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The past few weeks have been a cluster of 
events that allowed us to learn (more) 
about UWC Maastricht. DP2s, this is the 
final half of the UWC journey, the year full 
of some of the best memories and most 
deadlines we’ll probably ever see in our 
lives. My lovely and very energetic firsties, 
it is the beginning of an exciting and chal-
lenging journey. The “UWC Experience,” 
a term we all hear the moment we decide 
to apply to UWC, is very different for each 
individual, and what exactly that experi-
ence is and means is up to you (well, sub-
tract the IB and it is). However, there’s an 
essential part of that experience that we all 
share: the UWC Syndrome. Since our arri-
val here, we have at some point fallen prey 
to this Syndrome (yes, firsties, even you).  

I’ve always lived in cities and never felt dessert as a do now. 
Uncountable times I’ve laid down in the bathroom floor hoping 
for anyone to get in, just to be physically compatible with my 
sense of solitude. And yet never happened, there was always 

something, there was always someone to watch you...P. 2 

Sea of Peers, Lone and Feel 

Present day youth are growing up with a rather oner-
ous notion. Advancing towards adulthood, the 
‘Generation of Changemakers’ have been burdened 
with the task of saving the world from its impending 

doom. P. 3 
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UWC Syndrome 

 Congratulations to the 
2021/22 Flying Dutchman 
Team on their first inde-
pendently released issue  

“Newton’s First” 

The Next Issue  
Be sure to submit your 
opinions to propel our 
community forward. We 
look forward to publish-
ing your thoughts.  

Korpo Selay, UWCM 

OPINION 

The UWC Syndrome is when you are one of 
the best students in your school, know what 
you want to do in the future, have your life 
together, have a perfect sleep schedule, and 
then come to UWC. Diagnosis of the Syn-
drome varies in time with different people. For 
some, they recognize it the moment they say 
goodbye to their family and enter the Island, 
and for others, it is when they go back home 
for Winter break and realize that feeling of 
wholeness. My first encounter with the UWC 
Syndrome was when I entered my first Span-
ish class after the autumn break last year and 
cried afterward. I couldn’t put to words why I 
was crying and just knew that I needed to. It 
was downhill after that, and by winter break, 
the only thing I wanted was to leave. I felt like 
I didn’t belong and didn’t know my place for 
the first time in a very long time.  

Symptoms of this Syndrome include being 
doubtful about things you were once so sure 
about, feeling guilty when you spend a day 
doing nothing, and you have to sit at the table 
during dinner and listen to your friends talk 
about how productive their days were.       
Continued on page 1 

It’s All Mutual 

We all know about climate change. And if 
you don’t, inform yourself. Unlike some peo-
ple say, it does exist and it will extinguish the 
entirety of the human race. But, hey, no wor-

ries...P. 4 

The Paradox of Geoengineering 

Here at UWCM 
Ibtesham Hossain, UWCM 

OPINION 

At UWCM, early birds that we are, the day 
begins at the crack of dawn. In every room, 
the curtains are drawn back and windows 
are swung open allowing the blend of re-
freshing air and morning glow to enter. 
Four roommates stand side-by-side in the 
radiance with one hand on the heart and the 
other clasping the windowsill, we proceed 
to earnestly chant our mission statement: 
“UWC makes education a force to unite 
people, nations and cultures for peace and 
a sustainable future”. This message is with-
out a doubt believed firmly and absolutely 
by every member of the community - we 
are all devotees of Kurt Hahn, after all. 
 
At UWCM, breakfast starts at 7:30 AM. 
After completing our quotidian ritual, we 
proceed towards Mensa, the backbone of 

our community life. This is the setting for all 
our meals. Patiently, we wait in line for our 
food. There is no butting, barging, or budging; 
nor do we ever jump the queue. Queue jump-
ing is heavily frowned upon, with fierce and 
stern consequences such as ‘gating’ for who-
ever accommodates such behaviour. 
 
Mensa ceaselessly delivers nourishing and 
nutritious meals for us here at school. It ener-
gises us residentials, launching us, enthusiastic 
and ever-prepared, into our most vital portion 
of the day:  school. 
At UWCM, one glance inside the school 
building and you will be enthralled by the 
sheer number of races and ethnicities repre-
sented. It is almost too much for the eye to 
behold. The classrooms are the pinnacle of 
diversity and unity. The school lives up to all 
the expectations of having a heterogenous 
bunch of pupils. Unlike most fancy European 
Schools, UWCM does not have an over-
whelming number of Caucasian students. In 
fact, what is race? We do not see color. 
Classism? Elitism? Never heard of it. We are a 
unified and integrated... Continued on page 1 
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UWC Syndrome 

T 
he past few weeks have been a cluster 
of events that allowed us to learn 
(more) about UWC Maastricht. DP2s, 

this is the final half of the UWC journey, the 
year full of some of the best memories and 
most deadlines we’ll probably ever see in our 
lives. My lovely and very energetic firsties, it 
is the beginning of an exciting and challeng-
ing journey. The “UWC Experience,” a term 
we all hear the moment we decide to apply to 
UWC, is very different for each individual, 
and what exactly that experience is and means 
is up to you (well, subtract the IB and it is). 
However, there’s an essential part of that ex-
perience that we all share: the UWC Syn-
drome. Since our arrival here, we have at 
some point fallen prey to this Syndrome (yes, 
firsties, even you).  

The UWC Syndrome is when you are one of 
the best students in your school, know what 
you want to do in the future, have your life 
together, have a perfect sleep schedule, and 
then come to UWC. Diagnosis of the Syn-
drome varies in time with different people. 
For some, they recognize it the moment they 
say goodbye to their family and enter the Is-
land, and for others, it is when they go back 
home for Winter break and realize that feeling 
of wholeness. My first encounter with the 
UWC Syndrome was when I entered my first 
Spanish class after the autumn break last year 
and cried afterward. I couldn’t put to words 
why I was crying and just knew that I needed 
to. It was downhill after that, and by winter 
break, the only thing I wanted was to leave. I 
felt like I didn’t belong and didn’t know my 
place for the first time in a very long time.  

Symptoms of this Syndrome include being 
doubtful about things you were once so sure 
about, feeling guilty when you spend a day 
doing nothing, and you have to sit at the table 
during dinner and listen to your friends talk 
about how productive their days were. Other 
symptoms include avoiding discussions about 
race and religion (even though this is UWC 
and diversity is welcomed), not knowing who 
you are anymore, or not wanting to leave your 
room for no particular reason. Whether we 
deny or don’t realize it, chances are most of us 
have suffered from this Syndrome, are still 

suffering from it, or will suffer from it at some 
point. 

Most of the things mentioned above are things 
I have heard from current and past UWC stu-
dents. Ironically, this UWC Syndrome goes 
against “most” of what UWC stands for 
(“most” because, hey, don’t tell me the plan of 
UWC wasn’t to make us question ourselves 
and our beliefs) but is not given adequate at-
tention. Most discussions center around wav-
ing flags and changing the world; how we are 
to change the world when the only thing we 
all want is to do nothing by the time we leave 
here is still a mystery. Why are we not talking 
about why most students leave here feeling 
more introverted than they came, even though 
there’s so much to do and be a part of? Why 
does the number of students almost always 
reduce by the end of the school year? These 
students are not dumb or failures; some gave 
up on something they signed up for and proba-
bly looked forward to before coming here.  

I felt heartbroken with each departure, mainly 
because these students deserve the opportunity 
to learn as much as we all do. While many 
factors are responsible for these departures or 
events, I think the most glaring one is the 
UWC Syndrome. Unlike many of us living 
with this Syndrome, smiling, and acting like 
we have it all together, some of these students 
decided not to live that way while others fell 
prey to it. Instead of passing judgments or 
thinking negatively of them, I think we should 
pay more attention to our role as a community 
in each case. What are we doing to limit these 
departures? How did our actions impact their 
decisions? In short, what have we been doing? 
With each person who leaves, the less diverse 
the community becomes. Once more, that 
goes against the very foundation of the UWC 
movement.  

My intent for writing this article is not to be 
pessimistic or tell you that your time here will 
suck (for my dear firsties). Nor is it a rant 
about how horrible the IB is and that we 
should all quit and go back home (Oh, come 
on, we’ve all thought about it). Though it has 
its downsides, we can all agree that there are 
some advantages to receiving a UWC educa-
tion. Instead, this article is a caveat, a friendly 
reminder that you are not alone and we all 
share common feelings. I want to remind you 
that you are brave to leave your home and 
come to a strange place. However, I will not 
be doing both you and myself justice if I in-

make amends, do things differently. What are 
you going to do when you are at the most cru-
cial stage of this syndrome? What will you do 
for someone?  

My advice as a victim of this syndrome; you 
can’t beat it alone. 

form you that this is a utopia. The journey 
isn’t always about movie nights, celebrating 
diversity, or acing a Math test. There’s lots 
more that even myself is yet to discover. It’s a 
new year, a unique opportunity, and for some 
of us, a blank page in our lives, we get to 
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 “You should be so grateful for such an opportunity, you get to attend a UWC school!” “UWC will be two years of awesomeness and self-discovery.” 
“Think of it, no parents or family, in a strange country...girl..you’re going to vibe and have fun.” “A month later, no one told me I would feel like this….no 

one told me about the UWC SYNDROME! 

Korpo M. Selay, UWCM 

OPINION 
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Here at UWCM 

A 
t UWCM, early birds that we are, 
the day begins at the crack of dawn. 
In every room, the curtains are 

drawn back and windows are swung open 
allowing the blend of refreshing air and 
morning glow to enter. Four roommates 
stand side-by-side in the radiance with one 
hand on the heart and the other clasping the 
windowsill, we proceed to earnestly chant 
our mission statement: “UWC makes educa-
tion a force to unite people, nations and cul-
tures for peace and a sustainable future”. 
This message is without a doubt believed 
firmly and absolutely by every member of 
the community - we are all devotees of Kurt 
Hahn, after all. 
 
At UWCM, breakfast starts at 7:30 AM. 
After completing our quotidian ritual, we 
proceed towards Mensa, the backbone of 
our community life. This is the setting for 
all our meals. Patiently, we wait in line for 
our food. There is no butting, barging, or 
budging; nor do we ever jump the queue. 
Queue jumping is heavily frowned upon, 
with fierce and stern consequences such as 
‘gating’ for whoever accommodates such 
behaviour. 
 
Mensa ceaselessly delivers nourishing and 

nutritious meals for us here at school. It en-
ergises us residentials, launching us, enthusi-
astic and ever-prepared,  into our most vital 
portion of the day:  school. 
 
At UWCM, one glance inside the school 
building and you will be enthralled by the 
sheer number of  races and ethnicities repre-
sented. It is almost too much for the eye to 
behold. The classrooms are the pinnacle of 
diversity and unity. The school lives up to 
all the expectations of  having a hetero-
genous bunch of pupils. Unlike most fancy 
European Schools, UWCM does not have an 
overwhelming number of Caucasian stu-
dents. In fact, what is race? We do not see 
color. Classism? Elitism? Never heard of it. 
We are a unified and integrated community, 
as the name suggests. 
 
It’s not like there are an inordinate number 
of white faces leading every meeting or 
event. All group discussions have equal par-
ticipation from all races, classes, and reli-
gions in the community. Ordinary high 
schools can only dream of achieving this 
kind of parity. Here at UWCM, under the 
guidance of our very active and engaged 
principal, the non-existence of bigotry and 
prejudice is what truly sets us apart from any 
ordinary school. This is an absolute safe 
haven, where people of colour are spared 
from racial slurs and taunts. Comments tell-
ing us to go back to where we came from are 
very minimal, and uttered only as throwa-
way statements. 

Ibtesham Hossain, UWCM 

OPINION 

Illustration by  Thalia  Lembong 



nowhere to nowhere. There was nothing 
but me and my backpack, so I leaned to 
fulfill a wide-open space, a foreign lan-
guage and culture just to feel home again. 
All to feel myself, just to find myself and 
feel happy again. And I was happy, and I 
was walking, so I decided to came back, to 
not drop, hoping for something different, 
for something cozy. It lasted a week.  

I’ve felt alone in a sea of peers, in a Mensa 
party, and wondered where loneliness 
comes from. I connect briefly with some-
one and then fall apart, and I repeat that 
cycle again. Uncountable times due to the 
nature of residences. But in never last. 

Now I just think of them, of the ones that 
commit mistakes, and I asked myself. 
What is a mistake? Who is the mistaken? 
They were part of those moments, those 
that were enough to keep me going, the 
ones that were there when I felt about to 
shatter and break. The ones who you pull 
the warmth of their hand to you, and then 
you try again. But today I found Mensa 
loud as always, but voices are left, voices 
of ‘mistakes.’  

Yes, I signed on to this thing, I signed on 
to these rules, I signed on to these ideas but 
the only thing I get back is ‘being account-
able for my mistakes but not for my suc-
cess.’ I found my friends, I found my pas-
sions and I continue to find myself, not 
because ‘this’ place encourages me to, but 
because ‘this’ has harmed me so much that 
the only way to keep breathing is to move 
on. To be cold.  

To all those warm hands, hugs, and more 
that keep me going.  

-From the residences,  

from my soul 

Meija. 

going on. And then I discover a ‘community.’ 

I started organizing events, games and tried to 
do countless things, so my calendar would 
explode and not my heart. I seek for a com-
munity, for friends and family, but I forgot 
about myself, till I stopped feeling. So I start-
ed living through others feelings, hoping for 
ephemeral states of mind, for sparkling in 
moments and for a reason to not drop. Now 
some of that people, some of those smiles 
take off before time, they went to look for a 
house, and they only left me with a Platonic 
Love with a lonely soul. 

I became a ghost on campus, a walker of the 
night, a lover of the moon and a moaner for 
the sun. I can’t sleep, my bed reminds me of 
all that ‘this is not and should be’. And yet 
every single fucking time I’ve talked to a 
firstie or applicant I’ve followed their game 
and encouraged their expectations because 
there is no adult here to talk with and aspira-
tions are the only thing that keep us moving. 

I 
’ve always lived in cities and never felt as 
deserted as a do now. Uncountable times 
I’ve laid down on the bathroom floor hop-

ing for anyone to come in, just to be physical-
ly compatible with my sense of solitude. And 
yet never happened, there was always some-
thing, there was always someone to watch 
you... 

I've walked past the moat in the dark, as a sad 
song blasted out of my heart as I struggled to 
hold back tears, tears that never fell. I've holed 
myself up in a claustrophobic corner of a four 
people dorm and stared at the empty walls. 
Because no art, photography, or memory was 
able to glance my day. And yet I keep going, 
there was no time for a mental breakdown. So 
I hold myself and pretended that nothing was 

Manuel Meija, UWCM 

OPEN LETTER 
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Sea of Pure Alone and Feelings 
We feel love, hate, and enumerated types of emotions, we are surrounded by people but what when we feel distant in a room full of noise and hearts? 

I’ve cried in front of teachers, I’ve asked them 
for help, but it wasn’t related to their subject, 
it wasn't academic and thus not help was of-
fered. I guess it makes sense, no? What can  
an adult do with a sad kid who is only thou-
sand of miles away from a sincere hug. The 
only help that they offer is to explain the chal-
lenge you’ve enrolled into. But what when the 
only reward is something near to anxiety and 
depression?  They have told me, it’s going to 
be fine, but what when the only way you can 
breathe in is through a filter and tobacco. And 
the only way to keep going is to alienate eve-
rything and focus on IB because you don't 
want a funny email about ‘Jeopardizing’ your 
place. What if you know what happiness is 
because now you don’t have it anymore.  

And to be fair the best moments of my life 
have also been here, but they could be more if 
there was a real support for us. But the sup-
port that I got is the dirty mirror that reminds 
me to get out of bed and pretend, and tell my-
self that ‘this’ is the highlight of my life.  

But those days never vanish and sometimes 
tears me apart, and when I started looking 
back, I looked for a home, but there was no 
such a thing anymore, it was just nostalgia 
and physicality.  I’ve been so far from so long 
that the only home that remains is my soul, 
and sometimes not even that.  

I've been with someone, in the same place, at 
the same time, and felt a million miles away. 
They wanted one thing and I wanted another, 
and we both thought that caring about each 
other could somehow bridge this abyss. Until 
we stopped caring about each other and 
moved on, and found someone else, to feel 
some sense. 

I said goodbye to the people I care for at the 
end of DP1, not because of summer break but 
because I thought I wasn’t coming back. I 
didn't go back ‘home’, but I walked towards 
my solitude, and I held to that. To those late 
nights at corner stores, to those sunny parks 
on ‘others’ lands. In the dark, in the coldness 
of solitude, I sat down after walking from 

People, Nations, Cultures, 
and Social Media 

Alina Pharis, UWCM 

EDITORIAL 

“ 
UWC uses education to unite people, 
nations, and cultures for peace and a sus-
tainable future.” Together we learn this, 

apply this, and teach this to create a communi-
ty working together to bring Kurt Hahnʻs 
dream into a reality. The catalyst, our first 
sight into this every year comes on September 
21th, UWC day and International Peace Day. 
“UWC Day is a moment to celebrate the 
strength and diversity of the UWC movement 
and our mission for a more peaceful and sus-
tainable future through connecting and mobi-
lising UWCers globally” (https://
www.uwc.org/uwcday, UWC Day) 
 
This year on UWC Day the second years wait-
ed in anticipation for a mirage of different 
events, dancing and music as good as last 
year, and the first years in anticipation of pic-
tures of multinational students representing 
their cultures and countries laughing and 
dancing to come to reality. Regardless of the 
single 1 hour event on our schedule our opti-
mism remained, and our expectations re-

mained high. Around campus excitement 
spread as in rooms, common rooms, and the 
mensa students painted their faces, donned 
their traditional costumes, and tied their flags 
around their necks, as per tradition and re-
quest of the school.  
 
Together we all walked to the field admittedly 
some more late than others, but filled with 
excitement nonetheless. Upon arrival we were 
told to go stand in the line With that I went 
and found a place expecting perhaps some 
form of game to break out, competition be-
tween the years perhaps, but that thought left 
my mind as I approached and noticed my 
friends and co-years standing on lines reluc-
tantly, their flags on the ground and a voice on 
speaker first recognizing a moment of silence 
for all of the people and places who are unable 
to have a celebration like this and are living in 
conflict then proceeding to let us all know 
about how we we would go viral in all of our 
beautiful costumes. But yet our beautiful cos-
tumes are not beautiful costumes.  
 
But my “beautiful costume” was so much 
more than that; I wore a red print across my 
face for the over 3000 indigenous women and 
girls who go missing and murdered every year 

in Canada, who are never found, and who are 
murdered and go unnoticed. I wore a flag that 
said ʻEvery Child Mattered” because of the 
thousands of children's bodies that were dis-
covered in and around residential schools this 
year. I am fully aware that my costume was 
demonstrative of the new and still polarizing 
issues but everyoneʻs costume tells a story 
about them, their country, and the relationship 
between them, these stories should be repre-
sented in media and images in national dress 
are appropriate but at a UWC this is not 

enough, because our stories deserve to go vi-
ral, not our clothes, not our hair, and not our 
skin. Because we are more than that.  
 
Today was not UWC day, we were not given 
a platform to share our culture, our traditions 
and our stories, we were not celebrating 
strength, we were not connecting, and we 
were not celebrating diversity. We were stand-
ing in lines and being told to dance, cheer, and 
scream, whilst representing a story and culture 
that we were unable to tell. 

Illustration by  Manuel Meijia 

Illustration by  Thalia Lebong 
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UWC, Education and Force 
Whether you admit it or not, we’ve all felt (and feel) dumb the moment we walked out of our first class in UWC. 
And the reason you signed up for all those conferences knowing fully well you have no time is because you want 

to feel not dumb.  

Well so do I, nice to meet you. Do say hi when you see me. 

B 
efore UWC, I was your perfect de-
scription of a kid who has it all togeth-
er. The one who always came first in 

class and still somehow managed to engage in 
many different extracurricular activities, yep, 
that one. I had so much going on, but I some-
how managed to keep track of everything 
because of one thing, balance. Even though I 
had many responsibilities and commitments, I 
always had time for my religion, family, and 
friends. As a kid, I never wanted to fit the 
societal definition of a “nerd.” I wanted to be 
a special kind of a nerd, not like everyone 
else. Thus, I tried to balance my social, aca-
demic, and religious life, something I was 

convinced would make me unique. This pres-
sure I put on myself to be different from oth-
ers benefitted me in many aspects of my life 
and helped me through tough times. However, 
it got to the point where I would beat myself 
up for making mistakes, and instead of learn-
ing from them, I spent the time feeling like a 
failure because, for me, that meant I was be-
coming something I’ve fought all those years 

to not become; like everyone else. 

For some, UWC is their gateway to attending 
their dream University or an opportunity to 
meet amazing new people from different 
parts of the world. While for others, UWC is 
a chance to escape an epistemic bubble they 
have lived in all their lives and encounter a 
wide range of ideas and perspectives. There 
is, however, one thing we all share, which is 
a strong desire to be different, not like the 
average teenager. The force behind this feel-
ing of wanting to stand out and not be aver-
age is the very force maintaining the UWC 
mission.  

You see this force in the firsties. It makes 
them wake up early to make it on time for 
breakfast and have a sleeping schedule be-
cause they all do not want to be like most of 
the rest of us that run to make it to our first 
class and sleep whenever our bodies can no 
longer stand being awake (I admittedly, am 
one of those people). While this desire to 
stand out and be different is a good thing, it 
can turn into one’s weapon of destruction if 
care is not taken. Being under constant pres-
sure to be exceptional and not average can 
leave one feeling depressed and unaccom-
plished. I say this because choosing how dif-
ferent you are from everyone else may be an 
effective yet demanding rhetoric to measure 
one’s failure, or success, as there is no au-
thentic guarantee that your definition of be-
ing different is not usual. Being different or 
standing out mostly depends on your envi-
ronment. I firmly believe that each individual 
is unique in their way, and we stand out 
based on our environment. What may be con-
sidered as “normal” somewhere may be re-
garded as “strange” somewhere else. There-
fore, this force that drives us to be different 
and unique, as I said, has its downsides. 

Being truly special should mean staying true 
to yourself and this, my friend, is what makes 
that force work for you while pursuing a 
UWC education. It’s pretty easy to lose one-
self here and feed yourself with lies to cover 
your guilty conscience. Staying true to your-

self will help you decide what is best for you 
or the people you care about. As cliche as it 
may sound, this might just help you under-
stand how to make the UWC education and 
your force work for you.  

Korpo M. Selay, UWCM 

OPINION 

“What may be considered 
‘normal’ somewhere may be 
regarded as ‘strange’ som-
where else. Therefore, this 
force that drives us to be 
different and unique, as I 
said, has its downsides. 

It’s All Mutual 
Ibtesham Hossain, UWCM 

OPINION 

P 
resent day youth are growing up with a 
rather onerous notion. Advancing to-
wards adulthood, the ‘Generation of 

Changemakers’ have been burdened with the 
task of saving the world from its impending 
doom. As of this moment, many are familiar 
with the fact that world sea levels are rising. 
Yes, global warming exists and we cannot 
allow the Earth to become 1.5C hotter than 
the pre-industrial level. Consequently, to our 
misfortune, estimations show that we are 
most likely to surpass this limit. Defeated by 
our own actions, we grieve that this is only 
one of the innumerable difficulties humanity 
faces. 
 
Just when humanity had grasped the gravity 
of the situation and the need for change, we 
were confronted by yet another enemy. After 
an entire century, the world was now frozen 
by the spell cast upon us by this pandemic. 
More than a year has passed since, and alt-
hough considerable progress has been made 
towards eliminating this threat, humanity has 
only launched themselves into more violence, 
conflict and bloodshed. Terrorism and injus-
tice scattered across this planet. To our great-

er misfortune, climate change remains to be a 
formidable opponent. One that must still be 
confronted. As much as we would all love to 
press pause until we have solved our existing 
problems, humanity can no longer afford to 
do that AGAIN. A world of responsibility 
hangs on the shoulders of the youth, the 
‘changemakers’, while the old say  “Well, 
we’ve done our part.”  
 

At this pivotal moment, we are beyond just 
raising awareness. We look towards world 
leaders, the ones in power, to hold confer-
ences and fantasize that they will save the 
world overnight. Unmotivated to take action 
on our own as we are clouded by a sense of 
hopelessness. Almost as if we have all accept-
ed that the world is coming to an end or 
choosing to be blind towards it. The future of 
the planet remains unsure while we put our 
faith in a certain group of individuals. At this 

point in time it is crucial for all of us to con-
tribute to our fullest. A matter of mutual re-
sponsibility to respect the earth that we live 
in.  
 
Littering, a disgusting and damaging habit, 
normalised in 
the streets of 
Dhaka, if not all 
over Bangla-
desh. I or any 
other individual 
may feel no 
shame in throw-
ing a plastic 
bottle on the 
side of the road. 
Why? The rea-
son being that 
everyone does 
it. If told not to, 
our persistent 
nature insists on 
still doing it. 
Why? The re-
sponse is usual-
ly ‘Shobai toh 
kore, ami keno 
tham-
bo’ (everyone 
does it, why 
should I stop). 
A change in the 
pattern of think-
ing is required. 
One cannot 
expect others to 
make adjust-

ments that they cannot commit to themselves. 
First step: believe in the movement yourself. 
Fix your own actions, and in time with confi-
dence advise others. All this can start with 
one pledge. A pledge to oneself.  

“A world of responsibility 
hangs on the shoulders of 
t h e  y o u t h ,  t h e 
‘changemakers’, while to 
old say ‘well, we’ve done 
our part’” 

Illustration by  Thalia Lebong 

Illustration by  Thalia Lebong 



W 
e all know about climate change. If 
you don’t, inform yourself. Unlike 
some people say, it does exist and 

it will extinguish the entirety of the human 
race. But, hey, no worries, we’ll have a nice 
time before we have to go away with the sea 
levels rising and extreme temperatures. Let’s 
not forget about all the other species that 
might have to leave earlier than us. But 
again, no worries, the 1% is already looking 
for a way to move houses to Mars. Piece of 
advice: start saving for your grandkids’ mov-
ing day. But, if humanity and the ones high 
up came together and said: “Climate change 
STOP, you’re not welcome in our beautiful 
Earth” then maybe, just maybe we wouldn’t 
have to pack. 
  
Here’s where you come and tell me: “But, 
Ms. Writer, it’s not that simple.” You’re 
right. It’s not, but there’s one master key that 
can help us. Geoengineering. Grab a bunch 
of sciences and mix them together and you 
get a variety of big-scale alterations we can 
do to Mother Earth to say “Climate change 
STOP”. 
  
According to scientists, Geoengineering is a 
large-scale scheme in which humans inter-
vene in the Earth’s soil, atmosphere, or 
oceans, as we love to do. Launching giant 
orbiting mirrors into space to reflect solar 
energy back into space before it’s captured 
by greenhouse gases is just one of the ‘Plan 
B’ ideas navigating scientists’ minds. Modi-
fying clouds, sucking carbon out of the at-
mosphere, and seeding the oceans with iron 
to create more plankton are also some of the 
proposed geoengineering techniques. They 
sound quite… interesting, right? Their big-
gest pro: they’d help reduce global warming, 
climate change, and all the damage we’ve 
done for our planet in a short span of time. 
That’s why they’re the intellectuals’ ’Plan 
B’. When everything is lost, gigantic mirrors 
will save us. Temporarily, 
of course. 
  
It’s the perfect solution, 
no? It’ll earn us more time 
to actually do our job and 
take care of the only place 
in the universe where we 
can live (for the moment). 
But, as in every apocalyp-
tic, natural disaster movie, 
Geoengineering’s plankton 
increase might turn its back 
on us. Here’s where the 
paradox starts. Because the 
only way of proving if it 
works is by doing it on a 
large scale, scientists are 
not able to conduct experi-
ments to see what the im-
pact of gigantic mirrors 
orbiting in space would be 
or how an increase in iron 
would affect the ocean’s 
ecosystems. Except, we 
have an idea of how it 
works thanks to how vol-
canic eruptions cool the 
planet the same way Ge-
oengineering is supposed to 
do. Messing with our won-
derful Mother Earth has 
backfired most of the time. 
But Geoengineering might 
be the only way to save 
her. 
  
As research in giant mir-
rors and modifying clouds 
moves forward, more sci-

entists claim that Geoengineering should be 
our emergency exit. However, there’s a 
small, tiny loophole. Research is expensive. 
Incredibly, highly expensive. Like 1%, high-
ly-developed countries expensive. What’s 
going to happen to the countries that are not 
able to support it? It’s not like you can keep 
the iron just on the coast of Germany or the 
mirrors reflecting the sunlight solely from the 
US. It’s a worldwide change. How will the 
countries in development pay for it? Geoen-
gineering might end up being an emergency 
exit with a bouncer. 
  

Once again, geoengineering might be our 
only option if people keep going into space 
for ten minutes and oil companies keep be-
ing… oil companies. Don’t get me wrong, we 
can still do some things to reduce our green 
footprint (the impact we have on the environ-
ment), but that’s an article for another edi-
tion. The way things are looking, with the 
poles melting and fires everywhere, Geoengi-
neering will most likely be our emergency 
break, giving us time to do what we 
should’ve done earlier: change how society 
works. 

The Paradox of Geoengineering 

Inés Gomez, UWCM 

OPINION 

Geoengineering will most likely be our emergency break, giving us time to do what we should’ve done earlier: change how society works. 
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“Messing  with our wonder-
ful Mother Earth has back-
fired most of the time. But 
Geoengineering might be the 
only way to save her.” 

If you’re interested in 
more information 
about how Geoengi-
neering might be the 
future, and what it is 
check out this article 
from Yale Universi-
ty.  

Departures 

“ 
One of you always goes first, but it’s 
hard being left behind.” 
 
When you're still breathing, when 

you're still feeling the temperature, when 
you're still aware that you're loved, don't take 
it for granted. Look at it with gratitude and 
cherish it as much as you can. 
 
However, growing up, it sometimes felt like 
I lost that ability. As a child, it's easy to be 
sensitive and compassionate, even over very 
small things. However, as you grow, the an-
gle will be sharpened or reshaped in some 
way until it becomes a circle. 
 
Are grandparents afraid of getting old? I 
mean, seeing people coming in and going 
out, just like a street lamp standing at zebra 
crossings, wouldn’t it be sad?   
 
We always complain about life and tease 
about really little things. 
 
I was happy to see “Departures” directed by 
Yōjirō Takita. It objectively reveals the envi-
ronment in which an undertaker lives -- be-
ing judged, misunderstood and treated une-
qually. But more importantly, it helps me 
understand a respect for life, to think about 
"What is death?”, and to consider the im-
portant value of being an undertaker. It is a 
doubly respectable profession. Before, I rare-
ly heard the word “departure”, “undertaker”, 
or “encoffinist”, much less information on 
countless job sites. I think a lot of people 
naturally ignore it, or ignore it in a biased 
way. 
 
You know, there are two groups of people 
when they see some fish swimming upstream 
and some dead fish floating downstream. A 
group of people feel very painful, because 
the fish are striving for death; Others feel 
calm, because this behavior is the law of 
nature, the principle of nature. 
 
But in any case, they are all beautiful and 

full of tenderness. Unlike the cold weather 
in the movies, the warm hands of the un-
dertaker always made me feel relieved and 
cared for. 
 
When you see Daigo touching his wife's 
body, you can feel his desire to live. He 
was too scared to hear no heartbeat, to feel 
the cold temperature, to lose her. It's a luck 
to be alive. So, he was afraid. 
 
I think it was when the parents of the de-
ceased "woman" chose female cosmetics 
for their son, Daigo started changing. The 
dead woman’s father said, "It was his wish 
when he was alive." As life passes by, its 
freedom and obedience are so powerful 
that it breaks any secular rules, breaks tra-
ditions, and eventually becomes the “Tao”. 
Only by not fearing death and looking at it 
as normality, suddenly you will find a hole 
to release your emotions. All the complexi-
ty, regret, unwillingness, happiness, every-
thing is just intertwined with the harmony. 
 
"Have you ever found that the living eat 
the dead to survive, unless the plants?” 
Maybe it tells us that no matter what social 
class you are, no matter how different you 
are. In the end, like three coffins at differ-
ent prices, they are all the same in the fire 
and turn into ashes. 
 
Take your time slowly and maybe you can 
see the birds flying and thriving together. 
That's the beauty of life. That's the exact 
beauty of life. 
 
Life is a “Tao", which can be regarded as a 
track or changing movement. 
 
Perhaps, as the gatekeeper says, “Death is 
like a gateway. Dying doesn’t mean the 
end. You go through it and onto the next 
thing. It’s a gate.” 
 
Listen to Memory. 
 
Live on the earth 
 
Good night - 
 
2021.10.29 

Hao Tong, UWCM 

OPINION 

“One of you always goes first, but it’s hard being left behind.” 
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Illustration by  Thalia Lebong 
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Dismantling the Patriarchy 
From the Bottom  

 “When solving problems, dig at the roots instead of just hacking at the leaves”- 
Anthony J. D’Angelo.  

“ Lay way you na like cooking bayney, you will na geh husband in lay 
life” (sorry peeps, it’s Liberian koloqua, sorry I mean colloquial)  

Korpo  M. Selay , UWCM 

OPINION 

A 
 few weeks ago, a Liberian told me 
that he’d prefer a girl to wear waist 
beads rather than ankle beads. His 

reason was that waist beads are sexy and 
men are generally sexually attracted to 
them. Quite a harmless statement, right? I 
mean, it’s just the guy’s preference. Long 
story short, the conversation ended with me 
being very irritated and mad. Why? Simple. 
He wasn’t just stating his preference; he 
was doing what had been done before: de-
ciding what a girl should do with her body. 
Even in such an evolved world, the Liberian 
society still dictates to women how to live 
their lives, especially when it comes to what 
they wear. Most Liberians (yes, you too, 
women) think women should wear what 
society deems necessary and appropriate 
(we are all guilty of this, even me). I’ve had 
numerous conversations with women who 
dress a certain way, not because they want 
to but because they are scared of being 
judged based on their physical appearance. 
Women are stuck in this bubble where we 
pretend to be people different from whom 
we aspire to be. Dressing up is a form of 
self-expression and display of identity. 
Therefore, dictating to women how they 
should dress in itself limits that self-
expression which limits freedom of speech 
(and we claim to be for freedom of speech 
or no?). Someone may argue that a person’s 
dress style may be influenced by things 
such as their religion, economic back-
ground, or tradition. Therefore, people’s 
choice of clothing is not entirely up to 
them. While that may be true, it becomes a 
problem when that person is being forced to 
wear something because of their faith . 
Those factors exist but having the choice to 
say no to them is what female empower-
ment is about. There are many talks about 
women’s empowerment and the elimination 
of gender roles in Liberia; conferences are 
held where issues surrounding the topic are 
discussed. However, the patriarchy contin-
ues to prevail. It is seen in, for example, the 
number of leadership positions held by 
women in the country. The lack of quality 
education for young girls across the coun-
try, traditional values and norms, and gen-
der roles are the primary reasons the patri-
archy continues to survive. However, based 
on the experi-
ences and con-
versations I’ve 
had with boys 
in Liberia 
(conversations 
mostly about 
the patriarchy), 
I’ve come to 
notice the role 
of something 
relatively mi-
nor yet signifi-
cant in the 
fight against 
the patriarchy: 
the family. 
 
 The 
family is 
where we learn 
our first skills, 
morals, and 

values that help us survive in the larger socie-
ty and become people who will, in turn, be-
come productive members of the community. 
While children learn skills, values, and ethics 
from other places later on in life, such as 
school, work, and friends, the family is the 
first place where they gain a sense of morality 
and what is considered right and wrong. At a 
tender age, the patriarchy is taught to boys 
and girls alike through the family. Girls are 
taught to cook and clean not because these are 
essential life skills but because they won’t get 
married if they can’t, reducing their worth to 
whether they are married or not. Boys, on the 
other hand, are taught that they are the head, 
decision-makers. This process of ensuring that 
the patriarchy continues happens subcon-
sciously; many parents do not even realize the 
gravity of their actions and what they teach 
their children. Thus, the result is adults who 
claim to be for female empowerment but the 
little things they do or say prove otherwise. 
Saying you’re for women is one thing, but are 
you teaching your sons that cooking is an es-
sential life skill or that it’s a woman’s respon-
sibility? Are your judgments clouded when it 
comes to situations involving men because 
“boys will always be boys” but very clear and 
strict when it involves women or girls? These 
little things that we normalize in our families 
will determine the state of the patriarchy in 
Liberia.  
 
As Liberians, we often think of the patriarchy 
as this big abstract thing that only activists can 
solve. Others claim it’s not their problem, and 
for some, it doesn’t exist. Their argument? 
We elected Africa’s first female president. 
Hence, even though only one female candi-
date participated in the last presidential elec-
tions in 2017 and got only 0.75% of the total 
votes in the country, we are for women. 
Women have the right to vote and freely par-
ticipate in politics in Liberia, unlike some 
countries, but does this make us champions of 
women empowerment and gender equality? 
Not quite. The fight against the patriarchy 
goes beyond making laws to protect women’s 
rights (even though half of them are never 
enforced); the battle starts in our various 
homes.  
 
What are we teaching the children through our 
little actions and words? Is it that Mommy and 
their sister are responsible for cleaning or that 
a clean environment is everyone’s responsibil-
ity? 

The Luck of the Draw 
Alina Pharis, UWCM 

CREATIVE 

“She is so pretty you know, considering.”  

Considering what?  

Because I wasn’t aware that the pigmenta-

tion in my skin 

Held me back from being as good as you 

and your kin.  

I’m sorry for trying to be strong and smart,  

I’m sorry for thinking beauty comes from 

the heart. 

  

Society dictates that in order for me to fit 

in  

I need to burn my hair and bleach my skin.  

If I donʻt comply to the needs of your socie-

ty  

 

Yet still I stand apart 

Simply because I was given a different start 

when  

In reality  

There are thousands of kids that could be 

like me, 

But can’t because they comply to the need 

of your society. 

 

Stop 

 

Please just stop 

Pretending 

That we are nothing more than a backdrop, 

To your dismal performance,  

That seem to all be in conformance.   

In order to succeed I ask you to reassess 

Please think about society's potential suc-

cess. 

If you just broaden your horizons 

Maybe you’ll see answers to questions 

you’ve all forgotten 

 

But  

I stand 

 

Alone 

Illustration by  Thalia Lebong 

Illustration by  Alina Pharis 



Walking moat 

Sailing boat 

Something wrong 

Most control 

 
Sweep Sweep 

Who’s sleeps 

Knock Knock 

Heart block 

 
Secure, 

No sure, 

Privacy, 

No more. 
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Sweep Sweep 

Manuel Meija, UWCM 

CREATIVE 

Amelie 

He’s Coming  

Driving Demons 

Current News  
 A collection of headlines  to help remind us all of the issues beyond the Island. 

With the rise of gender equality in the world, Tunisia has 
appointed its first female prime minister who is also the 
first woman to lead a government in the African Arab 
World. Follow this link to read more about this story!  

Tunisia 

If you are a fan of Britney Spears or have advocated for the 
star’s release from her father’s conservatorship, you’ll be 
happy to learn that the conservatorship has been suspend-
ed. Follow this link for more about this story!  

Pop Culture 

If you have or haven’t been following the case of the mur-
der of Malcolm X. Here’s an update on that for you.  

Malcolm X 

Hungry and thirsty to travel again after so many months of 
quarantine? Check out the National Geographic top loca-
tions for 2022! 

Travel 

As cases are on the rise in the Netherlands, and many stu-
dents are trying to head home for winter break, it is im-
portant to take a step back and look at how the world is 
doing today.  

Covid-19 

The story of the terrors of the night inside my head 

Thalia Lembong, UWCM 

CARTOON 

Learning to like the little things with Amelie. 

Thalia Lembong, UWCM 

ILLUSTRATION 

The story of the terrors of the night outside my head 

Daniela Lascurain, UWCM 

CARTOON 

Illustration by Daniela Lascurain 
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Down: 

1. Three nights in icy hell (in tents) 

2. National geographic pictures and cupcake day 

3. Check it or ya dead (academically) 

4. Party in the Hague 

6. The reason DP2s are losing their hair 

Across: 

3. The man, the myth, the legend 

5. Everything but sex 

7. Detention (and  snacks) with Kate 

8. “What is your name and where are you from?” 

9. Anyone ordering? 

Café Night 

Dec. 11, 2021 

Floor Rep Elections 

New Leadership?  

Upcoming events 

GIF (Global Issues Forum) 

Dec. 12, 2021 

Winter Break 

Dec. 18, 2021 

Honourable mentions 

Café Night 

F*#K the Met 

An amazing night filled with many 
beautiful and unique outfits and 

talented performers 

Residential Service Day 

Caring for Our Community 

Volunteer: noun “A person who does some-
thing, especially helping other people, will-

ingly and without being forced.” 

International Peace Conference 

Dear Future... 

An exploration of what peace means today 
and tomorrow.  
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Follow The Flying Dutchman 
on Spotify for this playlist and 
more. 

21 Guns 

Green Day 

Harness Your Hopes– B-side 

Pavement 

Cupid’s Chokehold/ Break-
fast in America 

Gym Class Heroes 

Sao Paulo Sunset 

Saib 

Freeze Tag (feat. Phoelix) 

Terrace Martin, Robert Glasper, 
9th Wonder 

Hand Over Hand 

Roland Faunte 

Tu Sin Mi 

Dread Mar 1 

This Is Home 

Cavetown 

Mango 

La la 

La Petite Fille La Plus Jolie 
Du  Monde 

Anat Moshkovski 

She Keeps Smoking in My Car 

Odd Club 

Nonstop Disco Powerpack 

Beastie Boys 



Thought of the Month 

 

Ultracrepidarian: One who is presumptuous and offers 
opinions on subjects they know little or nothing about.  

 

 


