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MAASTRICHT— The United 
World College Maastricht has re-
portedly solved mental health issues 
by giving residential students the 
generous opportunity to miss an 
entire day of class. “Students’ aca-
demic and personal success go 
hand-in-hand with their wellbeing, 
which is why we give them time to 
address their emotional needs,” 
stated the administration, who also 
clarified that this emotional leave 
day should be used for circumstanc-

A collection of poems from members in our UWCM            
community.   
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A page (and one third) of Poetry 

ensuring efficiency. In fact, during tutor 
time this week, students were asked to 
fill out a form about their levels of stress 
in fourteen different areas. This form 
traveled to the Heads of Year, who 
asked the student council for solutions, 
who then met for an insightful two 
hours to send another form to the stu-
dent body for suggestions. To every-
one’s satisfaction, the process takes a 
mere six months to complete. 
 
What’s more important is that the 
school tackles the root cause of the issue 
surrounding mental health: Dutch 
weather. “Don’t forget to take your dai-
ly vitamin D pills,” the school advises in 
times of darkness. Students are also en-
couraged to take walks, and if they hap-
pen to misstep on a time machine, they 
will find that the different councils and 

My months at United World College have felt like an neverend-
ing circus  p.2 

Misophonia 

May I please leave the classroom?  
My neighbour is typing and the sound 
makes me want to peel my skin off. 
p.1 

IN THE ISSUE 

Why we are never 
stressed 

boards in this institution deal with 
stress so effectively that after a guaran-
teed two years, they will miraculously 
feel more relieved. 
 
Writer’s Note: This piece is based on 
personal opinion, and although I firm-
ly believe that UWCM students are 
never stressed because of the support-
ive mental wellbeing program, I am 
always open to having a conversation. 
If you have any feedback about my 
article, I would be glad to receive it 
and take a careful look at it during my 
short break, to then send you an auto-
mated message to thank you for your 
feedback. If your feedback is criticism 
though, please know that this conver-
sation is finished, and you will receive 
my out-of-office-until-May-2023 mes-
sage instead. 

  Many New Faces  
This issue includes submis-
sions from applicants of The 
Flying Dutchman team.  

 

“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.  

Mianyi Wang, UWCM 

OPINION 

es other than stress, fatigue, burnout, 
sleep deprivation, anxiousness, sad-
ness, among others. Recent scientific 
research suggests that this policy caters 
especially to IB students, who do not 
appear to be suffering from the prob-
lems listed previously due to their iron-
clad mental resilience. When inter-
viewed, one student even claims, “I’m 
okay.” In contrast, no student mentions 
the word burnout, confirming its ab-
sence on campus. 
 
This policy is one of several foolproof 
wellbeing measures in the school’s 
master plan to ensure every student is 
well, because mental health is absolute-
ly the #1 priority. These measures are 
so effective because the school actively 
asks for feedback and takes construc-
tive criticism extremely well, all while 

The Circus Routine  
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Marina Garlick, UWCM 

OPINION 

“Hello….hello…are you there” 
[muffled crying noises] 
“Are you okay? Are you safe?” 

“I can’t…I just can’t… just go, I'll be fine”  
“No, don't hang up, stay on the line. Will you open the door if I knock?” 
“Yes”  

She ran, bike discarded, red light drifting off behind her. Keycard, door, stairs, door, hallway. KNOCK KNOCK. Through the sliver between the frame and 
door; eyes, recognition. She steps in, eyes wide, looking top to bottom. Crimson stains dripping from elbow to wrist. Before she can process he collapses onto 
her, crushing her with the weight of his sobbing, shaking body.  
“It's okay. I got you, I’m here” 
[crying continues] 
 
How come this was something that I had to deal 
with on my own? I spent weeks before, anxious, 
sleepless nights, unfocused days. I couldn't spend 
time with other people because my mind would 
be preoccupied with thoughts of his safety and 
wellbeing. Why is it that still, ten months later, 
thinking about these nights makes me nauseous, 
tugging tears from my eyes? Do you know what 
the hardest thing was? Telling someone. I was 
suffering and I felt guilty for that pain, he was not 
hurting me, I didn't have it half as bad. I cried my 
eyes out in countless apartments seeking comfort 
from the turmoil that I was facing outside those 
doors. I had to tell teachers that I couldn't speak 
to him because his voice made me cry.  
 
Is this what empathy is, hurting myself for oth-
ers? It pains me to this day to see people giving 
away pieces of themselves, to those that don't val-
ue them. I still see people struggling silently, with 
the pain of feeling or of not being felt. There is 
this inexplicably dense cloud of sorrow when I 
walk into a room. But when asked if they're fine 
it's always “yeah I’m okay” or “yeah, I'm manag-
ing.” You’re not comfortable talking about how 
you really feel, and that is not okay to me. I want 
to see a conversation about this pain that is honest 
and heartfelt. I hope that no one else has to get 
hurt for us to start talking.  
 
May 6 

Thank you for reporting me. I’m finally getting the help I need. You saved me - him 

Misophonia 

May I please leave the classroom?  
My neighbour is typing and the sound makes me 
want to peel my skin off. 
 

“People with misophonia are affected emotionally 
by common sounds — usually those made by others, 
and usually ones that other people don't pay atten-
tion to. The examples above (breathing, yawning, or 
chewing) create a fight-or-flight response that trig-
gers anger and a desire to escape.” (James Car-
treine, Harvard Health, June 24th, 2017) 
 

I grew up in a household that strongly valued con-
sideration for others in every sense. From clean 
spaces and emotional codependency to sound levels. 
Smacking during dinner would get you 15 minutes 
on the doormat, and when the pool was out in the 
summer, our games would be done in silence. 
“Think of the neighbours!” 
 

Now that I’ve realised the damage of prolonged 
codependency and people pleasing, I don’t deliver 
nor expect it as much anymore. However, I’ve run 

into a problem that I did not consider when moving to 
a boarding school. See, besides the delicate cultural 
and personal differences that require constant consid-
eration, it can feel a little overbearing to have to hear 
your roommate explain that when you eat something 
crunchy, or type an essay in the room, they want to 
swing every piece of furniture at your head, and that 
they’d like you to be so silent they can hear a needle 
fall.  
When James Catreine says “fight or flight response”, 
he is not exaggerating. The visuals and insults that 
have gone through my head, when someone smacks a 
little too loud during dinner, don’t necessarily align 
with the UWC values. When a pen is clicked two 
times too often, my common sense and frustrated in-
stinct have an internal debate on whether it's unrea-
sonable to ask them to stop breathing, to scream in 
their face, or to grab my stuff and continue life on an 
abandoned island. The last option has been favoured 
the most. 
 

Sadly, I fear some people might perceive me as a bit-
ter gremlin with no patience (which is not entirely 
untrue), by the amount of frustrated sighs, sudden 
departures or killing looks I’ve thrown around. Espe-
cially when people have also been conditioned to 
read the room and adjust accordingly, I’m sure my 
non-verbal communication has not always been 
pleasant. To all the people who might have been the 
subject of my passive aggressive comments on the 
way they unwrap their candy, I sincerely apologise. 
The truth is that my mind does peculiar things in 
states of annoyance, all of which have everything to 
do with the biological composition of my brain, 
which I’m sure a neuroscientist could explain. So 
without outrageously expensive specialised cognitive 
behavioural therapy, my bitch-face will most likely 
remain when you type in a specific rhythm.  
 

Besides the impact misophonia has on how I com-
pose myself in an environment shared with others, 
the worst part is probably the exhaustion. Fight or 
flight responses drastically increase your adrenaline 
levels, and when that’s not utilised, it generally just 
turns into stress. I lose all concentration for half an 
hour, get heart palpitations, and recently ticks 
(which will hopefully give me really strong neck 
muscles in the future). Misophonia is commonly as-
sociated with ADHD. In very simple terms this 
means a lot of hypersensitivity stacked on top of 
eachother, and quite a differently regulated brain 
function from the norm. I don’t really like diagnosis 
or categorical labels, but you can imagine that being 
uncontrollably hypersensitive to all the stimuli 
around you can get really *cuss word of choice* an-
noying. Especially in a society that is built on certain 
neurological standards and where the social norms 
function accordingly, hypersensitivity can feel like a 
“disorder”. However I refuse to address it like that. I 
hope you can see the damage of this too, and refrain 
from it.  
 

With that I’ll give my last argument of the day. Eve-
ryone is neurodiverse to a certain extent. Every brain 
has little quirky reactions that people might suppress 
and hide from you, or maybe you’ve had the privi-
lege to experience their vulnerability. These reac-
tions, responses, symptoms, whatever you want to 
call them, can range in diversion from the “norm”. 
Maybe they’ll surprise you, but the last thing they 
deserve is your judgement and inconsideration.  
Obviously I don’t expect you to let your snot drip 
down your chin, just so I don’t have to hear the 
sound of you blowing your nose, but you might see 
me twitch and throw you a disgusted look, then you 
can tell me I’m being a judgemental bitch and I’ll 
assure you it has absolutely nothing to with you as a 
person. This is a conflict between sounds and my 
lovely brain.  
Now may I please leave the classroom? Because my 
neighbour is typing and the noise makes me want to 

Elin Kramer, UWCM 

OPINION 

Illustration by Sufi Abdellah 



If UWC is a circus it’s surely the most unregulated 
one out there 
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Asante Omeke, UWCM 

OPINION 

The redundant cries of my laptop ventilation system 
jolt me awake each morning. Like clockwork, at 7:40 
the shrill screams start. The miniature plates, disks and 
drives vigorously shake to the silent tunes of an or-
chestral marimba. And each morning without fail, I 
throw myself into the same calculated chaos - dashings 
mounds of clothes across the room, slopping on face-
wash, and clasping my braids into a ponytail. I add the 
final touches - wobbly eyeliner and creasing shoes - 
before dashing to beat that illustrious 8:10 bell. 
 
My months at United World College have felt like an 
neverending circus - characterised by naivete and a 
general sense of confusion. Instead of a rotund red 

The Circus Routine 
clown’s nose, I paint the stripes of a bright flag 
hoping my patriotism will give me a sense of 
identity. In certain moments, there’s a glimpse of 
order and structure. Moments when I’m laughing 
or surrounded by comforting people, I feel may-
be landing 5,000 kilometres from home wasn’t 
just a fluke. Certain days, the United World Cir-
cus is an elegant trapeze dance, delicately gallop-
ing from one IB class to the next, collecting per-
fect 7s and plastering a ‘banana’ smile across my 
face. For well-trained performers, I assume each 
day at UWC consists of juggling academics and 
social life with skilled precision, and saving 
some time after to perfect their miming skills. 
 
On perfect days, the United World Circus is a 
well-oiled machine, and it really does feel like a 
utopia. Then out of nowhere, the overwhelming 
wave of doubt will wash over me. Suddenly, I 
can’t do acrobatics and contort myself into the 
“ideal student”. It’s the nagging notion that the 
past three months have been filled with silly de-
cisions and false pretence. It’s the feeling that 
there’s conversations within the school I can ob-
serve, but never be a part of. This terrifying sick-

ness leaves me wondering, if I’m wasting away 
- wasting the air in a classroom, wasting Bart’s 
mensa food, wasting everything. In moments 
like these, I’m on the tightrope playing the role 
of jester, tripping and gyrating for everybody’s 
amusement. While everyone else in the circus 
forms perfect, synchronous movements I’ll be 
the spinning elephant trying to reflect even a 
shred of light, but failing miserably.   
 
The more time I spend here (and the colder it 
gets), I’m starting to accept that falling is inevi-
table, and even the best knife throwers get cut 
once or twice. If UWC is a circus it’s surely the 
most unregulated one out there. There is a cir-
cus routine - but it’s not something that is 
taught, and it’s not something you have to fol-
low. United World Colleges (or shall I say 
Paul’s Circus) is an incomplete masterpiece, 
everyday new changes and improvements are 
being made. It’s unfinished, so feel free to add 
your mark. Everybody creates their own version 
of UWC, and that is what makes it the most 
wonderful freak show. 

We Are Racists, Let's Talk So That We Can Change 
Anonymous, UWC Alumni 

OPINION 

*All names in this text represent current or former 
UWCM students but their names have been changed 
to preserve anonymity.  

 
I am not sure how I came to this realisation, but one 
day I realised that I am racist. Let me give you some 
background information. As I live I continuously try 
to answer the question “who am I?” Sparing you my 
whole life story at some point I realised that a signifi-
cant part of who I am was created. It was constructed, 
meticulously crafted like a sand castle. Part of me can 
shift and take on new shapes. It is this part of myself 
that tried to redefine itself when I got to high school. 
It is this part of myself that so adamantly loves my 
family and it is this part of myself that so viciously 
hates a demagogue like Donald Trump. I have always 
understood this part of myself to be what I call my 
Identity.  
 
One of the great joys of my life has been getting to 
know other people. I once had a conversation with a 
floor mate of mine, Hamza. He said “I don’t think 
there is a single person on this earth that I can not 
vibe with.” I think that these are very wise words, but 
what exactly do they mean? For me they represent 
our ability to find parts of ourselves in everyone else. 
Hamza and I come from opposite sides of the world. 
We have lived completely different lives but the cen-
tral revelation we had from our conversation that day 
was the recognition in each other of humanity. Being 
a human is something that all of us have in common. 
However, this concept of shared humanity is just a 
sand castle. It only works to unify us if we both iden-
tify ourselves as human beings before anything else.  
 
At UWC we are identified by two things “what is 
your name and where do you come from.” It goes 
without saying that these attributes are superficial 
but what alternative do we have? When I applied to 
UWC I think I was most excited to be in an environ-
ment where I could finally have a common value 
based identity with other people. When you apply to 
UWC there is an expectation that you believe that 
education can be a force to unite peoples, nations 
and cultures for a peaceful and sustainable future. 
This idea is how Kurt Hahn thought you could get 

people to end violent conflict. It is how he thought 
you could end racism, sexism and discrimination of 
all types. If you can get a group of people from all 
over the world to agree to reshape a part of their 
sand castle so that it starts to stand for peace and 
sustainability then you can invite the whole diversity 
of humankind to participate in educating one anoth-
er. However, in the words of my floor mate “if they 
can’t find anything in common, then they can’t vibe.” 
So you need to take some stock in the mission state-
ment in order to even take part in the education pro-
cess that goes on here. Because if you don’t then you 
won’t have enough in common with other people; 
you won't find that bond between people that is the 
key to unlocking the UWC experience.  
 
However, I am confident that there are many people 
here who feel uncomfortable agreeing to the mission 
statement. During black history month I received an 
email titled Important info please read. Within said 
email there was a quote from Martin Luther King Jr. 
saying  
 
“loose and easy language about equality, resonant 
resolutions about brotherhood fall pleasantly on the 
ear, but for the negro there is a credibility gap he 
cannot overlook. He remembers that with each mod-
est advance, the white population promptly raises the 
argument that the negro has come far enough. Each 
step forward accents an ever-present tendency to 
backlash.”  
 
It saddens me to say that this is a reality here at 
UWC. I have heard endless accounts of teachers si-
lencing black students who try to educate peers about 
their racist comments. I witnessed and experienced 
jeers and ridicule at GIFs when some people decide 
to share perspectives that are not in line with the 
white liberal world view. The ideology of the school 
seems to be complicit in the censorship of any per-
spective that deviates from the eurocentric one that 
dominates our discourse. This is not to say that it is 
bad to condemn racism. In fact a number of emails 
were sent out by various administrators condemning 
the racism of tearing down the black history month 
poster. However, these messages effectively censored 
black students instead of raising their voices. For ex-
ample a section of one such email reads:  

 
“We should show support for this community by 
being an ally - speaking up against racism and 
understanding why we all need to play a part in 
ridding the world of this scourge.”  

 
Thus disenfranchisement is born because, let's 
face it, allies speaking up against racism is ex-
actly the problem. If we keep having allies 
speaking up against racism then these very same 
allies will continue as they already do to shout 
over the voices of black people, stripping them 
of their power whilst bolstering their own. We 
will continue to have teachers silence black stu-
dents in classes when black students attempt to 
educate their peers about racism. We will con-
tinue not to hear black voices at GIF. We will 
continue to have people tear down black history 
posters. No voice, no power.  
 
I have spent a lot of time talking to a beloved 
friend, Viktor from China. He doesn't mind ad-
mitting that he wasn't well liked by some while 
he was here. I would like to share with you his 
explanation for why this is:  
 
Viktor’s Monologue 
“You’re a random non-western kid, you didn’t 
learn the predominant western discourse, and 
you hop right into UWC. You immediately start 
meeting white kids and they come and ask you 
your name, where you come from, your culture, 
your story, blah blah. “Oh my god, white peo-
ple! Their attention is on me! I feel so hon-
oured! This is great, people can actually com-
municate between culture and stuff, you know, 
the whole UWC multiculturalism package.” And 
then you realise that something is off: they are 
only interested in your story so that they can 
add it to their story collection, they are fascinat-
ed only by the superficial side of your culture. 
They only seem to be curious about things like 
traditional festivals, and what you do or don’t 
eat/dress/play/say……Yet, you sense that they 
are showing some kind of condescention to-
wards your value and your ways of doing 
things—(Asians, ah, you study so hard, you only 
wanna go to better unis, by the way… cont p.g 3 
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help me do maths/ah, Latinos, you guys are just 
fun at the parties/sex, you are just my playmate 
instead of my white counterparts/ Ah, Africans, I 
just can’t hear your voice because you are not a 
part of the discourse, and when we mention their 
culture, we prefer to enjoy the ‘primitivism’, the 
‘balance between man and nature’, ‘family’), 
you know, that kind of shit…  

 
You start to realise the white people's misunder-
standing and their superficial attentions. So you 
shout, “listen to me! Treat me seriously! I am 
your equal!” and they look at you in a different 
way: “of course we are listening! Of course you 
are our equal counterpart, you just came from a 
different culture—but it’s ok, we can unite under 
a universal one.” You angrily replied, “but your 
universal culture is basically just white culture—
we learn your white geography, we do the same 
economics as you, we party with highly western-
ised music, god dammit! I am speaking to you in 
fucking English!” They reply, “oh my god, we 
aren’t inclusive enough! Why not add some of 
your superficial festivals and holidays and tradi-
tions to our discourse, so everybody can enjoy 
it? You are a part of it!” This superficial inclu-
sivity leaves you feeling like something is off, but 
you don’t know what it is. Then the next thing 
you know, they start to fuse your culture into 
what they call the “transcendental universal cul-
ture”, as if everybody is a part of it but really 
they are just picking and choosing the parts of 
your culture that confirm their superiority as the 
ultimate mediator of good and bad culture. They 
happily claim that everybody is now included in 
this inclusive big culture. Now people dance 
around it as if dancing around the firepit, and 
claim, “yeahiee! UWC value!” When you don’t 
see yourself in this big transcendental culture 
you start to feel disappointed saying  “this is 
kinda absurd”, your friends tell you that “you 
gotta be open minded and embrace this stuff!” 

 
You feel like you are misrepresented, you are dis-
tanced from their chaotic transcendental shit— 
and you either try to fit in, learn their western dis-
course, learn to be careful with all your phrasings 
so that you don’t offend anybody, value what they 
value, and “actively participate” when they want 
to hear your story/culture/holiday/food. Or, you try 
to be cynical, tell yourself, “they aren’t represent-
ing me well enough, but whatever, this will hap-
pen, they are white people, we will always be per-
ceived as the others, they only want to hear nice 
stories and cultures and holidays from us, whatev-
er, I am too tired to do this anymore, I don’t have 
the energy to tell them about my culture, my value, 
I can’t do this anymore, fuck it”, and so you only 
hang out with your tiny friend group, probably all 
from a similar cultural background that has a simi-
lar language and feels the similar distortions.” 

 
Thus Viktor is pointing out that our interpretation 
of UWC values has been polluted by this white 
western transcendentalism. Transcendentalism 
means that we are allowing western multicultural-
ism to moderate what aspects of non western cul-
tures are allowed to be shared and what things 
aren't. Thus eurocentrism becomes the sinister 
backdrop of all our conversations, interactions, ro-
mances, and friendships. Therefore no one wants 
to hear that African culture has this inherent view 
that white people are racist. No one wants to hear 
that Viktor’s cultural marxism finds his “ancient 
chinese wisdom '' to be this backwards and con-
servative worldview that plagues his socie-
ty.  Since no one wants to hear these things we 
have created a space where no one is safe to share 
them.  

 
Viktor would point out how too many people here 
think of themselves as woke and in so doing shut 
down any conversation that does not align with 
their woke world view. This world view is the 

same as the one represented above and what Viktor 
calls the “transcendental white culture.” It is a 
worldview in which poor black students need to be 
helped and only by speaking on their behalf will 
they ever reach equality. Furthermore it is a 
worldview in which only the most privileged voices 
can liberate the less privileged voices from suffer-
ing. By repeating this message over and over again 
liberals have systematically silenced the voices that 
they have been claiming to uplift. Many UWC stu-
dents have closed themselves off from challenging 
points of view because of the identity of who holds 
them. I am always reminded how at one GIF Gabri-
elius and Yuryi were laughed at for sharing their 
views on pornography. Inherent to this laughter was 
scorn for any diversity that does not align with 
western multiculturalism. If you try to tell people 
here to stop laughing, if you tell them to start listen-
ing, they won’t hear you because they are stuck in 
their own echo chamber. An echo chamber lined 
with mirrors. There are so many people living in 
narcissistic ecstasy.  
 
What we have here is a perfect example of fragility. 
No one here is willing to confront the fact that they 
aren't perfect citizens of the world. The fear of be-
ing called a racist, a sexist, an ableist or a homo-
phobe is standing in front of any conversation that 
we could have that could eradicate these scourges. I 
know this because I have this fear. I am deathly 
afraid like everyone else of being called a racist be-
cause I know that if I am, I will have to confront 
some really ugly parts of myself. However, I am not 
going to be complicit in this censorship anymore. 
So I am a racist, let’s talk so that we can change.  

 

Independent illustration by Jeasper Lee 
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Isabel Pieterson, UWCM 

A page (and one third) of Poetry 
 

our birth - no more than a mere quotidian event 
how we’re born: forced to wear a contrived smile on our 
faces, 
stitched together. made to be gentle. words turned to cot-
ton: 
dismissed, neglected, imperceptible. blood interrupted. 
we’re emotionally inarticulate; tossed into a pile, ridiculed 
for being ordinary. 
as we pose for incomers, faces strained from beaming, 
we’re greeted by wry looks; 
our reaction kept impassive - that’s what we’re taught to 
do. 
as always, you demand more; 
perpetual desires: so fickle but we’re peasants for ac-
ceptance. that’s how we survive. 
sewn to our womb: voices brittle in a gnawed enclosure 

sat sluggish, brawling for your embrace 

if only we had a paltry chance to escape. 
 

Breathe. this conversation ain’t over. 
 

forced to lament for our sanity, our muffled cries futile; 
legs limp from your absence, spines biliously arched 

our plastic corpses interrogated, names lying placid in a 
machine. 
yet again: a redundant cycle of our deposition. 
finding our remnants will be no difficult task 

for those gulls have sucked out our ingot, mouths repul-
sively brimming with gilt 
eyes fetched on the profit; 
not a wince of goodwill, just a grimace of desire 

and here we are sat slumped, 
loosely chained to the murmurs of the volatile, 
our misery 

sculpted by those companies. 

For Something We Didn’t Talk About 
 

Whisper a little something into my ear, 
Tell me of your dreams and wishes, 
I promise to reply, 
Or not.  
Perhaps cruelty will be my defence, 
And a wall to my tenderness,  
Perhaps I never wanted to know until you told me 

Perhaps I just can’t tell you myself. 
Forgive me for not wanting to talk, 
Or having the capability, 
I can’t control my spoken words 

And I fear the burning of bridges 

As I fear the flooding of rivers 

Let’s leave it unspoken,  
A small residue of what once was.  
Should the flowers bloom again I would ask them to not, 
Spring last year had me hopeful for a warm summer, 
Yet the cold still crept in 

And winter came early.  

 
 

Tatiana Atkinson, UWCM 

to liberate a toy 

They take place on a bench late at night 
On a phone call that abruptly ends  

They are pages of a book that you never finish reading  
Minutes of a movie you’ve fallen asleep watching  
They are entries of a journal that are never shared  

Memories in frames that are never looked at  
An idea never written down of a feeling longed for  

A vinyl skipping on a dusty record player 
A dinner never ordered 

A conversation 

Unfinished. 

 

Unfinished conversations are odd 
characters Timotei Chas, UWCM 

When it Comes to an End 
 
 
 

Will you remember it, will you forget it, when it all comes to 
end?  
 
As seasonal depression begins to hit us,  
for those far away from home and those desperate to go,  
the little cheer we have left, we find in the December lights.  
 
The cold wind brushing against your cheeks, 
and the days that seem like endless nights.  
A short bike ride to the centre to grab a warm waffle and stock 
up on sweaters.  
Ice skating in the rink and photographs for your winter high-
lights.  
 
It is all we want to do, our only escape from the burning re-
minders of our tasks. Draft after deadline after test after oral.  
The thought at the back of our minds,  
the worries that arise from self-doubt.  
Is this where I am supposed to be? Am I even doing this right?  
I managed one thing, how can I find the energy for 10 others?  
I can’t wait to feel again, when it all comes to an end.  
 
What we see as our daily routine, our loved ones think is morti-
fying.  
“Go outside! Eat! Sleep! Do something other than stare at your 
screen, please.” We can’t help it, scratching things off our cal-
endars  
has become our definition of success.  
But, by getting so caught up with how it will feel at the end,  
we’ll forget what truly happened behind all the stress.  
 
 
The experience behind the journey is what should make us 
proud.  
We get sick, we show up, we get it done and we progress.  
The syllabus seemed extensive, but we arrived at the last units,  
accomplishing what felt like was impossible.  
 
Dedicating the few free hours to our clubs, 
we expressed our creativity through cooking, running and ex-
ploring.  
We opened up with people from places you’ve never been in,  
we made life-long bonds with those that stayed by our side.  
 

Annamaria Porta, UWCM 

Illustration by Sufi Abdellah 

We can’t forget the excitement of recognizing the many 
faces in the hallways,  
always eager to say hi and catch up. 
Together we could laugh at confusion and failure that 
doesn’t define us.  
We’ve shared our playlist favourites and earbuds.  
 
We can’t forget that drive that brought us together in the 
first place,  
the path that defines our future.  
The excitement of conferences, culture weeks and express-
ing our identity.  
Food, dance and days out with our tutor.  
 
We shouldn’t forget those that try 
so hard to put a smile on others 
faces,  
The personal satisfaction of 
getting things done in the 
crowded library.  
The memories we’ve 
made through a love-
hate relationship with 
our HLs, 
And rushing those 
deadlines on 
Wednesday 
nights.  
 
I know we aren’t 
close to done.  
But if we don’t 
enjoy it now, re-
gret will have 
won.  
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Untitled  
Sherife Su, UWCM 

POETRY 

He was always like this  
Found calmness in isolation  
Lost her in melancholy  
Smoke hugged him overwhelmingly well  
  
He was always like this  
Wrote poems in agony 
Found her in the lines  
Erased it then, 
When he lost all his words overwhelmingly 
well  
  
They begged him to get help 
To find calmness in the so called meds 
He abused it then  
Found calmness within the meds  
Soaked it overwhelmingly well  
  
He stopped smoking one day  
He hugged her to the calmest extent  
She thought in silence what had changed  
Happiness moulded her overwhelmingly well  
  
She never understood what the meds meant  
Or how could he find comfort within the 
smokes his lungs felt  
She understood it than overwhelmingly well 
  
She hated it 
Felt dirty 
Felt dependent  
Felt less than herself  
But she was happy  
That now she could understand how he felt 
Overwhelmingly well 
Her lungs felt the comfort of the smoke  
One day till the end  
Forever  
Together  
With the touch of the smoke on her skin 
And the idea of him in her head 

I dialled his number from memory,  
I thought about what I would say.  
 
I thought I’d ask him how he was,  
How his parents and brother were. 
 
I thought I’d ask him 
If he ever ended up adopting that dog. 
 
I thought I’d ask him  
If he got the letters I sent. 
 
I thought, I thought and I thought.  
 
The line finally picked up,  
A tall voice crept through the receiver.  
 
Hello? Helloo? 
My tongue was tied.  
 
I couldn’t quite grasp  
Just how sweet he sounded.  
 
The last time we spoke,  
I held his eyes in mine.  
 
The last time we spoke, 
The sun shined into his glossy brown eyes 
And a breeze blew through his curls.  
 
The last time we spoke,  
I asked him to play the piano for me.  
 
The last time we spoke,  
I had pink in my cheeks.  
 
The voice calls out again.  
Hello? Anyone there?  
 
Just as I was about to say my name,  
The line snapped.  
 
The last time we spoke,  
I couldn't even say hello. 

Tongue Tied 
Nandini Joshi, UWCM 

POETRY 

The kitchen: the holy grail of food, communal liv-
ing, and warm memories. But for me, as a floor 
rep, the bane of my existence. Nothing frustrates 
me more than a dirty kitchen, and let me tell you 
something: the kitchen is ALWAYS dirty. 
 
During our floor rep elections last year, the main 
question was: “How will you solve the kitchen 

crisis?”. I was full of ideas: naming systems, cleaning rotas, and even security cameras; I would do whatever it 
takes to achieve a clean kitchen. And yet, almost a year later, the state of the kitchen remains atrocious (if not, 
worse). It seems not everyone shared my idealistic vision.  

 
I am not the only one that struggles with the kitchen. Every current and previous facilities floor rep shares this 
annoyance. In fact, most previous years also fought to make kitchen culture more positive. I have said numer-
ous times to my floor: “We are at a bloody UWC! You are selected for your responsibility, your respect, your 
compassion! Is it really so difficult to clean up after yourselves?”. Unfortunately, we all fall victim to the trage-
dy of the commons. Angered, I decided to research this concept.  
 
Investopedia says the following about the tragedy of the commons, from an economic standpoint: 
 
• It is a problem that occurs when individuals neglect the well-being of society in the pursuit of personal 

gain. 
 
• This leads to over-consumption and ultimately depletion of the common resource, to everybody's detri-

ment. 
 
• For a tragedy of the commons to occur a resource must be scarce, rivalrous in consumption, and non-

excludable. 
 
But they do note some solutions: 
 
• The imposition of private property rights, government regulation, or the development of a collective 

action arrangement. 
 
So I applied these solutions. 

I suggested a camera as a means of totalitarian government regulation. Some of my floor mates were 
even excited to catch the infamous ‘mess-maker’ (a mess which, undoubtedly, was partially their fault). Howev-
er, since a camera would break privacy laws, the idea was scrapped.  

So I came up with the idea of government-regulated private property. Each room was allocated a set 
of dishes and utensils; these were marked with their room number and distributed. If a filthy dish was found in 
the kitchen, its origin could be traced and the perpetrators held accountable. Any unmarked, “foreign” dishes 
were promptly seized, becoming property of the state (me). For the first time in history, a perfect kitchen system 
was created, and it worked for a whole week. Unfortunately, eventually crime skyrocketed and unruly floor 
members started scraping numbers off the dishes. With inequivocable malicious intent, they caused the down-
fall of this system.  

Tired of this theory, we tried a collective action agreement. The floor had devised a cleaning rota; a 
system where, every day, a different room took action to clean the kitchen. The theory was sound, but it failed 
to account for external factors. Deadlines, absences, and negligence crept like snakes into our plan. Friday 
nights, the kitchen would never get cleaned; the room assigned would be out, enjoying life to its fullest. Thurs-
day nights, floor night. Wednesdays, better get assignments done before Thursday. So on and so forth.  

It seems no solution is perfect. In a school of near perfect, idealistic, and motivated students no simple 
and overarching strategy solves the question of kitchen cleaning. Thus, every floor night, we find ourselves in a 
conversation about the kitchen. Every time, the conversation remains unfinished. 

 

Titus Kalksma, UWCM 

OPINION 

The Kitchen and I 

With the approach of winter the 
world seems to get smaller. I feel 
more insignificant, and grief creeps 
up my spine like a familiar hug. 
Where the rush of summer numbed 
all reminders of friends lost, memo-
ries unfinished, and passions ne-
glected, the quiet of the winter forc-
es me to greet them again. If only 
you were actually here so I could 
shake your hand and wish you a 
well-meant goodbye. Instead only 
your ghost drifts around the street-
lamps on the parking lot. I refuse to 
let the loss of summer’s joy turn it 
all to bitterness. Instead of balanc-
ing life's inevitable heartbreak with 
pleasing sunlight, teeth breaking 
sweetness and euphoric summer 
nights, the season has called us to 
be vulnerable. To face our inner 
balance when no light outside the 
window can lift it up.  
 

What do we do when the dark turns 
our windows into mirrors? When 
consoling hands are out of reach? 
When there is nothing left to do but 
to sit, and stare at our reflection?  

Maybe we’ll want to scream. 
Throw laptops, past papers and all 
our accomplishments at the con-
frontation of pain, grief and imper-
fection. Cuss it out for being unfair, 
accuse it of immorality and injus-
tice. “I have worked too hard to be 
this grey! What have I done to de-
serve this solitude?”. But hopefully 
our heart will grow tired of this 
anger and slowly push out its tears. 
Then in the silent company of our 
reflection we will weep.  
Long, ugly, red faced, teeth show-
ing, saliva across chin dripping, 
sounds nature’s never heard of re-
leasing; crying. We won’t notice 
the puddle of tears forming under-
neath us, but trust it will be there. 
As every pain, and every sup-
pressed sorrow has its turn and 
claims its time to be felt, they’ll 
travel through our bone marrow to 
reach the fingertips and toes, where 
they sink into the soil. Oh how 
darkness isolates. Oh how the cold 
stings. 

 

We may complain, and whine, and 
grow tired of the winter, but it 
would be offensive to the seasons to 
deny its function. Because as the 
dark turns windows into mirrors, 
eventually, slowly, unnoticeably to 
the ignorant, light seeps through.  
Just when winter has made us for-
get how summer feels, we’ll sit in 
soft spring sun and gleefully notice 
the young green leaves on neglect-
ed naked tree branches. Those 
streams of grief will have sunken 
deep down the floor, and com-
pressed into seeds. They’ll be the 
size of the significance of previous 
sorrows, and have the capacity to 
grow into the consuming magnitude 
of acceptance.  
So what do we do when the dark 
turns our windows into mirrors? 
We either do as we always do, or 
we take the privilege to simply sit 
in acceptance and observe the view. 

 

Elin Kramer, UWCM 

OPINION 
Endurance of the Winter 
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Is there a time to talk when the time to live is taken away? 

The heavy burden we carry 
leaves a deep trail on the road behind us, and our heart 
keeps dragging all those confusing and pressing feelings 
along. We have brought it so far that the load of unsaid 
words is so heavy that it just blocks our path, and the very 
realisation that you chose to stay quiet is self-destructive.  
 
The story takes place in an apartment in Lviv. 

 
He spends most of his time with an older brother, and his 
father works away from home, so during the span of the 
past years, they haven’t seen each other often. However, 
they still occasionally enjoy watching games together, mak-
ing trips, and whatever…does it even matter, it’s so boring 
to describe a routine. 
Who could have ever thought that a human could be so con-
nected to this routine? 
 
We tend to underestimate the value of just living life with-
out the deceitful assumption that the construct of time will 
be available to us in the future. 
 
The story continues in February. 

 
That’s when the storyline takes a turn to the past, the howl 
of siren alerts: their bombs can destroy your routines. 

 
Sometime in March, he sees two military men stand-

ing on the doorstep of his apartment and holding what ap-
pears to be a verdict scratched by an official institution on a 
piece of paper. Strange to realise that as soon as that stamp 
is put on this document somebody’s fate is decided. His fa-
ther got a military summons.  

 
War sifts through the skin and clarity of mind, 

changes collapse on you, this fatigue, contempt, despair, 
agony, numbness, abandonment, fear, anger, and hatred are 
not to be put into words. So many people have already ap-
plied all possible techniques trying to describe war to finally 
get through to people and yet, for some reason, it happens 
again. Anyway, this story has a different purpose. 

 
We can cut down time again because now even phone calls 
are occasional. No games together, no warm dinner filling 
up their stomachs in the Lviv apartment, only pain watching 
his mother lose the spark in her eyes and genuine smile on 

Anastasiia Ryshytiuk, UWCM 

OPINION 

her face. He shows unconditional respect for 
the advice he gives because now talking to 
his dad about the routine back home is not 
boring anymore, and his father in turn sounds 
happy to listen to each minute of his son’s 
day. Routine closes the theatre stage behind 
him like curtains during the intermission. Af-
ter the beeping sound of the telephone pro-
vider, the intermission ends and the horror 
movie backstage is ready for the next scene. 

When he says "bye" his father 
hangs up, never mind, he can say "I love 
you" later. 

We tend to underestimate the value 
of just living life without the deceitful as-
sumption that the construct of time will be 
available to us in the future. 
His father turns around and the whole mil-
itary unit is bustling about, probably 
shelling:  "Wait. Did I tell you how much I 
love him?" 

 

External Illustration by Sasha  Anisimova  

Unfinished Self  Keya van Rijn, UWCM 

OPINION 

Unfinished conversations loom around our 
hallways, in mensa, in the library and in our 
minds. They can never truly be avoided, and 
sometimes, I crave them. We see these conver-
sations manifest between ourselves, rarely ever 
truly understanding each other, just being 
forced to pretend we do. Conversations left 
unfinished do not need to end abruptly or re-
main incomplete in their content. These con-
versations can disguise themselves in the form 
of discussions in which we may pretend to be 
interested or understand what others are saying 
– but we don’t really. And that’s okay.  
 
I want to write about the unfinished conversa-
tions I have with myself. Because why is it 
that I am subjecting myself to not really know-
ing who I am? – if there even is such a thing as 
knowing who I am. I talk to a friend, I love 
them. I talk to a friend, I hate them. It’s the 
same friend and the same conversation. Why 
does my mind do this, why does my mind re-
fuse to find a middle ground, why does my 
mind split into a black and white perception of 
what’s good and what’s bad? I do not know. 
And god do I wish I did. There are names and 

labels for everything, but what good does labelling 
the unfinished conversations I have in my mind do 
in prevention? What good does it do when all of a 
sudden I’m angry, sad, happy with my best friends 
with no way of explaining besides “Oh yeah, it’s 
just something I do”.  
 
Sure, people are understanding. They get that 
there really is nothing I can do to stop this from 
happening – but what they don’t understand is that 
I hate it. I hate it when I hear, “It’s okay, we un-
derstand that this happens and we get used to it. 
We don’t blame you.” But what if I don’t want 
you to get used to it? What if I crave the blame? I 
may not have control, but it’s still me, so blame 
me. There’s nothing I can do to change it, because 
it changes me. I can’t finish a conversation that 
gives me no closure, I can’t finish a conversation 
that never makes up its mind, I can’t finish a con-
versation if I don’t remain. So badly do I wish that 
those around me wouldn’t have to get used to it, 
that there wouldn’t be something to get used to. 
That I could be a singular person without the wor-
ry of who I’m going to be next. But these are all 
wishes. And these are all unfinished conversations 
with myself. 

 
People talk about masks they put on around 
others, masks that protect them from showing 
who they really are. In a static society built 
upon ‘to be or not to be’, how is it that we ex-
pect others and ourselves to know, learn and 
be. Sometimes, I truly prefer unfinished con-
versations, because it does depict a reality. 
 
A conversation with myself is all I need, but if 
I don’t know who she is or where she is, that’s 
a puzzle left unsolved.  

 



Do Not Witness History 
Jack Da, UWCM 

OPINION 

In response to the claims of "we have witnessed history" when the 
Ukraine-Russian War began. During that time, Paul hosted a small 
discussion circle in the Atrium in quest of relating and sympathizing 
with students on the issue. It was believed by students, however, the 
perspectives could’ve been more versatile, which became one of the 
reasons for this work. 
  

The traumatic scene witnessed today in Kyiv, resulting from 
the Russian invasion of Ukraine, triggers ferocious discussions and 
stimuli inside the social discourse. Whereas the general voices display 
an anti-war holism, other voices such as  “Witnessing history” come to 
my attention as a paradoxical, yet philosophical twist. The latter, nev-
ertheless, tries to establish a neutral position as an observer of truth. In 
this response, I’ll explain the rationale behind this gesture, and provide 
one methodology that treats history. 
  

The etymology of the word “history” is from the Greek verb 
“to know”, which seeks inquiries of “stories” — accounts and percep-
tions of events (Steinmetz, 2017). The Chinese etymology of 
“history”’s correspondent, however, creates an inference of the frame-

work that identifies the events. The word “历史” (History) is a combi-

nation of “历” (Calendar) and “史” (Past Events). This first originated 

from Sun Quan, the Lord of the Wu dynasty, who tried to thoroughly 
observe the histories of regions in China. In the historical Records of 
Three Kingdoms: The Book Wu,  Sun “observes the calendars'', and 
“picks their uniquenesses'' (Idema and West 2016). The observation of 
the calendar can be seen as a metaphysical inspection of a ruling para-
digm that applies a cyclical framework of the world that is presumably 
infinite. If time doesn’t stop, the calendar continues forever in a rota-
tion: day after day, year after year. The unique governing paradigms 
have absolute domination over the narratives of eras, which served the 
feudalist Kings of China at the time. As a result, Sun found different 
regions’ paradigms that were based on various themes. Xia, Shang, and 
Zhou dynasties’ histories were distinguished: some centered on agri-
culture, some centered on mysticism, and some centered on communi-
ty interactions… etc. Ancient Chinese history has often been regarded 
as the consistent overturn of feudalism, i.e. the subversion of the domi-
nating paradigm. Chinese histories, or even the world’s revolutionary 
histories, in this sense, had been arranged using versatile revolutionary 
processes. It is a negativity, a denial of the paradigm, conducted 
through the form of an event. 
  

An event can provide precisely what forms historicity. What is 
an event? Let’s check what French philosopher Alain Badiou (1937 –
 ), one of the most important political philosophers says. According to 
him, an Event (événement) is what doesn’t make sense under the cur-
rent situation (‘Event (Philosophy)’ 2022). The “current situation” 
means what we know now, i.e, how we explain things in the past, the 
knowledge we have for the current moment. For example, in the past, 
we were very intrigued by opening people’s heads to treat migraine; 
until the point, we found out, through modern medicine, the way to 
treat headaches is by blocking pain pathways in the brain, so painkill-
ers were invented. As we have the discovery of pain treatment (as an 
Event), we then overturn all paradigms we had before. The event sub-
verts disciplines of beliefs and values and goes beyond the existent ex-
planatory framework; when it happened, people initially can’t explain 
it very well (“Wow, something’s new and mindblowing!”). Especially, 
in these so-called “supernatural phenomena”, people tend to be desper-
ate to find a way to explain it, though receiving blockages if they sole-
ly pull an explanation from their current knowledge. Therefore, we can 
say, an event is what changes the rules of our current framework – our 
“situation”, in Badiou’s words. He furthers it by asking this: how can 
we identify a new event, if everything can be explained thoroughly, 
without excess, using what we have already? We would just say, “Ah! 
Nothing’s new here.” To articulate this, an event is what intervenes in 
the current paradigm. In social transformations, history is prompted 
actively by these events. We are probably never going to know what is 
about to happen, and this literally applies to anything, especially within 
the range of actions of humanity. It is the drive of history, thus, histo-
ricity, but there’s one more layer to that: its inability to be testified. 

  
 

You see, a historical event cuts open the explanatory framework actively, i.e. 
the breakdown of the cyclicality (paradigm), and this is manifested in subversive 
events. Name a revolution. When the transformation occurred from the most primary 
clash between people and rulers. It creates substantial promotion to the course of histo-
ry. In this process, historicity derives from the impossibility of testification, i.e. the 
process of witnessing the event, where the event gives credentials or proofs that con-
firm the truthfulness of the event, would violate historicity itself. When it is happen-
ing, an event has an autonomy that reconstructs or dislocates the previous paradigm; 
any declarations of “witnessing” would assert a stagnant narrative against the radical 
activity of an event.  

  
The Ukraine-Russian war is an event. While it is happening, especially when 

the report is the main form to convey the information, the event undergoes a process of 
observations and curations. Words are powerful, however, the event itself doesn’t have 
words, and there is a fundamental difference between a narrative and an event. Imag-
ine, an observer is placed. When this war first broke out, when history comes through 
by this event, the observer is faced with a difficulty: the event is always “pre-
symbolic”, while the observer is waiting for symbolization, i.e., an understandable in-
put of the event, and the comprehension isn’t there yet when the event is still active. 
The event comes by a bright, radiant, and instantaneous moment. At this moment, our 
gaze is blind, wandering and perplexed over what is happening, which cannot confirm 
the event. The confirmation (understanding) of the event is always after, however, it 
would produce a dispute: “did this happen? Or not?”, which is a version of “believing 
in it” and “not believing it” – two (or multiple) opposing narratives, confirmation or 
denial, which is precisely where sources come into consideration. This is the duality 
of history, something that historicity would always create, forming historical line-
age, i.e., the way we stitch events together chronologically. Notably, the act of 
“witnessing” is a “belief” that can be falsified by the uncertainty of how the autono-
mous event turns out. It would only be an assumption of “what I see is true, what I 
grasp is true” (In philosophy, this is named evidentiality/probativeness). Witnessing 
has the limitation that histories still maintain the potential to overturn all understand-
ings through events that may appear later. This overturn means the events themselves 
can be revolutionary; the understanding, on the other hand, if it is not a dualized un-
derstanding, can be easily falsified. If we see the witness as the “situation” described 
by Badiou, the event is what changes the rules of this situation. This is why writing is 
crucial in the process of documenting an event, considering this duality of history. 

  

When we see a ferocious debate over whether something has happened or not, don’t 
get perplexed, just write it down. The duality of history is between the “pre-symbolic 
history” (Event) and “symbolic history” (Documentation). History reveals this duality 
at every point and opens for interpretations. One needs to realize that the event is new. 
As well as to record an ongoing event, assumptions such as “history repeat itself” by 
referencing the past figures can be misleading. In other words, one needs to maintain a 
state of consistent doubts between “believing” and “disbelieving”, while being faithful 
to the dualization. Writing is different from the witness, i.e., the claim of quick testifi-
cation, while it creates a possibility to articulate the duality statically. Text is a static 
symbol, which means, at least when we write it down, the form of the event is clear. In 
itself, the text also has an autonomy to create meaning, corresponding to the event’s 
autonomy. Here, we need to advocate a gesture. This gesture is that everything needs 
to be recorded, beliefs and disbeliefs. Yes, even something is believed to be impossi-
ble, write it down. The text becomes, then, a web to contain everything, rather than 
one narrative. Do not say we have witnessed history, because, first, it can never be ful-
ly witnessed, or, testified. In this sense, sadly, as humans, we may never gain a direct 
contact with the event and note it completely impartially, however, we need to realize, 
the aim isn’t to create a single objective record; a true objective record contains all 
possible records, and it would be irresponsible to the people who read history. We, as 
readers, need to maintain faith that the view towards history shall never be certain, 
as a singular narrative would be overturned by history.  
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Sweet fourteen, a whole brave new world. 
During the preparation year in high school, 
away from Home for many years. 
Under the torrid heat of thirty-three degrees celsius, 
An ancient building -The Stickler Hall 
In the bottom of the country, Tarsus. 
Welcome to my story; 
My Moonrise Kingdom. 
 
What was love? An instant moment of affection? 
Or the compassionate caress of peach-pink pigment  
on fine cheeks? 
The intervening glimpses are frightening to meet. 
Uttered with indirect word choices. 
“You smell like peaches….” 
“Can I borrow your favourite book?” 
“Why are you putting mud on my new 
shoes!” 
 
It was the word that I exchanged with my childhood love. 
My first and last, for many things.  
An old tale, as naïve as it is cliché. 
The dominant sentiment.  
Pure, as it sounds  
and fulfilling.  
 
A butterfly over here. 
“You are only fourteen, God’s sake!” 
Six jointed legs, three body parts: azure blue with white ablaze... 
“Do you even know what love is?” 
Is it me, inside of my head; 
Or her perfection in my eyes? 
Premature but promising, 
Promising of peach marmalade; 
One spoonful of life. 
 
Yet, in my grand household,  
I have never experienced it. 
 
With my pastels of every colour -at least seven of them were limitless- 
Jumping around the Home with two similarly minded eight-year-olds, 
Drawing Callistoctopus Macropus with opal orange texture and bright white patches; 
Galapagos penguins, standing with their timid posture. 
And machines complex to our perceptions, like an electromagnetic inductor working with alternating current. 
For us, it was or only on; But for us; 
It was childhood. 
  
My grandmother’s lovely, humble house, near the most beautiful sea. 
Living there every weekend for the first two years of high school to escape from the dorms.   
The bright sea; the Mediterranean. 
Her pleasant voice was sweeter than any pear honey,  
Ravishing nights, full of uncountable stars, constellations, and the moon. 
On my grandmother’s balcony, as usual, there was the smell of the sea.  
I recall my brother, who used to live with me a year ago. 
She lights her cigarette in the endless night, says:  
 
“You need anybody in life, but your siblings  
and your education, my sweet child. 
Remember your naughty little adventures to the big lemon tree,  
and the only companions of yours who carried you after your numberless injuries.  
As long as you stand by one another,  
the world becomes a wall for the four of you  
a wall on which you can paint your dreams.” 
 
My beautiful grandmother. 
It has been three years since I carried her in my arms. Thousands of kilometers from Maastricht to Mersin, 3511 exactly. 
She is the one who taught me what love could be: 
Sometimes, it appeared on the balcony facing the sea, with plants in all sorts, nearby the ashtray, as a beautiful farewell to your 
companion, passed away many years ago;  
Other times we found it in a flavoursome dish, with the touch of love from aged hands,  
donated with fresh spices -a feast of taste;  
And, on occasion, it’s a grand gesture of eyes filled with tears when seeing me performing my greatest passions.  
 
I learned how to treat flowers from her. How to indulge them, 
sometimes exchange emotions with them: 
How to admire and respect them.  
How to love them.  
We exchange words with each other, with my grandmother and 
my honey love, with the blush on her cheeks 
like the little cherries on our balcony.   
 
Thuswise, we are at the peak of living, once again; 
at the station of star chasing, of looking at the sky. 
My first love is standing by my side,  
for all those years,  
as my grandmother stands at the other station. 
Our little gang of eight-years-olds is already gone, but,  
The sentiment and the rush are still the same, 
on occasion.  
Our only hope, our only share, 
is our love.  
Let’s not stop; let’s look at the sky! 

 

The Moonrise Kingdom 
Can Mavioğlu, UWCM Alumni 

POETRY 

Independent illustration by Maripaz Sandoval Cascante 
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Down: 
1. Gives out chocolate and pe-
pernoten 
3. Getting shorter and shorter 
5. Number of weeks of winter 
break 
7. What fell for the first time 
last Monday? 

Across: 

2. Blue Lego block on campus 

4. Takes students on walks 

6. Mensa water is c___ 
8. Where you can buy real 
Christmas trees 
9. Where do Y12s rush to at 
11.20? 

 

Upcoming events 

Honourable mentions 

Peace Conference 

A platform for impactful experi-
ence sharing and real learning 

across our community under the 
theme: Peace Through your Lens. 

Our Beloved Daily Fresh Staff 

Keeping Mensa Clean and our Stomachs Full 

The Mensa staff have been working hard, providing 
us with a beautiful Christmas dinner and happily deal-

YUS Conference 

Previously Youth Environmental Sus-
tainability and Urban Youth Unite, the 
new YUS conference  pioneered under 

the theme “What do you sea?” 

Puzzles 

Last Issue’s Answers: 

1. Zakiya 
2. Orah 
3. Ohana 
4. Bart 
5. Playground 
6. Landbouwbelang 
7. Bike 
8. Sink 

9. Coffee 
10. Bowling 
11. Nine 
12. UWCday 
13 Sex 
14 Extended 
15Mostafa/Moat 
16.Garden 

Crossword Sudoku 
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Dreams 

The Cranberries 

Two Queens in a King 
Sized Bed 

girl in red 

London is Lonely 

Holly Humberston 

Golden Hour 

JVKE 

Scott Street 

Phoebe Bridgers 

Very Few Friends 

Saint Levant 

Glatteis 

Nina Chuba 

Satisfaction 

SiR 

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

 

Zuckerpunch 

The Snuts 



Thought of the Month 

 

“No winter lasts forever, no spring skips it’s turn” 

 
Hal Borland 

Writer 


