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W 
e keep wondering what 
the true juice is that 
makes our UWC its own, 

and to me it’s become the places 
that often go unnoticed. They are 
mostly areas we see daily or at least 
weekly, so because of this we don’t 
stop and think about just how much 
meaning they hold, and if we were 
to take such experiences within 
them away, would we really be 
UWC Maastricht? June and July 
have been some of the most confus-

My pen ran out of ink the second I approached the border 
checkpoints. I tried to write with more firmness, yet it only 
helped me achieve some choppy scribbles, which cannot de-
scribe the agitation of a reality where writings alternate voices. 
p.4 

Borders 

Mensa, for one. I used to dread waiting 

in a massive line just to wait for my 

lunch or dinner, and then still feel the 

pressure of ‘where and who should I sit 

with?’ despite being at this school for 

months. Now though, I can arrive 10 

minutes after dinner starts and I’ll be 

shocked to see more than 20 people 

there. Never had I truly thought of 

Mensa as a static area within our cam-

pus, but it became a dreaded comfort 

within all the chaos. To reference  sea-

son four of Stranger Things, it feels 

like the upside down in which every-

thing is the same but just… different? 

It’s such a staple for all those who go 

to our school, all the secondary stu-

The moment I stepped foot on this island, I knew something 
ethereal had happened. I didn’t know what it meant or on what 
end of the spectrum of feelings it fell. This is not to say I know 

now; I still don’t. p.3 

Toilet Talk 

An exclusive segment exploring the 
school’s toilet culture p.5 

IN THE ISSUE 

Our Upside Down dents and DP students who not only eat 

there but also study, make friends, lose 

friends, break plates, complain about 

food, become besties with the mensa 

staff, watch sports on weekends and 

just so many more things that make us. 

Another location that really seemed to 
thrive especially during the month of 
May was the library. Not too many in-
teractions, but the comforting feeling of 
knowing that everyone else is there 
with you is a must when unwillingly 
studying for a test two days before 
summer holidays. Forming new study 
groups on the weekends and crying 
while studying for a test with people 
who you have never spoken to in the 
class ...Continued on page 1 

  The New Crew  
In this issue, we welcome the 
fresh new team  of the Flying 
Dutchman  

 

“A Part of the Movement” 

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

Keya van Rijn UWCM 

OPINION 

ing months of our lives. Sadness be-
cause the DP2’s left, happiness be-
cause we finally get more space, 
stressed because we suddenly have so 
much to get done, confused because 
we are somehow the oldest ones at this 
school now, impatient because we’re 
so close yet so far from summer. It’s 
thoughts such as these that have some-
how seeped their way into our lives 
and the atmosphere surrounding us to 
the point where no one exists but us in 
our own heads. It’s made me think 
deeper into the aspects of our campus 
that really hold the most ‘juice’ as 
some may say, the places that we seem 
to spend the most time but never really 
notice just how big of a role they play 
into our perception of life at UWC 
Maastricht. 

Idealism or Futility? 

Illustration by Ozias Silitonga 



The UWC Juice 
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Maybe the months aren’t so relaxing, but it 
cannot be denied that the nonstop deadlines 
and tests have come with the opportunity to 
truly get to know people in their most vulnera-
ble state at 23:00 in their pyjamas in the li-
brary. Top tip: when the security guard asks if 
you’re the supervisor, just say yes to guaran-
tee early access into the room when the actual 
supervisors forget that they need to open it up 
to the rest of the campus ;) 

A final aspect of the true UWCM experience 
that I truly believe goes underrepresented and 
unnoticed is the beloved walk/bike ride to 
Albert Heijn. The one long road that we must 
get through before going essentially anywhere 
in the city. In the beginning months of my 
experience here it became a place to actually 
meet people from school, whether it be that 
they recognise you or you recognise them. 
Sometimes you’ll actually stop for a while 
and chat, or you’ll see someone walking to/
from the station with a suitcase, no matter 
what, it always seems to make the short-lived 
journey. Whenever someone mentions “you 
know the long street to albert heijn?”, there’s 
a mutual understanding in all students as we 
think back to just how iconic that singular 
street really is. It baffles me how iconic it hap-
pens to be so iconic within our community, 
but it truly is and I couldn’t be more grateful. 

This last month with DP2 i our sights has led 

to the extreme stress of many people, and 

calls for some uplifting thoughts that include 

reminding each other of why we are here in 

the first place. Thinking about how some of 

the most common spaces on and off campus 

hold some of the best memories is, to me, a 

wholesome thought that makes me appreciate 

even the smallest things about the family we 

have made in this place. 
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What makes a good UWC student? 

Recipe 

Ingredients 

• A diverse background  

• Know at least 3 languages 

• A built in, long lasting social battery life 

• A night owl 

• An early bird 

• A participant of at least 4 clubs (excluding 
CAS activities) 

• Good grades, strong brain  

• A strong liberal opinion 

• A resident student… or live near-by  

• Minimum of an ambivert - to an extrovert  

Preparation 

 
Mix these ingredients well together and you will 
get an exemplary UWC juice!  
 
Oh… you don’t check all the boxes?  
 
Well how many conferences are you in? You did-
n’t get accepted to any of them… 
 
How many languages do you speak! Only Eng-
lish…  
 
You’re only focusing on your grades? Well… 

Serves: 1 student Prep Time: 2 Years 

Poem 

By Manon Fischer 
 
 

What’s in the juice? 
I wonder how 
Am I to induce 

This text just now: 
A poem about juice 

 
When life gives you lemons, what to pro-

duce? 
A cake, a pie, or rather a juice? 

What tool is there to use 
To not fundamentally abuse 

The power, the potential of the hypotenuse? 
That has nothing to do with juice, I admit 

Though I suppose that someone of wit 
Will develop a deeper understanding 

And thereby provoke a consciousness-
expanding 

 
A juice consists of fruit 

Leastwise it should! 
If not, it’s not good 

And requires a lawsuit! 
 

The fruit is the variable that can be ex-
changed 

 
Whether orange or apple, 

Carrot or a cattle 
 

Or even tomato, it can be arranged 
So what is in the juice, 
Let’s not ask a goose 

Quickly, to avoid constipation 
It’s open to interpretation! 

Annamaria Porter, UWCM 

OPINION 

 
Are these ingredients truly the only way you can be a good UWC student? Is the good UWC student an exemplary one?  We all want 
to make it through these years with a great adventure in our memories. But the frustrating grey cloud above your head makes you 
wonder whether you fit in, or if you are doing enough. 
 
We are more than just an IB school. United World College is more than just an international school. It is built around values, the forc-
es that unite the diversity of our world. The praise that the brand gets for its mission generated these ingredients for all its students. 
They are just what is expected of you, to be the spitting image of the school and to represent it just the way they want it. You got here 
one way or the other. Something made you different from others, it made you stand out and someone once said; “You kid, have deter-
mination to do something great, you belong in UWC!” Once getting here you’ve looked at the older students and thought to yourself 
how great they are doing. They tick all the boxes; being part of various clubs, goes out on Friday nights, looks bright and healthy in 
the morning, studies enough and is celebrated by all their teachers. This is indeed the spitting image, encouraged by our community 
and it became our model, the base of what our experience should look like. Though truly, behind that good UWC student, a human 
lies within. What others might not see beyond an unblemished star is the piles of stress on one’s back, the weeks that only seem like 
hours, combined with high expectations to get everything done. One only realises this through experience and time. There cannot be 
an exemplary UWC student, not without some fear of imperfection, of sacrificing sleep and grades for club meetings, not without 
drowning in overwhelmness. Even to the person that you see stands out in your grade, praised for the work and involvement in our 
community, that grey cloud still floats above their heads making them wonder if they are truly doing enough to belong in UWC.  
 
So, what should the juice actually be made out of? You stood up for what you believed, you voiced an opinion and decided to put 
yourself out there, that is already the portrayal of UWC. You made friends who value you for what you have to offer, you found a club 
which became your escape from the real world, you became passionate about a subject and your personal efforts reflect that. There is 
one main ingredient to the UWC student, missing in most people and unknown by others. The 

only box you need to tick is finding self-acceptance. 

 

Illustration by Ozias 
Silitonga 

Titus Kalksma
Can we change the red to a different colour? or just black



W 
hat do you mean when you inevita-
bly say: “I know them” Do you 
mean that you know what their sub-

ject package is? Or is it that you can recite 
their name and where they come from.  
 
The IB can be a time consuming pain in the 
ass, as every single IB student can testify, but 
we should still be able to connect with others 
even if we are stressed. There is much to be 
said about how we make relationships and 
whether or not there is much that can be done 
about who we choose as friends. But there is a 
general consensus that proximity and oppor-
tunity makes many of our relationships possi-
ble.  
 
We, objectively, live on a bleak concrete is-
land packed with students and staff. Just 305 
days ago we were all strangers seeing strange 
masked faces for the first time. The lot of us, 
year 12’s at the time (RIP DP1), tried our best 
to make friends, meeting so many people in 
those first weeks that we can mostly agree that 
it’s a blur. But alas here we are, wrapping up 
the end of our first year in DP (...year 12?) 
and what do we have to show for it. A suit-
case full of memories? A handful of friends? 
A place to call home? Remembering the 
names and countries of 95% of the residential 
community? Bravo, what an accomplishment.  
 
Why do we continue to scratch the surface 
over and over again as if we will get a differ-
ent result? 
 
Are you satisfied with the relationships that 
you have made? Looking around it seems that 
not much has changed since the first month of 
school. Same shapes of groups filling the 
mensa tables. But really, how is that possible? 
We are such an engaged campus with an ex-
tensive list of annual events that ought to have 
united the community together by now. The 
administration likes to preach connectivity in 
any regard.  
 
Bringing me to the topic of the Residential 
Experience Week.  
 
According to Kate Doyle's weekly email “Day 
students […] got to further develop and ex-
tend the relationships over the course of the 
week.” A week it was, with a different activity 
every night there was much to take in for both 
Day and Residential Students. For many that I 
spoke with, the timetable of the week seemed 
daunting and overbooked - though many were 
excited in anticipation of what the week could 
bring.  
 
Additionally Simon Ramsay informed us at 
the Residential Community meeting, of the 
general feedback from the Day Students. He 
said that overall it was positive that they felt 
immediately welcomed and included in the 
community. Immediately after this omision I 
overheard a small group of students say some-
thing along the lines of “we should all receive 
an oscar for our performance.” Were you act-
ing, did it feel like a show? This sentiment 
was echoed by a Day student that I spoke to 
that brought up their worry, that after the 
week was over they were worried all of this 
progress would disappear and they would feel 
like they were on the outside again.  
 
Many of the students I spoke to, both Day and 
Residential, felt that they, as reported in the 
weekly newsletter, got the chance to really 
make new friends and strengthen their exist-
ing relationships. Was it through the appropri-
ately named card game: “We’re not really 
strangers” or was it through one of the other 
student-led activities? Admittedly it was intri-
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We’re Not Really Strangers Here 
The game felt like the first time in a while that people were scratching deeper than the surface with someone new.  

guing to witness people sitting in semi random 
circles with variable levels of engagement open-
ing up about their deeper identities. The game 
felt like the first time in a while that people 
were scratching deeper than the surface with 
someone new. It seems we've gotten to the point 
where we need card games to get to know each 
other on a more personal level. I myself can 
attest to the fact that I learned new things about 
people that I have called my friends for months 
through that game. How many people can you 

definitely say: “I know what the last lie they 
told their mother was.” Or maybe whether 
they're more afraid of success or failure? No? 
Interesting. 
 
What do you think, are all these opportuni-
ties to get to know each other going to waste, 
are they strengthening existing relationships? 
Or are they actually attaining their goal, are 
you still making new relationships? Do you 
want to or is that too deep? 

Illustration by 
Sufi Abdellah 

Marina Garlick, UWCM 

OPINION 



Today as I sit in class I run over the events of 
the day. Today I woke up, watched Tiktoks, 
brushed my hair, brushed my teeth, and ate 
breakfast. Had a few conversations then went 
to class. Today in class I did my work, went to 
my room at break and returned. The day be-
fore that was the same and before that again, 
an uninterrupted monotony interrupted by 
weekends and the occasional violation of the 
code of conduct.  
 
Thinking back through my second year I real-
ised that I can only remember monotony and 
negativity. In my first year I cannot remember 
a single day of school, granted we didnʻt go to 
school all that often but I do remember each 
day was an adventure; dancing in the fields, a 
text in the Island at 2 a.m. ʻMENSA PARTYʻ, 
birthday showers in the cage (sorry Paul), 
biking for hours to find an adventure, hanging 
out with people I had never talked to until 
there wasnʻt anyone I had never talked to. I 
know our first year was far from perfect and 
to be honest the new found quiet on this cam-
pus isnʻt completely unwelcome, I have defi-
nitely spent a lot more time working.  
 
I donʻt think that a quieter campus means that 
it isnʻt a UWC, but I do think that it is becom-
ing increasingly more difficult for myself and 
many others to consider this school a UWC at 
all. Second years who are in every organising 
committee, leading numerous activities, creat-
ed many new initiatives (by this time last 
year) who were instrumental in our communi-
ty are now locked in their rooms frantically 
trying to finish that last assignment. The first 
years are complaining about deadlines, tests, 
cliques, and how their UWC experience was 
not good. And members of the staff who our 
second years villainized became the good 
ones through no fault of our own. Our com-
munity is as it seems to have every year crum-
bled a little bit more, and the worst of it, it's 
our fault, but it does mean that we can change 
it.  
 
In June of 2021, our second years had left, 
and we began to feel division amongst our 
community. Our response, a Residential Com-
munity Meeting. Shockingly it helped. It did-
nʻt magically heal all divisions and create the 
utopia we all saw on the pamphlets and photos 
coming here but it forced us to talk to one 
another. We heard from all sides of the divi-
sion, spoke openly and heard every voice. We 
learned the division between us wasn’t a prod-
uct of group hatred or even really exclusivity, 
it was a matter of interest, personality, and 
individuality. In every society we see this, 
diversity extends past our labels into every 
aspect of our lives which creates division and 
to be the champions of this as we claim we 
need to respect them but we canʻt let division 
divide our community.  
This year I have heard over and over that the 
campus is divided into cliques, as ever, but 
unlike the previous years these groups have 
been set for too long.  You are defining your 
UWC experience, your friends and your life 
through the facilities of one group for all of 2 
years?  
 
So to the first years I leave you some advice  
 
Dear Firstie,  
 
You have been chosen to be here. You have 
chosen to be here… but so was everyone else. 
Think about why you are here.  
 
I donʻt think it was because you wanted to be 
part of the coolest group on campus. I donʻt 
think it was because you wanted to join an 
echo chambre of voices validating your opin-
ions at every turn. You are a UWC student 
and you have been given an opportunity to 
learn an entirely new story every day, but 
you're not? 

 
At the end of it all I guess I donʻt really care, I 
will be leaving in a few months but I would 
hate to spend my last months here surrounded 
by the next generationʻs complaints about 
something that they have the power to change. 
Love (or not),  
 
Some Bored Second Year 
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music from home behind Mysa. It is in those 
moments where I permit myself to feel that 
everything is okay, where the pendulum 
slows down and stops twitching for a second 
or two. It never lasts, like all things, but it 
keeps me sane. It keeps me going.  
 
So, in all honesty, I don’t know what’s in the 
juice, but I refuse to believe that it is only the 
sum of our parts as a community. There is 
something beyond that; that something that 
steadies each of our pendulums once in a 
while, that something that keeps us going in 
spite of the idealism and in spite of the futili-
ty.  
 
Here’s my last heartfelt thought: Hug your 
loved ones stronger. Hold them longer. The 
second years have less than a hundred days 
left as I write this. Make sure to say the 
things you always brushed off, do that which 
a moment of hesitation made you not do, and 
keep adding your essence to the juice before 
it all becomes a distant memory. 

The Flying Dutchman                                             Culture                      Monday, July 11th, 2022                     

Anonymous, UWCM 

OPINION 

You have chosen to be here… but so was everybody else. Think about why you are here.  

Illustration by Estella Tenga 

Parting Words 

Idealism or Futility 
I’m  reminded of this image I once saw, with a pendulum tumultuously shifting 

between “The world is so fucked, there’s no point in anything” and “We can 
fix it if we try”.  

ken record.  
 
I’m reminded of this image I once saw, with a 
pendulum tumultuously shifting between “The 
world is so fucked, there’s no point in any-
thing” and “We can fix it if we try”. This is 
how I feel living here. We are that damn pen-
dulum. At some points, the rotation is so in-
tense, you feel you’re about to shoot off to 
space and then free-fall back to the ground, 
crashing, hurting, burning out. 
 
So, as frankly as I can be, I’m asking: is our 
“sense of idealism” killing us? Or at least 
those amongst us who pursue it? Are we lost 
in a paradigm of one step forwards and three 
steps back? Is the extra mile splitting us 
apart?   
 
When I go to bed to get the few hours of sleep 
I allow myself, I don’t have the energy to re-
flect, so I shut down automatically. It is rather 
in those impermanent and fleeting moments, 
where I escape the present and look right into 
the void. It is when I challenge the three 
minutes left to grab a coffee and a sandwich 
before first class. It is when a sunray gets 
chopped into luminous parallel lines through 
our school windows romanticizing English 
class. It is when I’m engulfed in the arms of 
those I care about, drifting into transient se-
renity. It is weekends after brunch gossip and/
or walks. It is discovering that Apple Park is 
nicer beneath the sun during the day than as 
an existential dump at night. It is listening to 

We do so much, as a community, and yet, in a 
way, we don’t.  
 
I write this while my roommate Dipak tries to 
articulate the strings of his heart into those of 
his guitar, and I think to myself: this place 
surprises me every day.  
 
The moment I stepped foot on this island, I 
knew something ethereal had happened. I did-
n’t know what it meant or on what end of the 
spectrum of feelings it fell. This is not to say I 
know now; I still don’t. What I knew and still 
remain to know was the impact of this feeling 
echoing multitudes, regardless in which direc-
tion, that is, if in any direction at all. 
 
Have I already manipulated the words? Did I 
already do it? Did I already write something 
that sounds sophisticated, but at its core, 
means nothing? 
 
This is what I feel myself doing most of the 
time. People tell me I do a lot, but it all feels 
like a hollow shell to me, and I don’t think 
I’m the only one who feels this way. I’m not 
negating all the work we do. Events, confer-
ences, and projects add to the richness of this 
community, no matter how unenthusiastically 
and last minute they were prepared. At some 
point though, it all starts sounding like a bro-

Mostafa Kharbouch, UWCM 

OPINION 

Illustration by Alina Pharis 



My pen ran out of ink the second I ap-
proached the border checkpoints. I tried to 
write with more firmness, yet it only helped 
me achieve some choppy scribbles, which 
cannot describe the agitation of a reality 
where writings alternate voices. 

The long year under the Dutch rain splashes 
and the wet bike routes did not snip my 
memory of the arid winds of July, nor did they 
erase the crooning of the joyful old Palestini-
an women that made up my soundtrack of 
Ramallah’s streets. I used to sit at a bench 
near the downtown to write stories and 
thoughts. That did not change in the Nether-
lands, and the flatness of the Dutch lands only 
unfolded broader freedom. However, Behind 
the Dutch windmills, my written papers flew, 
while behind the Palestinian Palms, my papers 
burned. 

Lost in thoughts, I closed my notebook and 
observed the congested queue I had been 
standing in for an hour. My yearning to reu-
nite with the holy land was high, and only the 
Jordanian River was keeping me away. 
Though it all went into oblivion as I stepped 
closer and an Israeli soldier drew near. The 
Netherlands had made me forget the Israeli 
checkpoints and seduced me into an illusion 
of liberty. 

Once in Amsterdam, around the Overtoom 
neighborhood. I was having coffee with a 
Mongolian friend who was about to leave 
Europe in two days. Because I was thinking 
about his departure, I was quiet, but he asked: 
“Don’t you think your time here has replaced 
your image about your country.” I did not take 
the question seriously and had to leave ten 
minutes later to pick up a night train back to 
Maastricht. Maybe I was reminded of this 
question standing in the endless queue while 
the elderly were trying to wait under a super-
fine sunshade.  

Borders Yazan, UWCM 

BEYOND THE MOAT 

Why did reality strike us hard? Was not that always the case? Or be-
cause I have once biked to Belgium, I have confused my freedom?  
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Illustration by Thalia Lembong 

Behind me stood an international student in 
Hungary. We had a quick conversation, where 
he said: “Waiting under the sun for hours is 
just a reminder that wherever life took us, we 
should never lie to ourselves that we are liber-
ated.” Perhaps the time in Hungary had made 
him grow into a better, more dependable per-
son, but his true self is there beyond the Dead 
Sea. 

Why were we shocked by the checkpoints, 
excessive inspections, and being transported 
like cattle? Why did reality strike us hard? 
Was not that always the case? Or because I 
have once biked to Belgium, I have confused 
my freedom? Perhaps it was unfeasible for me 
to question my liberty while I was slicing 
through the Bolognese roman gods or above 
the cliffs of Tuscany in Northern Italy two 
months ago with my Japanese friend. I was 
seeking stories, voices, and experiences in my 
cheap travels around Europe to have topics to 
write about. Whereas Haifa, the city that 
marked me as a refugee after my grandparents 
fled from the Israeli attacks in 1948, was un-
reachable. Maybe I can take a photo with the 
god Neptune in Bologna, Italy, but Haifa 
Mount Carmel, where my grandparents had 
planted olive trees decades ago, is beyond my 
reach. 

Suddenly, the queue was over, and a bus took 
me beyond the Jordanian valley, where I ar-
rived at the most ancient city in the world, 
The Palestinian city of Jericho. The microbus 
dropped me next to the old station. At the bot-
tom of a Palm tree I saw a daring look watch-
ing me with tears around her pupil that caused 
refraction. She was my mom. Her gaze was 
my answer to my questions along the way. I 
knew at that moment the occupation may si-
lence my voice or burn my writing, but there 
is one thing no one can ever take. As Viktor 
Frankl said: “the last of the human freedoms 
— to choose one’s attitude in any given set of 
circumstances, to choose one’s own way.” 

Don’t Drink the Juice 
A case against perfectionism 

I was something of a pathological liar as a 
small child, throwing extra siblings and secret 
inheritances into the stories I told other people 
about myself. Was it for the drama, the spice, 
the intrigue? Either way, it isn’t surprising 
that when I’d dramatically throw myself on 
the ground after eating fruit and claim that my 
throat was swelling to monstrous proportions 
no one believed me.  
 
But the symptoms persisted, with only a little 
bit of exaggeration on my part. So unfortu-
nately I can’t tell you what’s in the juice - 
whatever it is would probably trigger a cas-
cade of bewildering symptoms in a manifesta-
tion of one of the strangest allergies I’ve ever 
heard of. 
 
As a child, the realization that fruit was proba-
bly off-limits for me forever triggered a fasci-
nation with the stuff. I carefully filled wicker 
baskets with heaps of dusty blue plums from 
my grandpa’s trees, dried racks of apple slices 
in the freeze-dryer, and forced my little broth-
er to eat whatever mysterious berries I 
scrounged up from bushes by the roadside.  
 
The romanticization of the unreachable should 
be considered a mass phenomenon. Social 
media platforms overflow with meticulously 
curated still shots uploaded by content crea-
tors pushing the tantalizing “that girl” aesthet-
ic, carefully arranged green smoothies and 
matching athletic wear sets kicking the grime 
of everyday life under the proverbial fridge.  
 
Similarly, before coming to UWC I envi-
sioned the plane flight as a threshold between 
perfection and everything - namely, my entire 
life - that had come before it. Now that I’d 
been accepted, I thought, everything should 
fall perfectly into place. I’d never question my 
decisions or feel uncertain about my future 
again.  
 

The movement’s online marketing expertly 
crafted the utopic cure-all that sucked us all 
in. Standing on the lid of the glass, watch-
ing the glittering liquid swirl beneath me, I 
was convinced I’d joined a community of 
5am jogs and clear skin made manifest. 
After a year spent obsessively consuming 
every youtube vlog and college confidential 
forum I could find, I was ready to try the 
juice. 
 
* * * 
 
For the record, I’m not unhappy. I have no 
regrets about my decision to attend 
UWCM, and I’m more than ready to em-
brace the full untapped potential of DP2.  
 
And yet… 
 
Sometimes I can’t help but feel that the 
school I attend and the school I applied to 
aren’t even on the same planet. Sometimes 
I feel like I’m 6 again, lying to myself 
while the juice I so desperately wanted to 
drink swells in my throat. I fought to main-
tain it for months, but eventually the ideal-
ized institution I built up in my head out of 
predictions and naivety slipped through my 
fingers. I was left with the realization that 
the worst thing you can do is cling to a de-
lusion, stubbornly painting over reality with 
the messy brush strokes of fantasy.  
 
I’ve tried to learn to zoom out from the 
pinhole sized gap through which, squinting 
and half-blurred, I can still make out the 
sticky sweet residue of perfection - at the 
cost of the rest of a beautifully flawed life. 
The most incredible things - transformation, 
adaptability, discovery - live in the margins, 
unprobed by the strict-lined hopes of a per-
fectionist. The UWC experience is so much 
more than rigorous academics and carefully 
curated extracurriculars - it’s the lights of a 

city 10,000 kilometers from 
home, the smiles of people you 
never would’ve crossed paths 
with otherwise, it’s the wind in 
your cut hair. 
 
The juice never mattered. Look, 
the glass is so small and the 
world is so wide. 

Zia Owens, UWCM 

OPINION 

Illustration by Thalia Lembong 

Titus Kalksma
Oh, is the red to be edited

Titus Kalksma
Should we put a line between these two articles?
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Being a member of our community for 10 
months already, I noticed how there are many 
unaddressed issues - taboos - that nobody is 
willing to talk about. Our toilets (a.k.a. com-
mon bathrooms) are one of those taboos. I am 
really surprised how nobody mentions toilets 
in their casual conversations or discussions at 
the lunch table. As if they were totally insig-
nificant parts of our UWC journey. I am very 
much against such ignorance on our issues, 
thus I decided to write this opinion article. 
One might wonder ‘what the heck is that guy 
talking about?’, but that’s the thing - many of 
us don’t even have a conscious understanding 
of the issue. However, certainly deep in our-
selves we have this feeling of emptiness when 
we enter (or leave) our common bathrooms. 
That applies both to the lavatories in the 
school building and in the residence. I would 
like to point out two main problems and their 
solutions. 
 
Firstly, it just doesn’t look good. I never heard 
any of our students saying that they can vibe 
with the color of the walls in our toilets. 
That’s because the lavatories look gloomy, 
unpleasant and consequently they create the 
atmosphere of a place where you don’t want 
to stay for long. Like a hospital - all white and 
creepily sterile. If we want to make our spaces 
better and more enjoyable to students, why do 
we make our common bathrooms look like 
hospitals? If I were in charge of the interior of 
our lavatories, I would paint the walls in all 
sorts of joyful colors: pink, marine, green, 
orange etclassicac. Then the next step would 
be putting some inspirational posters and 
quotes or perhaps contemporary and l paint-
ings. We could decorate different toilets in 
different culture themes, thus contributing to 
our intercultural understanding. When you 
think about that - toilets are awfully boring, 
thus by adding some posters, quotes or memes 
we would make the experience of visiting a 
common bathroom more entertaining and en-
lightening. Furthermore, it would be more 
efficient, since many of us end up staring at 
one point while sitting on the honey bucket 
either way. We could even put a bookshelf, 
for students who want their lavatory journey 
to be educational. All of this will help us cre-
ate a five star experience. 
 
The second problem that I observed while 
exploring our toilets is a social one. We tend 
to stay silent while visiting the common bath-
room, hence wasting many opportunities to 
have amazing conversations. That also adds to 
the general alienation that I experience while 
visiting our lavatories. One wouldn’t associate 
alienation with UWC, but unfortunately it is 
inevitable once you enter the kingdom of fe-
ces. I tried to take the initiative myself once. 
Strangely, a person standing next to me didn’t 
want to engage in a conversation about poli-
tics while doing his business in the pissoir. Of 
course, I didn’t give up and tried to start con-
versations with strangers while washing 
hands, but the result was similar. A good way 
to solve this problem is by making some 
workshops about openness, inclusion and in-
volvement. Still, the most important thing for 
each of us is to remember that we are the peo-
ple who are responsible for making the ball 
roll. We all should have our little introspec-
tion in our heads and ask ourselves what we 
could do differently when being in the toilet. 
If we will put a united and continuous effort 
into this, we will make our lavatories a place 
of socialization where many new friendships 
will begin and where many of our best UWC 
experiences will happen.  

Toilet Talk 
An exhibition on the campus toilet culture 

 
Now, an average person (I based it on my 
personal experience) stays in the toilet for 
about 30 minutes a day. Some, of course, 
spend a bit less time if they do their business 
while sleeping. However, most of us are not 
as efficient. Our UWC Journey lasts about 20 
months or 600 days. That means we will 
spend 18000 minutes in the lavatory in those 
20 months. That is 300 hours or 12,5 days. 
12,5 days is enough to host a damn good sum-
mer camp. So let's make these 12,5 days into a 
damn good UWC experience.  
 
If our community and school administration 
will follow my kind advice, in a matter of 
months we will see students who are excited 
for their journeys to the lavatory. It will feel 
like home, like a place where you want to 
stay. I would go as far as to say that UWC 
Maastricht should make it's official goal to 
become the college which has “the best lava-
tories in the whole of UWC”. This remarkable 
achievement would boost our spirit and make 
our college even more famous and reputable 
among UWC schools. So let’s make our toi-
lets great again! 

Let’s make Toilets 
Great Again 
Karolis Margis, UWCM 

OPINION 

The UWCM Toilet 
Crisis: Have we 
reached the tipping 
point? 
Karolis Margis, UWCM 

OPINION 

Let’s go 2000 years back in time. It’s a sunny 
afternoon in the ancient Roman city of Ostia. 
The elite of the city are enjoying their time in 
Forica, a public latrine. Around 20 citizens of 
Ostia are discussing the politics, gossip and 
most important recent events of the empire 
and the city, while doing their natural business 
at the same time. Forica is very much the cen-
ter of the community and there is nothing 
shameful about it. Now let’s go back to the 
present times, where the students of UWC 
Maastricht are living their innocent lives on a 
Dutch island.  
 
One of those students, a natural observer, has 
recently made a poll about people’s experi-
ence in toilets. He has wisely disguised the 
poll as his IA questionnaire, in order to make 
more people answer the questions. He has 
done so, for the topic he has chosen is a true 
taboo in our society. The results that he gath-
ered are simply astonishing and he has kindly 
agreed to share his findings.  
 
The first finding is that 66.7% of the students 
have “felt a sense of alienation or discomfort 
while being in toilet in our school”. This 
shows us that many students here don’t feel 
comfortable when visiting our latrines. On the 
contrary, most of them have felt alienation 
while visiting a toilet. When you think about 
it, UWC is supposed to be a place where eve-
ryone should feel welcome and happy. Then a 
natural question rises - why do we need a 
place in our school where alienation prevails? 
We suggest that maybe we don’t need such a 
place.  
 
The next findings are even more important - 
48.3% percent of our students agree “that the 
social aspect of our toilets is flawed”. In other 
words, they acknowledge that we need more 
socialization in our toilets. Just like in Forica: 
political debates, gossip, discussions, citing of 
poetry etc. In such a way our toilets could 
become the hearth of our community.  Of 
course one might say that a toilet is a private 
and extremely intimate place. What happens 
in the lavatory shall stay in the lavatory. How-

ever, we should challenge this status quo.  
 
When it comes to gender, most of us will 
agree that it is a social construct. We think the 
same logic could be applied to our lavatories 
as well. You see, if you were to put a baby (a 
tabula rasa if you may) in a toilet, the baby 
wouldn’t naturally go and hide himself be-
tween 4 walls and wouldn’t see any need of 
privacy for his nature doesn’t see a reason for 
it. So why should we feel a sense of shame 
while sitting on the honey bucket? We suggest 
that this social construct is (very much like 
gender stereotypes) unnecessary and poten-
tially harmful. Should we not start the rhetori-
cal ball of socialization in the toilets rolling 
just because our society is prejudiced by me-
dieval social constructs? 
 
We are very much worried that following such 
social norms will lead to terrible consequenc-
es. Now, imagine that a young beautiful man 
comes to our college next year. He arrives on 
campus and observes that one thing in particu-
lar distinguishes him from other students. That 
is nakedness, or one might say the lack of 
nakedness of others. The student (let’s call 
him Dick) comes from a family of nudists, 
where lack of attire is considered a norm and 
he has followed this norm since his early 
childhood. We believe it would be terribly 
hard for him to fit in our little society, since 
we are prejudiced by these medieval social 
constructs and see naked body as a source of 
shame just because it is not part of our culture. 
But do we have the right to blame Dick for 
promoting his culture and sharing the values 
that his parents installed in his family? Isn’t 
celebration of difference one of UWC values? 
I do understand that some people would feel 
uncomfortable seeing Dick naked, but we 
should understand that Dick might not be 
comfortable seeing our lack of nakedness. 
Maybe naked Dick is happy Dick. It is even 
possible that there might be closeted nudists in 
our current student body, who are not capable 
of embracing their family traditions just be-
cause our community is too conservative for 
it. There are potential Dicks who can’t be hap-
py because our society does not accept their 
values. 
 
That explains the next findings: 61.7% of our 
students don’t think that “the toilets in our 
school represent their culture or intercultural 
understanding in general”.  65% agrees that 
“the atmosphere of our toilets makes it a place 
where you don't want to stay for long”. There-
fore, 70% of our students say that “the school 
should take actions to improve our toilets”.  
We already discussed many of the reasons for 
taking action, but there is one interesting rea-
son to add. According to the study, an average 
student spends 34 minutes in the toilet every 
day. 68.3% students estimate that they spend 
around 30 minutes a day, while 31.7% of the 
students spend 40 minutes more. 8.3% of the 
students spend about an hour.  
 
These 34 minutes (or in some cases an hour) 
could be educational, social, political, enlight-
ening, but instead they are silent, awkward 
and deeply uncomfortable. No wonder why 
people don’t want to stay in toilets for long 
periods of time.  
 
So, in the name of our community, we would 
like to address the administration and student 
body of our school and invite them to explore 
the horizons of lavatories. We should make it 
a place where students are encouraged to ex-
plore other cultures, ideas, views and eventu-
ally feel like home. Thus making our common 
bathrooms the hearth of our college. But in 
order to achieve this, as Newton’s 1st law 
would suggest, we need a force which would 
start the motion. We are hoping that our arti-
cle will be this almighty force.  
Amen and Awomen. 

The toilet and I 
(A poem of friendship) 

By Karolis Margis 

 

Was it love at first sight 
When two strangers first met? 

Oh, please tell I’m right 
Please don’t make me upset 

 
It was toilet and I 

Like the moon and the sun 
I still wonder oh why 
Why away did I run? 

 
In the middle of night 

With a sense of deep shame 
I thought I was right 

And the night is to blame 
 

The toilet and I 
Our love burned and bloomed 

I want just to cry 
For the fire left wound 

I, Me, Myself and some 
Toilet 

 

By Manuel Mejia 

 
I need to run, 

Where no one’s there, 
Silence voice, 
Nor say hello. 

 
May some there, 

None to care, 
Time to spend, 
Not complain.  

 
Natural space, 

Doors and locks, 
Water falls, 

Tears or more. 
 

Once I was, 
Full of mind,  

Four walls and no one talks, 
Space to breathe, space to cry. 

 
Lonely hours,  

Sleeping, 
To last, 

Sink and not sea.  
 

When the doors have lock, 
When the moat is close, 
When the floor is cold, 

When the night has fall.  
 

When all has fail, 
And some must rest, 

Sleepless nights,  
Dawn must wait. 

 
Light, 

Smoke, 
Headphones  

And floor. 
 

Chairs no more, 
Candles decor, 

Some can come, 
But no one ask. 

 
Silence voice, 
Nor say hello. 

Time to spend,  
Not complain. 



A Fruitless Answer 

By Mianyi Wang 

 

Stumbling, 
We are intoxicated 

Not in the cheapest bottle from Gall & Gall 
Rather in an abstract notion we all pretend to 

know a little about. 
Who wants to drink something without knowing 

its contents? 

All of us, 
We go all out. 

 

Fumbling, 
We become agitated 

Not over our daily problems with IB 

Our sober selves can complain about that. 
Rather we become frustrated 

Over why we are here 

Drinking the juice in the first place. 
 

Yet when asked if the juice is good 

Five stars it is 

We add a testimony to how it changed our lives 

And there’s no doubt it did 

But the chunks of apple and seeds of orange 

Remain at the bottom of the cup 

While the juice dries 

The charm dies. 
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(agoraphobic) Claustrophobia 

By Anonymous 

 

Tight spaces 
scare me not 
but this tiny, 
fragile box 
has held me hostage 
- trapped - 
for longer 
than I am capable 
of collectedly handling. 
A waxing and waning infinity  
suffocating within the confines 
of this cranium-bound 
ecosystem 
of thoughts. 
 
Claustrophobic… 
towards myself? 
I guess so. 
 
… 
 
Not ideal. 

Illustration by 
Daniela Lascurain 

A Haiku 
By Zach Blakely 

 
Dear Airborne Ghostship, 
  

A juice themed haiku for you: 
  

What is in the juice? 

More existential malaise. 

No, not mayonnaise. 

  
 

Yours in anchorage (no, not Alaska), 
  

Zack 

Titus Kalksma
We can increase the font size for these poems! but let's keep times new roman for zack
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Down: 

1. Autumn “…” 

3. No more WAP in Mensa. 

4. “Where?” 

Across: 

2. “I got it for free off of Facebook.” 

5. “I’m gonna jump off of …” 

6. “But I didn't hear a knock!” 

7. UWCM Merch drop: Lingerie edition 

8. “Smile for the camera!” 

July 13th, 2022 

Upcoming events 

Honourable mentions 

TFD 

First issue under the new team 

At least the wolf knocked... 

Ubuntu’s Residential Event 

Toxic Masculinity Forum 

Toppling the patriarchy in an army of white. 

UWC Beauty Centre 

Set an appointment with Melisa (DP1) 
to get your hair did. 

IG: @uwcbeautycentre 
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Watermelon Sugar 

Harry Styles 

Summerland 

half•alive 

Next Year 

Macklemore, Windser 

Colors 

Black Pumas 

Comedown 

Joesef 

Disarm (fg. VI) 

AllttA, 20syl, Mr. J. Medeiros 

Like That 

WizTheMc, Sam Austins 

Imagine 

Common, PJ 

Follow The Flying Dutchman 
on Spotify for this playlist and 
more. 

 

Juice 

Lizzo 

https://www.halfalive.co/


Thought of the Month 

 

“To sit patiently with a yearning that has not yet been 
fulfilled, and to trust that, that fulfilment will come, is 
quite possible one of the most powerful ‘magic skills’ 

that human beings are capable of” 

 
Elizabeth Gilbert 

Author 



 




