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Paying it Forward
 
Paying it forward, or knowing how to Pay it
forward, is one of the most important life
skills I have learned in grade 8 at Brentwood
College School. 2018/19 has been a very
eventful year so far for me and my peers; one
of the most relevant projects that we have
been assigned was our pay it forward lesson
from term two. In this lesson, all of my
classmates and I were instructed to complete
three selfless deeds throughout winter break,
then write a short account of each story.
Paying it forward, to me, means giving back to
the community in any way, shape or form. An
act of kindness can be as little as holding a
door open for a stranger, and as large as
providing food and necessary living supplies
to an impoverished individual. As long as
deeds are performed selflessly and without
hopes of being rewarded or praised, they can
make all the difference in someone’s mood,
day or life. I have put together a collection of
everyone in my class’s Pay it Forward
inspiration walls’ and assembled them into a
story. I hope you enjoy this selection of the
2018/19 Brentwood College School grade
eight class’s writings.



Aidan A. 2023 
 

Pay It to Make it 
 
Paying it forward is one of the most important messages I’ve ever received. 
The idea can be presented in many ways such as Karma, giving back, and 
alternative giving. All of these terms have the same basic principle. Give what 
you would like to receive without expecting anything back. Paying it forward 
can mean different things to different people, and for me, it is how I give back 
to the community around me. 
 
The first story of how I have paid it forward is the time I dusted till my arms 
hurt. It was a cloudy Thursday afternoon and I had just finished my soccer 
practice. Ty and I decided that we should do something besides sit around in 
the classroom and wait for the bus, so the two of us went up to Mrs. Patel, our 
teacher and asked if she needed any help. She refused but gave us the idea 
that laundry might need some help. Ty and I had not thought of this idea but 
we realized it was a good one. We headed down below the dining hall to see 
what was happening in the laundry. As we got downstairs we entered the 
laundry room, filled with loud music and busy workers, Ty and I went around 
and started to ask what we could do to help. 
  
The most common response was suspicion that we must be in some trouble 
and that someone sent us down to make up for it. It took a while for Ty and 
me to finally convince the laundry workers that we were just there to help out 
on our own decision. Finally, one of them pulled out some dusters and asked 
us how long we would be there. We told them we could spend around an hour 
helping them and that we were eager to start. They handed us the dusters and 
we started to work. Over the next hour, we dusted every single surface in the 
facility. We dusted under chairs, the tops of doors, fans, and anything we could 
find that looked like it could be dusted. The laundry ladies could always find 
more places for us to dust and after forty-five minutes we had dusted almost 
every single surface in the whole place. We told them that we had around 
fifteen minutes left and they decided that we could finally finish off our job 
with dusting the pictures out in the hallway. After dusting the pictures the 
laundry ladies thanked us many times for our efforts and took the dusters 
back. As Ty and I headed out we both felt accomplished by what we had done 
more than just doing a regular chore but because we had done it for someone 
else in need. 
 



My second good deed came a few weeks after the first; when my 
Grandparents decided to come to visit my family for a weekend. On Saturday 
morning, I went to my soccer game and around halfway through, my 
grandparents arrived. They watched the rest of my game and then my 
grandfather and I headed home in his car. When we got home, my 
grandmother was there and we all had lunch together and talked. My 
Grandmother recently had surgery on her hip, and she was still recovering. 
Due to this, she couldn’t do some things that she could normally do without 
experiencing extreme pain. I had known of this before she had arrived and 
had given it much thought. I realized that this was the perfect opportunity to 
help. Over the next weekend, I helped my grandmother with numerous things 
such as fetching her objects around the house to decrease the amount of time 
she had to spend walking around or helping her put on her sock and shoe. 
That Saturday we mostly hung out around the house, but when my family went 
on a short walk, I stayed home with my Grandmother while she did her 
recovery exercises. The next day my family and some neighbours all went out 
into the rain to go and get a Christmas tree. When we got to the tree farm, we 
realized that in order to get the tree we not only had to cut down the tree, but 
we also had to climb way down an extremely steep embankment in the mud 
in order to reach the trees. There was a road, however, but it was extremely 
precipitous and slippery. I gave my umbrella to my Grandmother and headed 
down the steep slope with the rest of my family. My Grandparents stayed up 
on top of the slope out of the rain’s way underneath the umbrella I lent them. 
 
Afterward, all of us went on a short hike and then headed home. Later that 
day when we got home my grandmother decided to bake some cookies, but it 
was hard for her because she wasn’t in her finest state of health. I decided to 
help out, and the two of us baked shortbread cookies all afternoon. That night 
I said goodbye to my Grandparents and they went off back to their house in 
Seattle. Afterward, I thought of how good it had felt - not only having fun with 
my Grandmother but also helping her in a way that made me feel good and in 
a way that made her life a lot easier. 
 
Finally, my last example of a selfless deed came at a much later date in the last 
week of winter break. It was a rainy day and I was stuck inside with little to do 
but homework. My mom was about to take my dog out for a walk when I had 
an idea. I suited up into my most rain protective gear and grabbed some gloves 
and a trash bag. My mother and I headed out into the rain on one of her usual 
walks. As we walked through the rain I searched for pieces of garbage in the 
ditch. As I looked I grabbed any little bit of trash or garbage I could get. This 
wasn’t an easy task however for most of the garbage was inside or next to a 
fast running stream that flowing In the ditch. After a while, my shoes were 
soaked from the stream but I continued anyway. Soon enough I had a 



collection of bottles, cans and other random assorted pieces of garbage inside 
my bag. I had walked the same route many times with my family but I had 
never stopped to notice how much trash was just lying about. I thought to 
myself that if the people who had thrown these items in the ditch had instead 
kept the items and disposed of them later, the streets of my neighbourhood 
would be spotless. As we walked my bag filled and soon enough we entered 
the forest trail that would take us home. Inside the forest, there was not any 
litter at all so I had a break, but as soon as we departed from the forest the 
trash began again.  
 
As soon as we joined the main road there were cans strewn across the grassy 
sections near the road and little pieces of tin foil everywhere. I slowly made 
my way down the street picking up every piece of trash that met my eye. When 
I got to the bottom of the hill my bag was almost double the weight it had been 
at the top. As I walked up to my long driveway back to my house I felt relief 
and sadness fill me at the same time. I felt good for the deed to the community 
I had done but the thought that the trash was there on the streets in nature 
brought my happiness to an end. 
 
Paying it forward is a huge concept. Most people don't understand or don't 
know how to contribute to things in a way that pays it forward. I learned this 
during my walk when no one cared to pick up their own trash in their yard, but 
instead left it on the streets for me to clean up. This big idea can be broken 
down, however. Anyone can easily contribute by just picking up trash every 
once in a while or holding a door for an elderly person. No matter what the 
good deed is it always pays off, one way or another.  
____________________________________ 
 
 
Josh B. 2023 
 

No Three Reasons 
 
It did not need to be done. But it was. It was less of a good deed and more of 
righting a wrong. 
 
It all started a couple of weeks ago at a Tim Hortons in Mill Bay. My Dad and I 
were going through the drive-thru, so my dad could get a coffee. I was going 
to get something at McDonald's so I did not order anything. We got up to the 
window where my Dad paid for the coffee and we drove off to the McDonald's 
drive-thru. When my dad was looking for some money he noticed that the Tim 



Hortons cashier gave him an extra $5. I asked him if he was going to give it 
back and he said he would have given it back if he noticed when we were at 
Tim Hortons but since we were already at McDonald's he did not want to go a 
minute out of his way to go give back the extra $5. I said if you do not go give 
it back I will one day, I did not know when but I knew I would. And I did. 
 
Weeks later I was at the same Tim Hortons getting chocolate milk I knew this 
was going to be one of the last times I would be able to repay Tim Hortons this 
year. This time I was with my mom we were driving up to the window where 
my mom could pay. She asked the person giving us our drinks if she could add 
a diminutive amount of more cream. That gave me the perfect 10-second 
window. While she was adding more cream to the drink I slipped the 5 dollar 
bill right next to the window. She handed my mom her drink and we started 
driving off. I looked back at the employee and she was holding the 5 dollar bill 
watching with a confused look on her face. I felt happy to repay them. 
 
On the day of my second good deed, it was cold and wet. My mom was driving 
me around town so I could look for a destitute person that I could give some 
food and a hot chocolate too. I saw someone that I could give food to, but I still 
needed to cook it. We started driving away when we saw another destitute 
person. I thought to myself, I need to make two meals. We stopped by my 
cousin's house to grab some more supplies and then went to my grandma’s 
house to start making grilled cheese sandwiches. When my grandma found 
out what I was doing she decided to donate a considerable amount of cookies. 
I did not refuse the offer. We drove back to downtown Duncan only to find that 
the two people, that I was planning on giving the meals too, were gone! That 
did not stop me. We kept looking. My mom suggested looking near the 
homeless shelter. So I did. I saw a woman sitting underneath an umbrella 
shielding herself from the pounding raindrops. We pulled over to the opposite 
side of the road. I grabbed the food and the hot chocolate and walked towards 
her in the cold downpour. I offered her the meal and she accepted. She was 
so thankful! After that, we drove around trying to find one more person. 
 
There were a few hiccups along the way, asking someone who I am pretty sure 
was not destitute, but I ran into my nephew and his grandpa. His grandpa said 
there was and a man playing the piano just up the street and he was always 
there. So I walked over to him. I asked if he wants the meal but he said he had 
already eaten at the shelter, but he did accept the hot chocolate. In the end, I 
was nervous, but I did it. They were thankful for the meals and or drink. It was 
good to give those people food and drinks. But it does not happen enough. 
 



It was another wet and gloomy day, with lightning slicing the gray sky into two. 
The pounding of rain on the road echoed through the grounds. Not a single 
person out. Except me. I wanted to help my dad with some work he had to do 
and today was the last chance I would get. What I did not know was that I was 
going to be doing yard work in the headmaster’s yard. I was going to be raking 
an area, of trees and other plant life, in the middle of the driveway. I did not 
have a long enough period of time to finish it all and what I did not finish today 
my dad would finish tomorrow. So I started. It got more challenging closer I 
drew to the halfway mark. At first, I just worked. Then my mind went 
automatic, working as if a machine. The terrain got somewhat more 
troublesome but still feasible. The rain was falling, with the lightning constantly 
flashing in the sky, all though it was letting up. Now a few people were out 
working outside for some reason. I had never raked so devotedly in my life, 
though I did not get to finish. I did it for my dad. So he would not have to work 
so much. I was happy to help.  
 
I learned a lot from doing good deeds. Not only did it feel good to help people, 
but it was also good to help people. People should do more good deeds on 
their own time and not just for a school project or to show-off. It does not have 
to be big, it does not have to be expensive, it should just help. And if someone 
helps you, you should do something for them or someone else. You should 
pay it forward.  
____________________________________ 
 
 
Bridget B. 2023 
 

Paying it Forward One Day at a 
Time 
 
The importance of helping the people around you is sometimes understated. 
We need to be helping each other to be able to contribute to a safe, positive 
and happy community. Throughout the past few months, I have tried extra 
hard to help the people around me, and these are a few things I did. 
 
The first thing I did was pay for someone behind me in a drive through. I asked 
my mom if we could go through a drive through so I could pay for someone 
behind us. She said okay and asked where I wanted to go. I wanted to go to 
Tim Hortons but there were no cars going through the drive-through so we 
decided on McDonald's. When we got to the window to pay for my Hot 



Chocolate and a coffee for my mom, I asked the person if I could pay for the 
people behind us as well. She said sure with a surprised but happy smile on 
her face. I also asked if I could add a McFlurry and a small fries to their order. 
Again she said sure and told me how much it was. My mom went to grab her 
wallet but I said “No mom. I got it.” “Thank you, Bridget,” she said to me. When 
given our drinks we decided to pull into the parking spot off to the right where 
you usually wait for your food. When the truck behind us got their food and 
was pulling out they stopped and said, (holding up the fries and McFlurry) ”Did 
you get this for us?” “Yes,” my mom said. 
“I hope you enjoy it,” I said, “and please remember to pay it forward.” 
 
The second thing I did was not actually intentional. I was at the barn where my 
sister and I ride while my dad and grandma were out for lunch. Our plan was 
to sit there and maybe watch some lessons. I was standing at the indoor ring 
door when someone came up beside me. They started talking to the coach 
who was inside the ring. They were talking about how the owner’s horse was 
colicing. They were saying that the vet could not come until the following 
morning, and they also had stalls to clean. The coach said that she could do 
her stalls while the owner got supplies for her to stay the night in the barn with 
her horse. When the owner walked away I said to the coach, “I can clean the 
stalls for her if you would like.” The coach smiled at me and said, “That would 
be super helpful! Thank you so much, Bridget.” I then got my sister who was 
sitting in the only heated area of the barn and told her we were cleaning stalls.  
 
When we had just started the stalls the owner came up to my sister and me 
and said, “Thank you so much girls, I really appreciate it.” My sister then said, 
“It’s no problem.” I continued, “If there’s anything else we can do to help, please 
tell us.” She thanked us then left, and my sister and I continued to clean. We 
finished the stalls after 2 hours but we still had smiles on our faces. We had 
helped someone who might have lost something they loved and were so 
happy we could take some of the load off her shoulders. I did not have to ask 
her to pay it forward cause I knew how thankful she was and that she would 
help someone out when they need it. 
 
My last pay it forward task was babysitting. Well similar to babysitting. My 
friend McKinley was staying over at my house one night when we decided to 
invite the Wismer kids to the gym. I decided to do this to give Mr. and Mrs. 
Wismer a chance to do something they wanted. Cormack, Stella and Nile 
played volleyball, basketball, ran, played board games, did handstands, and 
played tag games with us. The kids enjoyed it and did not want to leave when 
Mr. Wismer came to get them. When he came he brought Beatrice. We played 
a few more games with her as well, but then it was really time for them to 



leave. McKinley and I waved goodbye as they left then headed home. It might 
not sound like much, but Mr. and Mrs. Wismer got to relax for a while with no 
kids. 
 
The three tasks I completed may have been small but they were significant. 
They each made someone's day a little easier. Although this assignment is 
over, I will continue to help people in any way I can. 
____________________________________ 
 
 
Ty D. 2023 

 

Taking the Extra Step 

 
Being able to go out of your way to help others because it is right and not 
because you are wanting a reward is an incredible skill that takes time to 
master. Paying it forward is a great example of a kind and considerate way to 
help out in your community. I performed three good deeds in my community 
this winter, and here are my stories. 
 
For my first good deed, I organized my neighbours’ recycling. My neighbour 
had a sore back and was unable to lift things off the ground, so I called her to 
ask what I could do to help. Right away she thought that I was joking and asked 
if I was being serious. I told her I wanted to help in any way possible to try and 
make her life easier. She graciously accepted my offer that night and told me 
that she would be expecting me the next morning at nine o’clock. I was going 
to organize all of her recycling by separating it into different bags. I woke up 
early the next morning for swim practice. After my two hour session, I drove 
back to my house to eat breakfast. I ate quickly, put my gloves on and headed 
to my neighbours’ house. I brought extra recycling bins in case she did not 
have enough. She was waiting for me as soon as I knocked on the door. She 
did not hesitate to put me to work and immediately directed me to the back 
porch. When I saw the mountain of bags, I wondered if I was doing all of it. My 
neighbour came out of the door and told me what to do. I had to put the mixed 
recycling into one bin and the styrofoam into a bag. The refundable bottles 
and tetra packs went into different bins and the glass was to go in a garbage 
pail. Finally, I was to sort all of the film plastic into a bag, and any regular 
garbage I found went in yet another bag.  
 



I started with the mixed recycling because it looked the easiest to do. All of the 
bags were mixed with the types of recycling and garbage. There was a good 
amount of mixed recycling, like paper and cardboard, so I used the larger bin. 
I started working away at the mountain trying to work efficiently as possible. 
Once the bin was halfway full It started to rain. The uncovered deck quickly got 
wet and I was glad my Dad told me to wear boots. As I got further and further 
into each of the bags the smell got worse and worse. I held my breath to keep 
getting the paper and cardboard at the bottom of the bags. As the bin got full 
I jumped up and down on the recycling to compact it and put some joy into 
what I was doing 
 
After an hour of bending over, the mixed recycling was all put into a bin. Most 
of the original bags were close to empty and my prediction was totally off. I 
picked out the styrofoam and organized it into a basket. I found some glass 
bottles and put them in a garbage bin. Some of the bottles were broken and I 
had to carefully pick the shards up to prevent stabbing through my gloves. 
Organizing the refundables was probably the hardest part of the task. I found 
a sturdy plastic bin to put refundables in. There were a million wine bottles, so 
I picked out the ones that were at the top of the pile and worked down from 
there. I put the bottles as close together as possible to save space as the bin 
was not that large. Next, the tetra packs needed to be flattened and shoved 
into as little space as possible. I took off their caps, stomped on them and 
packed them in between the bottles. The smaller juice boxes went on top of 
the wine bottles. Juice boxes were also flattened which saved plenty of space.   
 
The film plastic and garbage were easy to arrange. I stuffed them into separate 
bags, which only took me about five minutes. After that, I was completely done 
and I walked home after two hours of hard work.  
 
For my second good deed, I dusted like crazy. I decided to ask Mrs. Patel, with 
Aidan, what we could do to help. The classroom was tidy and she did not 
require our assistance, so she instead pointed us towards laundry. Mrs. Patel 
told us that laundry was probably looking for some extra help so we 
immediately took off to help the busy staff. 
 
The ladies there were happy to receive help, although they thought we were 
sent there in trouble. We told them we were there to help and were not in 
trouble at all. Even though she had a hard time believing us we were put to 
work. Aidan and I had to dust every window sill, all the surfaces, and every 
shelf. We started with the windows that lined half of the laundry room. I 
climbed on top of counters and went on my tiptoes to reach the tops of them. 



We went on dusting the tops of the doorways which made me sneeze, but I 
got over it. Ten minutes had gone by and my duster was turning brown.  
 
Aidan and I started on the shelves where clean laundry was kept. We had to 
jump to get on top of the shelves to make sure that all of the dust was gone. 
We cleaned the supports and underneath the shelves which seemed to have 
never been dusted. As we moved from shelf to shelf we had to be careful not 
to get dirt on the neatly stacked clothes. We were moving at an efficient pace, 
and I thought we could be finished soon. Once we were done the shelves, I 
realized how wrong I was. Next, We went and dusted off the bottoms of the 
chairs only to find out there were more shelves to do. The bins with team 
sports jerseys in them were to be taken out and the shelves had to be cleaned. 
I worked on one side of the shelf, while Aidan worked on the other. After each 
ledge was finished I was careful to put the bins back in the right order to avoid 
confusion. We did exactly the same thing on the other side of the room where 
the fabrics were kept. We continued to pull out bins, dust them, and put them 
back. The job was repetitive and tedious getting in all of the corners and cracks. 
After cleaning both sides of the shelves we were finally done. As we returned 
our once white and fuzzy dusters, now to the staff, we told them to pay it 
forward or do kind things for other people. We wished them happy holidays 
and walked off happily.  
 
For my final deed, I cooked tons of food. I wanted to feed someone who did 
not eat well so I made food for a person named Riley. Riley lives by himself 
close to us and he does not have time to cook meals for himself. I decided to 
make him macaroni and cheese, muffins and chicken strips.  
 
I started with mac and cheese. I got the pasta, poured it in a boiling pot of 
water and cooked it. I kept stirring it to make sure the pasta would not stick 
until it was soft enough to use. I strained the cooked pasta over the sink and 
got to work on the sauce. I put the ingredients in a small bowl and worked on 
making a creamy sauce. Next, I took the pasta and poured it into a medium-
sized cooking bowl. Then I poured the sauce into the bowl and sprinkled some 
cheese over top of it. I finished making the pasta right before the oven was 
ready. I popped the pasta in and set the timer for one hour.  
 
While the macaroni was cooking decided to make the blueberry muffins. I 
found a massive bowl and started mixing. I mixed the flour, sugar, baking 
powder, salt, and eggs in the big bowl. In a smaller bowl, I mixed the oil, vanilla, 
and milk. I poured the oil and milk mixture into the big bowl and stirred it all 
into a smooth batter. I added a cup of blueberries to finish it off. I got some 
muffin tins out and sprayed them with oil. I scooped the batter into each of 



the indents with a spoon until I ran out. In total there were twenty-two muffins 
that needed to be cooked; way more than I expected. I had ten more minutes 
left on the macaroni so I cleaned up the ingredients until it was done. I had a 
rack ready and oven mitts on right when the oven started beeping. I pulled out 
the fresh smelling macaroni and cheese and slid in the muffins. I waited until 
the muffins were done before I started making my second recipe.  
 
I finished two of the foods and was ready to make the chicken strips. I thawed 
the chicken in the microwave and cut the breasts into thin slices. I got three 
shallow bowls and filled them with different ingredients. I put a cup of flour in 
one, mixed eggs in the second, and some Panko crumbs in another. I put a 
piece of tin foil over a cookie sheet so the chicken would not stick. This was 
definitely the easiest recipe to follow because I only had to do three steps with 
each strip. First, I covered the strip with flour then dipped it in the blended 
eggs. Lastly, I coated the strip with Panko crumbs and laid it on the cookie 
sheet. I repeated this process about eighteen times and my fingers kept filling 
up with Panko crumbs. I had to rinse my hands after each chicken strip was 
finished so I did not get crumbs in the egg and flour. I cooked the chicken strips 
for ten minutes on each side before taking them out. Once everything cooled 
down I put the meals in the fridge and I went to sleep right away. 
 
The next day I was ready to give Riley his food. He came over at seven in the 
evening and was filled with joy. His brother broke his hand earlier that day and 
he was not feeling too good. He told me that some food was exactly what he 
needed. Once he thanked me and left I felt amazing and proud that spent a 
whole night working on food.  
 
I learned from each deed, that helping others might not be enjoyable, but you 
will feel great after it is done. Also, It made me realize that talking to other 
people who you do not know is not that hard. For example, when I asked the 
laundry ladies what we could do to help they were kind and happy with my 
question. After that, I got to know them a little and it was easier to talk to them. 
I felt that once you got going on a task it got easier and easier as time 
progressed. All in all, you have the choice to help, but it is whether you do it or 
not is what makes the difference. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Ella D. 2023 
 

The Gift That Keeps On Giving 
 
It was around 3:30 PM on a cloudy, rainy day. My grade eight class had just 
finished school and I was sitting on a chair in Paradise Island doing my 
homework. We got assigned the “Pay It Forward” assignment a couple of days 
ago. I was sitting with Ella S. when suddenly Miranda N. came up to us and 
suggested that we go to our first good deed. We went into Crooks Hall and 
asked the kitchen staff if they needed any help. At first, they were suspicious 
and asked us if we were in trouble. We replied that we were not in trouble and 
we just had some free time. I noticed that the staff member suddenly had a 
huge grin on her face. She suggested that we could wipe down the tables and 
chairs in the cafeteria. As the three of us looked around, we noticed that there 
were hundreds of tables and thousands of chairs. We knew it would take 
forever, though it was the right thing to do. We accepted the chore. We 
followed the staff member into the kitchen and each of us got a massive 
bucket of soapy water, and a dishcloth to go along with it. We got straight to 
work, with Miranda on one end of the cafeteria, and Ella and me on the other. 
Just as we were finishing up, the kitchen staff asked us if we wanted two 
cookies as a reward. We said no and told them to simply pay it forward. 
 
I woke up and started getting ready for the day. I ate my breakfast, brushed 
my teeth, combed my hair, and got dressed. I walked in my closet, trying to 
find my hoodie, and instead noticed that I had a plethora of unopened toys 
from when I was little. I went through all of the toys and found a stuffed animal, 
a crystal making kit, a fluffy blanket, and a mandala colouring book. I asked my 
mom if I could give those toys away to families who cannot afford Christmas 
presents for their children. She said of course, and we started heading down 
to the Goldstream Food Bank. When we got there with the box of toys, I looked 
around the room and saw there were millions of toys and food cans other 
people had brought in. It made me feel amazing seeing how many people care 
about this donation service. The people thanked us kindly with huge grins on 
their faces. As I was giving them the box, I felt a smile come across my face as 
well. I was in a magnificent mood the rest of the day because I knew that a 
lucky child somewhere in this world would get something for Christmas.   
 
My family has a Christmas tradition where every year we drive around Victoria 
and look at Christmas lights with some family friends. Past years, each family 
would take a separate car because neither of our cars was big enough to fit 
everyone. This year was different. Our friend's neighbours kindly allowed us 



to borrow one of their vans so that we could all stay together as a group. The 
houses looked gorgeous with thousands of vibrant lights and inflatables. We 
would all sing our hearts out; carolling for everyone who walked past our car. 
One of the houses that we stopped at was outstanding. It had everything from 
millions of lights that blink in tune with the music to realistic looking plastic 
icicles. As I was admiring the house, a metal box caught my eye. It was standing 
up by a pole, and on that pole was a sheet of paper. That sheet of paper said 
something but I could not quite figure out what it said from the car. I quickly 
got out of the car to take a look. The sheet of paper talked about a family with 
a four-year-old son named Jasper. This family just recently found out that 
Jasper has Acute Lymphoblastic Leukemia. The family whose house we were 
at put together a fundraiser for Jasper and his family. I then remembered that 
I had some money left over in the car from when we went to Starbucks. I 
sprinted to get the five dollar bill from the car and slipped it into the donation 
box. After that, I hopped back in the car and we drove away to check out all 
the other fantastic houses that were decorated for Christmas.   
 
While doing this project, it made me realize that one good deed can go a long 
way. While doing a good deed, it doesn't matter who you do it for. It can be for 
a good friend or a complete stranger. This project helped me learn that by 
doing a good deed, the person you do a good deed for can get inspired by you. 
That person could get so inspired that they do another good deed for 
someone else, and the pattern keeps on continuing. Those are the reasons 
why this assignment was called Pay It Forward.  
____________________________________ 
 
 
Isabelle D. 2023 
 

Christmas Kindness 
 
Helping others is an act of kindness that has a positive impact on people. The 
best gift you can give is delivering time for others.  Over the winter break, I was 
given the opportunity to help out in my community, I offered to help at my old 
elementary school, I also volunteered to help my mom at her work with an 
organization she was preparing and wrapped gifts for Christmas morning.   
 
During the first week of winter break, I had the opportunity to help out at my 
former elementary school. Due to the local power outage from the winter 
storm, some of the kindergarten teachers needed some extra help. I was 
tasked with building the student's memory scrapbooks and filing artwork into 



correct folders. I also helped the younger ones get to the washroom in the 
dark. Kindergartens are very curious children they asked a lot of questions 
such as what are you doing? Why are you here? Can I help you do that? What 
did you have for breakfast? Furthermore, I supported the librarian with 
stacking books in the library. Overall they were pleased to have me support 
them and it felt good to be back at the school.  
 
Just prior to Christmas, I was offered the chance to help my mom at her work. 
Laketown Ranch was working with the Motorsport Circuit to provide donations 
to local charities and community service groups for the holidays. I helped fill 
grocery gift cards into holiday greeting cards for each family’s Christmas 
hamper, and Starfish Backpack bag. Once all of the envelopes were filled, the 
team went to the Lake Cowichan Community Hall and delivered the gift cards. 
The gift cards were distributed to each family to help them get through the 
holidays with extra food to feed their families. As a result of the extended 
power outage in the Town of Lake Cowichan, many families lost their turkeys 
and chicken from their hampers. The gift cards provided to them by Laketown 
Ranch allowed them to replace the lost meat and put a smile on their faces for 
Christmas. 
 
My final good deed over the winter break was helping my mom wrap 
Christmas presents. I spent the afternoon helping to organize the presents 
and placing ribbons, removing price tags and wrapping gifts for my relatives 
and siblings. Once the presents were all wrapped, I labelled them and placed 
them under the tree. This was a good experience for me because I got that the 
chance to talk with her about how a school is going and my general life.  
 
Opportunities to help others are impactful. I learned that it feels good to 
deliver time to others in the community. Building connections and 
relationships by giving back to others is a good deed that anybody can get 
involved in.   
____________________________________ 
 
 
Jack D. 2023 
 

Lending a Heart 

 
A good deed is an act of kindness that usually aids someone or something. To 
pay it forward is to execute a good deed or task without expecting anything in 



return. These kinds of efforts are the most appreciated among society and 
coincidentally, are the friendliest and most open-hearted. There are three 
short stories written below that act as perfect examples of paying it forward. 
 
My family and I had decided back in the fall that we were going to visit our 
extended family again in the Toronto area over Christmas break. Extended 
family for some people might mean their grandparents, aunts and uncles, or 
close cousins. But in my family, it is much more than that. We have a total of 
thirty-eight relatives, all living within an hour’s drive of metropolitan Toronto. 
We west coast Doehlers are some of the only ones in our immense family to 
live somewhere other than Ontario. So, whenever we visit, which is usually 
once a year on one of our breaks, our grandparents hold a huge family reunion 
at their house, which is excellent, but the crowd is insane. 

 
We had two flights this time, the first flight was from Nanaimo to Calgary, 
where we had an hour and a half between our second flight, which then took 
us to the Pearson International Airport on the west side of Toronto. It was 
lunchtime for us when we landed in Calgary, so we wanted to find and devour 
some food before we boarded the plane. We had no idea where to find a food 
court, but we checked a digital map and I found one on the other side of the 
terminal. 

 
My mom appeared to the left of me and asked me if I had any luck finding a 
place to have lunch. I told her of my discoveries and that it might take too long 
to get there, but she then informed me that the Calgary airport had its own 
indoor transport system solely for the purpose of getting to other parts of the 
terminal quickly. That fact made our decision to go to the food court, so we 
gathered the other three Doehlers and made our way down the hall to the 
nearest station. 

 
We only had to wait about thirty seconds before a shuttle-bus showed up. We 
told the driver that we were heading to Section A, which was where the food 
court was located. The food court would have taken us three times longer to 
get to if it were not for the shuttle-bus, and we would have had little to no time 
to eat our lunch on ground-level before we had to board the plane. But now, 
we had an entire forty-five minutes to eat and get back to the gate before we 
began boarding. There was a large table across from the food court that was 
empty, which we claimed immediately. My parents were clueless about this at 
first, but I had brought two Subway cards that I had earned in my class at 
school weeks earlier with me because I had anticipated that we would need to 
have lunch at some point during our travel. My parents were already eyeing 



the prices of food there and quickly realized that most of the food was close 
to, if not double its regular price. I then pulled out my gift cards and offered to 
buy my sister and I lunch at Subway, so my parents did not have to pay the 
heinous twenty-one dollars for two footlong sandwiches. They smiled so I went 
up with my sister and ordered what we wanted. 

 
Both my parents and my sister thanked me after we returned from paying for 
our lunch. They also had bought sandwiches for themselves and a slice of pizza 
from another restaurant for my brother. They had begun eating them as my 
sister and I were getting seated. We all had just enough time to eat at least half 
of our sandwiches and board our plane where we gladly ate the rest of them. 

 
My second story takes place in Toronto on New Year’s Day, the day we were 
having our big family reunion at my grandparents’ house. Earlier in the 
afternoon, my grandparents were trying to plan on what to make for dinner 
that evening. My dad and I had brought some recipes that with us to Toronto 
that we liked because I wanted to do some cooking one night while we were 
there so my grandparents did not have to. So, I had offered that afternoon on 
New Year’s Day to make one of my favourite recipes that I had cooked back at 
home for dinner because the food was really good. It was meatball, pineapple, 
and pepper skewers with barbecue sauce, grilled on the barbecue. My 
grandmother said yes, so, I started making them. It usually takes just over an 
hour to prepare the skewers themselves, but my dad and one of my grand-
uncles helped me with putting together the many skewers that there were, 
and that sped up the preparation time by a great deal. After all of the skewers 
were assembled, I took them outside where I set up the barbecue and laid the 
skewers out to cook. The recipe instructed me to baste the skewers with the 
barbecue sauce that I had prepared earlier so that the sauce would stick to the 
skewers and not drip while eating. I spent about forty-five minutes doing that 
and I had asked my dad to come outside where the barbecue was a couple of 
times to flip the skewers while I was coating them, so they did not burn. I had 
made a few special orders for my aunt, who was vegetarian, so she could enjoy 
the skewers without any meat, and I had taken the extra precaution to cook 
them first and away from the other skewers, so I did not get any meatball 
residue on them.  

 
After all the skewers were cooked and ready, I brought them inside on a 
sizeable platter. I had noticed that there were a few eyes that lit up at the smell 
of freshly barbecued food, which hinted to me that people were going to enjoy 
them. My grandmother had just rung the dinner bell for everyone to get 
seated. There were thousands of appetizers out before dinner had started so 



my skewers and some perogies that my grandmother had cooked were pretty 
much the main meal. My skewers were eaten as quickly as they had been 
taken. That made me feel quite elated to know that people were enjoying 
them. 

 
But what I think was the most memorable part of this though, was actually two 
days after when I had a sleep-over with my cousins because one of them 
wanted to give me a toonie for the skewers I had made a few nights before, 
and I never thought this would ever happen, but I said that she did not need 
to pay me back, but rather that she should pay it forward. My cousin looked 
confused at first, but I explained the concept to her, and I think she understood 
it afterwards. It made me smile. 

 
What began as a joke about my friend Merlin and I starting a campaign on 
GoFundMe to get money to buy each of us a drone, morphed into a brilliant 
idea to help society, and a third deed worth writing about. 

 
Merlin and I wanted to get a drone, especially myself because I had so many 
awesome ideas for aerial photography. But, after looking around on the 
website, GoFundMe, for a few minutes, we quickly realized that it was not a 
site necessarily intended for personal gain. What we realized was that 
GoFundMe was supposed to be for raising money for actual problems or 
benefits to society. That was when an idea sparked in my head. I had 
remembered from last year all the learning about and fundraising our class 
did for a non-profit charity called Nourish Cowichan, who helped feed children 
and families living in poverty all around the Cowichan Valley. In total, our class 
had raised three-thousand ninety dollars for Nourish Cowichan before the end 
of January through class entrepreneurial sales and food and drink fundraisers 
at our school. I thought of this for only a few seconds and then texted Merlin 
before bed one night and told him about my idea to create a GoFundMe 
campaign to fundraise for Nourish Cowichan and all of the children in the 
Cowichan Valley who need food. 

 
Over the winter break, Merlin and I met at Merlin’s house to discuss and set 
up our campaign. We used his computer to go through the steps of setting up 
the campaign and how to do it best, but we quickly figured out that we were 
hilariously bad at creating a campaign name. Our original name for the 
campaign was “Save the Children of Cowichan” and we started laughing madly 
after we thought about the name deeper because it did not quite relate to 
what we wanted to call it. It sounded kind of like the “children” were trapped 
or in danger of a something, for example, and that they needed saving and 



that was not our intended approach. Though, after what seemed like an 
eternity of trial and error of trying to find an acceptable name, we did think up 
one that actually sounded like it would work. We congratulated ourselves a bit 
too early though because that was only the first step in many that we had to 
complete in order to have a fully-running campaign. 

 
After we got the GoFundMe set up, however, we began to plan out a course of 
action. The only way we would probably raise money would be through 
friendly advertisement and support from friends and family. That meant we 
had to get the word out by any means possible. Because we are not finished 
with the fundraiser yet, our future plan has two steps to it right now. First, we 
are going to try and get our parents to post a link on social media so people 
can see what we have committed ourselves to. Secondly, we want to e-mail 
Nourish Cowichan themselves and let them know that we are doing this 
fundraiser for them. This process does take some time, though, and we are 
only at the beginning. That is why I would consider this last good deed to be a 
deed-in-progress, but in the end, I think that we can be successful if we just 
put our minds to it. 

 
I found this assignment very inspiring and it made me realize just how 
significant good deeds are in our everyday life. This assignment was not only 
to encourage us to do good deeds but to share happiness in helping the world. 
It was unquestionable that I felt joyous and happy while performing these 
deeds, and even though people may not know about certain deeds you do, 
they do not change their effect on society. J.R.R Tolkien states it clearly: “Deeds 
will not be less valiant because they are unpraised.” That is all undeniably true 
to the last word. 

____________________________________ 
 
 
Alex E. 2023 
 

The Gift of Giving 
 
You should always do kind things for people, like holding a door or giving a 
compliment. However, you should take it up a step every once in a while, 
whether it's volunteering for a charity, or donating. This could be food, 
clothing, money or time. My family donates all of these things throughout the 
year to several charities, but over the winter break, I did some extra kind things 
for other people.  



 
The first act of kindness we did was helping people after the windstorm that 
occurred before Christmas. Our street was an absolute mess with 3 trees that 
had fallen on power lines and our neighbourhood was without power for just 
under 6 days. The neighbours that live beside us were gone on vacation at the 
time, so my Mom and I went to their house and moved branches that had 
covered up their car. Another thing we did was help move belongings into the 
crawl space of an elderly man whose house had been cut in half by a massive 
tree. Our neighbours were grateful for our help when the returned.  
 
The second act of kindness we did was helping out a family friend. Our friend 
is about to start chemotherapy for breast cancer, so my mom and I baked 
cookies for her children's lunches to help while she is receiving treatment. We 
also gave her a journal and some fun pens to help her document her journey. 
She was very grateful and said she didn’t realize how good something like fun 
coloured pens could make her feel. It was nice to see the smile we brought to 
her face.  
  
The final act of kindness we did was donating to the SPCA. The SPCA runs a 
food bank for low-income families and rescue animals. My mom drove me to 
Pet Smart and we looked around the store for animal food. I ended up picking 
out a big bag of dog food and cat food plus some extra treats. I paid for them 
using some of my birthday money and then drove out to the SPCA and 
unloaded the food. We gave all of the food to the staff and they were very 
grateful.  
 
It is always uplifting to do something kind for others, especially when they 
don’t expect it. I must say, over the winter break I really enjoyed helping out 
other people and making them feel happy. I am looking forward to continuing 
to do these kinds of things for others, especially helping at the SPCA. 
____________________________________ 
 
 
Brooklyn F. 2023 
 

Powerful Acts 

 
When I was younger I did not realize how powerful acts of kindness are. One 
day, while I was at my Meme’s (great-grandma’s) house in Prince Rupert (my 
mother and father's hometown), she gave me my Papa’s (great-grandpa’s) 



cowboy hat. My papa passed away before I was born. From the stories I’ve 
heard, Papa predicted during my mom’s pregnancy that I would be a girl. I’ve 
heard that he was ecstatic about my arrival. Sadly, Papa died of cancer months 
before my birthday. When Meme gave me this hat I was so touched by her 
thoughtfulness that I always feel as if I want to pass on the joy.  
Now, to the point, here is how I decided to pay it forward or spread joy over 
the holidays. I decided to do a good deed for my riding coach Cathie. Although 
it wasn't really for her, more for the pony she adopted. The good deed was to 
help Cathie train a miniature pony named Maggie. Maggie was depressed and 
felt unloved when she arrived at the barn. She was bonded to an old mare 
named Whoopie. Whoopie had recently passed away, and ever since then, 
Maggie has not been the same. Once I started to work with her you could see 
her attitude changing. She was no longer moody or hard to catch from her 
paddock, but instead, Maggie would be waiting at the gate for me. She now 
whinnies when she sees me. This deed not only made me happy but also 
Maggie and Cathie were elated as well. 
 
The second good deed I performed was being out on the boat with my dad 
and deciding to catch some seafood for our neighbours. We caught over 100 
prawns!  I helped my dad wash and package them and then walked down our 
road on the night before Christmas Eve in the rain to deliver some prawns. 
When I got there, the elderly couple creaked open their door. Their faces lit up 
with joy when they saw me, I don't even think they noticed the prawns. They 
were happy for a visitor. When I passed them the prawns, they were even 
happier. After that, they invited me into their large old home and offered me 
a fresh cookie they had just baked themselves. I took it and it was delicious. 
We had a short visit and I gave them a warm smile as walked through the door.  
 
The third act of kindness was when I helped out someone who is very special 
to me; my brother. He was having a rough time a couple of nights ago so I got 
him up and out of his bed. He sulked but I knew he would appreciate it in the 
long run. We made cookies together, actually more like experimented on 
cookies. We added banana peanut butter and chocolate chips, to be honest, 
they were not that good at all, but it was great to get to spend time together. 
Then we played the Wii for hours. We Mario Karted to the death.  
 
Throughout this inspiration wall, I have learned just how important acts of 
kindness are. Everyone was so thankful for the kindness I showed them. I am 
thankful that you gave me the chance to realize this. Thank you for reading my 
story. 
____________________________________ 
 



Dylan G. 2023 
 

Kindness is Key 

 
For my first act of kindness, I donated items of clothing On Wednesday, 
January 2nd I decided I was going to collect all of my clothes that either were 
too small or that I didn’t wear and put them in a garbage bag. No, I wasn’t going 
to throw them out, I was going to bring them to a homeless shelter in 
Duncan.  So I did that… at least… part of that.  I did gather all of my clothes, 
and we did go up to Duncan where my family would go out for lunch and then 
go bowling afterwards.  But I had one problem - I forgot the garbage bag right 
next to the front door.  Typical Dylan.  In fact, just a few days prior, I had 
forgotten my water bottle at the door before I went to basketball.  My dad had 
realized this while we were eating lunch.  He and my mom were irritated at me 
while my sister was laughing.  My parents told me that they weren’t going to 
drive me all the way up to Duncan again and that I would have to give my 
clothes to another place.  So a few days later I went up to the Salvation Army 
and donated my clothes there.  I know it’s not as good as giving my clothes 
directly to homeless people, but I still got a nice warm, fuzzy feeling inside 
when I handed my big bag to the lovely lady working there. 
 
It was a Thursday night, and I was getting ready for bed and thinking what my 
other two good deeds could be when my “lovely and beautiful mother” came 
up with an excellent idea.  Back when I was a very young campus kid, every 
once in a while some parents would invite all of the campus kids over to the 
gym to run around and play together. Of course, back then there were very 
few kids to invite.  My mom’s brilliant idea was to invite all of the young campus 
kids to the Foote Centre and look after the adorable little brats.  I sent all of 
their parents an email that went like this: 
 
Hi Brentwood Residential Families, 
 
Have your kids been trapped inside by the rain?  Are they driving you crazy?  Would 
you like me to take them off your hands for an hour so they can expel some energy? 
 
This Sunday from 1:00-2:00 I am able to look after your kids in the Foote Centre. 
There will be plenty of fun games for your children to do, the greatest sport of all 
time (basketball) being one of them. You can drop them off and pick them up at 
any time in this hour and it will be completely free of charge. 
 
Cheers, Dylan  



 

That Sunday I ventured down to the Foote Centre with my best friend - my 
basketball. I got there a bit early so I could get out some basketballs, 
dodgeballs, and volleyballs for the youngins. I thought I would have to find a 
different good deed because no one had shown and it was one o’clock 
already.  I was about to give up on this idea but then suddenly a horde of kids 
showed up at the door.  They came in and then, without warning, started 
playing “run away from Dylan.”  It took a while to catch all of them and then 
convince them to play something else.  Next, we played tag for a bit.  Cormac 
was the king of that game as he was the oldest (except me),  and fastest out of 
all of us (I blame that on my unathletic Gage genes).  Then we shot some 
baskets (or at least tried to).  Unfortunately, most of them weren’t very 
interested in that so we moved on to the next game: hide and seek.  It was 
pretty easy for me as the seeker as they would all hide together and in the 
same place every time.  During that game, the youngsters discovered the most 
interesting thing in the monstrous building: the elevator.  For the rest of the 
time with the fascinated kids, we were heading up to the fieldhouse and then 
back down to the lower level.  Before long the exhausted children went back 
home with their parents and left me in the gym to shoot some hoops. 
  
Before the kids got to the Foote Centre I thought that it would be the longest 
hour of my life, but no, writing this was. 
 
Here is the story of my final deed. I had just finished a spectacular spaghetti 
and meatballs dinner and going to the Foote Centre to watch the Jr. Girls 
basketball game.  I got there in my flip flops because I wasn’t expecting to run 
around.  I then realized Jack N-G was the referee, so I asked him if he needed 
any help.  He said yes but I needed a whistle.  My dad was there as well, he 
looked at me and then pulled out his whistle for me to use.  So there I was.  In 
my flip flops and spaghetti stained T-shirt running around reffing Jr. Girls 
basketball.  It was a lot more fun than I expected, and pretty funny too.  
Whenever Jack or I made a call we looked at each other wondering if it was the 
right one and occasionally laughing at each other because it wasn’t.  But the 
funniest and saddest thing of all is that neither team bothered to shake our 
hands after.  When I got back home my mom asked how it was.  I said good, 
as any 13-year-old boy says.  “I guess you’ve finished all your good deeds now,” 
she said with a smile. 
 
“What do you mean?... Oh OH OH!” I exclaimed. 
 



I had done a good deed without even knowing it, and in my opinion, those are 
the best ones because you don’t do it for a mark, you do it out of the kindness 
of your heart.  
____________________________________ 
 
 
Noah H. 2023 
 

Size Doesn’t Matter 
 
We were assigned homework called “Pay It Forward” that took me part of the 
winter break to complete. Paying It Forward is showing an act of kindness 
which helps people in your community or anyone in that matter. You could say 
holding the door or saying may I instead of can I am an example of paying it 
forward (which it is), but there is never a limit of being nice to someone. Now 
I will be telling you the 3 deeds which I have done during the winter break. 
 
One night, my Dad and I were walking back from the grocery store to put our 
things away in the car when suddenly, I felt a small gust of wind brush against 
my spine. It felt as if someone's presence was gently tapping my shoulder. I 
turned around to see an innocent young man requesting for something I did 
not understand. I looked at my Dad with confusion as I shrugged my shoulders 
to this mans incomprehensive language. I finally asked, “What are you saying?” 
He said to me, “Please, I need to go to the mosque to do my prayer.” Without 
hesitation, I said, “Sure! We will give you a ride.” My Dad smiled and patted me 
on the shoulder. That was my first good deed.  
 
After a long dreary day at Brentwood, I made a trip uptown to get some food 
and drinks for my roommate and I. As I walked along the sidewalk, I looked up 
and saw headlights as bright as the sun flash against my eyes. I continued to 
walk so I didn’t make a scene. Finally, after regaining my eyesight, I turned the 
corner going to Thrifty’s when something caught my eye. An old lady was 
struggling to get her groceries to her car and was not receiving any help from 
anybody. I instantly sprinted toward her, picked up her grocery bags using all 
my strength, and brought it all to her car. She smiled at me and said, “ Why 
thank you, young man.” 
 
One beautiful morning, I decided to go out and swim in our pool. My brother 
Jude and I were changing into our swim shorts and all of a sudden I head the 
voice of a man yelling outside. I rushed downstairs to investigate and it was 
our gardener. He pleaded, “Please I need water!” I jolted towards the kitchen 



to pour him a glass of water, but my hands were shaking because of how much 
pressure I was under. However, I somehow managed to pour the water into 
the cup before an accident could have occurred. I scurried to the window he 
was speaking through, opened the window, and gave him the glass of water. 
As the water entered into his mouth, he looked at me and said, “Thank you, 
Noah, may God be with you.” 
 
My life lesson from Pay It Forward is that doing good things for the people, the 
community, and everybody else, will impact them and put a smile on their face. 
No matter how big or small doing good things are, you are helping them 
massively and there is nothing better than helping good people. 
____________________________________ 
 
 
Caleigh H.M. 2023 
 

Feel-good Deeds 

 
In order to make the world a better place, everyone needs to step up and do 
the right thing - without the thought of a reward compelling them to do so. In 
the grade eight classroom, we are all going to do our part by completing three 
selfless acts with no hopes of reward or praise. For some people, walking up 
to a stranger and asking if you can help with anything is not the easiest thing, 
but when you help someone, you feel good about your choices - and yourself 
in general. From helping busy people with small tasks to going out on your 
own and doing something for the world, good deeds will make you feel good.  
 
It was the end of the school day and Lily, Skye and I went down to laundry to 
lend a hand to the laundry ladies. When we asked, they showed the three of 
us to some small looking white cupboards and told us that it would be amazing 
if we cleaned them out for them. We all grabbed our cloths and headed to the 
cupboards, ready for what we thought would be a two-minute job, and opened 
the white cabinets to see mountains of assorted cleaning supplies, stick-on 
labels, boxes full of a plethora of different items, and scattered loose papers. 
We looked at each other - wide-eyed and gaping at the piles upon piles of 
clutter - and simultaneously bent down to start chipping at the chore of 
emptying the overstuffed cupboards in order to wipe them clean. Our two-
minute job soon turned into a thirty-minute job, and as we cleaned, the 
cupboards soon refilled with their original contents, except in a more 
organized fashion. When we finished, we packed up our cloths and dumped 



the soapy water into the janitor’s closet sink like the laundry ladies asked, and 
headed back upstairs, which leads me to my next deed. 
 
After our experience in laundry, Lily, Skye and I were making our way to the 
classroom when we noticed a member of the kitchen staff hurrying past us 
with her arms full of cleaning supplies. We all paused and looked at each other 
for a second, then walked towards the door that the woman had disappeared 
through; ready to assist the busy kitchen staff. We waited awkwardly outside 
the door to the kitchen for about two minutes before another worker came 
out and noticed us. We offered our assistance and were automatically whisked 
into the McNeills Centre and had brooms, cloths and a bucket of sudsy water 
thrust into our hands. The kitchen lady who had escorted us to our task 
explained that we were to wipe down all of the furniture - even the backs of 
the chairs and the couches - and once we were done that, we would sweep the 
floor. When the woman left we all got right to work. Lily started at the booth 
in the back and Skye tackled the long table and its chairs while I started on the 
couches by the fire. We worked our way towards the center of the room, and 
when we had wiped down all the surfaces in McNeills, Lily, Skye and I 
brandished our brooms and started sweeping. Since it was almost Christmas, 
a beautiful tree had been decorated and put up in the corner of the room, and 
as a result of the festivity, there were pine needles all over the floor. Once we 
had cleaned up all the pine needles, dirt, dust and little bits of garbage that 
were strewn around the floor, we put away our cloths and brooms and 
dumped out the soapy water, then headed on our separate ways. 
 
A couple of days after winter break started, my mom needed to go up to the 
shopping center to pick up some groceries. Much to her surprise, I told her 
that I was going to come with her, not for the rush of produce shopping, but 
to complete my third good deed. On the short walk up to Thrifty Foods, I picked 
up all the pieces of garbage I saw. Large chip bags, small bits of plastic 
wrappers, and pieces off of cars that had been broken off. Just on the walk, I 
collected one garbage bag full of miscellaneous trash. When I got home, I 
realized that even if you are not going to spend half-an-hour walking around 
picking up garbage, a fifteen-minute pickup makes that much of a difference. 
 
Throughout this assignment, I started to realize that no matter how small the 
deed, the impact is the same. Even if you take five minutes in between other 
things you do throughout the day and pick up some trash on your way to your 
next meeting, that is one less bad thing impacting the world and one more 
thing to feel good about. Even if the deeds are selfless and you have no hope 
of a reward when completing them, you will always get something out of doing 
something kind; good deeds make you feel good. 



____________________________________ 
 
 
Lochlan K. 2023 
 

A Prudent Winter Break 

 
Doing good deeds for people always makes me feel good about myself. It’s 
always important to do good for other people so Karma can bring good back 
to you, but also so you can make a difference in yourself and other people.  
 
It was a Friday night and I was hanging out with my friends at the skating rink 
in Duncan. We were walking down the hallway as I saw a person loading the 
vending machines who appeared to have down syndrome. He was struggling 
with getting Pepsi bottles out of the plastic packaging. I told my friends to wait 
up for me so that I could help him out. I greeted him and asked if he needed 
any help, and he told me that he couldn’t cut the packaging open. So I asked 
to see his X-Acto blade to see if I was able to open it myself. He handed it to 
me and sure enough, I cut the plastic open. I then started to help him load the 
bottles into the vending machine. He thanked me for the help and I was on my 
way. My friends told me that that was very nice of me. I just told them to try 
paying it forward. 
 
You may have heard of or experienced the storms this winter break; my family 
and I sure did. No one got it worse than my neighbour though. Two trees fell 
down and took out her carport and chicken coop. We were watching the storm 
from the safety of our home when we heard a huge crash. We looked to see 
what happened and noticed that two trees had fallen in our elderly 
neighbour's property. We walked over to her house even though it wasn’t safe 
to be outside, and offered to let her stay with us until the damage on her 
property is fixed. She ended up having to stay with us over a 6-day period, but 
we were happy to have her. This taught me that people can always reach out 
and help if they try. 
 
Last Thursday I was riding on the Brentwood Bay Ferry on my way back home 
from Davis’ house when I saw a man riding his bike onto the ferry. When we 
were paying for our tickets, the man with the bike didn’t know that it would 
cost extra to bring his bike onto the boat. Unfortunately, he didn’t have enough 
money and they were going to turn the boat around but when I heard that, I 
offered to pay the extra fee. He said that I really didn’t have to do that but I 
insisted because I knew that was the right thing to do. He thanked me and I  



told him to simply Pay It Forward.  
 
In conclusion, doing these good deeds have really made me feel better about 
myself. Being thoughtful towards others is very important and has made me 
think about how many opportunities we have to make a difference, even if it 
is small. This essay has inspired me to do more good deeds in the future and 
I hope everyone in the class feels that way too. 
____________________________________ 
 
 
Christine L. 2023 
 

Why Not? 

 
Kindness, a virtue that the world will never have enough of. These three stories 
are about times that I acted to spread some kindness with a few simple good 
deeds. 
 
My first act of kindness took place on a Wednesday afternoon. I decided to 
clean out my closet, go through my old things, and decide what I wanted to 
donate to the Salvation Army. My mom and I drove to the Salvation Army 
nearby and donated three boxes of my old toys, clothes, books, and shoes. 
The staff looked very grateful and I felt very warm and fuzzy. My mom was 
happy to get rid of the clutter, and we both felt better about giving it away 
instead of throwing out some sentimental stuff. I hoped that someone else 
would enjoy my old things as much I did. 
 
Secondly, I decided that I wanted to do something to help the environment. I 
walked around my neighbourhood with my dog, a garbage bag, and some 
gloves and picked up garbage. I ended up walking around my neighbourhood 
for around an hour and filled up two garbage bags full to the brim. Many 
people threw me odd looks and some smiled at me encouragingly. Regardless, 
I continued to clean the neighbourhood and it resulted in a healthier 
environment and a thoroughly exercised dog. 
 
For my third and final good deed, I assisted a woman in crutches and a cast. 
She was struggling to load her groceries onto the counter for the cashier. I 
knew that it would not take me long to help her and there was no reason for 
me not to, so I helped her load the groceries onto the counter and carried 
them to her car. She told me that she was eternally grateful for my help and 



offered to pay for my groceries, which I politely declined. I gave her a hug and 
waved goodbye as I walked away with a wide grin on my face. 
 
During this assignment, I learned that there is no reason not to take five 
minutes out of your day to help someone or something in need. There are 
some things that no one else will even think of to do so it is our privilege to get 
to do them and feel warm and fuzzy afterward. So hold that door open, give 
that person a compliment, talk to the new kid, and smile at strangers. Why 
not? 
____________________________________ 
 
 
Jayden L. 2023 
 

Small Things 

 
Service is the spirit of Christmas, and so this Christmas, I have been challenged 
to do three or more good deeds and write about them. I decided to assist the 
elderly, kids, and the community. 
 
I know this older lady that struggles with social interaction and fitting in. But 
she is a very sweet woman, and I thought it would be nice to give her some 
cookies and say hi. So that is what we did, we also dropped off cookies at four 
other families in need. We went to Sister Lucas’s house and knocked on the 
door. She came to the door and asked who it was without opening the door. 
We told her who we were and then she answered, we gave her the cookies 
and she got very excited. We stayed to talk to her for a bit and then headed 
home, on the way back I could not stop thinking about how excited she was to 
see us. It truly warmed my heart when we dropped off those cookies, it was 
then that knew that those cookies probably warmed her heart as well. 
 
Secondly, I went and volunteered to help coach my brother’s basketball lesson. 
It was a fun experience to have the little kids look up to you. I think that they 
liked me because I helped them and played with them and did my best to make 
them better. I taught them how to make layups and shoot properly, whether 
they applied these new skills I do not know. What made it more fun was that 
my Dad also coached, and the head of the DBA appreciated my service. I felt 
good to help the kids learn and become better at basketball. 
 
And finally, I participated in the church pageant. At first, I thought that being 
in a pageant was not really serving my community. But as I did the play, I saw 



all the happy faces, and most of the people I had never seen before. And after 
I performed I felt overwhelmed with happiness and joy, because of the 
Christmas spirit. So many people I had never seen before thanked me for the 
good time. 
 
The true meanings of Christmas are service, love, and family. It goes deeper 
than that though, for after I was given the challenge to write about good deeds, 
it inspired me to do more good deeds, and it makes me happy. Service is not 
a chore, it is a way of life and the key to becoming a better person. 
____________________________________ 
 
 
Lucas M. 2023 
 

Better for All  

 
It was a cold day in downtown Hong Kong, not particularly cold for me, but for 
the locals, it was freezing. The temperature was about 12 degrees Celsius. I 
was going with a friend to a nearby skatepark for the day. We had two choices, 
we could take the bus and get there faster, but the seats were uncomfortable, 
or we could take the ferry and have comfortable seats. The downside of the 
ferry is that it would take longer to get to where we wanted to go. We 
eventually decided on taking the ferry because we had a long day ahead of us 
and we wanted to be comfortable. When we got off of the ferry we noticed a 
homeless man on the side of the street. He looked like every other homeless 
man on the streets until we noticed that he was missing a leg. Before I knew it 
I felt a wall of sadness punched me in the face. I thought to myself  “being 
homeless must be hard, but being homeless without a leg would be so much 
harder”. And so I took it upon myself to make this man's life a lot better. There 
were lots of ways that I could help him but the way that I decided on was going 
to make him a little care package of supplies, food, and water. So when my 
friend and I got back from the skatepark, I grabbed some money out of my 
wallet and bought supplies for him. For the food, I bought him rice and 
flavouring, but I knew that he did not have a rice maker so I got pre-cooked 
rice. For the water, I bought him regular bottled water, but I bought a lot of it. 
Finally, for the supplies, I bought him a camping mat to make him more 
comfortable. I bought him a toothbrush and toothpaste and a blanket for the 
cold nights. I brought all of the supplies back to my house and put them into a 
bag for the next day. On the day of my mission, I grabbed my bag and slowly 
walked out of the house (it was so heavy). With great difficulty, I bought the 
bag to the man. At first, he did not know what I was doing but when I pulled 



all of the stuff out of my bag he was so happy, and this brought so much joy 
to my heart. 
For my second deed, I helped an animal in need of attention. Where I live there 
is a pet rescue agency called PAWS (Progressive Animal Welfare Society), and 
they rescue animals and find them homes. I have always admired this 
company because they do the work that nobody wants to do, so I decided that 
I was going to make a difference to an unsuspecting animal. I was not going to 
do just a one-off, no I was going to do a good deed for 2 weeks in a row to 
make a difference. I was going to try and care for an animal to try and make 
its life better. I was not going to put any money into the animal because I had 
already spent a lot of money on the homeless man, but I was going to make 
its life better by helping him with his daily jobs. The animal that I chose was a 
hairless cat named Nicholas. Nicholas was abandoned by his owners after he 
was born a different breed than they wanted. He was thrown out of the house 
and left to die on the side of the road. When he was found Nicholas was in 
critical condition and was not expected to live. He had a punctured lung, his 
tail was not intact and part of his ear was missing. I made a few phone calls, 
and before I knew it I was taking care of a bald cat. On my first day, I was 
incredibly nervous about what I was going to do at an animal rescuing 
company. When I finally got to PAWS nobody greeted me because they all 
spoke Chinese, plus they were busy. I went to the receptionist and told her 
who I was (in Chinese) and she pointed me to a room in the corner. When I 
walked into the room I saw Nicholas in a tub having a bath. He looked like he 
was having a good time in the warm water. I kneeled down and grabbed some 
shampoo and started to wash him. I had never touched a hairless cat before, 
so when I did it was very strange. They have very soft skin,  which I did not 
expect. After Nicholas’s bath, we went to the medical wing to check on him. As 
usual now that he had healed, Nicholas was healthy. Once we did that, I took 
Nicholas to the stimulation room or as I called it, the playroom. This was where 
he got all of his exercises for the day. I have to say that helping someone other 
than a human nice it felt like I was giving back to society. The routine stayed 
that same both weeks. I enjoyed it very much. 
 
For my third and final good deed over the holiday, I helped cook and serve hot 
meals to the homeless people of Hong Kong. At the school that I used to go to 
in Hong Kong, they sent out an email with plenty of things to volunteer for. 
Because they had not yet deleted my school email, I could still access the list. 
And one of the things on this list was a homeless shelter that needed help 
serving and preparing hot meals. And just like that, I decided that I was going 
to help out at a homeless shelter for my third good deed. To get into the 
homeless shelter I had to do a lot of complex emailing to some strange people. 
But when I got there I realized why the email responses were such broken 
English because the people that worked there did not look like they were in 



the best of shape. When I got to the shelter the people were already preparing 
the chilli. I did not need to talk to anybody and just got to work peeling and 
cutting onions. When I was done I dumped all of the onions in the huge pot. 
Soon after I finished this I heard shouting at the entrance. It was the homeless 
people coming in the door. And this made me very happy to see all of their 
faces eager at the promise of a meal. 
 
I have learned a lot over the course of this winter, and my acts towards others 
actually made me feel happy and like I made a significant difference in 
someone’s life. I am glad that I took the time to buy supplies for someone in 
need, or care for an animal in need. Overall, I enjoyed making life better for 
all. 
____________________________________ 
 
 
Jonah M. 2023 

 

The Kindness in Everyone 

 
Christmas is the season of giving. Giving can make you way happier than 
getting, and in the spirit of Christmas, I found three ways to give back. 
 
At first, I didn’t know what to do for my good deeds, so asked my mom what 
she thought would be a good idea. She called up her friend and asked if there 
was anything I could do to help. Turns out, she and her family were going to 
stand outside and collect donations for the Salvation Army. It didn’t seem like 
a very ‘fun’ way to help people, but when we arrived, I realized that I was 
wrong. We stood outside, the cold air nipping at my fingers, and sang. We 
stood there for almost an hour and a half. We sang many different Christmas 
carols like 12 Days of Christmas, Rudolf the Red-Nosed Reindeer, and other 
classics. The passing pedestrians were nice enough; although not all of them 
donated, they smiled and thanked us for doing it. There is nothing better than 
just being with friends and doing something good for other people.  
 
Later that same day, I ended up doing my second good deed. Another one of 
my mom’s friends knew of a nursing home near Shawnigan Village. I asked my 
mom if they would mind if I could go there with my grandma and play a few 
Christmas carols for them on my violin. We called up the nursing home and 
asked if and when I would be able to play. We ended up arranging for me to 
go play shortly after collecting donations for the Salvation Army. Like most of 



the island, there was no power in the nursing home. We were greeted by a 
nice assistant who led us to a small room with a piano and about 90% of the 
nursing home inside. It was quiet, except for the muffled drone of the power 
generator. I nudged my way up to the piano and introduced myself. We played 
about ten different carols before finishing off with a gypsy dance. Everyone 
enjoyed the music and I was grateful for the chance to spread Christmas cheer. 
 
My third and final good deed wasn’t arranged or planned, it just happened. 
We were at the church for the Christmas Eve ceremony. There was this nice 
lady handing out hymnals to everyone. She passed the final one to me and 
hadn’t left one for her and her husband. She and her husband sat down next 
to me. I felt bad because they were just volunteers trying to do the right thing. 
As we were singing the first hymn, I nudged her and motioned toward my book 
for her to read this book. It seems small and insignificant, but it is sometimes 
the small things in life that matter. The ceremony continued, the peaceful, 
joyous atmosphere was wonderful. As the night came to an end, and the 
candles were lit and the fire passed around. I was my pleasure to pass my 
flame to her. 
 
Being nice isn’t hard, or difficult. There's no reason not to be nice. The question 
you should be asking yourself isn’t why should I be nice, but why not? 
____________________________________ 
 
 
Skye M. 2023 

 

The Kindness Cycle 

 
The world thrives off of kind gestures. As a class, we have been asked to do 
three good deeds because, as we know, thoughtfulness is contagious. 
Throughout my selfless acts, I have helped in the laundry room, cleaned the 
McNeil’s Center and given a gift card to a homeless person in need. 
 
The Brentwood laundry room is such a kind place. Every day, the kind people 
downstairs are making our Brentwood experience ten times better. One 
afternoon after school, Caleigh, Lily and I all went down to help out there. The 
laundry staff thought that we were, but we told them that it was our choice 
and we just wanted to help out. They were a little surprised at our request but 
gave us the job of cleaning some cupboards. Our hearts stopped for a split 
second when we saw the rows upon rows of stuff that lay before us, but soon 



we were cleaning. When we were scrubbing the cabinets, the atmosphere 
seemed so happy. All of us were listening to music and having fun, making a 
job that most would find wearisome, enjoyable. It was then that I realized this 
is what the staff of the laundry do every day, making happiness out of 
something could be quite tedious. By the end of this deed, I vowed that next 
time I am given a job, I would not be down about it, but instead, look for the 
joy in simple tasks. 
 
The second gesture I did was cleaning McNeil’s. This was also done with my 
companions Caleigh and Lily. We are generally used to McNeil’s being loud and 
busy, but when we arrived it was quiet and calm. The festivity of Christmas was 
also everywhere. From the huge tree in the corner but most importantly the 
act of giving we were pursuing. The kitchen staff seemed happy about our 
gesture of helping and with a smile gave us a broom and a bucket of water. As 
we were sweeping and cleaning the furniture, the same happy feeling from 
the laundry was in the air. As a result, the floor was gleaming and so was the 
furniture. I really realized how much the staff do to keep our school tidy and 
safe, as cleaning McNeil’s took about half an hour.   
 
Lastly, I gave help to a man in need. This deed gave me the greatest happiness 
out of all of them. It started in the late afternoon. We were in the car, stopped 
at a traffic light. As I observed the street, I saw an impoverished old man 
hunched over, with a cap in one hand. The sight really made me tearful. I 
looked at my mom and almost immediately she handed me the McDonalds 
gift card to give to him. I started speaking out of the window trying to get his 
attention. It was apparent he had a lack of hearing, but I persisted. We finally 
caught eye contact and he started walking over with a hobble. As he got to the 
car, I gave him the card with a smile. The man was quite puzzled at first as to 
what it was, but then he said: “I am going to eat today”. Those four words made 
my day.  
 
These kind deeds make the world go round. My amicable gestures consisted 
of cleaning the laundry building for busy workers, washing chairs in McNeil’s 
and handing a gift card to a homeless person. Helping others is a cycle, one 
good deed leads to another, which then leads to another, creating a more safe 
and positive environment as the deeds go on. 

 



Lessons
 
Throughout my Pay it Forward assignment,
and even the process of editing other
people’s descriptions of their own encounters
with selflessness, I was reminded of the
impact on yourself and others that doing
thoughtful deeds has. Not only are you made
conscious of the positive effects your actions
have on others, but you are also uplifted in
spirits by the reactions you receive when you
do something for someone else. An action
that may seem small or insignificant to you
might mean the world to the person receiving
your thoughtfulness, so keep that in mind
when you see the chance to lend a hand to
someone or something in need.
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