a lifetime.

Moral: The mouth can be a great danger to us if not
controlled. We have two ears and only one mouth for a
reason—to listen more and speak less. Wisdom comes
from knowing when to be silent and when to speak. Amira
learned the hard way that not every thought needs to be
voiced, especially when it can cost you everything.



22. A Lady Named Dora

In the heart of Notre-Dame-de-Grace (NDG), lived Dora, an
elderly Black woman known for her warm smile and a
heart that radiated kindness. Though she often appeared
stern, with her lined face and piercing gaze, the
community knew better. Dora was the kind of person
whose love for others could light up even the darkest
days. She had dedicated her life to caring for the people
around her, often volunteering her time and resources to
help those in need.

One sunny afternoon, Dora decided to host a community
lunch at the local church, inviting neighbours, families, and
friends to gather and share a meal. She spent the entire
morning preparing a feast, her kitchen filled with the
comforting aromas of collard greens, cornbread, and her
famous gumbo. The tables were set with care, adorned
with vibrant flowers from her garden, and the laughter of
children echoed in the air as families arrived, ready to
enjoy the day.

Among the attendees was Natasha, a young mother with
an adventurous spirit, who brought along her energetic
son, Christopher. With a twinkle in his eye, Christopher
darted around the hall, exploring every corner and playing
with other children. His laughter was infectious, but as the
lunch began, his excitement turned into
rambunctiousness. He dashed past tables, nearly
knocking over plates of food, his exuberance unabated.

Dora, observing the chaos unfold, knew it was time to step
in. She stood up, her stature commanding attention, yet
her voice was calm as she called out to Christopher. “Hey
there, young man!” she said with a mix of firmness and
warmth. The room fell silent as everyone turned to see
what would happen next.



Christopher halted, his wide eyes meeting Dora's. Instead
of scolding him, Dora knelt down to his level, her
expression softening. “l see you’re full of energy,
sweetheart. But we need to use that energy in a better
way, don’t we? Can you help me carry these napkins to
the table?”

The sternness in her voice melted away as she spoke, her
gentle guidance replacing any fear he might have felt. With
a nod, Christopher approached Dora, eager to please.
Together, they walked to the tables, the boy now focused
on his task. As they placed the napkins down, Dora shared
stories of her own childhood, teaching him about
responsibility while making him feel important.

By the end of the lunch, Christopher was not only calmer
but beaming with pride for having helped Dora. The
community lunch was a resounding success, filled with
laughter, good food, and a sense of togetherness that
Dora cherished.

As the day came to a close, people began to leave,
thanking Dora for her generosity and care. Natasha
approached her, her eyes glistening with gratitude. “Thank
you, Dora. You handled Christopher so beautifully. He truly
looks up to you.”

Dora smiled, her heart swelling with warmth. “We can all
be kind while being firm. It’s important they feel loved,
even when they need a little discipline.”

And so, the community learned that day that kindness
could coexist with firmness. Dora's gentle guidance
reminded them all that even in moments of correction, a
heart of gold could shine through, fostering growth and
love within their community.



Moral

Even when we need to be firm, we can do so with a kind
and giving heart.
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23. Buster’s Heart of Gold

Glen "Buster" Harvey stood behind the bar of his bustling
establishment, Buster’s, located in the heart of NDG. At
65, he had the grizzled appearance of a man who had
faced life head-on. His sturdy frame, a legacy from his
father, Doug Harvey—a Montreal Canadiens legend—gave
him an intimidating presence. To many, Glen was the
quintessential tough guy, but beneath that rugged exterior
lay a heart of gold, one that beat warmly for those in need.

As the day progressed, Glen juggled the chaotic rhythm of
bar life. The orders came in quick succession—cases of
beer stacked high, fresh ingredients for sandwiches being
delivered, and the ever-present hum of patrons chatting



and laughing. Despite the whirlwind of activity, he had
cultivated a reputation for being approachable and kind.

One of the regulars at Buster’s was Alvin, a man who had
fallen on hard times. With a scruffy beard and weary eyes,
Alvin often stumbled into the bar looking for solace. His
clothes were tattered, and his face bore the marks of a life
riddled with challenges. But to Glen, Alvin was not just
another down-on-his-luck patron; he was a friend in need.

“Hey, Buster!” Alvin would call, his voice tinged with hope.

“Alvinl Come on over,” Glen would reply, a warm smile
breaking through his tough facade. No matter how busy
the bar got, Glen always made time for Alvin.

With deft hands, he would prepare a simple sandwich—
whatever was fresh that day. “You hungry?” Glen would
ask, already reaching for the bread. “How about a turkey
club?”

“Yeah, that’d be great,” Alvin would respond, his face
lighting up at the thought of a hearty meal.

After preparing the sandwich, Glen would pour Alvin a cold
beer. “On the house, my friend,” he’d say, placing it in front
of him with a wink.

As they shared stories over lunch, Glen’s tough-guy
persona faded, revealing a compassionate man who
genuinely cared. He would often empty out his pockets,
handing Alvin whatever change he had on him. “Here, take
this. | know it’s not much, but it can help.”

Alvin would look up at Glen, gratitude shining in his eyes.
“You’re too good to me, Buster. | don’t know what I’d do
without you.”



“Don’t mention it,” Glen would reply, trying to mask the
warmth creeping into his voice. “Everyone deserves a little
kindness, don’t you think?”

Through the years, Glen’s kindness towards Alvin became
a cornerstone of Buster's reputation. Patrons began to
notice how the tough exterior could harbour immense
empathy. It was a revelation to many who only saw the
rugged man behind the bar. Glen, for all his attempts to be
known as a tough guy, had a gentle side that shone
through during these quiet moments.

As the years passed, Glen’s vision for Buster's grew
beyond the four walls of his bar. He dreamed of Buster’s
Playhouse—a tribute to his father, Doug Harvey, and a
place that embodied the spirit of community and kindness.
Glen envisioned a network of restobars, over 10,000
locations worldwide, where the essence of Buster’s would
thrive.

In every city, he wanted to create a space where anyone,
like Alvin, could find warmth and friendship. A place where
tough guys could put their armor down and show their true
selves. Glen often imagined how the bar would function—
serving hearty meals and cold drinks, hosting local
musicians, and providing a refuge for those who needed it
most.

One chilly evening, as Glen closed up Buster’s, he sat with
Alvin at the bar. The two men watched the sunset through
the window, casting a golden glow over the room.

“Buster,” Alvin began, his voice soft, “do you ever think
about what’s next for you?”

“I do,” Glen replied, his gaze fixed on the horizon. “I want
to create something bigger than this—something that
gives back.”



“What do you mean?” Alvin asked, intrigued.

“I want to open Buster’s Playhouse. A place where people
can come together, share stories, and lift each other up,”
Glen explained. “A place that keeps my dad’s legacy alive
while spreading kindness.”

Alvin nodded, understanding the weight of Glen’s words.
“You’re gonna do great things, you know. You have a heart
that shines through.”

Glen chuckled, trying to play off the compliment. “It’s just
what anyone would do. Besides, it’s time to show the
world that even tough guys can have a heart of gold.”

Years later, as Buster's Playhouse opened its doors in
cities around the globe, Glen stood proudly among the
hustle and bustle of his dream realized. He was no longer
just Doug Harvey’s son or a tough guy behind a bar; he
was a beacon of kindness, embodying the spirit of
compassion in every establishment he oversaw.

And Alvin? He found his place among the patrons, always
welcomed with a smile and a hearty sandwich. The heart
of Buster’s continued to beat strong, reminding everyone
that even in the toughest of guys, there can reside a heart
of gold—a legacy worth celebrating for generations to
come.



24. The Story of Li

In the heart of NDG, the vibrant community pulsated with
energy, bringing together people from all walks of life. The
streets buzzed with laughter, conversation, and the
clinking of coffee cups at local cafés. Amidst this lively
tapestry of culture and connection, there was one person
whose presence was felt more deeply than most—Li.

Li was a sixty-something Asian woman with a warm smile
that could light up even the cloudiest of days. With her
silver hair pulled back into a neat bun and a wardrobe
filled with colorful scarves, she had a way of radiating
kindness that made everyone feel at home. Known
affectionately as “Auntie Li” by many, she was an
unwavering pillar in the NDG community, always ready to
lend a helping hand or a listening ear.

Every weekend, Li attended community events, whether it
was a local farmers' market, a charity bake sale, or an
outdoor concert in the park. She didn’t just attend; she
participated wholeheartedly. If there was a call for
volunteers, she was the first to raise her hand, ready to put
her heart and soul into making each gathering a success.

One Saturday, the NDG community was gearing up for its
annual Fall Festival, a beloved tradition filled with games,
food stalls, and live music. As the festival approached, Li
could be found buzzing around the park, setting up tables,
hanging decorations, and offering her guidance to anyone
in need.

“Where do | put this?” a young woman asked, balancing a
stack of chairs precariously.

“Right over there, dear,” Li replied, pointing with a gentle
smile. “And let me help you with those!”



As they worked side by side, Li shared stories about the
festival's history—how it had started as a small gathering
and evolved into a grand celebration of community spirit.
The woman listened, captivated by Li’s stories and her
infectious passion for bringing people together.

Later that day, as the sun dipped low and painted the sky
in shades of orange and pink, Li noticed a group of
children struggling to pin the tail on the donkey, their
giggles ringing out as they stumbled around blindfolded.
Without hesitation, she approached the game station.

“Can | help you, little ones?” she asked, kneeling down to
their level. The children nodded eagerly, and Li guided
them through the game, cheering for each attempt, her
laughter mingling with theirs.

As the festival continued, a sudden gust of wind swept
through the park, threatening to topple the festival tent.
Panic erupted among the volunteers, but not for Li. With
calm determination, she rallied everyone, directing them to
hold the tent in place until the gust passed.

“Breathe, everyone! We’re all in this together!” Li’'s voice
rang out, steady and reassuring. As the chaos settled, the
volunteers looked at her, their worries replaced by a sense
of camaraderie, all thanks to her unwavering spirit.

As night fell, the festival transformed into a beautiful
display of twinkling lights and the sound of music filling the
air. Li stood back for a moment, taking in the scene—the
laughter, the joy, the connection. It was then that she
noticed a young man sitting alone on a bench, his head
downcast.

With her heart tugging at her, Li made her way over. “Hello,
dear. Would you like to join the festivities?” she asked
gently.



The young man looked up, his eyes filled with uncertainty.
“l... | just moved here and don’t really know anyone,” he
admitted.

“Let’s change that!” Li beamed, extending her hand.
“Come with me; I'll introduce you to some friends.”

As she led him into the crowd, Li introduced him to fellow
community members, weaving him into the fabric of the
festival. By the end of the evening, he was laughing and
dancing, his loneliness a distant memory.

As the festival wound down, Li helped clean up, chatting
with fellow volunteers and sharing her warmth. When the
last table was put away and the final decorations packed
up, a few of the community members gathered around her.

“Li, we can’t thank you enough for everything you do,” one
said, his voice filled with sincerity. “You make NDG feel like
home for everyone.”

Li smiled, her heart swelling with joy. “It’'s my pleasure,
dear. We’re all in this together, after all. A community
thrives on love and connection.”

As she walked home that night, the stars twinkling above
her, Li reflected on the day. She understood that her small
acts of kindness made a difference, that every smile she
shared and every hand she offered was a thread weaving
the community closer together.

In a world where life could feel overwhelming and chaotic,
Li’s big heart reminded everyone of the importance of
being present for one another. The moral of her story
resonated deeply: In a community bound by love, every
small act of kindness creates ripples that can change
lives.
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25. The Heart of a Pixie

In the charming neighbourhood of Notre-Dame-de-Grace
(NDG), where tree-lined streets welcomed families and
laughter, lived Jeff, a handsome man in his forties. With
tousled hair that glimmered in the sunlight and a warm
smile that could melt anyone's heart, he was the proud
single father of three vibrant children. His youngest, a
sprightly three-year-old girl affectionately known as “the
Pixie," had a spirit that shone even brighter than her
father's.

The Pixie had a flair for creativity that knew no bounds.
Every morning, while the sun painted the sky with soft



hues of orange and pink, she would gather her craft
supplies—coloured paper, sparkles, glue, and scissors.
She loved to make hearts. Each heart was a burst of
colour, adorned with glitter that caught the light and
sparkled like the stars. With a little purse slung over her
shoulder, she would tuck these treasures away, ready to
share her creations with the world.

One crisp autumn afternoon, Jeff decided to take his
children for a stroll through NDG. The streets buzzed with
energy as families played in the parks and shopkeepers
greeted customers with warm smiles. The Pixie, bubbling
with excitement, hopped beside her father, her purse
swinging gently at her side. Jeff couldn't help but chuckle
at the joy radiating from her.

As they walked, the Pixie suddenly paused, her big brown
eyes scanning the park filled with people. “Daddy, | want
to give some hearts!” she declared, her voice a melody
that danced on the autumn breeze. Jeff smiled, his heart
swelling with pride at her eagerness to spread joy.

“Okay, sweetheart. Let’s share some love,” he replied,
kneeling down to her level.

With that, the Pixie took her little purse and marched
toward a group of children playing tag. Jeff watched as
she approached them, holding out a heart that sparkled in
the sun. The kids stopped, surprised, and then giggled
when they saw the vibrant creation.

“Here! This is for you!” she exclaimed, her face lighting up
with joy.

One by one, the Pixie handed out her hearts to anyone
who would accept them. She approached a middle-aged
man sitting on a bench, his face etched with lines of
wisdom and a hint of sadness. The Pixie walked right up,
her little heart held out like a precious gift.



“For you, because you look like you need some sparkle!”
she said cheerfully.

The man’s face transformed from surprise to sheer delight
as he accepted the heart. “Oh, my dear, thank you! This is
the sweetest gift anyone has given me in a long time!” His
eyes glistened with tears of joy, and Jeff felt a warmth
spread in his chest.

As they continued their journey, the Pixie gave her hearts
to the mailman, the barista, and even a local artist painting
a mural on a wall. Each time, her gift sparked a
connection, a moment of joy that reminded people of the
kindness that existed in the world. Jeff was amazed at
how her simple act of sharing brought smiles and laughter,
even in the midst of daily struggles.

“Daddy, look!” the Pixie chirped, pointing at a small boy
who had fallen while riding his bike. Without hesitation,
she ran over to him, her heart clutched tightly in her hand.
“Here, this will make you feel better!” she said, offering
him a heart. The boy looked up, his frown disappearing as
he accepted the sparkly creation.

Jeff watched, his heart swelling with admiration. It was in
these moments he realized that his daughter was teaching
him a valuable lesson about the power of love and
kindness. Her small acts of generosity created ripples that
touched lives, transforming the ordinary into the
extraordinary.

As the sun began to set, painting the sky in shades of
lavender and gold, the Pixie returned to her father, her
purse now almost empty. “Daddy, | want to make more
hearts tomorrow!” she declared, her eyes shining with
determination.



“Absolutely! You have a gift, my little Pixie,” Jeff replied,
gathering her into his arms. “You spread so much love
today.”

As they walked home, the streets felt different, infused
with a sense of warmth and connection. Jeff reflected on
the day’s adventures and the lesson his daughter had
imparted: that love, no matter how small, has the power to
change the world. It reminded him of the importance of
being present and sharing kindness with others, especially
in a busy world where people often forget to pause and
connect.

That night, as the Pixie drifted off to sleep, clutching her
empty purse as if it were a treasure chest, Jeff smiled. He
realized that though he was the father, today, it was his
daughter who had been the true teacher. In a world that
could sometimes feel cold and indifferent, she had shown
that even the simplest gestures—a paper heart, a sprinkle
of kindness—could create waves of joy and connection.

From that day on, every morning, Jeff and the Pixie would
set out into NDG, ready to spread love one heart at a time.
And as the seasons changed and the years passed, the
little girl with a big heart would always remind them that
the most beautiful things in life are often the simplest. In a
world that sometimes felt disconnected, her sparkly hearts
became symbols of hope, reminding everyone they met
that love was always just a heartbeat away.



26. A Slice of Friendship

In the vibrant neighbourhood of NDG, where laughter filled
the air and the aroma of fresh pizza wafted from the corner
shop, lived a man named John. John was well-known for
his kind spirit, a heart brimming with love, and an
unwavering faith in God. He was the kind of man who
believed that every person was a reflection of God’s love
and that everyone deserved kindness, no matter their
circumstances.

Every evening, after his daily routine, John would take a
stroll to Pizza Welat, the local pizzeria run by Jeannie, a
spirited woman with a passion for cooking. Jeannie was
the life of the restaurant, known not only for her delicious
pizzas but also for her warm smile and infectious laughter.
John cherished his visits to Jeannie’s pizzeria, where they
would share stories, laughter, and the occasional slice of
pepperoni pizza.

One rainy Thursday evening, as John entered Pizza Welat,
he noticed that Jeannie looked particularly troubled. Her
usual bright smile was dimmed, and her laughter had been
replaced with a heavy silence. Concerned, John
approached her.

“Hey, Jeannie, is everything alright?” John asked, his voice
filled with warmth.

Jeannie sighed, wiping her hands on her apron. “Oh, John,
it’'s just been a rough day. Business is slow, and I'm
worried about paying the bills. I've been trying my best,
but it seems like no one is coming in.”

Without hesitation, John reached for her hand and
squeezed it gently. “Jeannie, you’re an incredible person,
and your pizza brings joy to so many. Remember the
church fundraiser last month? Everyone was raving about
your pizzas. You have a gift that brightens people’s days.”



Jeannie smiled faintly, but the worry in her eyes remained.
“| appreciate that, John. But it’s hard to see the light when
things feel so dark.”

John, with a heart full of faith, leaned closer. “Let’s pray
together. God has a plan for you, Jeannie, and | believe
that He will provide. Sometimes we just need to hold on a
little longer.”

Jeannie nodded, and they bowed their heads. John
prayed for her, asking God to bring her peace and to guide
her during this tough time. As he spoke, Jeannie felt a
wave of comfort wash over her, the heaviness in her heart
slowly lifting.

A few weeks passed, and one evening, as the sun began
to set, John decided to host a community gathering at the
park. He invited all his neighbours and suggested they
bring their favourite dish to share. Jeannie, eager to
contribute, decided to prepare a variety of pizzas for
everyone.

As word spread, excitement filled the air. On the day of the
gathering, the park was adorned with colourful blankets,
laughter, and the delicious aroma of Jeannie’s pizzas.
Neighbours came together, sharing stories and enjoying
the food. John watched with joy as Jeannie served her
pizzas, her smile brighter than ever.

Amidst the laughter and chatter, something remarkable
happened. As the evening unfolded, people began sharing
their struggles and joys. Jeannie opened up about her
challenges with the pizzeria, and to her surprise, the
community rallied around her. Neighbours offered their
help, whether it was promoting her pizzeria, helping with
deliveries, or simply spreading the word about her
delicious pizzas.



That night, as the sun dipped below the horizon, the
neighbourhood came together in a way that felt
miraculous. With John’s encouragement and Jeannie’s
heart for the community, they realized they were all in this
together. They celebrated not just food but friendship,
resilience, and the power of community.

As business at Pizza Welat flourished, Jeannie learned that
with faith and support, even the darkest moments could
lead to brighter days. John continued to be her biggest
cheerleader, always reminding her of the love God had for
her and the purpose she served in the neighbourhood.

Moral: In a world where challenges may seem
overwhelming, the power of community and unwavering
faith can transform struggles into triumphs. Together,
through kindness and support, we can illuminate the lives
of others, making the world a brighter place, one act of
love at a time.



27. A Heart of Service

On a cool autumn afternoon in NDG, the air was crisp, and
the leaves danced in vibrant shades of orange and red.
Shawna arrived at Resto Depot, her sanctuary of kindness
and compassion, ready to greet another busy day of
serving those in need. The restaurant, known for its
mission of providing hearty meals to people who couldn’t
afford regular prices, was alive with the sounds of chatter,
laughter, and the clinking of dishes.

Shawna had been volunteering at Resto Depot for nearly
two years, and each shift felt like a new opportunity to
make a difference. With her bright smile and boundless
energy, she was a familiar face to the regular patrons. Her
shift began with a warm greeting to her coworkers and a
quick check of the day’s menu. Today, they were serving a
delicious vegetable stew, accompanied by fresh bread and
an assortment of pastries. It was comfort food at its best.

As the doors opened, guests began to trickle in. Shawna
was stationed at the coffee and tea station, her station of
warmth. She poured steaming cups of coffee and tea,
ensuring each guest felt welcomed. “Good afternoon!
What can | get you? Coffee? Tea? How about a little bit of
both to warm you up?” she joked, her eyes sparkling with
kindness.

One by one, people shuffled to her counter, some with
weary faces and others with a glimmer of hope. An elderly
man with a well-worn cap approached, his hands
trembling slightly. “Just a coffee, please,” he said, avoiding
her gaze.

“Coming right up!” Shawna replied, expertly pouring the
coffee into a chipped mug. “You know, this coffee is so
strong it could probably lift a car!” She handed him the
mug with a wink, and to her delight, he chuckled softly, the
tension in his shoulders easing.



As the afternoon progressed, Shawna encountered many
faces. There was Maria, a single mother struggling to
make ends meet, who often brought her young son, Alex,
to the depot. Today, Shawna took the time to kneel down
to Alex’s level and asked, “What’s your favourite
superpower, buddy?”

“Flying!” Alex exclaimed, his eyes lighting up.

“Flying? Well, I’'ll make sure to sprinkle some magic in your
stew today, then!” Shawna grinned, handing him a
colourful cup filled with juice. His laughter filled the air, a
sound that warmed Shawna’s heart.

But it wasn’t just the kids who needed encouragement;
many adults carried burdens that weighed heavy on their
spirits. Later in the day, a young woman named Lisa
approached the counter, her eyes clouded with worry.
“Could | have some tea, please?” she asked, her voice
barely above a whisper.

“Of course! You know, tea is like a hug in a cup,” Shawna
said, pouring the warm beverage into a delicate mug. “And
you look like you could use a big hug today.” Shawna’s
sincerity struck a chord, and Lisa managed a small smile,
grateful for the moment of connection.

As the evening wore on, Shawna felt a sense of fulfillment.
It wasn’t just about serving meals; it was about fostering a
community where everyone felt valued and respected. She
watched as guests engaged in conversations, laughter
echoing off the walls, creating a sense of belonging that
was often missing from their daily lives.

Towards the end of the shift, Shawna noticed an older
woman sitting alone at a table, picking at her food. She
had seen her before but never spoke to her. Taking a deep
breath, Shawna approached her with a warm smile. “Hi
there! Mind if | join you?”



The woman looked up, surprised. “Oh, no, | wouldn’t want
to interrupt your work.”

“Not at alll I've got a minute to spare,” Shawna insisted,
pulling up a chair. “What’s your name?”

“Evelyn,” the woman replied, her voice soft.

“Nice to meet you, Evelyn! I'm Shawna. How’s the stew? |
think it’s magic!” Shawna said playfully.

Evelyn’s lips curved into a smile. “lt’s good, actually. |
wasn’t sure what to expect.”

“Life can be full of surprises, right?” Shawna replied, her
tone gentle. “Sometimes, it’s just about finding the right
place to feel at home.”

As they chatted, Evelyn opened up about her life, sharing
stories of her family and the challenges she faced. Shawna
listened attentively, her heart swelling with empathy. In that
moment, the restaurant transformed from a simple food
bank into a gathering place for souls in need of
connection.

When it was time to close, Shawna felt a profound sense
of gratitude. As she wiped down the tables, she reflected
on the day. She realized that Resto Depot was not just a
place to provide meals; it was a sanctuary where people
found solace, community, and hope. Each smile, each
joke, and each warm cup of tea contributed to a tapestry
of kindness that wrapped around the hearts of everyone
who walked through the doors.

As she locked up for the night, Shawna knew the impact
of her service extended far beyond the meals served. The
true nourishment came from the connections made, the
laughter shared, and the understanding that, in this small
corner of NDG, everyone mattered.



Moral: In a world where many feel invisible, a small act of
kindness can create ripples of hope and connection,
reminding us that everyone deserves to feel valued and
welcomed.



28. Meeting Bob and Corinne

In the heart of NDG, where the streets were lined with
trees and laughter filled the air, lived two remarkable souls:
Bob and Corinne. Bob, a cheerful man in his sixties, was
well-known throughout the community for his love of dogs.
He had a golden retriever named Max, who was just as
friendly as he was. Every morning, Bob and Max would
take their leisurely strolls around the neighbourhood,
greeting neighbours with a wave and a smile, bringing joy
to everyone they met.

Corinne, on the other hand, was known for her
selflessness and kindness. A compassionate woman in her
forties, she had a gift for making people feel valued.
Whether it was a listening ear, a warm meal, or just a few
encouraging words, Corinne was always there, putting
others’ needs above her own. The community felt like a
warm blanket on a chilly day when Corinne was around.

One sunny afternoon, as Bob and Max were walking
through the local park, they noticed a young girl sitting
alone on a bench. Her head hung low, and her eyes
glistened with unshed tears. Concerned, Bob approached
her gently, Max wagging his tail and offering a friendly
nuzzle. “Hi there! I'm Bob, and this is my buddy Max.
What’s got you feeling so blue?”

The girl looked up, surprised by the kind stranger and his
cheerful dog. “I'm Emily,” she said hesitantly. “| just moved
here, and | don’t have any friends yet. It’s hard to fit in.”

Corinne, who had been walking nearby, overheard their
conversation and joined them. “Emily, I’'m Corinne. | know
how you feell Moving can be really tough. But you know
what? You’ve already made two new friends!” She knelt
beside the girl, her warm smile reassuring. “How about we
go for a walk? Max loves making new friends, and I’'m sure
he’d love to show you around the park!”



With a hesitant smile, Emily nodded, and the three set off
together, Max leading the way. As they strolled, Bob and
Corinne shared stories about the neighbourhood, pointing
out hidden gems like the quaint café where Corinne
volunteered and the library where Bob often took Max for
story time events. With each step, Emily began to relax,
her laughter mingling with the rustling leaves.

Over the next few weeks, Bob and Corinne made it their
mission to help Emily feel at home. They introduced her to
other kids in the neighbourhood, organized playdates, and
even invited her to community events. Emily’s confidence
blossomed, and soon she was running around the park,
playing fetch with Max and laughing with her new friends.

One day, as they sat under a big oak tree, Emily turned to
Bob and Corinne with gratitude in her eyes. “You both
have made me feel so welcome. | can’t thank you enough!
| was so scared of being alone, but now | feel like | belong
here.”

Bob smiled warmly, “That’s what community is all about—
lifting each other up and spreading kindness.”

Corinne added, “Remember, Emily, when you give love
and kindness to others, it comes back to you tenfold.”

As time passed, Emily became an integral part of the NDG
community. She volunteered alongside Corinne, helping
with various projects and even starting her own dog-
walking service for neighbours. Bob and Corinne had not
only brightened her life but had also inspired her to spread
the same warmth and love she had received.

The moral of the story resonates deeply: In a world
where you can be anything, choose to be kind. Small acts
of kindness can light up the darkest corners of someone’s
life and create ripples of positivity that extend far beyond
our immediate reach.



29. A Conversation on the Park Bench

On a sunny afternoon, the park was alive with the laughter
of children, the distant thud of a soccer ball, and the
gentle rustle of leaves. Bobby and | claimed our usual spot
on the park bench, a weathered piece of wood that
seemed to have absorbed the stories of countless
passersby. Bobby was my silent partner, the kind of guy
who had an innate ability to listen without judgment.
Though he never spoke, his presence was a comforting
anchor in my whirlwind of thoughts.

As we sat, | could feel the warmth of the sun on my face,
and | took a deep breath, inhaling the scent of freshly
mowed grass. “You know, Bobby,” | began, glancing
sideways at him, “sometimes | think about how many lives
we touch in just a single day. Like that lady over there.” |
nodded towards a woman pushing a stroller, her face
etched with fatigue but illuminated by a gentle smile.

A moment later, the woman approached us, her little one
cooing softly. “Excuse me,” she said, her voice warm and
inviting. “Do you mind if | sit here for a moment?”

“Not at all!” | replied, grateful for the opportunity to
connect. Bobby sat quietly, his eyes focused, ready to
absorb the conversation.

As we chatted, the woman, named Sarah, shared snippets
of her life—how she had recently moved to the city, the
challenges of motherhood, and her dreams of starting a
community garden. “l just want to create something
beautiful,” she said, her voice trembling with passion. “But
I’m not sure where to start. I've never done anything like
this before.”

| could see Bobby nodding in his silent way, his eyes
sparkling with the kind of understanding that words often



fail to convey. After Sarah left, | turned to Bobby. “What do
you think? She has such a vision, but she seems lost.”

Bobby didn’t need to say a word; his eyes communicated
everything. We both felt the weight of her dreams, the
desire for connection and purpose.

“Let’s brainstorm,” | suggested, excitedly. “What if we
helped her? We could organize a small gathering in the
park, invite the neighbours, and share ideas. A community
garden could really bring everyone together!”

Bobby’s expression brightened. We spent the next hour
discussing every detail, planning how to help Sarah turn
her dream into reality. The air buzzed with possibility as we
mapped out the logistics—who to invite, what resources
we’d need, and how to spread the word.

The following weekend, we set the plan into motion.
Bobby and | stood at the park entrance, ready to welcome
neighbours. Sarah arrived, her face aglow with excitement.
As people trickled in, | could see her confidence growing.
Together, we discussed the garden, shared tips, and even
planted a few seeds right there in the park.

Months passed, and our community garden blossomed,
just like Sarah’s spirit. Neighbours who had barely
exchanged pleasantries before were now cultivating
relationships alongside tomatoes and sunflowers. It
became a gathering place—a sanctuary of laughter,
sharing, and collaboration.

One day, as | sat with Bobby on our bench, | noticed
Sarah walking over, her arms full of flowers from the
garden. “| wanted to thank you both,” she said, her voice
filled with gratitude. “You’ve changed my life and the lives
of so many others. Because of you, | found my voice.”



As she left, | turned to Bobby, my heart swelling with pride.
“We did good work, didn’t we?”

Bobby’s silence spoke volumes. Together, we had created
a ripple effect in our community, proving that even small
acts of kindness could yield profound change.

Moral: Sometimes, the most powerful conversations are
the ones that go unspoken. Through listening and
supporting one another, we can help transform dreams
into reality, creating a positive impact that resonates far
beyond our immediate reach.



30. Madelene’s Garden

In the charming neighbourhood of Notre-Dame-de-Grace
(NDG), where tree-lined streets cradled cozy homes, lived
Madelene, a middle-aged woman known for her radiant
smile and giving heart. With a spirit as vibrant as the
flowers in her garden, she was a familiar face at every
community event and the first to volunteer whenever help
was needed.

Madelene’s garden was her pride and joy, a lush oasis
filled with blooming roses, sunflowers, and lavender. She
tended to it daily, nurturing the plants as lovingly as she
cared for her friends and neighbours. The garden wasn’t
just a sanctuary for her; it became a meeting place for the
community—a haven where stories were shared, laughter
echoed, and bonds were formed.

One spring day, as the sun bathed NDG in golden light,
Madelene decided to host a gardening workshop in her
backyard. She sent out colourful invitations to her
neighbours, inviting them to learn about planting and
nurturing their gardens. The response was overwhelming;
families, children, and even a few elderly residents were
eager to join her.

On the day of the workshop, Madelene prepared her
backyard, setting up tables adorned with soil, pots, and
seeds. The air was filled with the sweet scent of blooming
flowers, and the sounds of excited chatter echoed as
people arrived. Children ran around, their giggles mingling
with the rustle of leaves in the gentle breeze.

“Welcome, everyone!” Madelene called, her voice warm
and inviting. “I’'m so glad you could make it. Today, we’re
going to dig our hands into the earth and plant some
seeds together.”



As she spoke, her enthusiasm was contagious. Madelene
demonstrated how to plant seeds, explaining the
importance of sunlight, water, and care. She encouraged
everyone to get their hands dirty, and soon laughter filled
the air as children played in the dirt, their faces smeared
with soil.

Among the participants was Mrs. Thompson, an elderly
woman who had lived in NDG for decades. Though she
had a beautiful garden of her own, she struggled with
mobility and found it difficult to keep up with the
maintenance. Madelene noticed Mrs. Thompson watching
from a distance, her eyes filled with longing.

“Mrs. Thompson!” Madelene called out, her voice ringing
with warmth. “Come join us! I'd love for you to help me
with this bed over here.”

With a gentle smile, Mrs. Thompson shuffled over, her
cane tapping softly against the ground. As they planted
together, Madelene listened intently to her stories of
gardening from years past. The wisdom in Mrs.
Thompson's words painted vivid images of her beloved
garden, and Madelene felt a deep connection forming.

As the sun began to set, casting a warm glow over the
gathering, Madelene handed out small pots filled with soil
and seeds for everyone to take home. “These are your
seeds of hope,” she said, her eyes twinkling. “Nurture
them, and they’ll blossom just like the friendships we’re
building today.”

After the workshop, Madelene noticed Mrs. Thompson
standing alone, her gaze fixed on her own garden in the
fading light. Sensing her loneliness, Madelene approached
her. “Would you like some help with your garden? I'd be
happy to come by and lend a hand.”



Mrs. Thompson’s eyes sparkled with gratitude. “Oh, dear,
that would mean the world to me. I’'ve missed tending to it
since my knees started acting up.”

And so began a beautiful friendship. Every Saturday
morning, Madelene visited Mrs. Thompson, bringing
flowers and laughter to her garden. They planted new
flowers, pulled weeds, and reminisced about the past,
sharing stories of their lives and the community they loved.
Each week, their bond grew stronger, and the garden
blossomed under their shared care.

Word spread through NDG about Madelene’s kindness,
and soon others began to join their gardening sessions.
Neighbours gathered to help, bringing their own seedlings
and plants, transforming Mrs. Thompson’s garden into a
vibrant tapestry of colours and fragrances.

As the seasons changed, so did the garden, evolving into
a stunning display that became a source of pride for the
entire community. Families walked by, admiring the
blooms and breathing in the fragrant air. They would often
stop to chat, sharing stories and laughter, all thanks to the
little seed Madelene had planted with her generosity.

One day, as they worked in the garden, Mrs. Thompson
turned to Madelene with tears of joy in her eyes. “You’ve
not only revived my garden but also my spirit. I've made
more friends in these past few months than | ever thought
possible. You have a gift, dear Madelene, a gift for bringing
people together.”

Madelene smiled, her heart swelling with happiness. “It’s
all about nurturing connections, just like we nurture our
plants. A little love and care can make all the difference.”

As summer faded into fall, the garden thrived, a testament
to the friendships forged and the community spirit that
Madelene embodied. Inspired by her kindness, neighbours



began organizing community gardening days, turning
empty lots into green spaces and bringing life to forgotten
corners of NDG.

Years later, as Madelene sat on her porch, sipping tea and
watching the neighbourhood come alive, she felt a
profound sense of fulfilment. Her garden was no longer
just a collection of flowers; it was a living tapestry of love,
friendship, and community. Each bloom told a story, each
fragrance carried a memory, and every person who passed
by was a reminder of the seeds of kindness she had sown.

In her heart, Madelene knew that her true legacy lay not in
her garden but in the connections she had cultivated,
showing everyone that with a little love and a lot of soil, a
community could flourish just like the flowers in her
backyard.
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31. The Heart Beneath the Tattered Jacket

Noel sat in his dimly lit apartment, the faint morning light
filtering through the half-closed curtains. At 42, he was tall
and frail, his body a testament to the years he’d faced with
cerebral palsy. Each Tuesday, he prepared for his routine
with meticulous care. He donned his worn-out, tattered
jean jacket, its fabric threadbare yet filled with memories of
kindness. The dirty jeans clung to his thin legs, and his
hoodie was pulled low, concealing his face, yet it couldn’t
hide the spirit that resided within. Noel also wore a pair of
battered billy boots, with holes in the soles that let in the
cold and rain, and rubber gloves that were equally
distressed.



As the clock struck six, he rolled out of his small
apartment and made his way to the bus stop. The heavy
cart, a gift from a sympathetic stranger, rattled behind him
as he wheeled it through the quiet streets. Each bump in
the road was a reminder of his daily struggle, yet Noel
pushed on, undeterred. The bus arrived, and with some
help, he climbed aboard, maneuvering the cart into the
designated area for the disabled.

The bus ride to Westmount was familiar, the gentle rocking
soothing his frail body. People around him read
newspapers, checked their phones, and sipped their
morning coffee. But Noel’s mind was not on them; it was
on the streets ahead, bustling with opportunities to collect
bottles and cans. Each piece he found was not just a
scrap to be recycled but a lifeline that would help him
survive the week.

Once the bus reached Westmount, Noel wheeled himself
onto the sidewalk, where the morning sun began to shine
brightly. With determination, he set off, dragging his cart
behind him, which was always a little heavier than he
remembered from the week before. The streets were alive
with people rushing to work, kids laughing on their way to
school, and the scent of fresh pastries wafting from nearby
cafés. Despite the chaos around him, Noel found joy in his
mission.

As he rolled down the first street, something magical
began to happen. The familiar faces greeted him warmly.
Mrs. Thompson, an elderly woman with a twinkle in her
eye, waved excitedly from her front porch. “Good morning,
Noel! | saved some bottles for you!” She rushed down the
steps and handed him a bag filled with glass and plastic.
“And here’s a little something for lunch,” she said, pressing
a homemade sandwich into his hands, lovingly wrapped in
wax paper.



“Thank you, Mrs. Thompson,” Noel replied, his voice
muffled beneath the hoodie, but the warmth of his
gratitude was unmistakable.

As he moved on, Noel collected more than just cans. The
baker down the street, Mr. Sinclair, always saved leftover
bread for him. “You’re doing a great job, Noel!” he
shouted, tossing a bag into the cart. People began to
gather, some adding their own empty bottles, others
slipping $20 or even $100 bills into the pockets of his
tattered jacket.

“Here’s a little help for you, my friend,” said a man in a
business suit, his tone serious but his eyes sparkling with
kindness. “Keep your spirits high!”

Noel was astounded by their generosity. What he didn’t
realize was that his presence had become a fixture of the
community. People didn’t just see him as a man collecting
bottles; they saw him as a source of light in their busy
lives. The humanity he brought out in others was profound,
and his spirit touched many hearts.

As the day progressed, Noel continued to collect bottles
and cans, his cart slowly filling up. With every piece he
picked up, he felt a sense of accomplishment that
transcended the monetary value. It was about connection,
community, and the reminder that everyone had
something to offer, no matter how small.

As the sun began to set, Noel wheeled himself to the bus
stop, exhausted but fulfilled. He looked down at his cart
and smiled, knowing that he had made a difference, not
just in his own life, but in the lives of those around him.
Each bottle and can represented not just a few cents, but
a bond formed with his community, a testament to their
shared humanity.



On the bus ride home, he felt a warmth in his heart that
was more nourishing than the food he had collected. It
was the knowledge that he was loved and valued, that
even a man with a tattered jacket could inspire kindness
and compassion.

As Noel reached his apartment, he reflected on the day.
The moral of his story echoed in his mind: True wealth is
not measured by what you have, but by the love and
kindness you share with others. In a world that often
overlooks those in need, Noel was a reminder that every
act of kindness counts, and that humanity can shine
brightest in the unlikeliest of places.



32. The Melody of Hope
The Gathering at Resto Depot

In the heart of NDG, nestled between vibrant cafés and
bustling shops, stood Resto Depot, a modest eatery that
served more than just meals; it served as a sanctuary for
the weary. Its worn wooden tables and chairs welcomed
those seeking solace from their daily struggles. The
atmosphere was often tinged with melancholy, as patrons
quietly sipped their coffee, their eyes reflecting the
burdens they carried.

But every Tuesday afternoon, a transformation occurred.
As the sun dipped below the horizon, casting a warm
golden hue over the restaurant, John arrived. He was a
musician with a heart as vast as his talent, known for his
infectious smile and a guitar slung over his shoulder. John
didn’t come alone; he often brought a three or even four-
piece band, a talented ensemble that infused life into the
otherwise quiet space.

As John set up, the air crackled with anticipation. Patrons
began to shuffle in, drawn by the promise of something
special. The familiar chatter began to rise, and the scent of
delicious food mingled with the excitement of live music.
John believed in the healing power of music. For him,
every strum of his guitar was a step towards lifting the
spirits of those around him.

An afternoon of Transformation

As the first notes resonated through Resto Depot, the
transformation was palpable. The room, once heavy with
the weight of unspoken worries, now danced with the
vibrancy of melody. John’s voice, smooth and inviting,
wove stories that reached deep into the hearts of his



audience. Each song was a tapestry of emotions—joy,
sorrow, love, and hope.

One afternoon, an elderly woman named Marie sat in her
usual corner, her hands trembling slightly as she stirred her
tea. She had lost her husband a year prior, and each day
felt like an uphill battle. As John began to play a nostalgic
tune, Marie’s eyes sparkled with tears, but this time, they
were tears of remembrance. The music transported her
back to happier days, when her husband would sway her
in their living room, their laughter mingling with the notes
of their favourite song.

Across the room, a young man named Alex sat alone, a
shadow of his former self. Once a budding artist, he had
found it hard to create in the midst of his struggles with
depression. But as the rhythm pulsed through him, he felt
an undeniable urge to pick up a brush again. The music
stirred something within him, igniting a spark of inspiration
that had long been extinguished.

As the afternoon wore on, the atmosphere thickened with
shared stories and laughter, as patrons began to sing
along, their voices merging into a beautiful chorus. John
noticed the joy in their faces, the burdens lightening, if only
for a few hours. It was a reminder of the simple yet
profound impact music could have on the human spirit.

Page 3: The Ripple Effect of Kindness

After the final song, applause erupted, echoing off the
walls. Patrons lingered, reluctant to leave this haven of
harmony. John stepped off the stage, greeted by smiles
and grateful hugs. People thanked him, some even shared
their stories, speaking of how his music had touched their
lives. John listened intently, knowing that each
conversation was a thread in the tapestry of human
connection he cherished.



One woman, a single mother named Laura, approached
him, her eyes shining with gratitude. “You have no idea
what your music means to us. It gives us a moment to
forget our worries,” she said, her voice thick with emotion.
“It’s like a light in our darkest times.”

John smiled, humbled by her words. He had started
playing at Resto Depot not just to entertain but to give
back to the community that had embraced him. He knew
that kindness could ripple through lives, much like music,
creating waves of positivity that extended far beyond the
moment.

As he packed up his guitar, he realized that these
afternoons were not just performances; they were a
celebration of life itself. The laughter, the tears, and the
shared moments were a testament to the resilience of the
human spirit. In a world that often felt heavy with despair,
John’s music became a beacon of hope, a reminder that
even in the darkest times, joy could be found in the
simplest of things.

The Moral

In life, kindness and creativity can become the antidotes to
despair. Through music and compassion, we can create
spaces of refuge and connection, reminding each other
that hope is never far away. Each act of kindness, no
matter how small, has the power to uplift and inspire,
transforming lives one note at a time.



33. A Thread of Hope

Deborah stood in front of her modest kitchen table,
scattered with vibrant beads, glimmering threads, and an
array of tools she had collected over the years. The light
streaming through the window highlighted the delicate
flowers she had pressed, their colours faded but still
captivating. It was here, amidst her creations, that she
found a moment of solace—a stark contrast to the turmoil
of her past.

At fifty, Deborah was a woman of resilience. She had
fought against the chains of substance abuse for years,
her life a patchwork of triumphs and setbacks. Each day
was a battle, but she learned to channel her struggles into
creativity. As she strung beads onto wires and twisted
threads into intricate designs, she felt the shadows of her
past slowly recede, if only for a while.

Despite her challenges, Deborah made it a priority to
engage with her community in Notre-Dame-de-Grace
(NDG). Every Thursday afternoon, she would gather with
friends at Resto Depot, a cozy restaurant where laughter
echoed, and the aroma of hearty meals filled the air. It was
more than just a meal; it was a sanctuary, a place where
she could momentarily forget her battles and share stories
with those who understood her journey.

On one particular Thursday, Deborah arrived at Resto
Depot with a small satchel filled with her latest creations.
She had made a stunning collection of flower pens, each
one unique and infused with her spirit. As she walked into
the restaurant, the warm atmosphere enveloped her, and
she was greeted by friendly faces. After hugs and hellos,
she set her bag down at the table.

“Look what I've made!” she exclaimed, her eyes sparkling
with excitement. Her friends gathered around as she
pulled out the vibrant flower pens, each one adorned with



a bright bloom made from felt and fabric. They marvelled
at her craftsmanship, encouraging her to sell them at local
markets. But it wasn’t just the artistry that made these
pens special; they represented hope and transformation, a
symbol of her journey.

Later that week, on a crisp Saturday morning, Deborah
decided to take a walk through NDG. She carried her bag
filled with her jewelry and flower pens, hoping to bring a
little brightness to someone’s day. As she wandered the
streets, she noticed a group of people sitting on the
sidewalk. They looked weary, their faces lined with
hardship and uncertainty.

Deborah’s heart ached. These were the people she often
saw, struggling under the weight of their circumstances.
She approached them, her satchel swinging at her side.
“Hello there! | brought something special to share,” she
said, kneeling down to their level.

One man, with a scruffy beard and tired eyes, looked up
curiously. “What do you have?”

With a smile, Deborah opened her bag and revealed her
creations. “These are my flower pens. They’re colourful
and can brighten your day. I'd like to give them to you.”
She handed one to the man, who took it with a hint of
surprise.

“Why are you doing this?” he asked, his voice a mixture of
gratitude and skepticism.

“Because | know what it’s like to struggle,” she replied, her
voice steady. “But | also know that little moments of joy
can make a big difference. | want you to feel seen and
valued, even if just for a moment.”

The group began to smile as Deborah shared more of her
creations. She handed out flower pens, each gift



accompanied by words of encouragement. She spoke to
them not just as a benefactor but as someone who
understood their pain, their hopes, and the desire for
something better.

As she continued to share her gifts, something beautiful
happened. Laughter erupted, stories were exchanged, and
for that brief moment, the weight of their struggles lifted.
Deborah felt a warmth spread through her chest. In giving,
she had received so much more—a connection to those
around her, a reminder of her own strength, and the
realization that her artistry could bring light to even the
darkest of days.

Days turned into weeks, and Deborah continued her
outreach, visiting the streets of NDG with her creations.
Her qifts became a beacon of hope for those she
encountered, her jewelry symbolizing resilience and beauty
in the face of adversity. Each flower pen handed out was a
reminder of her own journey—a journey of recovery,
creativity, and connection.

Through her struggles, Deborah had discovered a
profound truth: in the act of giving, she found healing. Her
gifts not only brightened the lives of others but also
illuminated her own path toward recovery. The friendships
she forged and the stories shared became a source of
inspiration, reminding her that no matter how difficult the
road, there was always a thread of hope to follow.

Moral: The act of giving not only uplifts others but also
brings healing to the giver. In sharing our gifts and
connecting with those around us, we can create a tapestry
of hope that enriches our lives and the lives of others.



34. A Bond of Hearts: Safia, Ayat, and Gary

In the heart of a bustling neighbourhood, nestled between
the laughter of children playing in Benny Park and the
aroma of fresh veggies and curry wafting from Resto
Depot, lived Safia, a woman whose heart was as vast as
the sky. Clad in her traditional attire, a beautiful hijab
framing her gentle face, Safia was a beacon of love and
kindness in her community. Every day, she could be found
spreading joy, whether by sharing her homemade meals
with friends or offering a listening ear to anyone in need.

Safia’s daughter is Ayat, an enchanting eight-year-old girl
with sparkling brown eyes and a smile that could light up
even the darkest days. Ayat was wise beyond her years,
possessing a curiosity about the world that led her to ask
the most profound questions. She often spent her
afternoons playing in Benny Park, where she first met
Gary, a 46-year-old man who was both her mentor and her
best friend.

Gary, with his youthful spirit and infectious laughter, had a
knack for making every moment an adventure. He
engaged Ayat with stories of his travels, teaching her
about different cultures and the importance of kindness. It
was no surprise that Ayat loved spending time with him,
often seeking him out for advice or simply to share her
day.

One sunny afternoon, as the sun began to dip below the
horizon, casting a golden glow over Benny Park, Ayat ran
toward Gary, bubbling with excitement. "Gary! Gary! Can
you come with me to find Safia? She made those delicious
pastries again!"

Gary chuckled, ruffling Ayat's hair. "Lead the way, my little
explorer!"



As they approached Safia’s cozy home, they could already
smell the sweet scent of freshly baked pastries wafting
through the open window. Safia was in her kitchen,
expertly crafting sweet treats for the neighbourhood. Her
warm smile greeted them as they entered, lighting up the
room.

“Ah, my favorite duo!” she exclaimed, pulling them both
into a warm embrace. “I've just made some baklava.
Would you like to help me package them for the park?”

Ayat's eyes sparkled with joy. “Yes, please! We can share
them with everyone!”

As they worked together, laughter filled the kitchen. Safia
shared stories from her childhood, tales of friendship and
community that resonated with both Gary and Ayat. The
bond they were forming was so strong, each moment
woven with love, respect, and understanding.

One evening, as they sat under the stars in the park, a
sudden gust of wind sent a flurry of leaves dancing around
them. Ayat turned to Safia, her brow furrowed with
curiosity. “Safia, why do you do so much for others? Don’t
you ever get tired?”

Safia smiled softly, her eyes reflecting the twinkling stars
above. “Ayat, love is like a river; it flows freely, and the
more we share, the more it grows. Helping others brings
me joy, and seeing you both happy is the greatest gift of
all.”

Gary nodded in agreement. “You see, Ayat, we are all
connected. Just like these stars in the sky, each one
shines its light, and together, they create something
beautiful. Safia’s kindness lights up our lives, just as we
bring happiness to hers.”



As Ayat listened, a sense of understanding washed over
her. She realized that love, friendship, and compassion
were the cornerstones of their unique family. The three of
them were bound by something deeper than blood; they
shared a connection that transcended the ordinary.

Days turned into weeks, and their bond only strengthened.
They faced challenges together, whether it was helping a
neighbour in need or organizing community events in
Benny Park. Safia was always there to lend a helping
hand, and Gary provided laughter and support, teaching
Ayat the importance of resilience and empathy.

One day, Ayat approached Safia with a thoughtful
expression. “What if we all started doing small acts of
kindness every day? We could make a big difference, just
like you, Safia!”

Safia's heart swelled with pride. “What a beautiful idea,
Ayat! Each act of kindness, no matter how small, is a step
toward a better world.”

And so, the trio embarked on a mission to spread
kindness throughout their neighbourhood. They baked
treats for the elderly, planted flowers in the park, and
organized playdates for children who often felt lonely. Their
laughter echoed through the streets, drawing more people
into their growing circle of love.

One evening, as they sat in the park, watching the sunset
paint the sky in hues of orange and pink, Ayat looked at
her two beloved accomplices. “You know, | think we are
like a family. You both mean so much to me.”

Safia and Gary exchanged glances, their hearts full. “We
are a family, Ayat,” Gary affirmed. “One made of love,
respect, and shared moments.”



In that moment, Ayat understood the true essence of
family. It wasn’t defined by blood, but by the connections
forged through kindness, understanding, and shared
experiences. They had created their own unique family, a
testament to the beauty of human relationships.

As the stars began to twinkle above, Safia, Ayat, and Gary
sat together, hearts intertwined, knowing that their love
would continue to grow, lighting the way for others to
follow.

Moral of the Story

The true essence of family lies not in blood relations but in
the love, kindness, and support we offer one another.
Every small act of kindness has the power to create
connections that transcend boundaries, turning friends
into family.



35. Sweet Connections

As Ester entered the doors of Resto Depot, the scent of
freshly brewed coffee mingled with the aroma of baked
goods, enveloping her like a warm hug. It was here, at the
local food bank in NDG, that she had discovered not only
her love for chocolate but also a community that filled her
heart with joy.

At fifty-something, Ester had a youthful spirit and a
passion for life that made her a beloved figure in the
neighbourhood. She had a knack for making friends
wherever she went, often striking up conversations with
strangers and turning them into lifelong companions.
Today, however, her focus was on the star of her sweet
tooth: Cadbury's Dairy Milk. It was her absolute favourite,
a creamy delight that could turn even the dullest of days
into a celebration.

As she reached for a bar of chocolate, she noticed Chris
sitting at one of the tables, a warm smile spread across his
face. Chris was a kind-hearted man in his sixties who had
lived with cerebral palsy all his life. Despite the challenges
he faced, his positivity radiated like sunlight. He often
came to Resto Depot to enjoy the company of others and
partake in the sweet offerings that filled the café.

"Hey there, Chris!" Ester called out, her voice cheerful. She
walked over to his table, the chocolate bar cradled in her
hands like a precious gift.

"Hi, Ester!" Chris replied, his eyes lighting up. "l see you've
found some chocolate. What’s your favourite?"

Ester grinned, waving the Cadbury's Dairy Milk bar like a
trophy. "You know it! Nothing beats the classic."

"Ah, a woman of taste!" Chris chuckled, his laughter
contagious. He gestured to the empty seat across from



him. "Care to join me? | was just thinking about how much
| love chocolate, too."

Ester sat down, her heart swelling with warmth. She and
Chris had met several times at Resto Depot, but this felt
different. It was a moment suspended in time, the kind
where friendships blossomed over shared passions.

They talked about everything under the sun—life, dreams,
and, of course, chocolate. Chris shared his favourite
memories of indulging in chocolate treats, while Ester
recounted her adventures hunting down the best desserts
in town. They laughed together, the sound mingling with
the soft clinking of cups and the hum of friendly
conversations around them.

As their conversation flowed, Ester reached into her bag
and pulled out a second bar of Cadbury's Dairy Milk.
"Here," she said, sliding it across the table. "Let’s share!
Chocolate is meant to be enjoyed together."

Chris's eyes widened in surprise and delight. "Are you
serious? You’'re too kind, Ester!"

"It’s just chocolate," Ester shrugged, but there was a
sparkle in her eye that suggested otherwise. "It’'s more
than that; it’s about sharing moments with friends."

They broke the chocolate bar in half, each taking a piece
and savouring the rich, creamy flavour. Chris closed his
eyes for a moment, relishing the taste. "You know," he
said, "chocolate has a way of making everything better. It’s
like magic."

Ester nodded, her heart full. "It truly is! But the real magic
is in the connections we make along the way. Just like
this."



Their friendship deepened over cups of coffee and shared
stories. They found joy in each other’s company,
celebrating not just their love for chocolate but their
shared humanity. Ester admired Chris’s resilience, while
Chris cherished Ester’s unwavering kindness.

As the sun began to set outside, casting a golden glow
through the café’s windows, Ester realized this was the
kind of bond she had always hoped for—a friendship
rooted in love, laughter, and a shared appreciation for life’s
simple pleasures.

When it was time to leave, Chris stood up with a bit of
effort, his face beaming. "Thank you for today, Ester. |
don’t know how you do it, but you always manage to
brighten my day."

Ester smiled back, her heart swelling with joy. "It’s easy
when you’re around, Chris. Let’s make this a regular thing.
Chocolate and coffee—our special tradition!"

As they exchanged goodbyes, Ester felt a warmth envelop
her. She understood now that life was not merely about
moments but about the connections we forged with
others. Each shared laugh, each chocolate bar, each cup
of tea had the power to transform lives and spread love.

Moral

In a world that often feels disconnected, true magic lies in
the friendships we cultivate. It’'s the simple acts of
kindness—sharing chocolate, laughter, and stories—that
bind us together, reminding us that love can be found in
the sweetest of connections.



36. The Unexpected Treasure of Henry

In the heart of NDG, where the streetlights flickered and
the air was thick with the aroma of melting asphalt and
fresh bread from the nearby bakery, there lived a man
named Henry. At 64, Henry was a slender figure, nearly
skeletal, dressed in the same tattered clothes that had
seen better days. His once-white shirt was now a faded
gray, and his jeans hung off his bony hips like a flag at
half-mast. People in the neighbourhood often exchanged
glances when they saw him; some felt pity, while others
barely noticed him at all.

Henry was a man of keen intelligence. Life had taken a
different turn for him, leading him down a path strewn with
hardship. Now, he spent his days wandering the streets,
bumming cigarettes and asking passersby for spare
change. A few coins were usually enough to buy himself a
beer or two, which helped him escape the relentless grind
of reality, if only temporarily.

Despite his struggles, Henry had an unusual talent for
finding treasures in the most unlikely places. He had
become a master at dumpster diving, particularly at the
convenience store just around the corner. To the average
person, the trash bins were just that—discarded leftovers
and broken dreams—Dbut to Henry, they were like treasure
chests waiting to be discovered.

One crisp autumn afternoon, with the sun hanging low in
the sky, Henry ambled toward the dumpster behind the
convenience store. He peered in, his sharp eyes scanning
the contents as he rummaged through the debris. Among
the empty soda cans and moldy bread, something caught
his eye—a glint of silver. He reached down, brushing aside
the refuse, and unearthed an old, tarnished silver bracelet.



Henry held it up to the light, marvelling at its
craftsmanship. It was delicate and intricate, adorned with
tiny engravings of flowers and vines. It looked valuable, a
far cry from the usual odds and ends he typically found.
Excited, he wiped it clean on his shirt and slipped it into
his pocket. For a moment, he imagined what it would be
like to have enough money to buy a meal that wasn’t
scavenged from a dumpster. Perhaps a hot coffee and a
warm sandwich would taste like a feast.

As the days turned into weeks, Henry carried the bracelet
with him everywhere, often taking it out to admire its
beauty. He even entertained the thought of selling it, but
he hesitated. It felt wrong to part with something that had
found him in such an unexpected way. Instead, he wore it
on special occasions, feeling a flicker of pride as he
walked the streets.

One day, as he strolled down the boulevard, Henry noticed
a small jewelry shop that had recently opened. Curiosity
tugged at him, and he pushed the door open. The bell
chimed gently, and the warm light enveloped him. The
shop was filled with gleaming gems and sparkling
treasures, far beyond what he had ever known.

The shopkeeper, a kind-looking woman with a warm smile,
noticed Henry’s interest in the display case. “Can | help
you?” she asked. Henry hesitated, then pulled the bracelet
from his pocket, holding it out for her to see.

She took it gently, inspecting it closely. “This is beautiful,”
she exclaimed. “You have a good eye! Did you know it’s
worth quite a bit?”

Henry’s heart raced as he listened. She explained that it
was a vintage piece, likely made by a local artisan. “l can
offer you a fair price for it,” she said, her eyes sparkling
with excitement.



As she calculated the offer, Henry felt an unexpected wave
of gratitude wash over him. With the money he would
receive, he could buy himself a warm meal, perhaps even
treat himself to something special. He could finally afford a
night at a local diner, with a slice of pie and a cup of
coffee.

But as he stood there, watching the woman’s enthusiasm,
a thought struck him. The joy of finding the bracelet had
been far greater than any monetary gain. He realized that it
wasn’t just about the money; it was about the thrill of
discovery, the hope that comes with unexpected
treasures.

“No, thank you,” he said, a smile creeping onto his
weathered face. “I think I'll keep it for now.”

The shopkeeper looked surprised, but she nodded in
understanding. “That’s perfectly fine. It’s yours, after all.”

Henry left the shop feeling lighter than he had in years. As
he walked through the streets, the bracelet dangling from
his wrist, he understood that true treasure doesn’t always
come in the form of wealth. It can be found in moments of
joy, in the beauty of small things, and in the connections
we make along the way.

That night, with a full belly from a meal he had finally
treated himself to, Henry lay in his small apartment. The
world outside may have seen him as a homeless man, but
he knew better. He was rich in experience, rich in spirit,
and above all, rich in gratitude for life’s unexpected
treasures.

Moral of the Story

Life may often present us with challenges and hardships,
but it is in those moments that we can find true richness—



not in wealth, but in the beauty of experiences,
connections, and gratitude.

37. Sammy’s Journey: From Shadows to Light

On the bustling streets of NDG, just a stone's throw away
from the vibrant Sherbrooke Street, stood Fadi's
Depanneur, a local hub where residents gathered to chat,
shop, and enjoy a cold drink. Among the regulars was
Sammy, a familiar figure known for his broad smile and a
beer in hand. He was a friend to all, greeting everyone with
a warmth that made them feel welcome, even if he himself
often felt lost in the world.

Sammy had a huge heart, always ready to lend a hand to
those in need. He would help carry groceries for the
elderly, offer a comforting word to a friend, or share his last
few dollars with someone who needed it more. Yet,
despite his kindness, he found himself trapped in a cycle
of alcohol and aimlessness. He had friends but no
ambition, drifting through life with little direction.

One rainy evening, after another long day spent outside
Fadi's, Sammy found himself cold and alone. His friends
had gone home, and he had nowhere to sleep. As he
wandered the streets, a wave of despair washed over him.
He had hit rock bottom, feeling the weight of loneliness
and hopelessness pressing down on him.

That night, Bob, a kind-hearted man in his late fifties, was
driving home when he spotted Sammy huddled beneath a
streetlamp. Bob knew Sammy from the Depanneur,
admired his cheerful spirit, and felt a pang of sympathy for
him. Without a second thought, Bob pulled over and rolled
down his window.

“Hey, Sammy! You okay?” he called out.



Sammy looked up, surprised. “Just hanging in there, Bob.
| think I'll be fine.”

But Bob wasn’t convinced. He could see the vulnerability
in Sammy’s eyes. “Come on, get in the car. You can’t stay
out here. | have a spare room—you're welcome to stay
with me for a while.”

Sammy hesitated, his pride getting in the way. But the
thought of spending another night in the cold made him
accept Bob’s offer. As he climbed into the warmth of Bob’s
car, a flicker of hope ignited within him.

When they arrived at Bob’s modest home, he was
welcomed with open arms. Bob showed Sammy to the
spare room, furnished simply but comfortably. “Make
yourself at home,” he said, his voice warm and inviting.
“You can stay as long as you need.”

As days turned into weeks, Sammy’s initial reluctance
melted away. Bob treated him not just as a guest but as
family. They shared meals, laughed over silly stories, and
found comfort in each other’s company. Sammy was
surprised by Bob’s patience and understanding. He felt
like he belonged.

During their late-night conversations, Sammy opened up
about his struggles. He shared how he had lost his way,
the emptiness that consumed him, and how alcohol had
become a crutch. Bob listened intently, never judging,
always encouraging. “It’'s never too late to find your
purpose,” he said one evening. “You have so much to offer
the world.”

Slowly but surely, Sammy began to change. With Bob’s
unwavering support, he sought help for his drinking. Bob
introduced him to a local community center that offered
various programs and activities. For the first time in years,
Sammy felt a glimmer of ambition. He started volunteering,



helping organize events for underprivileged children in the
neighbourhood. The work filled him with a sense of
purpose he had long forgotten.

As the months passed, Sammy and Bob's bond
deepened. Sammy became like a son to Bob, who often
teased him about needing to find a girlfriend. They
celebrated each other’s successes—Sammy’s small
victories in overcoming his struggles and Bob’s pride in
seeing him thrive.

One day, while they were cleaning the garage, Sammy
came across a dusty old guitar. He picked it up, strummed
a few chords, and suddenly, a wave of nostalgia hit him.
Music had once been his passion, something he had
abandoned along with his dreams. Inspired, he decided to
take lessons again, reigniting a spark he thought had
faded forever.

With Bob’s encouragement, Sammy performed at a local
open mic night. The crowd welcomed him with open arms,
cheering for him as he poured his heart into his music. It
was a night of transformation, a testament to his growth
and the power of friendship.

The day Sammy stood on that stage, he realized how far
he had come. He was no longer the lost soul with a beer in
hand; he was a man with a purpose, a dream, and a family.

As they sat on the porch that evening, watching the
sunset, Sammy turned to Bob, gratitude swelling in his
heart. “You saved my life, you know,” he said, his voice
thick with emotion. “l was so lost, and you gave me a
chance when | needed it most.”

Bob smiled, his eyes twinkling. “You did all the hard work,
Sammy. | just provided a little shelter. It’s your heart that
made the difference.”



Their friendship, forged in kindness and understanding,
became a beacon of hope in the community. Sammy often
found himself back outside Fadi's, but this time, he was no
longer just a figure with a beer; he was an inspiration,
helping others who were struggling just as he once had.

The moral of their story is simple yet profound:
compassion can change lives. When we extend a hand to
those in need, we create a ripple effect of kindness and
transformation. Sammy learned that with love, support,
and a little faith, anyone can rise from the shadows and
find their light again.



38. Jean Guy's Second Act

Jean Guy sat outside the Banque Nationale on Victoria
Avenue, his back resting against the cold stone wall. His
sign, draped over his worn backpack, simply read:
“Anything Helps” in both French and English. An empty
coffee cup sat beside him, its rim barely touched by the
odd coin. At 65, Jean Guy had lived through many
seasons of life, each one presenting a new challenge or
opportunity, though these days it seemed like the
challenges outweighed the opportunities.

In his youth, Jean Guy had tasted the thrill of adventure.
One summer, he had been hired to organize concession
stands for a traveling circus. It was a wild, chaotic life, but
one that allowed him to see every corner of Canada, from
the rocky shores of Newfoundland to the wide plains of
Saskatchewan. He managed food stands, merchandise
booths, and games, always keeping things running
smoothly. The circus crew became his second family, and
Jean Guy felt alive, his soul lifted by the wonder of life on
the road.

In the winter months, when the circus retreated, Jean Guy
drove big rigs for snow removal, working long nights as
Montreal’s streets disappeared under heavy snowfall. He
enjoyed the solitude of the cab, the hum of the engine,
and the satisfaction of clearing a path through the cold
chaos. But life had its way of pulling the rug out from
under even the most seasoned souls.

A series of misfortunes hit Jean Guy in quick succession:
the circus dissolved, leaving him without his summer
income, and a back injury made driving the rigs
unbearable. Without steady work, his savings dwindled,
and soon, Jean Guy found himself out on the streets,
where his days were spent under the indifferent sky,
hoping for a few dollars from passersby.



For months, he lived at the local homeless shelter,
grappling with the hard truth of his situation. But deep
down, Jean Guy was a man of resilience. He believed,
even on the darkest days, that he still had something to
offer the world. Sitting on the sidewalk outside the bank
gave him time to think—about the summers he spent
traveling with the circus, the harsh winters behind the
wheel, and the people he had met along the way. And as
the warmth of spring began to return, so did a small spark
of hope.

One afternoon, while sitting in the shelter's communal
dining room, Jean Guy overheard a conversation about a
job some of the residents had done—painting a fence for a
local business owner. The pay was meagre, but for the
men and women living in the shelter, it was an opportunity.
Something clicked in Jean Guy's mind. Painting. It was a
simple job, but one that was always in demand during the
warmer months. Why not organize it properly, just like he
had with the circus?

That night, Jean Guy stayed awake, sketching out a plan
on the back of an old receipt. His idea was
straightforward: he would form a crew, hiring people from
the shelter to do outdoor painting work in the summer.
Many of them had skills—some had been carpenters,
others labourers, and some just needed a chance to prove
themselves again. Jean Guy knew how to manage people,
how to organize, and most importantly, how to give hope
where there was none.

By the next week, Jean Guy was knocking on the doors of
local businesses, offering his crew’s services for painting
storefronts, fences, and outdoor areas. The first few days
were tough, as rejection after rejection came his way, but
eventually, a small café owner agreed to let him and his
crew paint the exterior of their building. Jean Guy gathered
three men from the shelter, each of them eager for the



work, and together they transformed the drab, peeling
café into a bright, welcoming spot. Word spread quickly,
and soon Jean Guy's crew was booked for the entire
summer.

The work brought more than just money. It brought
purpose. The people who had once felt invisible now
stood proudly in the streets, brushes in hand, their work
admired by the community. Jean Guy wasn’t just giving
them a job—he was giving them dignity, reminding them of
their worth.

By the end of that summer, Jean Guy's small painting
business had expanded. They took on larger projects,
painting apartment buildings and offices, and the crew
grew. He named the company Deuxieme Chance, "Second
Chance," in honour of the people who, like him, had been
down but not out.

The following winter, Jean Guy’s crew shifted to interior
work, painting homes and offices, but Jean Guy made
sure to take care of his people. He worked with local
charities and shelters to ensure that they had food,
clothing, and a warm place to stay, and many of his
employees eventually saved enough to rent apartments of
their own. Jean Guy knew that giving them a job was just
the beginning; helping them rebuild their lives was the true
mission.

The moral of Jean Guy’s story was simple but profound:
no one is ever too far gone. Life can strip us of everything,
but it cannot take away our potential to rise again. Jean
Guy taught those around him that sometimes, all it takes is
someone willing to look past the surface, to see the talent,
the hope, and the determination that still flickers inside
even the most downtrodden. He proved that every person
deserves a second chance—because with a little help, we
can all paint over the cracks in our lives and start anew.



39. Jonathon’s Big Day at the Resto Depot

Jonathon woke up earlier than usual, a big smile stretching
across his face as he glanced at the Montreal Canadiens
jersey hanging on his wall. The number 17 gleamed
proudly — his favourite player, Josh Anderson. Jonathon
was 45 years old, a warm-hearted man with Down
Syndrome, and he lived every day with a contagious joy.
He loved volunteering at the local NDG food bank, the
Resto Depot, where he served coffees and meals to
anyone who walked through the door. It was a place filled
with love and support, and Jonathon was the heart of it all.

Today was special. The Resto Depot had announced a
surprise visit from some of the Montreal Canadiens



players, and Jonathon could hardly contain his excitement.
His love for the Habs ran deep, but there was one player
he admired above all: Josh Anderson. He knew the team
was coming to share some cheer with the community, but
the idea that Josh might be one of them seemed like a
dream too good to be true.

As he arrived at the Resto Depot that morning, wearing his
Canadiens hat and a wide grin, the kitchen buzzed with
activity. His co-volunteers greeted him with warm smiles.

"Good morning, Jonathon!" shouted Sue, one of his
closest friends at the Depot. "Big day today, huh?"

"Yeah, Sue! The Habs are coming! Maybe... maybe Josh
Anderson too!" Jonathon replied, his eyes lighting up at
the mere mention of his hero's name.

The morning went by as usual. Jonathon handed out
coffee, his laughter filling the room as he chatted with the
guests. Everyone who came in loved Jonathon. He had a
way of making people feel welcome, whether it was with a
simple smile or an encouraging word. To him, everyone
mattered. No one was ever just a face passing through.

The food bank soon filled with excitement as word spread
that the Canadiens players were on their way. People
gathered, children holding signs, and the usual chatter
turned into the buzz of anticipation.

When the door finally swung open, a group of players
walked in, their jerseys bright against the soft light of the
food bank. The crowd erupted into applause, but
Jonathon was too focused, scanning their faces. And then,
he saw him — Josh Anderson.

"Josh! Josh Anderson!" Jonathon shouted, waving his
arms as if he couldn't believe his eyes. His heart raced
with joy, and he rushed forward to meet him.



Josh noticed Jonathon immediately. With a warm smile,
the towering forward bent down to shake Jonathon's
hand. "Hey, buddy! | heard you’re my biggest fan!"

Jonathon's eyes were wide with disbelief. "You're my
favourite player, Josh! Number 17, always!" he said,
beaming from ear to ear.

"Well, it looks like I’'m yours now, Jonathon," Josh replied,
putting his arm around him. "How about you show me how
you serve coffee around here?"

Jonathon's heart soared as he led Josh behind the
counter, proudly showing him the ropes of pouring coffee
and handing out meals. Together, they served the crowd,
laughter echoing through the room. People snhapped
pictures and cheered as Jonathon shared stories about his
love for the Canadiens and how much he admired Josh.

As the event went on, Jonathon and Josh spent time with
each person who came through the food bank that day.
Josh’s teammates joined in too, playing with the kids and
chatting with the adults, but there was something special
about the connection between Jonathon and his hero.

At one point, Josh pulled Jonathon aside. "You know,
Jonathon, people talk about hockey players being heroes,
but the real heroes are people like you. You show up every
day with a smile, helping others. That's what being a team
player is all about."

Jonathon smiled, his heart full. "I just love helping people,"
he said simply.

Josh nodded. "And that’s why you're a real star.”

The day ended with a surprise for Jonathon. Josh
Anderson took off his jersey — the very one he had been



wearing — and handed it to him. "This is for you,
Jonathon. You deserve it."

Jonathon's hands trembled as he accepted the jersey,
tears welling in his eyes. "Thank you, Josh! Thank you so
much!"

The room erupted into applause as Jonathon held the
jersey close to his chest. For him, it was a moment of pure
joy, one he would remember for the rest of his life.

Moral of the Story: Jonathon’s day at the Resto Depot
was more than just a visit from his favourite hockey team.
It was a reminder that being a hero isn’t just about making
big plays on the ice. It’'s about showing up every day with
love in your heart, helping others with kindness, and
always finding reasons to smile. Jonathon taught everyone
that true greatness comes from how we treat one another,
no matter who we are or where we come from. His heart,
as big as his smile, was what made him a real champion.



40. A Day in Benny Park

The sun was shining brightly over Benny Park, casting soft
shadows through the branches of maple trees. Children
were laughing, dogs were running, and the occasional
ripple of a badminton birdie could be seen floating through
the air. Ross Harvey, a man in his mid-sixties, had come to
the park that Saturday afternoon for some light exercise
and a friendly game of badminton with his friends. Despite
being a world-class athlete in his youth, he had taken up
the sport more for fun these days. But even in these
moments of leisure, he couldn't help but approach the
game with determination and passion.

He stretched his legs, testing his muscles, and positioned
himself on the grass. His friends were ready, birdie in
hand, poised to serve. Ross moved forward, anticipating
the first serve, when suddenly, he felt a sharp, searing pain
shoot through his right leg. He collapsed instantly,
grabbing his ankle. His friends rushed to his side as he lay
there, gasping in pain.

“I think | tore something,” Ross winced, clutching his leg.

The park, usually a sanctuary of joy and energy, felt still in
that moment. Among the nearby benches sat Diane, a
woman in her late sixties with soft silver hair and a smile
that could light up the darkest room. Her ever-present
warmth seemed to radiate outward, drawing people to her
even without a word. Diane, a retired nurse, had been
enjoying the peace of Benny Park that afternoon, sipping
her tea and reading a book.

The commotion near the badminton court caught her
attention. She saw the group gathered around a man lying
on the grass, clearly in pain. Her nursing instincts kicked in
immediately. Without hesitation, she put her book aside
and hurried over.



"Excusez-moi," she said softly, though her voice carried
with calm authority. "l was a nurse for many years. May |
help?"

Ross, groaning in pain, nodded, and his friends parted to
let her through. Diane knelt beside him, placing a gentle
hand on his shoulder. "It looks like you've injured your
Achilles tendon," she said, her voice reassuring. "I’'ve seen
this before. Let me take a look."

She gently felt along his leg, checking for swelling and
tenderness. As she worked, she spoke in soothing tones,
explaining each step, keeping Ross calm and focused.
Despite the sharp pain, Ross found comfort in Diane's
calm demeanour. There was something about her—a quiet
strength, a kindness in her eyes—that made him feel like
everything was going to be okay.

Diane told Ross stories about her time as a nurse. She had
spent over 40 years in the profession, working in hospitals
across France and Canada. There were stories of lives
saved, moments of joy, and heart-wrenching goodbyes.
But through it all, she had maintained her warm spirit,
never letting the challenges of life rob her of her kindness.

Ross listened intently, grateful for the distraction. Despite
the pain in his leg, he felt a deep connection forming with
Diane. He had only met her minutes ago, but it was as if
he had known her his entire life. Her voice had a gentle lilt,
and her French accent added a melodic quality to her
words. He could feel the empathy and compassion that
had shaped her life, and he was touched by it.

“Thank you,” he said, his voice thick with emotion. “l don’t
know what | would’ve done without you.”

Diane smiled, her ever-present warmth lighting up her
face. “You’ll be just fine, Ross. And don’t worry, we’ll see
each other again.”



And they did. What began as a chance encounter in a park
on a painful day grew into a deep friendship. Ross would
recover from his injury, but what lingered most from that
day was the bond he formed with Diane. They would meet
regularly after that—sometimes for coffee, sometimes just
to sit and chat in the park. Diane’s gentle spirit and Ross’
gratitude became the foundation of a beautiful connection
that would last for years.

Moral of the Story

In life, we are often faced with unexpected challenges—
moments that bring pain, uncertainty, or fear. But it is in
these moments that we can also encounter the most
beautiful acts of kindness. Diane’s compassion and
willingness to help Ross in his time of need transformed
what could have been a day marked by injury into the
beginning of a lasting friendship. The true strength of
human connection lies in our ability to care for one
another, even when we least expect it.

In the end, it is not the hardships we face that define us,
but the kindness we show and receive along the way.



41. Ruben and his love for sports

Ruben was the kind of man who fit in wherever he went. In
his late 40s, with a gentle smile, he had a knack for
blending into the rhythm of a place, whether it was a
sports event, a neighbourhood gathering, or his regular
visits to the NDG Community Food Bank, affectionately
known as the Resto Depot. While Ruben came to Resto
Depot to eat, not to volunteer, his presence was
unmistakably helpful. He didn’t need to be asked to pull up
a chair and join in a conversation, and somehow, he
always made the day feel a little lighter.

| first met Ruben at the Resto Depot a few months ago.
The place was packed, and | remember Ruben sitting at
one of the longer tables. Over time, | learned that sports
were Ruben's passion. He wasn’t just a casual fan; he
followed everything from hockey to basketball, baseball,
and football, streaming games religiously on his iPad.
Ruben knew every stat, every player, and every pivotal
moment across leagues. It was his own personal escape,
a way to stay connected to the broader world of pro sports
from the comfort of his little corner of NDG.

One rainy afternoon, | found Ruben sitting with his friends
Jonathon and Cheryl, two devoted Montreal Canadiens
fans, at a round table in the Resto Depot. They were deep
in conversation, talking about the previous night’s hockey
game, and as soon as | walked in, Ruben waved me over.

“Ross, sit down! You missed a good one last night,” he
said, his face lit up with excitement.

Cheryl, who had a Canadiens jersey on, grinned. “He sure
did. The Habs almost blew it, but Suzuki came through in
the shootout. Ruben’s practically a Habs fan now, aren’t
you?”



Ruben laughed, shaking his head. “I don’t know if I'm
ready to commit just yet, Cheryl. But I've got to admit,
they keep it exciting. Between you and Jonathon here, I’'ve
been watching more Habs games than | ever thought |
would.”

Jonathon leaned back in his chair. “See, Ross, we’re
converting him. The Canadiens have that effect. Ruben’s a
sports guy through and through, but there’s something
about hockey in this city. It pulls you in.”

Cheryl chuckled. “It’s in our blood, Ruben. You can’t live in
Montreal and not feel the Habs fever.”

“That’s true,” | chimed in. “The city breathes hockey,
especially when the Canadiens are on a roll.”

Ruben’s smile widened. “You’re right. And | love that about
sports, you know? No matter where you go, it’s like an
instant connection. You sit down with a bunch of
strangers, and as soon as you start talking about the
game, you’re not strangers anymore.”

Jonathon leaned forward, pointing at Ruben. “Exactly!
That’s why you’re going to become a full-time Habs fan.
No more ‘casual viewer’ stuff.”

Ruben chuckled and held up his hands. “I don’t know
about that. I’ve got too many sports to keep up with. But
I’ll tell you, this season’s been fun to watch. And | can’t
argue with the passion you two bring.”

The conversation flowed, light and easy, as it always did
with Ruben. He had a way of making every discussion feel
welcoming. Whether he was talking about last night’s
game or reminiscing about an old baseball season, Ruben
was never overbearing, never the loudest voice in the
room. Instead, he was the glue, keeping everyone



engaged, pulling people in with his genuine interest and
friendly banter.

“Speaking of passion,” Cheryl said, “do you think the
Habs have a shot this year, Ruben? Be honest.”

Ruben scratched his chin thoughtfully. “Well, they’ve got a
young team. Suzuki and Caufield are exciting to watch, no
doubt. But, you know, hockey’s unpredictable. One game
they’re on fire, the next they’re struggling to get it out of
their own zone. Still, that’s the beauty of it. You never
know what’s going to happen.”

Jonathon nodded. “That’s why we keep watching. The
highs, the lows—it’s all part of the ride.”

Ruben grinned. “Exactly. It’s like life, right? You just show
up and take it as it comes.”

As we sat there, the hum of activity around us, Ruben’s
words stuck with me. Life, like sports, is unpredictable.
You never know if you’re going to win or lose on any given
day, but what matters most is that you show up. You
participate. Ruben did that better than anyone | knew. He
showed up for the people in his life, for the moments that
mattered, and even for the small, seemingly insignificant
ones—like a conversation about hockey at the Resto
Depot. He wasn’t there to make grand gestures or win
accolades. Ruben simply believed in being present.

As the conversation wound down and we finished our
meal, Cheryl smiled at Ruben. “You know, you might not
be a full-blown Habs fan yet, but you’re one of us. You're
part of the team now.”

Ruben laughed. “Well, as long as | get to keep streaming
my football and baseball too, I’'m in.”

Jonathon clapped him on the back. “Deal.”



As | left the Resto Depot that day, | realized something:
Ruben’s presence in all our lives was a quiet, steady gift.
He wasn’t just the guy who watched every sport
imaginable on his iPad. He was someone who embraced
life’s unpredictability with a smile, someone who valued
showing up, participating, and sharing those moments
with others. Whether it was in the stands or around a table
at the Resto Depot, Ruben reminded us that the best part
of any game—or life—wasn’t the final score. It was the
people you shared it with.

And that, perhaps, was the moral of Ruben’s story: life is
about showing up, not just for the victories, but for the
connections you make along the way. Just like in sports,
the real joy comes from being part of something bigger
than yourself.



YNDG

Transforming our community through love...
43. Neighbours Doing Good

In the heart of Notre Dame de Grace, a community known
for its vibrant culture and diverse inhabitants, Ross Harvey
had long envisioned a place transformed by love and
connection. Many years ago, he developed the NDG
Project, an initiative rooted in his belief that fostering
community spirit could lead to profound change. Ross
understood that the secret to a thriving neighbourhood lay
in the simple yet powerful act of kindness, and he began
organizing community events, workshops, and volunteer
opportunities, encouraging residents to engage with one
another and build a stronger bond.

Among the residents of NDG was John Jordan, an
accomplished musician and graphic designer known for
his vibrant artwork and melodic tunes that echoed through
the streets. John was a quiet observer of Ross's efforts,
often attending events and drawing inspiration from the
palpable sense of camaraderie that filled the air. He
marvelled at how neighbours once strangers were coming
together, sharing stories, meals, and laughter. It ignited a
spark within him.

One evening, as the sun dipped below the horizon,
painting the sky in hues of orange and purple, John picked
up his guitar and began to write a song. Inspired by Ross’s
vision of transformation and community love, he poured
his heart into the lyrics, encapsulating the essence of the
NDG Project. The song, titled “Neighbours Doing Good



(NDG),” was a tribute to the spirit of collaboration and
kindness he witnessed every day.

When John performed the song at a community gathering,
it struck a chord with everyone present. The lyrics rang
true, resonating deeply with the hearts of those who had
been touched by Ross’s initiative. With each strum of the
guitar and every note that filled the room, John shared a
vision of a community united by love, hope, and support.

Ross stood in the audience, moved by the performance.
As John’s song echoed through the air, he felt something
shift within him. The melody had stirred his spirit,
prompting him to think beyond the borders of their
beloved NDG. Could this spirit of love and community
extend far beyond their neighbourhood? The acronym
NDG, which stood for Notre Dame de Grace, suddenly
took on new meaning: Neighbours Doing Good.

In that moment of clarity, Ross realized that John's song
could serve as an anthem not just for NDG but for
communities around the globe. Inspired by the power of
music and the collective spirit of his neighbourhood, Ross
envisioned a movement that transcended geographical
boundaries. He imagined communities worldwide
embracing the ethos of “Neighbours Doing Good,”
transforming not just NDG but every community into a
beacon of love, compassion, and kindness.

With newfound determination, Ross reached out to John,
sharing his vision of expanding the NDG Project’s scope to
a global initiative. Together, they brainstormed ideas on
how to amplify their message, reaching out to local artists,
musicians, and community leaders. They organized
festivals and events, where John's song became the
centre piece, uniting people in celebration of their shared
humanity.



As the NDG Project blossomed, Ross and John witnessed
incredible transformations. People from various
backgrounds came together to support one another,
creating safe spaces for dialogue, collaboration, and
growth. Stories of neighbours helping neighbours spread
like wildfire, inspiring countless others to join the
movement. The song “Neighbours Doing Good” became
an anthem not only in NDG but also in communities across
Canada and eventually around the world.

Years later, as Ross looked back on that fateful evening
when John first played his song, he marvelled at how a
simple melody could spark a movement. The NDG Project
had grown into a powerful force for good, touching lives
and transforming communities everywhere. He had seen
firsthand how love and kindness could ripple outward,
igniting change in the hearts of individuals, encouraging
them to uplift one another.

The moral of their journey was simple yet profound:
When we come together with love and purpose, we can
create a wave of positive change that knows no
boundaries. Every act of kindness, no matter how small,
contributes to a larger movement of love, and together, we
can transform our communities into havens of hope and
support.

In the spirit of “Neighbours Doing Good,” Ross and John
inspired the world to remember that we are all connected,
and the power to create change lies within each of us. All it
takes is one voice, one song, and one heart dedicated to
the cause of love.






