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T 
he first time I came across 
the term ‘Third Culture 
Kids’, about a year ago, I 
was absolutely bewildered, 

but that feeling came from a state of 
shock. My first thought was: So… 
it’s an actual thing. It’s not just 
me.  
 
I grew up speaking Spanish to my 
Colombian mother, and Italian to 
my Italian father. Being two similar 
languages, I would mix up words 
and verbs since I first learned to 
talk. I’ve spent a fair share of time 

An insightful poem from Marina that covers the changes from 
summer through fall and winter. Grab a hot chocolate and enjoy 
her playful writing style as you reflect on the coming seasonal 
changes. 
p.1 

Autumn 

 
To be entirely honest, I wasn’t aware 
that there were other countries, cul-
tures, languages before UWC. I was 
accustomed to places in which I could 
easily understand what was being said 
to me, or around me. But not here, and 
I realised how little I liked that. My 
English was limited to ‘Hello I have 9 
years’ and Dutch was an alien language 
to me. And here began the battle of my 
name. Since my first day at UWC, no 
teacher or friend ever got the spelling 
of my name correct. I was known as 
Ana-Maria, as it was permanently writ-
ten on my desk by my Primary teacher 
(who every-day, had access to the cor-
rect spelling on our attendance sheet). 
In the following years, this never 
stopped. Consonants were missing, too 

A powerful story told by Mostafa from Palestine. He describes 
a troubled journey of one of his firsties, and emphasises the 
support we should all show for this heavily oppressed region.  
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The Whispers’ Haunt 

A chilling piece from Dora, exploring 
the remnants of the people in her past  
year and the dreams in her future 
months.  

p.2 

IN THE ISSUE 

The Third Culture  
many vowels were added, spaces and 
capital letters too. I was too shy to re-
act, or to correct someone - it took me 
quite some time, specifically years, to 
feel comfortable expressing my true 
self in English - I would brush it off 
and let people spell it or pronounce it 
the way they wanted.  
 
As the years passed, I also learned 
Dutch (doesn’t mean I can pronounce 
gezellig without sounding like a for-
eigner). Nonetheless everyone speaks 
English to me in the shops and my 
looks give away that I am indeed not 
from here. I have always felt that way, 
too. Dutch culture, manners and tradi-
tions are very distinct from mine, which 
I have adjusted to. Continue on page 1 

  This Issue’s Theme 

On Stranger Tides  

“A Part of the Movement” 

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

Annamaria Porta UWCM 

OPINION 

in both my home countries, in which 
my mother had to warn my Kindergar-
ten and Primary school teachers about 
my languages - making sure that a 
word I would say in Spanish with an 
opposite, or negative, meaning in Ital-
ian would not offend my teachers and 
vice versa. What I remember loving 
the most about coming from two coun-
tries, is the amazement that my peers 
in school would find in me, just be-
cause I knew another language! They 
made me feel different, but never ex-
cluded. I would never struggle to ex-
press myself - and I thank my mother 
for always keeping up my knowledge 
in both languages. Though, a lot 
changed when I came to the Nether-
lands.  

Know who we are  

Illustration by Sufi Abdellah 



Autumn  
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“family visits and vacations helped me to 
identify with my cultures and be able to res-

onate with them” 

Marina Garlick, UWCM 

POETRY 

Even in school, I had felt that they were not 
able to adjust to me. I would love to hear and 
learn about my peer’s cultures and back-
grounds, and be overwhelmed by an interna-
tional environment. But when it was my 
turn, it was up to the ‘listeners’ to decide 
where I was from. I would confidently list 
my two home countries, though only one of 
them, or even none, would stick. I used to 
feel pleased when for once, curiosity sparked 
and I was asked: “And how does that 
work?”.  
 
Travelling back home was always difficult, 
and only recently did I understand the rea-
son. In both countries I am treated different-
ly from a native. In one, I appear and act too 

European, so street vendors would not hesitate to 
charge me double for their merchandise. But in 
the other, they’d praise me as a tropical woman. 
Though these trips, family visits and vacations 
helped me to identify with my cultures and be 
able to resonate with them, no matter how others 
would single me out. I associate my characteris-
tics and personality with one culture, but my pas-
sions with another. I’ve learned to appreciate and 
carry traditions from both cultures to the Nether-
lands, bringing them to UWC.  
 
The Third Culture kid is not easy to represent, it 
is a learning journey about one’s experiences and 
the adaptation in the host country. I was taken by 
surprise on UWC day, as a few parents educated 
our community on Third Culture students and 

raised awareness with activities. These kids 
need to know that they are indeed not the only 
ones, their backgrounds make them unique and 
it is up to them to choose how they want to rep-
resent themselves in our community.  

Summer days have set, 
once again.  
Falling, faster,  
resting on the ground.  
One last ray, 
then it's gone. 
 
Summer days have passed, 
leaving room. 
Chatting, charmer, shhhh, 
Just a little longer. 
Coffee and brunch, 
then it's gone. 
 
Summer days have gone, 
only clouds remain. 
Raining, runner, stop! 
Too fast, be patient,  
Dont stress, relax 
then it's gone. 
 
Summer days have  
turned away.  
Colourful greys warming  
cosy fire Light. Don't  
worry, I'm here. 

 
Winter is excited 
to play tag. 
Cold, Crashing, hug? 
Come on it's only 
dark, too dark. 
Wait for me.  
 
Winter is refreshed 
Ready to go. Sleep 
just a little longer. 
Slipping, snoozer, up! 
Can't make it, 
Wait for me. 
 
Winter is apathetic  
to the sun. Dark 
nights, darker, dimmer. 
Is this comfort or  
Do I feel alone,  
Wait for me.  
 
Winter, It will pass 
once again. Light 
flooding, foolishly 
optimistic. Hopeful 
I’m here.  

 
 
 

Why Aren’t We Talking 
Ada Aydin, UWCM 

POETRY 
Why aren’t we talking about that 
We left our homes, our cages 
Flew away, so far away 
Why aren’t we 
 
Why aren’t we talking about that 
We wake up every morning 
Put on the happy face mask 
Pretend nothing has changed 
 
Why aren’t we talking about that 
We think we always have to be happy 
Run away from sadness, hide tears 
Making sure no one sees us 
 

Why aren’t we talking about 
Our pasts, fears, weaknesses 
Are we so afraid to seem hurt 
Are we not allowed to be hurt 
 
Why aren’t we talking about 
That it can be hard at the beginning 
But in the end, we'll be home to ourselves 
On our own feet, strong and upright 

 

Illustration by an AI  
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The Whispers’ Haunt1 

1: In this case, haunt takes on its meaning as a noun: a place that is habitually frequented.  

T 
he October gust sweeps away whispers 
from unfamiliar lands and whisks them by 
my side. I don’t mind them in the way that 
I don’t mind the slight traces of erased pen-

cil marks, or the scent of yellowing journal pages. 
Their ubiquitous presence lingers, but I don’t feel 
the urge to push them away; they don’t anger me 
like the cheerful chatter does.  
 

When I walked past the moat yesterday, their foot-
steps reflected mine. But their tracks were barely 
visible beneath new acrylic-paint footsteps that 
smelled strongly of uncrushed hopes. Mine were 
once just as bright, though they’re more of an earthy 
tone now. I didn’t continue walking because I was 
afraid that the shadowing footsteps would subside if 
I went too far away from the place we have in com-
mon: the place that they haunt, and the place that 
haunts me. In their presence, I’m more at peace with 
the tans, browns, and forest greens of my paces.  

Illustration by Ozias Silitonga 

Mianyi Wang, UWCM 

PROSE 

 

They didn’t appear today though, but it doesn’t 
surprise me, as they fade in and out at random 
moments. Among the flag-canopy constructed of 
multiple identities, they took the shape of a girl 
with a maroon hoodie who did not know where 
her home was, and they recalled her name above 
the crowds of foreign cheers. I orient myself back 
to the tunnel and look for my new roommates. 
Among the late-night fairy-light chats in the com-
mon room, as people left one by one to sleep, 
they surrounded me with echoes that kept me 
awake. I realize I am the only one left and so I 
stand up to leave. Among the laughter of theater 
kids in the drama room, they gave me a thumbs-
up and a smile, and I cannot help wondering if I 
am morphing into them. I zone back into the 
script-reading.  
 

In my chronic tiredness of DP2 year, I have 
found consolation in the glimpses of the past, 
but they do not allow me to dwell on it. The 
paradox of something so fleeting is that while it 
passes by quicker than that October gust that 
brought it flurrying, it is the only thing that is 
constant. New people find the secret UWC 
places, and new people form connections to the 
place they are starting to call home, but they do 
not take away from my home. Old people 
passed on the UWC traditions, and old people 
left to construct new memories of their own, but 
they creep back into my memories. The overlap 
of the unfamiliar sketches of the present and the 
faded yet vaguely familiar pencil lines of the 
past comforts me in an eerie way. Perhaps one 
day I will also become one of the autumn whis-
pers that haunts. However, for now, the whis-
pers are frequenting me less and less, and I am 
not sure if they will come back tomorrow. 

I think this life is sometimes magical, 
And sometimes exhausting 
I met you one day in the sunlight 
You were sweaty and new 
A few big bags 
Arms exhausted, 
We’ll meet for the last time in the moonlight 
Big bags under our eyes 
Arms encompassed. 
If it weren’t for you in this life 
Who knows where I would be 
The months of shared secrets  

Or three-day-old sheet cake 
Would have been so horrible alone. 
I met you for the second time on the gravel floor 
We were crouched by a flame doing nothing to heat us 
up 
We closed our eyes and felt the hard ground 
When we opened them it was already Thursday. 
I hope you remember me in the next life 
I have kept a journal of what has happened to me 
since I met you 
The pages are almost entirely full 
Maybe one day we can write a new book. 

Ode to You 
Shira Nudler, UWCM 

POETRY 
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Mostafa Kharbouch, 
UWCM 

OPINION 

Know who we are 

Are you tired of me talking about Palestine... But 
when did you ever run for Palestine?  

 
As I was walking the hallways to the tunnel we did 
for students who arrived late, I could not help but be 
interrupted by some oblivious student murmur: 
 
 “Ugh, why did the students not just come on time 
the first day?”  
 
Sadly, I was not surprised by the awareness and sen-
sitivity a portion of us still lack in this community, 
yet opportunities like these give me hope to point 
out our shortcomings.  
 
Allow me to answer the overheard question with a 
story: Deema, one of my lovely first years, just ar-
rived at the end of September from Gaza, Palestine. 
Deema was born and raised in Gaza, the largest 
open-air prison guarded by Israeli occupation forc-
es. Deema is funny and always emits good vibes 
when you are talking to her. Deema applied through 
the Palestinian National Committee and was one of 
the few accepted after a long process. Deema need-
ed to go to the Dutch Embassy in Ramallah, Occu-
pied Palestine to carry out her visa application. 
Deema, however, was not granted Israeli authorisa-
tion to cross the border from Gaza to Ramallah - a 
path her Jewish, Muslim and Christian Palestinian 
ancestors used to carry freshly harvested olives 
across to make the tastiest olive oil in the world 
(alert: bias). Even if Deema waited for 30 days, she 
would not have received a permit simply because 
she was born and raised in Gaza. Deema is the 
“other” to the oppressor. 
 
Deema’s efforts did not cease there. Deema ar-
ranged for her visa to be moved to Cairo, Egypt. 
Deema’s grandfather was stopped at the border due 
to Israeli cruelty, and Deema had to travel, for the 
first time in her life, alone. That did not stop Deema 
as well. “We Palestinians, we carry on”. To get to 
Egypt, Deema had to pass through the Rafah Border 
Crossing, one of the deadliest land crossings in the 
world. Deema was stripped of her humanity, valua-
ble belongings and safety at tens of illegal check-
points throughout her journey. After 8 hours of hor-
ror, alone on a treacherous path in the desert, spend-
ing lots of money to be allowed entrance at each 
checkpoint, Deema arrived in Cairo. Deema stayed 
in a hotel for a week or more on her own, applied 
for the visa and had to beg the embassy to receive it. 
Deema was finally able to join us here then. There 
you go. I tried to put it as simply as I could for you. 
I do not think Deema would appreciate your ques-
tion, and the others like her with stories of persever-
ance and willpower.  
 
When we bombard you with words on Palestine, it 
is not because this is another issue you should know 
about. It is because we are tired. We are exhausted 
by either your ignorance or your silent complacen-
cy. But more so, we are angry for not being seen for 
who we are. 
 
Yes, We are angry. We are mad. We are furious. 
Always. 
At systems which have robbed us of our childhoods. 
At systems which continue to threaten our families 
and futures.  

 
Yes, We are angry. We are mad. We are furious. 
Always. 
At the school’s administration for selective Euro-
centric activism. When did you ever run for Pales-
tine, Kate? When did you ever pray for the families 
in Gaza?  
 
Yes, We are angry. We are mad. We are furious. 
Always. 
At your silence. During every second you stay neu-
tral, another Palestinian child is being murdered in 
cold-blood by Israeli tanks.   
 
We ask little of you: Google Palestine. Check the 
resources in our emails. Do not pity Deema, but 
rather ask her questions. She will tell you stories 
with a genuine smile on her face.  
 
Come talk to us. Acknowledge us. Ask us ques-
tions. We are not just some oppressed transparent 
minority in the corner of the school. We all have 
unique stories that come with the survival of our 
identity. We would love to talk to you no matter 
where you stand.   
 
Know who we are. 

We are: 
 

Mostafa…..Palestinian-Lebanese 
Marwan…..Palestinian-Lebanese-American 

Tasnim…....Palestinian-Syrian-Lebanese 
Reine……. Palestinian 

Deema……...Palestinian  
 
Do not neglect the Palestine in our identities. 
Do not hide us behind the names of the coun-
tries our grandparents and parents fled to, es-
caping the horrors of Israeli massacres. 
 
We are here.  
 
Angry, like my grandmother’s tears when my 
grandfather was buried outside Palestine. 
 
Loud, like the Israeli bombs that do not stop 
falling on Gaza 

 
We are not going anywhere but to a Free Pales-

tine.  
 
 
Mostafa (he/him) 
On behalf of the Palestinian Community.  

Illustration by Narmeen Hamadeh 

@narmeenh.illustrations 
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Wellness Team x TFD 
The days are slowly getting shorter and the 
ghost-grey skies are officially marking the 
beginning of autumn. We are officially enter-
ing a phase of change. A different mood is 
settling upon us as we are entering a portal to 
a time of dread where the leaves are becoming 
an incandescent red rather than viridescent 
and where the rain becomes a usual ritual of 
the day rather than an awaited and praised mo-
ment. While some are so busy adjusting 
(back) to their lives on the Island, they haven’t 
even noticed the trees slowly fading into 
shades of red, orange, and yellow. Yet it is 
still hard to say goodbye to the warmth that 
wraps around us during the hot summer nights 
as we are now welcoming crispy cold nights 
where the smell of the night reminds us of a 
fireplace. Mother Nature is not the only one 
transitioning, we are too. As we pack away 
our summer clothes and pull out the woollen 
sweaters, we are officially preparing for this 
new phase of the year. This new season may 
be metaphoric for new possibilities. No more 
procrastinating. Going to bed earlier. Eating 
healthier. We all make promises to ourselves 
that are never held. In reality, many of us find 
ourselves struggling to find the motivation to 
tackle our suffocating pile of deadlines and 
chilly nights. 
 
It is completely valid to be feeling down and 
anxious. Yet, despite the challenges we face, it 
is amazing to also look at the wonders of what 
autumn holds and appreciate them. The best 
way to get through this season is to romanti-
cise it in every possible way. Going on a walk 
to Albert Heijn? Blast a Spotify “sad autumn 
playlist” as you try to catch the falling amber 
leaves. Getting ready to go to bed? Make 
yourself a hot chocolate and snuggle into your 
bed as you watch the rain pelting the window. 
Feeling cold after a nature walk? Make your-
self a warm cup of tea and write a note for 
your friend. Bored on a Sunday afternoon? 
Cook something delicious. Fall is truly a 
white canvas waiting to be covered day by day 
by cosy activities that keep us going. 
 
The reality is that days are going to become 
shorter and the workload harder. As we push 
through this year, it is important for us stu-
dents to find things that are vital for our men-
tal and physical health. Whether it is reading a 
few pages of a book before going to bed, go-
ing on a run in the chilly wind, meditating for 
a bit when we find time amongst these drain-
ing days, hugging a friend, or eating some-
thing that reminds us of home. Finding time 
for yourself is important and I promise, will 
help you pull through the “winter blues.”  

 
In more scientific terms, if you strongly feel 
energyless and have changes in your mood, 
this may be Seasonal Affective Disorder 
(SAD) which is a type of depression related to 
season change. The reduced sunlight may dis-
rupt your internal body clock as well as lead 
to a drop in serotonin (a neurotransmitter re-
sponsible for mediating feelings of satisfac-
tion and happiness), which are two factors that 
may lead to depression. The changing of sea-
sons may also cause an imbalance in your 
melatonin level, which is a hormone that is 
crucial to our sleep patterns. If you feel that 
this might be affecting you, please reach out 
to your counsellors.  

Léonore Vaes, UWCM 

WELLNESS 

Illustration by Maripaz Sandoval 
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Upcoming Events 

Spirit Team 

Fall Fest!! 

Dress up with friends and participate in each  
floor’s event!! 

Peer Support  

Study Buddy Sessions 

Work, have snacks and chat with a 
peer supporter 

October Break! 

“Rest” from the IB! 

Have fun relaxing on campus, going 
on day trips, or doing project week 
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Crossword 

 
Across 

2. Check-in app 

5. Still under construction 

8. Where dirty dishes pile up 

10. Popular tutor group outing 

11. Number of floors in residence 

12. Also on International Peace Day 

14. ___ Essay, source of stress for Y13 

15. Marriage between Lennon and ___ 

16. Nathan’s domain 

 

Down 

1. Can get you excused from school 

3. Family in Hawaiian 

4. Head of Mensa 

6. LBB 

7. Classic Dutch mode of transport 

9. Free at breakfast and brunch 

13. __ Matters, Y12 Workshop 

15. Ring around the Island 
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FOMO 

There’s a Tuesday 

A vibey song with a strong theme 
that applies to firsties! 

 

HIDE 

Marko 

Where do I feel like I've heard this 
before? Is it the catchy chorus? 

Introvert 

Little Simz 

Highly instrumental, this song will 
take you on an emotional journey 
with its thrilling arrangement and 

N side 

Steve Lacey 

Sharp percussion and guitar gives 
this song a classic feel. 

New Medallion 

YGTUT 

Catchy melody and ensemble sing-
ing creates this fusion between 

what feels like a church song and a 

Night Swims (poem) 

half•alive 

An interesting take on spoken word 
with some music 

Saturday Morning Cartoons 

Cautious Clay 

Wishing we still had the time to 
watch Saturday morning cartoons... 

Why iii Love The Moon 

Phony Ppl 

Positive feels with a solid groove - 
what more do you need? 

 

You up? 

Johan Lenox, Ant Clemmons 

A little bit of mumble mixed with 
deep bass always creates this mel-

low flow. 

https://www.halfalive.co/


Thought of the Month 

 

"The result, therefore, of our present enquiry is, that 
we find no vestige of a beginning,–no prospect of an 

end." 

 
James Hutton 

Geologist 


