best column writing
This was a difficult category to judge due to the caliber of the writing and the many different types of columns entered. Keep up the good work.
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ROSS MURRAY

The Record

The Record

Reading Ross Murray’s columns transported me fully into the world
he was describing, be it his dream bookstore, the front seat of his car or
the building of a tin can telephone. His work was thoughtful, funny and
evocative without being contrived or forced. Excellent job.
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CYNTHIA GUNN
Quebec Farmers’ Advocate
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CARMEN MARIE FABIO
Your Local Journal
Carmen Marie Fabio’s columns were a great mix of funny and poignant
that made me both laugh and think. The writing was tight and deft which
added greatly to the readability of the columns.
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Cynthia Gunn’s light, engaging style is very readable and her personal anecdotes
go a long way to broaden the appeal of her column beyond budding chefs.

Honourable Mention:
BERYL WAJSMAN,
The Suburban City Edition
Beryl Wajsman’s political columns were hard-hitting and showed great knowledge of his subjects and the history surrounding them.

Judge: Gordon Cameron, Group Managing Editor, Hamilton Community News, Stoney Creek, ON • Number of entries in the Best Column Writing category: 18
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