
 

 
 

The high school where I interned is a community school. The community isn’t exactly the “hood” but 
neither are the students driving Beamers to school. The average student walks or takes the bus and has enough 
money to buy a lunch but not much more. Also, the school is also on the block system meaning students take two 
classes a day and come together for five semesters a year. This system allows students who have been unsuccessful 
at other schools, or students who need to upgrade, to come to this school in what would be the middle of the 
year to catch a class or two that they would otherwise miss out on. Anyway, the result is a school with a 
somewhat transient student body with a disproportionate amount of Grade 12 students. 

 
Enter Alison. Alison is a bright young Grade 12 student with an incendiary love for snowboarding. She 

is pretty and, once upon a time, she was popular. Various misunderstandings— most involving boys, of 
course—have left her out of favor with the rest of the girls at school. This doesn’t matter, though, because 
Alison has snowboarding.  How I met Alison was through the debate team. My Co-op is heavily involved with 
debate and is, of course, the coach of the debate team at the school. He has known Alison for a few years and 
immediately recruited her because of her quick wit, her fearlessness about public speaking and her incessant 
desire to argue about anything. If only he could get Alison to stop, like, using filler words. 

 
In the second block, I had the opportunity to teach Alison as she was in my class. Between two and a half 

hours of class and frequent debate meetings, I got to know Alison rather well. I began to appreciate more and 
more the things that my Co-op also saw in her. Alison was energetic, genuine, bright, and had a rapier-sharp wit. 
However, I also started to learn about the more negative things about her. Well, not so much about her as her life. 
Her parents were an anomaly in that her mother was an addictions counselor while her father was a hopeless 
alcoholic. I won’t go into the details about what Alison’s life at home was like. Needless to say, it was 
uncomfortable and sometimes painful. I also learned that Alison would frequently sleep at friends’ houses 
because of the turmoil at home. Of course none of these friends is from our school. She would have stayed with 
her boyfriend, I suppose, but he is prison. 

 
My Co-op and I have had many conversations regarding Alison and her debating partner, Danielle. Our 

discussions usually center on how ironic it is for two such bright young girls to be embroiled in such messy 
families and relationships. Two girls of such wit and intelligence are capable of so much. This is one of the 
reasons why we are overjoyed that they are in debate. Debate provides them with a venue to exhibit their 
intelligence. It shows them what success looks like. Most of all, it gives them each other. 

 
Anyway, let’s move ahead. It was Friday and we had a debate tournament out-of-town. Fridays at this 

school mean that we are dismissed early. The tournament is actually on Saturday but we have decided to leave 
immediately after school. Sad to say, but we are only taking one team with us today: Alison and Danielle. My job, 
of course, is to pick up the rental van, load everybody up and get us to our destination.  As it turns out, my Co-op 
has forgotten to secure signed permission slips for our two debaters. So, the girls need to go to their respective 
houses and get signatures. They decide that they will also grab some lunch for the road while they are out. I get 
everything ready and packed and wait in the classroom. I am the only one there.  A few minutes goes by when 
Alison comes into the classroom. She is, of course, smiling, and lets me know that they are back and ready to go. 
She apologizes for being late and proceeds to tell me the frantic story about their trip to find signatures and food. 
As she talks about car trouble and rude drivers, I notice something. Every time she laughs, the distinct smell of 
marijuana fills my nostrils. 

 
I’ll admit I wasn’t all that surprised. I suspected she smoked a while ago. What did surprise me was that 

she chose that day to smoke up. Why would she do that? After that, I didn’t hear a single word of her story. This is 
because my mind started to race with questions about what I was supposed to do. As she left the room, my co-op 
returned and I was left struggling with a decision that would either make or break a young girl. Do I tell my co-op? 
Do I turn her in and ruin her chances of going to the tournament and quite possibly coming back with the gold 
medal? Do I keep my mouth shut knowing that the benefits of going to that tournament far outweigh the 
indiscretion of smoking a little joint? Which lesson is more important? What does Alison need me to do? 

 

Discussion: What problem-solving strategies were used and what could have been used? 
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