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HIGHLY COMMENDED 

COPY PASTE PERFECTION by GURLEEN ]HAJJ 

I
t is in human nature to be imperfect. Yet life is
always a pursuit of perfection, a race to claim 

first place. Each day, I see it, the desire to erase 
all traces of error, to smooth out the edges of 
what makes us real. In my classrooms, I see it in 
the way students depend on the internet for the 
'correct' interpretation of a novel, or curating the 
perfect response to a text message, or forming 
perfectly written essays generated by a machine 
which claims to be smarter than us all. But worst 
of all, I see it in myself As a child, my work was 
admired, awed at, and observed, yet today I am 
left grieving the imagination I once had. 

As I stare at the trophy on my shelf, my mind 
wanders to the night of the ceremony. I think 
back to the way the trophy had glistened under 
the spotlight of the stage, my name imprinted 
at its base. First Place: Aspiring Writer. The 
irony hadn't escaped me - not when my fin
gers brushed the engraving, the words feeling 
foreign as if they had belonged to someone else. 
Searching in the crowd, I had found my mother, 
her eyes brimming with tears as she flashed her 
proud smile. 

Thump, thump, thump. 'Can I come in?' 

I steady my breathing, my mind racing back 
to the present. 'Come in.' 

As she kisses my hair and calls me her little 
champ, that same feeling weighs heavy on my 
heart, its weight crushing any pride I had left. 
How much l�nger could I claim words that 
were not mine? I watch as my mother retreats 
to her room still beaming, leaving me alone in 
the silence of the night, leaving me alone to 
pray that somehow the darkness would hide the 
depth of my despair. 

Praise is like music to my ears; it defines the 
rhythm of my life. I should be happy. I should 
be proud. The trophy on my shelf shimmers, as 
though it was making sure I didn't look away. 
A symbol of achievement, but whose achieve
ment? I know failure is inevitable, some may 
even say one of the building blocks of life, yet 
why do I always feel bound by this chain of 
perfection, as though I am running an endless 
marathon? 

Guilt swirls through my chest like a hurricane 
churning through my ribs. 

It had started innocently. Started with 
rewriting a single sentence, just to make it more 
coherent. Rewording a single phrase, just to 
make my thoughts a little clearer. It's not like the 
work wasn't mine; I was just polishing it. Making 
it better. Making it perfect. But somewhere 
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