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au mai, haere mai ki tenei makahīni 

o te kāreti o Onslow. 

 

Welcome to our third edition of The Obvious 

Choice.  

With all that has happened this year, our writers 

have kept writing. And thank goodness. Their 

work is beautiful and hilarious, insightful, 

sometimes sad, but always thought provoking.  

The pieces in this year’s edition explore the past, 

the present, and the imagined future. Some are 

set right here at Onslow. Others look to Korea 

or America or the universe itself.  

A few pieces are touched by the pandemic – 

Holly O’Connor explores a cat’s perspective on 

lockdown, Rebecca Elder asks why our 

language around Covid-19 is so euphemistic, and 

Emily Lawson’s piece Aeroplane is about her 

own imagined pandemic.   

But most of the work here is not about Covid, 

reminding us that life goes on, albeit not exactly 

as it did before. Our fictional writers explore 

fantasy settings, domestic dramas, sporting 

disasters, young love, and the dark side of Sonic 

the hedgehog. Our non-fiction writers discuss 

gender roles, street harassment, hate speech, 

beauty, fashion and technology.  

This edition ends with four longer pieces by year 

13s. Have you ever thought about whether 

Captain Marvel is as feminist as it claims to be? Or 

how the Twilight series perpetuates aspects of the 

Mormon faith? Have you unpacked what makes 

Bong Joon-Ho such a distinctive film director? 

Or, perhaps, what anti-hero characters like the 

Joker tell us about twenty-first century culture? 

Let our brilliant year 13s enlighten you. 

 

Contact us 

If you’d like to contact The Obvious Choice, please 

email bronwyn.polaschek@onslow.school.nz 

 
A huge thank you to all the students whose work 

appears in these pages – our writers and our 

artists. You have all outdone yourselves. 

Giuliana Havill’s remarkable static image is on 

our title page, and Poppy Cunliffe’s stunning 

blackout poem is on the back. Thanks to our year 

9 doodlers: Rylee Hall (p. 5), Ali Power (p. 6), 

Jamie Stopher (p. 8), Scarlett O’Donnell (pp. 

13 & 18), Henry Moore (p. 24), Martin Whitta 

(p. 32), Klara Toth (pp. 69, 93 & 97), Freddy 

Chowdhury (p. 84); and our resident Year 13 

doodler Oliver Mitchell (pp, 22, 26, 38, 40, 42, 

57, 61, 67, 76, 83, and 89).  

Thanks to Mark Cleary who as always helped 

with formatting, and Diana Bradley who sorts 

out the printing every year.   

Hugo Montgomery Y9 

 

Trijal Pednekar Y9 

 

Liam Butler Y9 

 

N 
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Character Chart for King Lear 
Nathan Stacey Y9 

Characters  Good or evil?  Key events  

King Lear 

 

True Neutral Rolls a 5 on his WIS save, he divides his kingdom 

based on flattery. 

Goneril 

 

Chaotic Evil Goneril rolls a 19 on her persuasion check, and is 

awarded a 3rd of Lear’s kingdom. 

Regan 

 

Lawful Evil Regan rolls a 22, so receives another 3rd of Lear’s land. 

Cordelia 

 

Lawful Good Cordelia gets a natural 1 on her charisma check, and is 

banished from the kingdom. 

Kent  

 

Lawful Good Kent gets a 3 on his persuasion, and is also banished. 

Cornwall  

 

Neutral Evil Cornwall spends his whole time reading the Player’s 

Handbook, and his turns are skipped. 

Albany  

 

Neutral Good Goneril’s “Charm Person” spell expires, and Albany 

realizes how terrible Goneril is. 

Oswald  

 

Lawful Evil Oswald copy-pastes his entire essay, and is placed on 

messenger duty. 

Gloucester 

 

True Neutral Gloucester’s player switches his alignment mid-game. 

Edmund 

 

Lawful Neutral Edmund role-plays so much, annoys the party, but 

somehow keeps rolling 18’s and 20’s 

Edgar 

 

Lawful Good Edgar and Cordelia’s players draw up identical 

characters, but Edgar has his gender switched. 
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Life is a game of survival 
Yijia Gong Y11 

ife is a game of survival of the fittest, the 

inevitable truth that people tend to avoid. 

Darkness shrouds the hallway like a misty 

day, clouding my vision except for the dim lights 

that guide my way. The wooden planks creak as 

I make my way down the hallway, alerting 

everyone that someone is here. Murmurs and 

whispers escape the lips of well-hidden 

onlookers. Their choice of clothing would 

immediately make a normal person cautious of 

what affiliations they might have with the 

underworld.  

Naturally, my hand darts for the gun hiding in my 

coat pocket. My fingers curl around it, and I 

realise just how well it fits me. I reach for the key 

dangling from my belt loop and slide it into the 

keyhole. After hearing a click, I enter the room 

and close the door. A pungent stench greets me, 

but this is nothing new to me anymore.  

I flick on the light switch and become 

temporarily blinded before my eyes adjust. 

Nauseating bloodstains decorate the walls of the 

room like wallpaper, all the different shades of 

red blend together like a collage. This is 

something every worker within the company 

would describe as “art”.  A room so revolting is 

like a dream come true to them. 

Repulsive and complex, reflecting every 

individual perfectly. 

Cobwebs hide in every corner of the room 

covered in dust, just like the thick layers of dirt 

on the floor. A man is lying on the ground 

blankly staring at the ceiling. Time appears to 

stop as the man opens his mouth.  

“Haha, really thought I could’ve gotten away, 

huh... Just kill me.” 

I gulp.  

My fear spikes as he gets to his feet but settles 

down when he stands casually. Guilt pangs my 

heart and I slightly flinch at his apathy. My grip 

tightens, and I aim at his head. In an instant, the 

man in front of me collapses to the ground with 

a thud. I make my quick escape, not wanting to 

look at the new piece of “art” I’ve made. 

When people say things like that, it makes me 

sick. 

The sound of the rain bouncing off the pavement 

brings me back to reality.  

My watch seems to start ticking again. 

Repulsive and complex, reflecting 

every individual perfectly. 

I make my way home, my leather shoes clacking 

against the footpath. The irregular rhythm 

mimics my thoughts’ disarray. The company has 

been asking me to work frequently, yet I won’t 

ever get used to the job. 

“Honey, you’re dripping wet. You’ll catch a cold! 

Come inside quickly and go take a bath.” My wife 

concerningly looks at me. 

“Papa! Papa! You’re home!” Her loud chanting 

warms my heart, earning her a tired but 

affectionate smile from me. 

“Of course, sweetie. Papa’s home.” 

There will never be any compromise for my 

family’s safety. If I’m here, they are always going 

to be safe.  

But nothing is ever guaranteed. That’s what 

happened to the man who died, and possibly us 

one day. 

  

L 
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Enter Dacatio, the judge that lied:
Will Peploe Y11  

 stood there, quivering. Accused of a crime 

I couldn’t even comprehend. It shouldn’t 

have been possible. It shouldn’t have got 

through the veil. They would have been there 

soon to take me to the “hearing”, more like a 

bunch of nobles deciding that I was their 

scapegoat. How could they? I was the one who 

saved them, but because of my... disposition, it’s 

always my fault. They see my eyes and assume 

I'm a monster, but they’re wrong, and one day, I 

will prove it.  

However, at the time, I thought it would be more 

prudent to focus on escaping. I was being held at 

the infamous Torvanni kingdom prison. The 

Dreadfort. The fort was located upon a floating 

island that, because of the gravity distortion, 

moved in a circle course above the valley. The 

valley floor was a kilometre or so below the 

fortress and was lined with enormous, razor 

sharp stalagmites. The only way on or off of the 

island was to lower the rickety, old drawbridge. 

To make matters worse, the cells were all 

occupied on the outside of the fort only having 

three walls. Where the fourth should have been, 

there was just an open hole that allowed 

prisoners to look down onto the “welcoming” 

valley floor. The floor of the cells were slanted 

downwards as if the designer was daring 

prisoners to slip, and fall. 

Suddenly, as I was contemplating the distant 

thought of escape, three prison guards barged 

into my cell. Two grabbed me by the arms, and 

the third unlocked my chains from the wall. It 

was time for the hearing. They marched me out 

into the corridor where five more guards waited 

to escort me to the most decorative and 

extravagant part of the fortress. The courtroom. 

The soles of my bare feet shredded as I walked 

over the rough stone floor. There, I caught a 

glimpse of one of the Seals of Krydila. The 

legendary blockades between the mortal world, 

and that of the demons. One of the Seals there 

could only have meant that they left prisoners too 

dangerous, to die on the other side. Even that 

seemed too cruel for the Torvanni. Perhaps there 

was another reason for its existence in the 

Dreadfort. The demon couldn’t have come from 

there, could it? No, it was impossible. If it had 

escaped through there, the prison would have 

been nothing more than a smouldering pile of 

stone at the bottom of the chasm. Plus, I found 

the Seal it got through and managed to close it. 

But still, its existence there was troubling.  

It seemed I had pondered for too long as the 

guard behind me pressed the tip of his sword into 

my torso. “Move demon spawn.” I felt a small 

trickle of blood trail down my back as he 

withdrew the sword from my lower spine. 

Perhaps he did not wish to carry my paralysed 

body all the way to the centre of the island where 

the court was located. As I moved inwards and 

upwards through the fort, I started to pass the 

lower security prisoners. They began to clang 

their jugs of slop against the bars of their cells in 

a rhythmic beat. The sound was becoming louder 

and faster, I knew what it meant, I had heard it 

before, even been a part of it a couple of times. 

They called it the Walk of the Damned. A sudden 

thud to my left alerted the guards escorting me. 

They jumped into defensive positions around me 

keeping me within range if I were to try anything. 

A tall dark figure had slammed into the bars, his 

face resembled a worn-out blacksmith’s hammer. 

He was clearly from the Thrakkai nation, the dark 

hue of his skin gave it away completely. To be fair 

my physique gave me some unpopular attention. 

He whispered in a foreign language and spat at 

my feet. A custom of his people I suppose, the 

myths surrounding my species were vast and 

misguided. 

Light crept through the cracks between the 

doors, shining a blinding line down my middle. 

The heavy doors began to creak as they slowly 

I 
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swung open, revealing a small podium 

surrounded by raised seating so that the nobles 

encircle and look down upon, both physically 

and figuratively, the accused. I traipsed forward, 

knowing that the outcome would not be altered 

by anything I could say or do. I’m different, and 

according to common folk different is 

dangerous. A murmur-shuffle raced through the 

crowd as I stepped into the light and up onto the 

Podium of the Accused. Six of the guards took 

posts equally spaced around me, as the seventh 

rechained me to the podium. The room was tall 

and circular with a lower entrance on one side 

that led to the rest of the prison and another door 

where the judge would soon enter from. The 

judge? What judge would even try to convict me. 

He’d probably be too scared of being cursed or 

befall to some other ridiculous horror. The 

judge's door opened onto a walkway that ended 

directly in front and above me. It was an 

architectural marvel with columns placed around 

the walls, and large arches spanning across the 

roof with mosaics and paintings. A large ceiling 

window was positioned directly above the 

podium, shining light down onto the poor soul 

who found themselves chained to the pedestal 

surrounded by the unforgiving aristocrats. 

I’m different, and according to 

common folk different is 

dangerous. 

Jury members began to become uneasy in my 

presence and started to whisper, although their 

version of whispering was more like screaming to 

my ears. I heard every word they said, felt every 

look cast upon me, saw the fear and hatred raging 

in their eyes. The doors I was facing suddenly 

slammed open as a tall but lean, dignified figure 

strode forward onto the walkway. The crowd fell 

silent, all looked down. Their fear of me was 

eclipsed by their terror of him. “Welcome to the 

hearing of Trelan Akadra.” His voice boomed 

throughout the structure using the acoustics to 

amplify his voice.  

“Who are...”  

“Silence!” He cut me off before I could finish the 

sentence. He was determined to make it known 

who had the power in this room. “Your species is 

a stain on this land, you will speak only when 

indicated to. I am Dacatio Versailles-Torvanni.” 

The cold blood in my veins came to a halt, my 

breath ceased, and my mind froze. It was him. 

The general of the Myre. The butcherer of 

Agraisht. The infamous and deadly prince of the 

Torvanni kingdom. I was doomed. 

“The prosecution will now present their 

argument.” A short, pudgy, but not obese man 

emerged from the darkness and stepped onto a 

platform to my right. Lord Carcaroche, the 

governor of Odessen. The city that it destroyed. 

But he was no lawyer. Despite his blatant disdain 

towards me, he had no skills or prowess when it 

came to anything that involved thinking. Out of 

the corner of my eye a sly, cruel smile appeared 

on Torvanni’s lips. He noticed my mythical eyes 

wander towards him. His eyes narrowed and his 

lips instantly sank. It was then blindingly 

apparent that the hearing was nothing but a farce. 

My fate had been decided by these two far before 

I was even thrown into my cell. “I am Lord 

Carcaroche and I will be representing the 

prosecution of… I will be representing the 

prosecution in this particular trial. This beast 

joined forces with a devil to destroy my fair city 

of Odessen. Odessen is now half city, half crater! 

A monstrous demon emerged from the temple 

of Grechit, closely followed by this thing. The 

devil then proceeded to turn my city into a 

disaster zone. The people of Odessen demand 

his immediate execution.” Whispers shot 

through the crowd, the agreement with 

Carcaroche was unanimous.  

“The defendant will now speak.” Dacatio glared 

at me, as if it were an outrage that I even be able 

to argue against my own execution. The moment 

I opened my mouth the crowd sneered as though 
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it were one organism. “Noblemen, I do not 

partake in the aiding of devils.” 

“Liar, you are a devil yourself,” someone shouted 

from the tense crowd.  

“I am no such thing, you call me a monster, or 

demon spawn. These accusations are lies.” The 

crowd grew more aggressive as my speech 

continued. “I was at Odessen to reseal the 

breach. Rumours had spread across the city that... 

that disturbing situations had been observed 

from the temple. When the demon emerged, I 

fought, and defeated it.”  

“How dare you!”  

“Lies!” The monstrous writhing form of the dark 

shrouded crowd raised and moved in waves of 

shouting and hatred. 

“Order! Order!” Dacatio was finding it 

increasingly difficult to pull the crowd back into 

line.  

“Your Majesty, this thing is guilty, look at his 

eyes! If it is not executed the people of this land 

will riot.”  

“They riot against the person who saved them.” 

I was losing control of my temper.  

“You say that you saved them but is it not your 

magic that attracts these monsters?” 

“My magic is the reason that half the kingdom 

isn’t in a grave!” Carcaroche was smarter than he 

looked. He used my steadily growing anger to 

trick me into acknowledging that I use magic. 

Carcaroche’s mouth curled into a smirk, he had 

won. “The use of magic is illegal. I, Dacatio 

Versailles-Torvanni, prince of the Torvanni 

kingdom, sentence you, Trelan Akadra, to 

death.” 

The sun burst down onto me as we entered a 

courtyard at the height of the fort. In the middle 

of the cobbled square lay a famed wooden 

structure. As I climbed my final set of stairs I was 

awash with emotions, fear, sorrow, and remorse. 

Why had I fought for these people? Since my 

birth I had been despised, feared, and hunted. 

But when I came to the end I felt no hate for 

them, no boiling rage at their hypocrisy and 

fearmongering. I felt nothing for those pitiful 

creatures grovelling on the ground, kissing the 

boots of those on the power ladder that reside 

above them while slapping down those below 

them. I hoped, nay I prayed, that one day 

someone would burn the ladder to the ground. 

And all who climb it. Time stopped as I reached 

the top step and looked upon the brown, matted 

rope swaying in the gentle breeze. 

 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

The burning horizon
Alex Thompson Y11 

treaming through the cloud, cutting it away 

as a soldier cuts away a horde. Burning the 

water and boiling the sand, the sun blazed. 

Every day was like this, for the sun reflected the 

will and the anger; and at times like this, His anger 

was ruthless. There was only one way to elude the 

flames: to pass on the heat, to act as a bridge 

between Him and the world. Years ago, in that 

split-second of melting, the decision had been 

made. 

Turning away from the window and into the busy 

bustle of the city morning, Jess sighed. Stepping 

out onto the roughly cobbled street she lifted her 

head high - as if trying to somehow escape from 

the insufferable heat. The harsh wind brought no 

relief, whipping away her long silvery hair to 

expose more flesh to be blistered and burned by 

the uncaring and unthinking sun. ‘Another bright, 

sunny day of misery and death,’ she thought 

sarcastically, a grim smile playing on her lips. And 

she was the only one who was safe - working 

S 
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tirelessly for the great presence, but safe. Because 

as she thought countless times: ‘the prey isn’t the one 

with the knife’. 

She turned the corner that exited the old cobbles 

of the lanes. Entering onto the smooth paving of 

the powerful creatures of high regard – well, fearful 

regard. In front of the biggest building in the city, 

she saw a mass gathering directly outside the 

enormous bronze coated gates of the 

government. She noticed that none of them were 

holding signs, and none of them were yelling. 

Good, she thought, maybe they finally realized it was 

useless. Those damn royals, just because they used to hold 

all the power, they’re still under the allusion that they can 

get anything they want at a whim. 

But the governmental creatures’ loathing and 

hate wasn’t the reason protesting was useless. 

No, far from it. It was because they couldn’t hate, 

they couldn’t loath, it had been seen to. The sun 

had descended over their horizon and taken their 

light, their soul, dealing the enemy an almost fatal 

blow. He might be a cruel master, but there will 

always be someone or something worse. The sun 

outside the government was still shining bright – 

keeping the lower classes oblivious, and no one 

knew. Ignorance is bliss. The government takes 

precautions. Everything was sealed, nobody 

could get in or out. Except for a few moon-turns 

ago, when, with calculation, timing, and 

something that can only be described as magic, a 

lone shadow departed it’s body (because, as we 

all know, the brighter the sun, the stronger the 

shadow), and ‘no-body’ got in and ‘no-body’ got 

out . Perhaps coincidentally, a silvery haired 

waitress was late to work the next morning with 

the excuse that the ever-bright sky had tricked 

her into thinking it was not yet day. 

Gliding closer, with years of stealthy movement 

at her disposal, Jess noticed something about the 

mob, aside from there being no signs or livid 

screams, there was no murmuring, no talking, 

and nobody moved. As she looked on, every face 

stared solemnly at the building in front of them, 

faces a mask of nothingness. Out the back of the 

protestors’ shoes she noticed little silvery gleams 

snaking into the ground. As if parts of the cities 

piping were sticking up, out of the ground. 

Pinning each body to their allocated spot, 

holding them slightly above the cobbles, running 

beneath their feet. Dimly, she became aware of 

bombarding thoughts, breaking their way into 

her mind, splitting her skull. Head spinning, as if 

in a daze, she slowly staggered back down the 

street, using the brick walls as support, and one 

thought pressed itself into the front of her mind. 

Another Cleaver was in town, had left her a 

message. She was no longer safe. The enemy had 

returned. Looking down, she noticed that her ever-

present shadow seemed a little dimmer than 

before.… 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Tribute
Arabella Tries Y10 

here. The summit was just there. And 

instantly, it was all worth it. The endless 

hike, the heavy pack, the constant grief 

and the feeling of hopelessness were a small price 

to pay for this. I stepped over to the edge, feeling 

like I was in some kind of dream. A heavy mist 

covered the ground, from the altitude, and the 

sky was a pearly grey with the faintest ribbons of 

pink reaching tentatively over the horizon. I 

could see why they had wanted to do this so 

badly. And yet, far, far below I could see the 

ocean, dark and foamy, smashing against the 

rocks.  

I dumped my heavy pack against the tree, and 

stretched, relieving my poor shoulders for the 

first time since I began this trek. I began to 

unpack, and soon the clifftop was covered in 

colourful fabric, rippling slightly in the ever-

strengthening wind. I pulled on my helmet and 

T 
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strapped on the harness, taking care to tighten all 

the straps and clip all the buckles. I finished just 

as the sun was peeking over the horizon, painting 

the sky pale pink. The sun looked tiny, round and 

whole and perfect.    

Now, I was ready. Physically, anyway. My feet, 

almost of their own accord, stepped closer to the 

edge, pebbles crunching under them. The cliff 

seemed higher now, and I watched as a rock 

rolled closer and closer to edge, before dropping. 

It fell for a very long time. Was I really going to 

do this? Throw myself off an enormous cliff with 

little more than a piece of fabric to save me? The 

wind rushed through the few trees that could 

survive up here, rustling their branches and 

shaking their leaves. The ocean seemed an 

awfully long way down, much further than it had 

appeared before. The wind was whipping it into 

a frenzied landscape, full of salty hills and liquid 

valleys. I couldn’t even see the beach I would 

land on, although I knew it was just out of sight 

around the corner.  

Now, I was ready. Physically, 

anyway. 

I have to do this now. If I waited much longer I’d 

talk myself out of this. And I needed to do it. I 

needed to move on. This is what they wanted to 

do, and now I would. As a tribute. I backed away 

from the edge, and pulled on the wing, waiting 

for the wind to catch it. It didn't take long, and 

soon the wing was rising, lifting into the air, 

trying to take me with it. This was it. It pulled on 

the harness, stronger now, and suddenly I 

realised that I was strapped onto this paragliding 

wing and would go wherever it took me.   

And then . . . I was in the air. The wind caught 

the wing and pulled me forward, into the wide-

open sky and the next part of my life. My grieving 

was over, and my future was wide open.

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Chocolate milk  
Miles Manning Y11 

t’s a hot day, you’re sitting on the side of the 

road waiting for a bus. It’s the middle of 

nowhere and you can feel the heat radiating 

from the road. You haven’t put enough sunblock 

on this week, now the skin is peeling from the 

back of your neck. The paddocks on the other 

side of the road are obscured as the heat drifts 

up. Your friend sits next to you, he walked you 

here. When the bus comes, he’ll walk back home 

where you spent all day together labouring in the 

fields. The two of you lean against each other as 

you pass a bottle of chocolate milk between you, 

careful to take small sips, to not be overeager. 

You count the cars together, choose a colour see 

who will get the most. He talks about a new game 

he found, and you’re struck by how the sun hits 

his skin and makes him look like gold. He is 

Apollo and you wonder whether this is how 

Icarus felt, blinded by the sun. He glances over at 

you and you think you should say something, but 

there are too many reasons you shouldn’t. You 

grin at him and start chugging the chocolate milk. 

He looks at you outraged and tries to wrestle the 

bottle from your hands. It slips from your hands 

and spills across the asphalt and you look up at 

him. He sighs and tells you you should have been 

more patient.  

It’s the last week before school starts up. You’re 

sitting next to him again, talking. This time you’re 

next to a stream with your legs dangling in, the 

cool water and the trees overhead giving you 

some relief from the heat. He brought some milk 

again, today he brought you a bottle each. It’s 

strawberry milk which you can’t stand, but you 

don’t tell him that because you know it’s his 

favourite. You hate that school is going to start 

up again soon, it means you won’t get to spend 

I 
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every day together anymore. You hate to sound 

so selfish, but you don’t like that you’ll have to 

share his attention with other people again soon. 

He is the most important person in the world to 

you. You think about saying so, but you can’t. An 

eel squirms out from beneath the rocks across 

the water. He spots it, points it out to you. You 

grin at him and splash water at it, scaring it off. 

He’s finished his milk, but you’ve barely touched 

yours.  

School’s been back for a couple of weeks now. 

He’s starting to drift away. You can feel it.  

It’s the middle of the year, you and he don’t share 

many classes, but you try to spend as much time 

with him as you can. You don’t feel like he’s 

making the same effort. You’re sitting next to 

him again, out on the school field. Neither of you 

has any milk. It’s dreary and the ground is damp, 

making your shorts wet. You don’t talk, just 

watch the younger classes play football. You wish 

you knew what to say to him. It frustrates you 

and you dig your fingers into the soft ground. He 

looks at you and asks if you’re okay. You say 

you’re fine and the two of you sit in silence again. 

Someone calls out to him and he stands up and 

walks away. You miss the summer.  

He’s starting to drift away. You 

can feel it. 

It’s spring holidays. You invite him over to your 

house. He declines, he’s spending time with his 

girlfriend. You say that it’s fine and re-schedule 

for the next week. You want to tell him, this time 

you’re going to tell him. The two of you sit in the 

garden, he is in front of the yellow carnations and 

you are between the lemongrass and the pink 

anemones. You have brought chocolate milk for 

the two of you, so you pass one over to him. He 

tells you he doesn’t like chocolate milk anymore 

and you frown. You are silent for a while. He 

pulls at the flower petals above him and asks you 

why he is here. You say that there is something 

you want to tell him, and you say that it’s hard to 

get the words out. You drink your milk and pick 

at the lemongrass beside you. You tell him how 

you feel. You cannot look at his face, but you tell 

him how he is Adonis, how he is beauty and that 

he belongs beside the flowers that your mother 

planted. You tell him how you cannot bear that 

he spends so much time away from you. You tell 

him that you hate how he’s drifting away. You tell 

him you love him. You look up at him. He walks 

forward and hits you in the face. You hold your 

jaw. He tells you to stay away, to never talk to 

him again. He leaves. It hurts, it happened exactly 

how you thought it might and it still hurts so bad. 

You didn’t expect it to go any differently, that’s 

just how things were. It starts to rain. 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Alleyway
Nina Tulloch Y11 

“Hello?” My words echo down the alley. I’m still 

breathing hard, and the thunder does not do 

much to stifle the shouts of others behind me. 

My feet are aching, and the cut on my arm 

continues to bleed. The cries behind me should 

be a pretty big incentive, but the dark alley gives 

me the creeps. The rain pours down the back of 

my neck, and my shoes are soaked. Despite my 

warm coat, I can’t suppress a shiver that travels 

the length of my spine.  

“Anyone?” Silence. The howling of the wind is 

the only response. The shouting had stopped, 

they must’ve caught them. I might be the only 

one left. Panic swells up in my chest. Calm down. 

Nothing we did was illegal anyway, so they can’t 

put us behind bars or anything ridiculous. 

Despite that shred of comfort, I don’t really want 

to be caught and questioned, so I turn and begin 
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walking down the alley. It’s hard to see in the 

haze of rain, but not impossible. A light above 

me flickers and I jump. Jesus, Ali, get a hold of 

yourself. I smooth down my coat and keep 

walking.  

It’s a long alleyway. Since the rain lightened up, I 

haven’t heard anything around me. It’s eerie. I 

call out every now and then, but there are never 

any answers. Yet I can’t shake the feeling that I’m 

being watched, even If I know it’s silly.  

I wonder what happened to the others. I can’t 

help but imagine the worst, but they’ll probably 

be fine. I guess they might have to spend the 

night with the authorities, but after that it’ll all 

blow over. Suddenly something moves in front 

of me and crashes to the ground. The clear sound 

of broken glass rings out, and I jump back, a yell 

caught in my throat.  

Panic swells up in my chest. Calm 

down. 

“Who’s there? Show yourself!” To my surprise, 

my voice is steady and unwavering. My hand 

moves instinctively to the pocketknife in my back 

pocket, even though the rational part of me 

knows it probably won’t do me any good. The 

outline of a person emerges through the shadows 

and stumbles towards me. The handle of the 

pocketknife digs uncomfortably into my palm. I 

can feel my heart pounding in my chest. I can’t 

help but think how stupid I probably look.  

“Ali? Is that you?”  

The breath I was holding in escapes my lips in a 

sigh of relief. Colour rushes to my cheeks. Christ, 

talk about overacting. It’s Robin, thank goodness 

he’s okay. So they didn’t catch everyone. He takes 

a few tentative steps forward. I can’t see his face, 

but I can tell it’s him from his voice. My fear has 

washed away, but I feel it being replaced by 

anger, fuelled by a hint of embarrassment.  

“Jesus Robin, you scared the shit out of me! I 

mean I’m glad you’re okay and all, but what was 

all that sneaking around in the dark about?”  

It takes a while for him to respond.  

“Ali? What are you doing here?” His voice 

sounds oddly strained. I notice that his posture is 

tight, and his head low - I still can’t see his face.  

His nervousness is making me jumpy.   

“I could ask you the same thing. What’s up? 

Where are the others? And you still haven’t 

answered my question.”  

“Oh... I was just passing by, and I heard 

something, so I hid. Sorry if I scared you...”  

He won’t meet my eyes, and he keeps shifting on 

his feet. Robin is a terrible liar.  

“Ali, how did you get away? I mean, I thought 

they would have caught you.”  

I feel like I shouldn’t tell the truth. Why is he 

lying to me?   

“Just lucky I guess.”   

I realise something and frown. Robin was there 

with me when I escaped, and we were separated. 

But I know I saw him run down the opposite 

road to me - towards the northern end of the city. 

I find myself gripping the pocketknife again. 

That’s the south wall ahead of me, I know it is.   

“Robin, how did you get here? I saw you running 

towards Kane Avenue. This is the opposite end 

of the city.”  

He still won’t meet my eyes, and this time he 

doesn't reply at all. I swear I can hear something 

moving in the shadows.   

“Answer me Robin. Now.”  

And then he looks up at me; light reflecting off 

the tears on his face.  

I know what’s going to happen a second before 

it does.  
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And I’m surrounded. Someone grabs the knife I 

have behind my back and punctures my arm with 

something. I try to do something, anything, but 

my vision swims in front of me and I can feel 

myself slipping into unconsciousness. Weirdly, it 

almost makes me want to laugh; I was so naïve.  

“They left me no choice. I’m sorry Ali.”  

His words are the last I hear before the world 

around me fades to black. 

▲  ▼  ▲  

Princess
Sophie Crozier Y11 

here it was, a dilapidated pile of junk 

sitting in our front lawn for everyone to 

see. Broken glass, bent chrome and a 

kaleidoscope of coloured body parts mangled 

together in one big cluster. The horror was 

evident on Mrs Jones’ face even as she peered 

behind her dralon curtains. Dad had done it 

again. He had found some elaborate and 

unconventional way to embarrass us. To him, 

this was a mere project. But Mum and I knew that 

this was the beginning of another obsession, 

another fantasy, another plethora of bolts, wheels 

and tarpaulin covers for the whole 

neighbourhood to disapprove of. 

I asked Dad what it was, knowing very well that 

the answer would be a jumble of mechanical 

jargon. 

“It’s Princess,” he said as he gazed in awe at the 

1966 Mustang. 

I knew that this was the 

beginning of another obsession 

He had to be joking. A piece of scrap metal 

definitely didn’t deserve a tentative and profound 

title like ‘Princess’. What Dad saw as a diamond 

in the rough, we saw as a future council 

infringement notice. 

Dad started with haste, spending every waking 

hour by Princess’s side. He made sure to polish 

every small imperfection until the vehicle 

glistened like spun gold silk. Most viewed him as 

a crazed old car fanatic (which he was) but Dad 

saw himself as some sort of inventor. Someone 

who could defy the conventional norm and 

challenge the laws of physics. He became known 

as the neighbourhoods’ living machine, ironic 

considering that his life revolved around gear 

sticks and engines. With outright confidence, he 

would adjust the cap of a valve and then criticize 

the maintenance of any passing car. You could 

not blame him for his blatancy because he was 

always right. Dad had the ability to pick up on 

details no matter how minor they were. 

When the neighbours passed by, Dad would be 

sure to give them an update on the car’s progress. 

He would enter passionate tangents that would 

bore anyone who wasn’t a car junky but 

integrated jokes for appeal. If he was not 

gossiping to Mrs Jones, then he would be back in 

his metal sanctuary, working late into the night. 

Princess even took precedence over his cherished 

rugby games. He would much rather be petting 

his prized possession than watching the tackle of 

the season from the warmth of his home. If not 

being kept from the rugby, then he was definitely 

losing from missing my company. 

On the few days that we were graced by Dad’s 

presence at dinner, we were greeted by a zombie 

like figure. His usual groomed blonde mane was 

tangled and sweat trickled while his plaid shirt 

was grease stained and torn. Despite his 

dishevelled appearance, Dad’s smile was as 

radiant as ever. He had one of those rare smiles 

with an appeal of eminence in it. When he 

T 



The Obvious Choice 2020 17 

laughed, which was often, the soft creases around 

his mouth would scrunch up like little 

caterpillars. He was a man who represented 

everything good and yet his eyes glistened with 

mischief. 

By the change of season, Princess was ready. She 

was a real catch with her new baby blue coat and 

fresh rubber wheels. Dad was more than 

enthusiastic to take her out for her first spin. He 

sketched out his preferred route, wiped down the 

windows and kicked off the engine. Princess 

performed consonantly and hastily prepared for 

her first hurrah. With a cheeky wink in his rear-

view mirror, Dad embarked on his journey. 

It was dawn when he arrived home. To our 

dismay, a discombobulated object once again lay 

in our driveway. A large dent took place where 

the door should have been, and the tire was 

literally dangling by a thread. Dad didn’t seem to 

be a slight bit concerned about its condition. 

Instead he marvelled over the beast like it was 

still the gem that we saw a couple of hours ago. 

Princess’ new look meant only one thing to him. 

He could go back to the garage for another 

month and hide in his mechanical oblivion. 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

The challenge
Stirling Hart Y11 

 click rings out. It signals the start of 

the battle.   

I go through the motions I’ve done 

thousands of times before. Click. 

Click. Click. I need to think. Think ahead to see 

how I can lose, see the worst scenario. And avoid 

it. My eyes dart to the ever-present clock, ticking 

away on the wall. The only sound other than our 

breathing. The blinds are drawn in the 

claustrophobic room we’re in, unsuccessfully 

trying to fight the chill of the night outside. 

Between us the table stands, weakly illuminated 

by the old floor lamp in the corner. We trade 

blow after blow, searching for chinks and 

opportunities while preparing for future clashes 

as we go. I lean forward in my seat, avoiding the 

calculated gaze of the man in front of me, and 

run my tongue over the bite marks on my cheek. 

This is a bad situation. Defence is my only 

option, but that’s what I expected going into this. 

Maybe my best option is a stalemate. I crack the 

knuckles of my left hand. Bad habits. Halting my 

assault, I start bringing up the back and fortifying 

my position. His eyes narrow. Click. Click. Click. 

My pulse quickens. No matter what I do, he 

breaks through. Slowly, surely, a natural disaster 

flattening everything in its path. There’s no point. 

He’s beaten me already. But I’m fine with this, I 

knew it was going to turn out this way, like it 

always has before. This is a war I can’t win, as 

painfully useless as trying to run through water. 

Everything I do blocked, countered, used against 

me. I move into his path and force him to finish 

it. It’s over.   

Unhurriedly, he gets up, the chair screeching 

against the floor.   

Think ahead to see how I can 

lose, see the worst scenario. And 

avoid it. 

“So. What was that?” I go to speak, but his look 

cuts me off. “There’s absolutely no way you’ll be 

ready for the tournament in time. But, there’s 

another thing. Do you know what hurts me the 

most? Do you?” His voice rings louder and 

louder in my ears, seeming to echo around the 

room. “You gave up.” The words bite. And then 

he quietens, his voice barely above a murmur. “I 

want you to succeed but still after all my years of 

A 
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tutelage... I guess this the limit of your talent. I 

try and I try and I...”  

He pauses. A sigh, exasperated and tired.  

“And I don’t know what else there is to say at this 

point. Stay here and study.”  

“Yes Father,” I manage to say, my eyes still 

downcast. But the door is already shut behind 

me. Who does he think he is? He’s not the only 

one trying. “Maybe he’s right. Maybe I shouldn’t 

go to the tournament,” I mutter into the 

darkness, hearing the words come out of my 

mouth as if they were a stranger’s. But I catch 

myself, because I know that I’m lying. I guess 

those kinds of thoughts are partly my fault, 

letting that old man trample all over me. And 

suddenly I grit my teeth. I can feel my nails 

digging into my palms. I do deserve to go to the 

tournament. What I’ve worked so hard on, what 

I’ve put so much passion into... I want to win. 

Not for anyone else’s sake and especially not for 

his. For myself.  

A click rings out. It signals the start of the battle.   

I go for the ideal opening. This is the easy part. 

Click. Click. Click. My eyes scan the board, 

navigating the treacherous path before me, 

lighting on the way to victory. The sun peers in 

through the window, tentatively lighting upon 

the wall. Across from me he sits, his gaunt 

features faintly twisted in a look of perplexity at 

my willingness to play. He fights nonetheless. We 

force captures, lay traps, pressuring one another 

with half threats and unspoken taunts. I lean 

forward in my seat, but for once my eyes meet 

his, if only for half a second. I can do this. 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Not an ordinary Monday 
Iona Wood Y11 

y posture is worsening by the second 

from the hard-plastic chair digging 

into my back. There is a miserable tile 

collage hanging on the wall opposite me. Half the 

tiles have split and there has been an attempt to 

disguise it by colouring them in with felt pens. 

Failing to hide the dreadfulness of the situation. 

Representing the school as well as the collage. I 

do not know what I am about to go into, but 

somehow, I can feel that it is going to change my 

life forever.   

Back to this morning, I was completely oblivious 

of the day about to come. Believing it was 

another casual Monday. Getting ready for 

another dreary day of school. Not that I find 

school boring, though sometimes I do.  School, 

work, home, work, sleep. Repeat. I like change. 

My wish would be to get up and do something 

different to the day before. But that is not how 

life works is it? And as my grandma says. “Be 

careful what you wish for.”   

As I was saying, it was a normal day. I walked into 

my first class. Maths of all things and sat down in 

my usual spot. Halfway through the period, 

Bethany stepped into the class. Teetering in her 

loud, pink stilettoes. She takes the title of current 

reining ‘prom queen’ and one of the school 

messengers. The word got out that you could get 

out of class, so she grabbed it. She balanced 

herself and batted her eyelashes at Mr Taylor. I 

was always catching her trying to flirt with the 

teachers. Get on their good side I suppose. Her 

lash extensions were so long that it looked as if 

she was touching Mr Taylor with them. He was 

one of those teachers that were never fazed by 

those kinds of things. That was good because he 

was my favourite teacher. Even considering he 

teaches maths, and I could not face him thinking 

that Bethany was a star student. She was far from 

it.   

Bethany squeaked out in her high-pitched voice 

“Is Elena Martin here? Mrs Williams wants her at 

the office immediately.” I stood up, trying to 
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keep myself from spitting at her. She knows that 

everyone calls me ‘P.’ Short for Penelope, my 

preferred name. But aside from that, I was not 

surprised to get called to the office. It happens at 

least once a week. The teachers say it is because 

I am ‘disruptive’ in class. In my eyes, I am 

informing my brain about the world and 

inventing myself through fashion. But I suppose 

that is against the rules considering the number 

of times I have talked to our principal, Mrs 

Williams about it.   

I was not surprised to get called 

to the office. 

“Yes, I’m coming,” I said, as I joined an 

impatient Bethany at the door. “I’ll be back soon 

Mr Taylor.” Bethany left with a little wave of her 

fingers. I scuttled down the hall trying to keep up 

with her swift, obnoxious steps. I have always 

thought it was odd being in the corridors while 

everyone is learning. It is such a drastic change 

from those few five minutes that you have 

between classes. The crowded, bustling hallways 

filled with constant chatter. It is almost 

impossible to believe that I am in the same place.   

When we got to the office, Bethany made me sit 

in the waiting room. That is when I figured 

something was up. I usually go straight into the 

office, have my lovely discussion with Mrs 

Williams, then head right back to class. She gets 

it over and done with because she says the same 

thing every time. So do I. But this time I know it 

is different. This time she has something else to 

say. 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

The creature that never leaves my dreams
Sam Thornborough Y11 

pening the ageing oaken door, I stand 

in the empty doorframe, looking out 

into the dark night. Silhouettes of 

raindrops pelt the bitumen street. Just outside my 

house, a faint yellow hue from my house dances 

along the inky-black nothingness. I watch the 

empty streets, and the puddles of the empty 

droplets across the streets.  

I close the door, and slowly trudge my way into 

the dead-grey kitchen, passing the empty bottles 

as I walk. I pick up a half-empty glass full of dirt-

brown liquid. I drink it desperately, as though 

that fluid could save my long and ruinous life. 

Suddenly, the noise of outdoor movement enters 

my ears.  

My old white hairs stand up on edge as I dart to 

the nearest window, and peer into the outside. 

There is a slight fluttering noise, like that of one’s 

coat in the wind. My heart races as I tear outside, 

chest burning, liver groaning from the brown 

liquor. I look at where I think the creature was, 

only to find a foreboding, black, leather, 

abandoned coat. I pick it up, and then take it with 

me inside.  

Upon closing the door, I hear a crashing noise 

upstairs. I clamber up the breaking brown 

wooden stairs, moving as quietly upwards as my 

broken legs can take me. Like those stray cats of 

the night, I am vigilant. Or so I think. The alcohol 

leaves an effect, and the world grows blurred. 

With only the warm yellow downstairs light to 

brighten my way up the rickety, dark, stairway. 

Carefully trudging around the railing, I squint to 

what had caused the crash.  

All of a sudden, a pair of brilliant white eyes 

stares back at me intently, a wretched and 

malformed shape in the darkness curled around 

the upstairs walls. I wobble, frozen, trying to 

scream, but my old voice-box lets out only a 

surprised croak. Deafening screams echo around 

the entire upstairs; my head burns in a sudden 

explosive pain, as I hopefully feel for the railing. 

To safety.  
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I find it! Turning around, I make to rush 

downstairs, until my head bursts out in a spine-

tingling pain; my vision distorting and blurring; 

my feet stumbling off the precipice of the 

stairway. Shadows dart around me as I fly 

through the air, laughing, weeping, staring 

intently as I fall in a daze. I try to turn and protect 

my already damaged and drunken head. My back 

makes contact with a couple of lower stairs, and 

I bump and roll the way down until I reach the 

concrete floor in a heap; my head spinning 

noisily.  

“The creature is still upstairs!” I think to myself, 

too lost and too much in pain to vocalize 

anything more than garbled grunts. Noises and 

movements still boom from upstairs. I upright 

myself, and then turn around, grabbing at one of 

the copious empty bottles. I hold it as though it 

were some sort of blade, poised to strike 

whatever comes down the stairs.  

I watch desperately for the creature to come 

down the little rickety stairway and am about to 

turn around, until I hear the creaking of the 

ceiling floorboards. Beckoning screeches 

erupting from upstairs, beckoning, screeches 

from another time, screeches from past losses 

and deep sufferings. However, I do not let the 

creature tempt me. My eyes dart around for any 

sort of safety, as the power enters an outage.  

I scream for help as the creature traverses down 

the stairs, huge feet crashing its way downwards 

in the darkness. I wheel around, and run for my 

life, running back through the kitchen, and 

grabbing as many bottles, empty or full, as I can 

hold. I dash outside the ageing door and onto the 

rainy streets.  

There I sit, drinking away and weeping softly, 

hoping the creature leaves my house. I sit there 

for a while, slowly dozing away under both the 

tiredness of the event, the aftereffect of the 

adrenaline rashly pumped through my body, and 

the many bottles worth of alcohol. Until 

morning. I awake with a skull crushing headache, 

a distant echo of the pain from last night.  

The sunlight screams heat onto the black 

bitumen. I scrutinize the house carefully, a rosy 

red filling the streets and houses through the 

street in an all-consuming bliss. I enter my home. 

The bottles on my kitchen counter now mostly 

gone, as I had snagged them the night before in 

my rampage out of the house. 

Watching the stairs, I march my way up, armed 

with the pretty morning lights, and my eyes stare 

into the room. Empty. Empty, excluding the pile 

of rubbish, the two golden ornaments that my 

late mother had left for me, and shattered glass 

on the floor. I search for the monster for many 

more hours, before finally realizing last night’s 

downpour and the deep sleep I had drunk myself 

into, had made me sober.

▲  ▼  ▲ 

He opened his eyes 
Esera Chung Y12 

e opened his eyes. His dry, wrinkly eyes 

slowly adjusted and focused on the 

polaroids fixed to the ceiling. The 

bones, ligaments and tissue began to shift and 

groan like a grandfather clock, atop the soft and 

malleable surface on which he had slumbered. 

His joints and muscles locked into place as he 

steadily stood up into a hunched position. His 

hips uttered a final “click” and jolted as he shifted 

toward a rug laden gateway. He opened the 

hatch. What met the solitary man was at first 

blinding and hazy, it then eased into a crisper 

image and something his eyes were more familiar 

with. As he gently placed one weathered foot out 

of his encampment, he felt the pure, warm sand 
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between his toes and the warm breeze of the 

distant ocean caress his skin.  

The old man waddled back inside his home of 

old rugs and wood to retrieve a decades-old 

length of rope and a historic brown sack. The 

slow man made his way in a north-westerly 

bearing, straight from the hatch of the structure 

until he came to a sharp drop where the arid, 

lifeless met the coast. One small node of 

sandstone stuck out conveniently out of the edge 

of the cliff, for which the old man had used for 

30 years. He removed the sack from his hunched 

back and gently lifted a bundle of rope from it 

before straining to place the old woven bag atop 

him like a hermit crab. As he unfurled the rope 

and set it around the sandstone, the cries of 

seabirds could be made out, hiding in the soft 

breeze. He was not new to the art of abseiling, 

but his body was weathered. He held the rope 

with an iron fist as he began to descend the sheer, 

flat face of the wall of sandstone.   

The cries of seabirds could be 

made out, hiding in the soft 

breeze. 

After five minutes of descent, the first contact 

with the moist, cool sand was made. Like every 

single day, he got to work. Scouring the coast for 

one thing. Kelp. As he moved through this 

otherworldly environment, life emerged. Vessels 

of blubber wombled about the golden sands as 

large flying creatures hovered overhead in the 

quiet breeze. The man ambled along the remote 

coastline with a small limp he had brought with 

him from his younger days. This was apparent as 

one of his footprints left a greater impression in 

the sand. However, his walking was still elegant 

as he left perfect, linear footprints for water to 

take their place. His body was a relic in an 

advancing world. This place, where he had come 

for what seemed like an eternity, had not changed 

a single bit apart from the rising tides. He felt as 

though the cliffs and blubber balls were old 

friends that had never drove him away. The same 

could not be said for the outside world. After the 

sack was satisfied, the hermit of a man started to 

climb. His arms shook as the sky turned orange 

and so the surrounding terrain. He stumbled to 

the hatch of his home. He lay down on his soft, 

moulded bed. And as the light receded so did the 

soft, colourful people on the ceiling atop him. He 

closed his eyes. 

 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

An indent in the road 
Claire Shanks Y12  

n indent in the road marked the place in 

which his journey began, taking him 

across mountains and through forests. 

He traversed through sweltering heat, his lungs 

burning, when he crossed paths with her. In the 

past hour, he had scoured the cliff’s great ledge, 

his feet carrying him gently. He knew the 

consequences of a clumsy footfall and was not 

keen to enact them, and risk tumbling off the 

ledge and into the ravine below.  

He came to the great gap and took a casual 

breath, eyeing the creature before him wearily as 

he calculated her purpose. The sweat was 

mopped from his brow before he tucked the 

linen away in his pocket. She stood tall and regal; 

her shoulders erect like those of a leader of a 

great army. Her eyes watched him – menacing 

little things! – with their harsh darkness that 

followed him like the hunter follows its prey. She 

had the wings of an eagle, though they lay folded 

neatly into her mass. Her flaxen fur was 

immaculately clean, covering the body that could 
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pounce on him when she pleased. Her paws 

ended in claws, and he feared they could take a 

swipe at him in an instant, robbing him of his 

sight.  

“Do you wish to cross?”  

He raised his head towards her from his perch on 

the rock opposite. “I do, indeed.”  

“Many men fail to cross.” Her eyes glinted 

greedily. “I suppose you have read the stories of 

what I do when that occurs.”  

He shook his head solemnly. “I cannot read for 

the life of me. I cannot make sense of the circles 

and lines. They remain in obscurity.”  

She relaxed at that announcement, folding her 

golden haunches. “If you wish to pass, you must 

solve my riddle.”  

“I shall try to solve it, for I wish to pass by you 

with my life. I do not wish that you eat me, as no 

man unafflicted by the great Dionysus wishes.”  

“Where do you travel, if I may query?”  

“To the land of Athens, where the great Theseus 

does rule. He resides on the throne, and I wish to 

visit and offer my gifts. Tell me of your riddle for 

I wish to proceed.”  

She smiled in delight. She knew she had the 

upper hand to such an unaccomplished soul. For 

how could such a simple man decipher her 

riddle? “There are two sisters: one gives birth to 

the other and she, in turn, gives birth to the first. 

Who are the two sisters?”  

The man stood shocked, hit with so daunting an 

inquiry. “Who are the two sisters?” he pondered, 

for he could not make it out.  

The creature smiled. An unpleasant smile it was, 

for it showed her teeth and reminded the man of 

his fate should he fail to answer.   

“Who are the two sisters? I do not know of any 

woman who could do such a thing.” He took his 

seat across from her. “For no woman could really 

give birth to her own sister, unless they were only 

halves.”  

Who are the two sisters?  

“Do you yield? Do you surrender?”  

“No. The sisters cannot be of humanity. That 

cannot be the answer.”  

“Do you yield?”  

“Are they of the sky? Or of the earth? Do they 

shelter us? Or do they pelt us with the weather? 

Are they night and day?”  

The creature stepped aside, and the traveller 

darted past, ducking the paw that reached out to 

grab him. Vile screams filled the air 

and the tearing of skin pounded his 

ears, but he did not dare look back. 

For if he did, he would witness the 

gruesome creature’s claws ripping 

through her own fur as she tore herself 

to pieces in fury.  

 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Cat’s eye view 
Holly O’Connor Y12 

ome on Spider, aren’t you gonna join 

in?’ 

Spider didn’t move, continuing to lie 

down with his paws crossed and his 

gaze fixed on his family. They had been playing a 

board game, but had abandoned it to fuss over 

the other cat of the house, Samuel.  

‘Spider?’ 

Samuel called again, looking over at his friend. 

He accepted a couple more pats before turning 

and waddling over to where Spider was laying. 
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He plopped down next to Spider and looked 

over, clear concern in his gaze.  

‘What’s up, buddy?’ 

Spider sighed, accepting he’d have to speak to the 

rotund tom.  

‘Something’s wrong. They haven’t been outside 

in 13 days now.’ 

Samuel shuffled closer.  

‘This again? Buck up, Spider. They seem happy 

enough.’ 

Spider shot him a disapproving glance. 

‘It doesn’t matter! You’ve got to see there’s 

something suspicious about this. One day they’re 

going off to do human things and the next? 

Boom! Barely even stepping out the front door.’ 

Samuel gestured forward.  

‘Look, they’re playing a game together. Maybe 

they just wanted some family time. And look at 

all the attention we’ve been getting! We shouldn’t 

question a good thing.’ 

Spider flicked his ear.  

‘Maybe. But I don’t think so. Plus, they aren’t 

ALL playing around. Boots has been in her room 

all day every day!’ 

Samuel shrugged. ‘So? She’s the weirdest out of 

the humans anyways. If you’re really worried, you 

could go see her.’ 

Spider hesitated. 

‘I’ve tried that, she always just puts me back in 

the hall. But I guess another try can’t hurt.’ 

Without another word, he slunk up the stairs and 

down the hall before sliding through the crack in 

her door. This time, instead of meowing and 

leaping on her lap to greet her, he stood just by 

the doorway and watched. She was sitting at her 

desk, speaking to her computer. Silently jumping 

onto her bed, Spider glanced at the screen. 

Multiple faces lined the screen, speaking in their 

strange language. He drew closer, listening to the 

incoherent noises they made.  

I wish I could understand you he thought, not for 

the first time. She had books open on her desk 

and appeared to be writing something as one of 

the faces, the oldest of the group, talked. 

Bemused, he tilted his head to get a better look, 

and suddenly one of the faces pointed right at 

him through the screen and started making what 

he thought were noises of excitement. Boots 

sighed, saying something to the screen before 

attempting to pick him up. Spider dug his claws 

into the blanket, refusing to leave. She pulled 

harder but his grip on the covers was strong and 

eventually the blanket started to pull off the bed.  

Spider could see he was losing the battle and 

decided to employ a new strategy. He suddenly 

loosened his grip, causing her to become 

unbalanced for a second. He took advantage of 

this by springing from her arms and onto her 

seat. Looking more closely at the screen, he 

noticed a familiar face. Earphones! The young 

girl often came over to their house to socialise 

with Boots. She always let Spider bat at her 

earphones, hence the affectionate nickname. 

Before he’d even registered the information, 

Boots had steadied herself and was reaching for 

him again. In a panic, he leapt onto the computer, 

skidding across the keys for a moment before 

jumping behind the screen. He pushed off of the 

screen, shutting the lid of the computer as he did, 

and landed back on her bed.  

Multiple faces lined the screen, 

speaking in their strange 

language. 

Boots didn’t look happy with this at all. Her 

expression was as dark as her long, tattered, 

clothes. Spider decided he had the information 

he needed and promptly let himself out of the 

door. When he arrived back downstairs, Samuel 

was waiting for him. Spider settled next to the 

chunky tabby, sighing.  
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‘What’s the news?’ asked Samuel. 

‘It’s really weird. She was talking to people in her 

screen. At first I thought it might be some 

strange computer thing but... then I recognised 

earphones. Why would her friend be in a 

computer program?’ 

The black tom rested his head on his paws, 

mulling it over. Samuel’s gaze suddenly lit up, as 

if he’d had an idea. 

‘What if they’re trapped in the computer?’ 

‘I’m sure that’s not it, silly.’ 

Spider looked up to see Boots coming down the 

stairs and watched as she sat by the rest of the 

family and they continued playing their game. 

‘Look, whatever it is, I’m sure you’ll figure it out. 

You’re the smartest cat I know,’ mewed Samuel. 

Spider smiled, looking over to his friend, then to 

the family, then to the empty spot next to Boots 

where he liked to sleep. 

‘Thanks, Samuel. But I’m starting to think it 

doesn’t matter.’  

 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Flicker
Arianna Case Y12 

a-boom-ba-boom-ba-boom. 

Heartbeats hammer wildly in the back 

of my throat, resounding in the 

pounding beats of the blaring music. 

Air roars into my face through the open window. 

Lights flash by so fast they blur together. I’m 

driving fast, the gale force wind howling at my 

tail as it races to catch me. Fear begs me to slow 

down, setting all my nerves alight. I’ve never felt 

so alive. My grin grows feral as I press down the 

accelerator, watching the speedometer go higher 

and higher. For a second I think I hear the tell-

tale growl of another car, but quickly dismiss it. 

There’s not a single soul in sight. No one in the 

world except me and my car and speed that could 

rival light. My hair is whipped in a brilliant silver 

banner behind me and exhilaration churns in my 

stomach. My head is forced back against the seat, 

and still I go faster. I scream a laugh as I hurtle 

around the corner of the abandoned dusty road, 

blood pumping- 

SMASH! 

Blinding lights flicker on and off. A piercing siren 

rings through my head. I realise the lights are 

from the headlights of my car. 

My car. 

The windshield is shattered. Jagged metal stabs 

towards me and acrid smoke burns my lungs. I 

think the tyres are on fire. Sobs threaten to rack 

my body, but nothing happens. I beg my mouth 

to move and call out for help, but it stays 

painfully clenched. I can’t move, can’t speak, 

can’t breathe, can’t do anything. Numbly, I feel a 

tear leak from my eye and trickle down my face 

onto the road, unable to wipe it away. My eyes 

stare unblinkingly at the flashing lights of my car. 

Off-on. Off-on. Off-on. 

Off. 

Beep. Silence. Beeeeep. Silence. Beeeeeeeeeeeep. 

“AGH!” I jolt upright and slam my hand towards 

the infuriating noise. It makes painful contact 

with a hard and sharp machine. Pain thrums from 

my hand down my entire side, all the way to my 

leg. 

It takes me a moment to comprehend what I’m 

seeing. White walls, white clothes, white sheets. 

Where is the colour? 

“You were in a car accident, and now you’re in 

hospital,” says a calm and emotionless voice. 

“Can you tell me your name?” Strange faces slide 

B 



The Obvious Choice 2020 25 

into my vision. It takes a moment to locate the 

speaker. Her mouth is stretched into a bland 

smile. I suppose it’s meant to be soothing. To me, 

it’s robotic. 

She stares at me expectantly for a few beats. I 

stare back at her. Then her lips open and close 

like a fish, droning on about things I don’t hear. 

Slowly, my eyes wander away from the nurse and 

my thoughts drift to my leg. A dull ache pounds 

in my knee. Did I sleep on it weirdly? 

“You’re cleared to leave, if you read and sign 

these forms.” 

Papers are placed on my lap. I turn the pages, not 

really reading, until my eyes suddenly snag on 

something. 

Do not stress your left leg. With strengthening exercises, 

walking will be painless, however long distances and high 

speeds could result in increased permanent damage. Pain 

relief will be provided to aid any pain. 

My leg… Worry starts to flutter in my stomach. 

“How long will I have to strengthen my leg until 

it’s healed again?” I ask. 

“Well, you should be able to walk properly in a 

few weeks,” the nurse responds nonchalantly, as 

though she’s telling me the weather. 

Unable to walk for weeks? How many weeks- 

“But you will never fully recover, and you will 

never be able to run or walk very far without 

significant pain.” 

Time stops. 

Ba-boom-ba-boom-ba-boom. Suddenly I’m in the car 

again. Music is pounding and wind is roaring and 

lights are blurring. The unmistakable growl of 

another car somehow manages to penetrate the 

whirl-wind of sights, sounds and senses. It’s 

barely audible, but I know I heard it, and I know 

where it will be when I go screeching, top-speed 

around the corner. Slow down. I wait for my hands 

to move and slow the car, but nothing happens. 

Stop the car! I try to slam down the brake, but 

instead my foot presses harder on the accelerator. 

Tears of frustration stream down my face, but 

when I look into the car mirror, I see a merciless 

face grinning from ear to ear. She laughs 

manically as I scream at her to stop, mocking me 

as she screams laughter out the window- 

“If you call someone to pick you up, you can go 

home.” The voice jolts me back to reality. The 

nurse is impatiently holding a pen towards me. 

I slide back to reality. 

“Right.” My voice is hollow and quiet. 

Slow down. 

A scribbled, illegible mess serves as my signature 

at the bottom of the page. Crutches are put into 

my hands. They’re slow and unwieldy. The clock 

ticks for an eternity as the nurse leads me to the 

other side of the room, where my personal 

belongings are stored. Six-inch stilettos that put 

you at constant risk of broken ankles and torn 

glittery fabric shimmers shockingly bright in the 

harsh light. They stick out like a sore thumb 

among these safe and practical uniforms. I put on 

my shoes, but when I stand, excruciating pain 

shoots up my leg, and I fall back onto the bed. 

The nurse gives me medical grade slippers 

instead, shaking her head like I’m stupid for even 

considering wearing my shoes. I suppose she’s 

right, I was stupid. 

So completely, utterly stupid. 

I’m not allowed to leave by myself. My new 

clothes blend with the dull whiteness of the 

hospital. A friend arrives to collect me, her car’s 

stereo so loud my eardrums almost burst, but I 

can’t dance with her to the music like I normally 

do. My leg hurts every time I try to join in, and I 

end up sitting stiff and still. At my apartment, I’m 

so tired I barely manage to say goodbye when I 

get out of the car. Four flights of stairs up to my 

apartment would normally be nothing to me, but 

I have to stop multiple times as I climb. When I 

finally reach my door, I turn on the light and 
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collapse onto the bed. It flickers on and off. I 

used to joke that it may suck as a bedroom light, 

but it was a great DIY club light. I suppose I 

don’t have any use for it at all anymore, when I 

can barely walk, let alone dance. Now, it’s just 

useless and irritating. Now, it’s just faulty. 

Off-on. 

And it’s my fault. It’s my fault because I was 

reckless and tossed it around with my friends for 

some stupid fun and I ended up damaging it 

when I installed it. 

Off-on. 

And then I went and did the same thing to 

myself. 

Off-on. 

Now I’m broken, too.  

Off.

▲  ▼  ▲ 

A normal person 
Jameson Marriott Y12 

enry was what he liked to call a normal 

person. He had a good house, a loving 

wife, and two young children. Each day he 

left at exactly 8:00 am for his job as an accountant for 

a small law firm. Henry liked to keep an organized life. 

“Routine”, he said, “ensures strength of mind”.   

Every weekday morning (and occasionally Saturday if 

there was an excess of clients), Henry set off.   

A five-minute walk, followed by exactly one-minute 

waiting, had him riding the bus into the city. To add 

to this, a newspaper would be purchased on any 

Saturday he was called in. If he was feeling particularly 

stressed, a small candy bar, with a shiny, purple 

wrapper could be consumed – a reminder of a distant 

childhood.  

This Saturday, there was once again a call from the 

firm. The dull grey clay of the sky greeted him on his 

way to the bus stop, the daily newspaper placed into 

a crisp black briefcase. He bit into a candy bar whilst 

waiting, and internally sighed, images of sunny days, 

and running in a bright green meadow on the 

forefront of his mind.  

When the bus finally arrived, Henry noticed a new 

advertisement had been placed on the side; a calling 

for hooligans and the like, for one of their ‘disco 

raves’.  

It was after he took his usual seat – at the second from 

the front of the bus – that the most outrageous 

person sat next to him.   

1. Dyed hair (and far too short at that).  

2. Multiple piercings (one visible in their navel).   

3. Rugged clothes (tattered and faded jeans).   

It was one more action that brought him to pause. 

Resting in their hands was His Newspaper. They 

must have taken it from his armrest as he brought it 

out to read.  

He glared at them first. They glanced at him, before 

shrugging and turning back to the page. A ‘hem-hem’ 

went ignored. He reached for the paper, a look of 

surprise lighting up on their face, before being 

consumed by a scowl as they pulled back. Henry 

looked around, hoping for some assistance, but the 

other passengers seemed determined not to meet his 

gaze. He turned back to the situation at hand and 

pulled harder than before. A soft grunt forced itself 

out of his opponent, before they locked eyes with him 

and pulled back in earnest.  

A small tug of war erupted, slowly gaining in volume, 

until the cacophony could almost touch the back of 

the bus. A great heave on his part knocked his 

briefcase askew. The thunderous blow knocked it 

open, and to the surprise of both combatants, out 

rolled a single pristine copy of today’s newspaper.
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Onslow v Rathkeale
Tyler Rowe Y12 

t’s a beautiful day here in Masterton at a 

beautiful ground, 30 degrees with slight cool 

breeze and not a cloud in the sky. We’re 

returning to the game after the lunch break here 

at the white picket fences of Rathkeale College. 

If you’re just tuning in, Rathkeale managed to 

restrict Onslow College to a defendable total of 

231 runs, including a notable 67 from the number 

5 batsman. You can sense the tension in the field 

from the OC boys as the players are walking onto 

the ground, they are going to need to be at their 

best against this well-established Masterton side 

if they want a shot at winning this game. 

Opening the bowling from the school end is the 

youngster on debut, this will be a real test for 

him. Here we go for the first ball of the innings. 

Out of the hand, it seems like an on pace delivery 

first-up. Length ball outside off with a big swing-

and-miss from the batsman on strike, missing the 

outside edge by a fraction of a centimetre. Clear 

intentions by the swashbuckling Rathkeale 

batters but these are good signs from the Onslow 

boys early on. Second ball, looks like a slower 

delivery by the crafty opening bowler, clearly not 

picked by the batsman. He looks to once again 

smash it through his off-side but oh boy! That 

has not been timed well at all! It’s up in the air 

straight to the fielder standing at mid-off – None 

other than the Onslow captain! 

This could be a tremendous wicket here for the 

debutant. The Rathkeale batsman had a massive 

swing at that one but it’s made contact right on 

the toe of the bat. This is the best opportunity 

they’ll have to get into a dominant position in this 

match but OH NO! He’s dropped it! It’s not 

often you see that, especially from the skipper. 

That is a massive opportunity that’s gone begging 

by the Onslow players, and you can see the 

emotion on all the players’ faces, most 

prominently the bowler. The rest of the over 

going decently, just a couple of loose ones 

resulting in boundaries at the end; however, this 

next over was not something for the bowler to 

be proud of. Going for 21 off the over including 

5 boundaries. This is something that they can’t 

afford to let continue. 

A dry period of bowling with a few more loose 

deliveries than the Onslow boys were looking for 

spelled the end of the opening bowlers’ attack 

and brought on the next go-to quickies to roll 

their arms over for a spell. This was proving to 

be a great move as they struck a wicket in their 

second over. Seemingly a good decision from the 

captain, however they’d need to keep this up. The 

first drinks-break brought on another bowling 

change, this time spin. This seemed like it was a 

great time to bring on the crafty bowlers. This 

too, proved to be a good decision as the second 

wicket was taken, and this time it was the in-form 

opener; out on 107. 

Length ball outside off with a big 

swing-and-miss from the 

batsman on strike, missing the 

outside edge by a fraction of a 

centimetre. 

We resume here after the second drinks break 

and the Onslow spinners have been going well, 

bringing one wicket before, and two more after 

the break. Rathkeale now 211/5 after only 40 

overs, and they are rapidly closing in on the target 

of 233 set by the Onslow team. The spinners 

were keeping the runs low, but that wasn’t what 

Onslow needed. This sparked a last-ditch effort 

to bring back the pace attack starting with the 

captain. With only two runs needed, the next 

delivery was an all too familiar sight. The 

batsman swinging hard, lofted into the air 

towards the mid-on fielder. A tough chance it 

seems, stumbling backwards to try take the catch 

but once again it slips out of reach of the fielder 

and the Onslow team. The Rathkeale batsmen 
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scramble back for a second run and that spells 

the end of the match. Almost too little too late 

from the Onslow boys and they know it. They 

never quite got on top of the game this time, but 

they’ll be back next year knowing what they need 

to do to come out victorious. 

 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Model office
Louise Anscombe Y12 

 recline on a plastic chair in the draughty, 

artificially lit office foyer. “Isn’t this the 

best?” my lad Nigel says. The angle between 

the ground and the back of the chair is worryingly 

small, but you’ve gotta look good for the passing 

year eleven girls.  

“Yeah, hard.”  

“We would’ve had Maths right now.”  

A translucent, quivering bubble pokes out from 

between my lips. HA, wouldn’t be allowed that in 

Maths with Baldy Gordy. Placing my generic 

Adidas trainers on the desk, I revel in how good 

it feels, the rebellion, the coolness. Yeah. Model 

office is the best. Nige is hunched over the desk 

now, like some kind of geriatric vulture, phone 

out. He’s intent, the pimple on his nose almost 

kissing the screen. Not like the phone could get 

much oilier anyway.  

“Eeeeeeeuuurgh” I let out that kind of ‘effort is 

overrated’ groan common among adolescents. I 

check the time again (on my phone obviously -

watches are for nerds). Still forty minutes of 

monotony before we get to go out to play four 

square with the other year tens. Next year, I’ll be 

a year Eleven. Probably too cool to play four 

square on the quad. Don’t want to end up like 

those LOSERS across the other end. I swear, that 

guy must’ve had a beard. Bit of a shame really. 

Year ten is trash. 

“-What the actual-” Nigel says way too loudly, 

slamming his phone onto the desk. He checks it’s 

okay before turning to me. “Some idiot...”  

“Note for you boys.” One of the office ladies is 

looming over us. The haircut that makes her look 

like a pencil is silhouetted against the cold bar 

lighting. We uncurl from our slouches. Oh yeah, 

the job that we’re supposed to be doing.  

“Aw yup” I say, standing up.  

The lady looks even more unimpressed than 

when I was in my Minecraft hibernation. 

Probably because even at fourteen, I tower over 

her. Gives me a nice sense of superiority. Yeah. 

“This one is important; I need you to take it over 

to Mr. Bilson in Room thirty-two.”  

She wrinkles her nose as I take the note. What? I 

put on plenty of Lynx today. 

Honestly, why don’t they just have phones in 

each classroom? I stride off, with a bit of 

swagger. Other than the embarrassment of 

entering a senior class, I’m cool for this job – just 

need to walk over to the other side of the school 

and – uh oh. The cool girls. Terrifying. They 

could tear me apart in two seconds flat. I dodge 

into a staff meeting room that looks empty. 

Phew. The girls pass in a flurry of laughs, 

sarcastic alto voices and some real nice shirts. 

“Shit!” A sound behind me makes me jump. 

Turning, I see one of the English teachers is 

having their break in the room. I manage not to 

swear again for a few seconds, before I realize 

that this utter nutcase has bought his friggin’ 

dogs to school. *&^%$##%%$!!?! The two 

chihuahuas that were previously relaxing on the 

carpet leap to their tiny feet. Hellfire shines in 

their eyes. They start yapping and growling in 

their terrifyingly high pitch, and before I know it, 

they are coming for me. Charging like little jerky 
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automatons, mouths open, eyes red with the 

berserk fury that builds up over the years from 

being forced into the body of a drowned, 

bleached rat by selective breeding. My flight 

reaction kicks in and I’m out of there. My 

heartbeat and the thrill of the chase thunder in 

my ears, like some dickhead tapping on your bike 

helmet. Thump Thump Thump. Yap Yap Yap. 

RRRRRrrrrrRRRRRRR GGrrrrrr. 

RaraRararrararrarah!  

They’re still on my heels. Fear squeezes down on 

me. I can feel tears beginning to form, but my 

adrenaline kick hasn’t worn off just yet. I shove 

open the door to the school, almost falling to the 

ground from the impact. Outside, I can get a bit 

of speed on the tiny demons breathing down my 

neck (so to speak, they don’t reach much past my 

ankle in terms of height). I tear across the 

concrete, yeet myself over a fence and keep 

running until I hit the small group of trees over 

at the top of the school. The collapse on the pine 

needles is soft. My breathing comes fast – I’m 

probably going to die from a heart attack. 

Eventually, after many minutes of watching my 

chest rise and fall against the overcast sky, I sit 

up. The Chihuahuas have been stopped by the 

fence I leaped. Oh Joy. The English teacher is 

only just emerging from the school. I shift behind 

a tree trunk.  

She wrinkles her nose as I take 

the note. What? I put on plenty 

of Lynx today. 

Crap! Where’s the note? I desperately cast around 

for it. But nope, only pinecones. It may not seem 

like a big deal, losing a note when compared to 

my very recent almost-demise by demon dog, but 

that’s not accounting for this generation’s 

crippling fear of social interaction. I simply 

cannot go back to friggin’ pencil lady, saying that 

I’ve lost her very important note. That would 

mean exasperation, and – god forbid – effort. I 

take a deep breath. Can’t I just retrace my steps, 

see if I dropped it?  

Sneaking back down the hill, I spot the English 

teacher and his little enslaved devils on the 

concrete. I dive behind a bush. I can just wait 

them out, surely. But... oh no... between the 

leaves I can see something. The chihuahuas have 

gone off at someone, or something else. 

Something white, on the ground. Oh no. I can 

see it... the note!

 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Should I be whisked away 
Olivier T. Shadbolt Y12 

Should I be whisked away by a Faerie Prince, 

I shan’t complain but only beam. 

O’ to be seated in their glisten’ court, 

holding gaze of estranged beings 

of human form, with eyes all shining 

faint inconsistencies, make’d grace untrue. 

 

Should I be taken from my forest path. 

Driven by dogs’ red ‘aired, 
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‘nd deer ruled by man no more; 

who like I, wand’ed in ’n accident, 

swept away by some charm’n Prince. 

 

Should I sink deep through misted moor, 

held up by poles invert. 

An’ ‘n witness fair spirits’ sight, 

Then trap’d, display’d, 

F’r Fae alike. 

 

Should I be wandered afar, 

carried by sweet a’lure. 

The Darlin’s dress to suit the voice, 

that stole from earth’s domain, 

me from those who’d spoke my name. 

 

Should I be but disappeared, 

Entrapped; a concubine. 

Still I’d be turnin’ smile at sight, 

though not swift to reap, 

without burdened torc1, he might sleep. 

 

Should I to ne’er see you again, 

know’n my work is now at end, 

had dress’d you’n robes, Gebeithio2 

I need no bells, no tail long. 

Though absence now, ’ll kiss your solemn skin. 

 

Should I be whisked away by a Faerie Prince, 

from my forest path, by misted moor, 

Ne’er could I wander far enough, 

Though I must disappear and forgo your sight 

I might be beaming but, Avery I won’t e’er forget you 

 

1: A traditional Celtic necklace 

2: Welsh for Hope or Having hope 
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You /Me /Him 
Charlotte Pollard Y12 

 

You 

What if I said I’m sorry, about a hundred times? 

Would you forgive me then, despite my fearful lies? 

Would you believe the things I said, would you even care? 

When you’re all alone, do you ever wish I was there?  

Who am I meant to be, when I’m not with you? 

Can we go back in time, to when it was just us two? 

 

I think about you constantly, I miss you every day. 

I miss the way you held my hand, miss you in every way. 

I wish that I could turn back time, rewind the clock. 

I wish you'd pretend you’re feeling it, though it’s clear you’re not. 

I wonder if you’re thinking, is she’s alright on her own. 

I wonder if you tried to call, maybe you’re ‘dead’ just like your phone. 

All the words that you didn’t say affected me too, 

We used to be so close, though you’re happy now we’re through. 

 

Have you moved on, is that a possibility? 

Calling her your “honey”, like you did to me? 

You wouldn’t come back, that’s all in my imagination. 

It’s all my own crazy thoughts, my stupid creations. 

My own self-doubt pushed you away. 

And I now understand why you could not stay. 

 

Me 

Hours spent crying alone in my room.  

Feeling so sick, I wish it was the flu. 

A tub full of ice cream to keep me company. 

The hairs on my legs, they aren’t there subtly. 

A pillow covered bed has become my sanctuary. 

Floating in my own sheets, lost mon cherie. 
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What kind of woman am I meant to be? 

How can I compete with the charm of that new lady? 

I was just a time waster, a liability. 

We all knew you’d had enough of me. 

Sick and tired of my nonsensical ways, 

You broke free of a ‘magical’ daze. 

A great reason to leave, an easy way out. 

Off with the girl who filled me with doubt. 

 

You were never one to hold my hand tight. 

But when our eyes locked, my heart would ignite. 

Eventually, you’d play stupid games I didn’t want to play. 

Was it all part of your plan to not make me stay? 

How long did you think of my emotions first? 

Because when you ended it, it sounded rehearsed.    

These games caused the end of our relations, 

When I couldn’t take any more of the devastation. 
 

Him 

Before it was all rain, clouds and cold, 

Thunderstorms had kept me awake at night. 

But now he has removed my blindfold, 

At last, finally, I can see the starlight. 

He has set me free from my bitter haze, 

Allowed me to breathe and emerge. 

The one to see me for me and love me anyway, 

And into happiness, I begin my submerge. 

 

My hand holding his whilst his hand’s holding mine, 

The intimate touch enforces our closeness. 

Maybe in the future the church bells will chime, 

Reaching a new level of devotion. 

He helps me to see the birds and butterflies, 

Notice the heavenly smells and the delicate details. 

He taught me how to appreciate the sunrise. 

His presence is oh, so powerfully warm, I don’t even notice hail. 



The Obvious Choice 2020 34 

Together we rise and together we fall, 

We rely on each other and stay through what may. 

He has been with me through it all, 

Together, this wild game of love is one we love to play. 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Home, through a child’s eyes 
Rose O’Sullivan Y12 

’ve started to think about it more and more 

recently. Not just the memories, but the 

absence of memory, the fact that the place I 

spent almost half of my life, the place my first 

memories were born, is now just a sand-coloured 

blur, only typical, child-like moments remaining. 

I remember the sting of henna on my hands.  The 

sickly-sweet crunch of baklava and the smell of 

rain after a year of sun. My tom-boyish fury at 

being forced to wear a dress to school every day 

and the jingling of Ms Panjavani’s bangles. I don’t 

remember the names of all of my teachers, but I 

remember the warmth in my first teacher's voice 

when I cried for my mum to stay on that first day. 

I don’t remember the layout of my school, but I 

remember its car park, the place where every 

morning my mum would agonizingly scrape a 

hairbrush across my constantly knotted hair, 

which at the time felt like torture. Even what the 

outside of my house looked like is a blur, but I 

remember my brother whispering to me about 

the stink-bomb he had left in the outhouse, a 

perfect picture etched in my head, because of his 

mischief. I can’t tell you much that is useful about 

those days, but I can tell you how I felt.  

When I think of that, other memories come back 

too. Tanks rolling down the street as I was 

dropped off at school. Tear gas stinging my eyes 

as I finished up my horse-riding lessons. These 

unthinkable traumas tied into my everyday 

routine. When I tell people of these memories, 

and that I had a happy childhood in the same 

breath, they get a strange look on their faces, as 

if those two things are mutually exclusive. The 

truth is that at the time I barely registered it. We 

were happy, the fact that I knew what being tear-

gassed felt like at age eight was more of a painful 

annoyance than any deep trauma. It really is 

incredible just how much children can become 

accustomed to, and I did. 

It really is incredible just how 

much children can become 

accustomed to, and I did. 

It is only now that I feel a sense of grief for what 

once was my home, and just for the moments 

that I allow myself to google until I have turned 

into a puddle on the floor. I find that the statue I 

drove past on the way to school every day was 

torn down during protests shortly after we left, 

and for some reason, this hurts far more than the 

knowledge of a statue collapsing should. These 

headlines make me remember that it’s not just 

the place I lost my first tooth, not just the place I 

learned to read and write. Knowing that my 

home is also the home of rubber bullets and 

police patrols, somehow doesn’t take away the 

fact that a part of me will always belong to those 

sand dunes. I suppose it’s easier to keep it in a 

time capsule, to keep it all within a child’s mind, 

naive, but not painful. 

I’ve begun to wonder if it’s better for me to never 

have my home adulterated. Maybe the fact that I 

have never looked at it with an adult’s eyes means 

that my childhood can live forever in my 

memory, not as how I imagine it now but as how 

I truly saw the world back then. Maybe the things 

I remember aren’t useless, but the things that 

truly meant something to that little girl. Maybe 

I 
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even all that darkness can shrink back from the 

warm golden light of a child’s mind. I can’t tell 

you the names of our neighbourhoods, but I can 

give you the names of every one of the toys I 

adored back then. I’ve only just now begun to 

realize that maybe that was what was important 

for me to retain. These small details mean my 

childhood can never really escape me, that one 

look at a dishevelled toy dog in the back of my 

closet can transport me back to a world far more 

influential than those bullets. My brother’s jokes, 

the play-fights, the running and playing and being 

a kid. Those moments aren’t gone. 

They’re in me. 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

The hanging trees 
Tarek Patchett Y12 

e does not deserve to be in such a 

place. Strung up like a carcass at a 

delicatessen prime for carving the flesh 

from the marrow. The overarching magnificence 

of the poplar trees masks the strange fruit they 

bear. The world is full of injustice.  The martyr is 

strung up high for all to see. He was the example 

to those who may follow, traversing down the 

same shattered highway to freedom, lined with 

skeletons long buried. They were sold a dream, 

the American dream, a dream of prosperity and 

privilege wrapped up in the chains of prejudice.   

As the seeds fall beneath the poplar trees, they take root 

in the rich ashy soil. And like dust, they rise.   

The postcard gathers dust on the mantelpiece, a 

relic of the time where we were punished for our 

aspirations, when they were only dreams lying on 

our backs in the cotton fields under the scalding 

southern sun. It shows the image of inhumanity 

and the depths of complacency in the human 

spirit. This was the soul of the south, not the 

hospitality and gallantry but a twisted, tortured 

soul like an apple rotted to the core festering 

away in the heat. It is scarcely believable at times 

the cruelty they faced, that it is not just a faded 

image growing old under the watch of father 

time. It was the reality of life for so many.  

The poplar trees fall decrepit to the ground as the years 

pass by and like the certainty of tides, the new roots grow 

up.   

A walk down the hall sees us sit at the table, all 

gathered over the usual pleasantries of 

homecooked brisket and gumbo. We now sit at 

this table when company comes, to enjoy in the 

merriment and making mild conversation with 

our kin. The voice of the jury will no longer 

banish us from the table as though we are merely 

children, condemned to the corner of shame 

amongst the parlour of prejudice. A fruit bowl 

adorning the centre of the cottonwood table 

reminds us of our undying connection to the land 

and those who perished in it. This fruit is far 

from peculiar and there is no longer blood on the 

leaves that christen the sidewalk outside amidst 

an autumn day.   

The hanging trees no longer line the roads of disdain and 

are condemned to the pits of history befitting of that 

barbarity. The world is a very different place now. We still 

look to the mountaintop.   

Out a window, a child is sitting on a rope swing, 

back and forth like a pendulum brightening up 

the sombre suburban lifestyle. Does the child 

know? It is unlikely as she is only young, a 

budding magnolia just springing to life in the 

pastures of the south. The pendulum has swung 

in her favour, with skin shimmering like a 

radiating diamond against the sun.  She knows 

she has a place here; knows she has a choice. 

Swings back and forth, back and forth.   

He swung here too, back and forth, back and forth. 

Swinging from the hanging trees.    

H 



The Obvious Choice 2020 36 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Roots 
Ryan Lee Y12 

he stench of fish grew stronger as we 

neared the ocean. The clouds above 

hung low and looming; swirling and 

dancing around vividly, even though they held no 

colour at all. You could see from a distance that 

the place was deserted. Only a narrow road of 

loose gravel lead here, full of potholes and 

washouts, surrounded by pale fields of crops and 

wind-whipped farmhouses that were long 

abandoned. Not a sound could be heard – or not 

a pleasant one, anyway. Flies darting around in 

the humid afternoon and the occasional squawk 

of a crow were all I could hear. I could only 

describe it as eerie. It was the way nothing moved 

apart from the clouds. It felt as if it would 

collapse on us at any moment, for there were no 

barriers to stop it from suddenly dropping. It was 

just us and the sky. 

Despite the atmosphere, everything had been left 

in the place it had once been. Of course, back 

then there was more life to it all. The endless 

dawn, rosy and gentle, comes to mind, turning 

slowly into a vivid deep blue, streaked with 

cotton-ball clouds. I recall it looking like the 

ocean. And in the evening, a deep red fire would 

paint the sky. And as the night came round, as 

the blazing sun began to set, a mystical purple 

hue would appear, scattered with fluttering lights 

and a silky golden moon. It had once been so 

clear. Lumps of clouds now bleakly hung in the 

way like a damp towel. They were still dancing 

and swirling and looming with a delicate grace. 

There was still some beauty in it now, but I could 

not look at it in the same way that I saw it when 

I was younger. It was harder to see. 

Nearer to the beach it seemed to be livelier, 

despite the whole place being awfully desolate. 

But here you could see the waves slowly 

rumbling in, struggling against the coarse gravel, 

the purple and green seaweed piling up like the 

dunes mere meters away. These dunes had always 

been littered with succulents and smaller tufts of 

bush. I used to trample them and tumble in them, 

on the way to a seemingly more important place. 

Perhaps that was why they were now scattered 

amongst plastic bottles and wrappers. They were 

neglected, and now I felt sorry for them. The 

whole place was littered with a mix of life and 

death; the two seemed to go hand in hand. 

Beached were the barebone fishing boats that 

were battered brutally by the barbarous waves, 

bravely and barely balancing against the bullying 

sea. Their hulls were full of holes, a landscape 

barren and weathered. They lay there forgotten 

and rusting, ignored by the waves crashing 

through them, and ignored by the seabirds 

perching on the far-off rocky cliffs. These were 

eroding high above the waves. I noticed some 

rocks stumbling towards their fate of the grayest 

sea, bound to the trembling depths, unaware of 

what may happen. Maybe they’d be scared and 

cold and dark, I thought, but maybe they’d lay 

there to rest, in eternal slumber underneath the 

chaos above. And as I thought this, I scanned my 

eyes along the cliff until I set my eyes on the cave. 

There was still some beauty in it 

now, but I could not look at it in 

the same way 

Naturally I was drawn to it. The mysterious yet 

calming atmosphere inside was familiar. I felt like 

I was first discovering it, as I did years ago. Still 

it was raw and untouched, my bare feet scratched 

by the stones and coarse sand. I ignored that for 

now. I wanted to journey deeper and find myself. 

I am bonded to this place as the ocean to the 

earth, swelling and unpredictable, yet like the 

ocean, I always seem to be there. So, I crept 

T 
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forward inch by inch, careful to not disturb the 

beauty I still saw. Darkness had engulfed me 

now. Only the brittle limestone of the cave walls 

lead me forward. I made sure to keep my eyes 

open. I was searching for some sort of light. 

Throughout the corner of my eye, I saw it. A 

brilliant shining course leading deep into the 

ground, the sunlight reflecting off the leaves of 

the grotto that I once called home. And it still 

was to me. Some parts had grown, as a sapling to 

a tree, while others had crumbled over time. And 

in the rocky corner, surrounded by the ever green 

and vibrant moss, was where I sat. I could still 

make out the stone I had placed there to rest on. 

It was more comfortable that way. Now it was 

overgrown with a mixture of weeping vines and 

a shag of moss. The sunlight had projected 

through the overcast sky and was shining on it 

now. I eagerly pushed the brambles and ferns and 

bushes aside and made my way towards the 

stone. 

But I was too fast. Roots had grown and blocked 

my path and restricted my movement; I hadn’t 

seen them, so I stumbled and fell. And I lay there 

for a while, amongst the ferns and the brambles 

and the roots that had made me tumble. I lay 

there unable to see the thing I needed, not able 

to perceive my foothold, my stone. I lay there, 

unable to reach the stability and comfort that I so 

longed for..

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Sonic the hedgehog’s wacky adventure 
Tony Huang Y12 

“You’re… too… slow...” coughed Sonic, blood 

flowing down his forehead. Dr Eggman was 

crawling across the rusted metallic floor. The 

wreckage of his Egg mobile was splashed across 

the run-down wall. Eggman laughed, weakly, 

glancing at his final ring laying bloodied beside 

him. He couldn’t even see his reflection in it 

anymore. 

“We’ve been here before,” he muttered gleefully. 

“This isn’t the first time you’ve ruined my evil schemes, 

locked me up on Prison Island, had my robots scrapped. 

I've escaped every time, rebuilt my empire every time, just 

to do this all over again. Nothing ever changes here.” His 

voice was increasingly maniacal. He tried to stand 

but he fell back down to the ground, unable to 

support his own immense weight.  

“No, not this time,” Sonic replied. His tone was 

cold, there weren’t any quips or light-hearted 

jokes. This was a different hedgehog, a different 

Sonic. His eyes were dark, and sullen. 

He looked across the room. A bloodied orange 

figure laid against the wall, unmoving, staring 

blankly back.  He didn’t want to believe it but he 

knew it now. His best friend, Tails the Hedgehog, 

was dead. It could have been avoided. Many 

things could have. It was not the unstopping 

force of nature, God, or fate that murdered Tails, 

or laughed as Emerald City went up in flames. It 

was one man. One man that Sonic spared time 

and time again. Sonic thought it was out of 

mercy, but was it hubris? He couldn’t tell any 

more.  

“I’ve always tried to be the hero, the hedgehog that stayed 

true to his values no matter how far you pushed me. But 

you’ve gone too far.” 

“Oh don’t give me that bullsh*t. You sent me to an island 

guarded by f**king forest critters while you were crushing 

up chaos emeralds with Knuckles. Did you really think 

I’d never escape? You’re naive Sonic, but not stupid. 

Do you think you hate me? You need me. Without me, 

you’d just be another deadbeat hedgehog who peaked in 

Year 6 cross country. Thanks to my plots and schemes to 

take over Mobius, you’re a hero!” 

Sonic stood there, unmoving. 
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“Go ahead, lock me up on Prison Island again. I’ll escape, 

I’ll rebuild, we’ll do this all over again. Just like old 

times”. He tried to laugh but could only cough 

more blood onto the cold floor. 

“I did like being the hero….” Sonic once again 

looked across the room to the still unmoving 

figure with two tails laying flat on the floor. What 

had his heroism cost him? He always thought it 

was what would allow him to bring peace to 

Mobius. However, Sonic was now surrounded by 

all that it had brought him, all that it had brought 

the world. Ruins and death.  

“But things will never be the same now.”  

He curled into a ball, spikes sticking out, pointed 

directly at the increasingly bloodied figure of Dr 

Eggman. He started revving up. He was startled 

by how easy it felt. Frightened almost.  

Dr Eggman’s eyes widened in terror, he realised 

what was about to happen. He tried to beg but 

could only splutter more blood. He looked 

around at the derelict scene of what was once the 

industrial core of his grand realm. Crumbling 

around him, just like his dreams of empire. 

Eggman now realised that this was what his life 

amounted to. The first, but certainly not last 

victim of Sonic the Hedgehog. 

Sonic now knew that petty morality did not 

define him, it held him back. He felt the freedom, 

the immense power. There was now no God in 

this realm but Sonic. 

Sonic muttered, to himself more 

than anyone else  

“Gotta… go… fast…”  

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Ecstasy 
Cameron Hassett Y12 

minous gargoyles armed with 

furrowed brows perched parallel to us, 

their unyielding formation erected 

atop the hierarchy. They squinted slightly as they 

stared through the waterfall of darkness that 

cascaded over them. Their eyes skated across the 

patchy grass field outlined by towering fences, 

which acted like valiant sheepdogs that chased 

around us like we were cattle. With a slight 

crunch of the face, they surveyed the ground 

littered with crumpled cups and wrinkled 

wrappers. Melting past the crowd, their glare 

reached for the comfort of their bed. But there 

they stood. Stone exhibits behind the two-way 

mirror of darkness. Their unclenched jaws a sign 

of worship to the knee-high metal gates, a 

modern Moses as they split them apart from the 

sea of foreign creatures. After a quick crackle of 

their radios, a muffled voice broke the news that 

the man would be returning. 

My bare feet evoked high fives with the earth as 

we carved trenches through the trash to spread 

the pathogen of pills and powders. Our sweat-

soaked collars chaffed our sun-kissed necks. The 

tails of our unbuttoned shirts, stitched with wild 

patterns, wagged as we shuffled like zombies. 

Waiting. The chinstraps of our tan straw hats 

hung like necklaces and swung as we rotated 

from side to side. Our redundant sunglasses 

reflected the moonlight as they rested on our 

heads. Thread bracelets, woven with warm 

yellows, utopian greens, bold reds, and dreamy 

blues were tied at their frayed ends and hugged 

our wrists and ankles. The field lights were cast 

in every colour as they met with our clothes. All 

the while the gaze of thousands of pupils, 

gleaming under the lights, reached for something. 

Something over the gates. Above the gargoyles. 

We marvelled at the complexity of buttons, 

knobs, switches, and the statuesque speakers. 

Then, our eyes watered as we worshipped a hush. 

The spotlight sailed over to the stage floor to 

O 
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him. The man was back. Slowly, he outstretched 

his divine arms, his returning embrace ushered a 

remote comfort. The song of a hidden electric 

guitar stretched across the field. It opened the 

doors for our minds to begin their hike, and our 

bodies to squander their weight. The synthesizer 

inspired an electric taste in the air while the 

invisible drum set held the authority for anarchy. 

Fluid movement, sonorous sound, and post 

firework fragrance kindled together to create an 

eruption of ecstasy that rained over the audience. 

In a riot of colour, our brains buzzed, our 

heartbeats fused with the music, and our limbs 

were charged to the tips. Purgatory frowns 

peered prejudicially over the gates at the ecstasy 

plastered on our faces. Our floating fingers 

stroked the starry sky as the synthesizer raised 

and lowered its pitch. As my fingertips rubbed 

against themselves, tendrils of fuzziness flushed 

through my veins and streamed over the surface 

of my skin. 

The song of a hidden electric 

guitar stretched across the field. 

The silhouetted sculptures had allowed their 

mammoth hands to stay interlocked at their hips, 

their broad shoulders to jut forward, and their 

lingering arms to stay taped to their sides. But, as 

each layer of the beat kicked up its intensity, their 

patience tapered. Slowly, they shifted their weight 

from foot to foot. Each clatter and clink that flew 

out of the colossal speakers stole their attention 

to the gates. Their paranoia grew more obvious 

as they broke character and looked over at one 

another. Reckless dance was our sole purpose as 

the itch for chaos clawed against our skin. It felt 

like we had discovered the solution to the 

meaning of life. Gracefulness and fluidity were 

no longer an option, as the voltage in our limbs 

charged higher. The whirlpool of mayhem grew 

faster and fiercer, limbs flailed around like 

propellers on a helicopter about to take off, the 

person next to me grimaced over after my 

knuckles made inevitable contact. He had one 

hand still suspended in the air while his other one 

nursed his stomach. As the track hiked within 

steps of the summit, the beat became less 

irregular and more purposeful. Chaos sparked 

higher amongst us and dynamised the climax of 

patience within the guards. After a moment of 

collective telepathy, their prideful chins 

protruded out of the shadows. The stone council 

took two synchronised steps out of the darkness 

and shuffled their heavy shoes into a wider 

stance. Their watchful gaze raised its fists to our 

dismissive dart. Finally, they revelled under the 

light. A blockade of guards. The word security 

billboarded on their plain white, tucked, and tight 

t-shirts. Heads shaved criminally clean for the 

lights to reflect into our eyes. Their earpieces 

climbed into their ears like spiral staircases. Light 

barely sneaked between each individual; the 

cracks only big enough to allow their biceps to 

flex. However, we were trained by the build-up 

of the music, so their presence was like a rake 

trying to block a roaring river. As I see-sawed off 

the rumbling ground, fighting the air for what felt 

like an eternity, the music plateaued for a 

moment as it reached the turning point. Without 

warning, my stomach somersaulted as the roller 

coaster descended into the drop at screaming 

speed. Finally, the two peaks shook hands. 

A grisly baseline vibrated our bodies, while the 

broken beat tried to keep pace with the strobing 

light that pounded against us. It felt immoral not 

to shake our heads violently in agreeance to the 

music. I could hear my heartbeat in my ears as 

wondrous warmth pounced from behind and 

wrapped its blanketed arms around me. Gushes 

of euphoria raced and pulsated through my 

bloodstream, strumming a serene solace against 

my skin. Tears were delivered to my eyes and 

drifted down my flushed cheeks. The cry of a 

guitar chord commandeered my mouth into a 

manic grin. My transient toes curled and nested 

into the crushed blades of grass, toenails 

collecting soil from the dried, cracked ground in 

the process. Light began to trail and brighten. 
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Entranced by its welcoming glow, I looked up at 

the blinding spotlight. The bright bulb stained 

my vision as its image flickered with each blink. 

The colours on our shirts and bracelets caused 

my mouth to water like I was seeing a plate of 

food for the first time in months. I felt the 

unending urge to tongue my gums, grind my 

teeth, and swing my jaw. The crowd seemed to 

mimic me. I wondered if they also bowed at the 

gates of Shangri-La. The match was lit and burnt 

within us all, the fire growing as we bunched 

tighter and tighter at the gate. The guards’ 

judgmental eyes questioned our status quo and 

plead with the worn metal gates, the barrier 

between insanity and uniformity, to stay upright. 

A strange sensation intoxicated me as we were 

mushed together, darting up my spine like a 

spider. It felt as if I was doing snow angels on a 

bed of silk, while the music whispered sweet 

nothings into my ear.  My fingers magnetized to 

the gates, the brushed silver resonating through 

my body as I sequentially set my fingers down on 

it, establishing a primal grip. In a flawless leap, I 

straddled the gate. Goosebumps erupted on my 

skin as I felt the line of gates rattle beside me, 

accompanied by a silky sensation. I could see the 

rusty gears turn in their heads as they saw the 

starting gun reflected in our 

unwavering eyes. Invitational smirks 

escaped our tingling mouths as the 

gaze of thousands of dilated pupils 

reached for ecstasy. 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Of sweet words, a complaisant heart, and suffocation
Alina Shaw Y12

“How was your day?” 

Bronze eyes filled with pure curiosity looked 

down at her, sincerity overflowing from beneath 

the rows of thick, dark eyelashes. Words so 

simple, said so often. 

Each show of concern, each smile effortlessly 

reaching tendrils out past her defences, the life 

forcing its way into her heart like weeds through 

the cracks of a concrete path. Buds of newfound 

connection sprouted from her heart, the flora 

relieving each artery of a drought. 

Despite this, anxiety still pooled in her stomach. 

What if she’d be setting herself up for yet another 

failure? What if it ended just as horribly as the last 

one? But then that smile was back, that laugh so 

contagious she couldn’t help but let her own 

features soften and grin herself, and she decided 

that maybe a change wouldn’t be so bad.  

“Did you get home safe?” 

The soft ping of her phone alerted her to the new 

message, her heart jumping in anticipation as she 

continued to lock her apartment door behind 

her. Wasting no time sliding her shoes off and 

removing her coat, she checked the notification 

and felt a smile pull at her lips as she read the text. 

Words sent with care, asking for reassurance.  

The genuine nature of her new interest made her 

chest feel full, the sprouts in her heart blooming 

to fill every ventricle and artery with flowers, like 

spring after a bitter winter. What was once so 

empty and lifeless had simultaneously found a 

purpose and unwavering support, plants 

flourishing with every new interaction. 

Growth continued to persist and take root, 

keeping together the fragile parts of both of them 

in mutual symbiosis. The creepers continued to 

surround their hearts, caressing each centimetre 

with the warmth of a hug.   

“I love you.” 

Eyes that once held so much emotion were now 

dull, the hands that held her close felt like those 

of a mannequin. Words said with increasing 

intensity attempting to mask the lack of 
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conviction did nothing but expose the 

desperation, the fear, of losing yet another. 

Hearts once intertwined were now dragging each 

other down, vines that made their way from one 

core to another formerly reminiscent of clematis 

had since mutated. Innocent pink flowers had 

transformed into thick masses of kudzu, the 

tendrils smothering and suffocating with 

unmitigated self-interest.  

“Please stay. I need you, you know I love you.”  

Words continued to fill the air, though they fell 

on deaf ears. Each new excuse, each new lie 

tainted the soil from which a garden once 

thrived, soaking into the roots and polluting the 

blood that pumped in and out. 

Gone was the drought, instead replaced by an 

overgrowth that threatened asphyxia. Her head 

swam with uncertainty and she hesitated in her 

reply, her sense of self-preservation depleted. As 

if to take advantage of the confusion plaguing her 

mind the lie bubbled up in her throat before she 

could stop it, the bitter taste it left in her mouth 

regrettably familiar.  

“It’s okay. I love you, too.” 

Buds of newfound connection lay dead on the 

smothering vine, hearts bound together in 

perpetuity. 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Creationism
Freya Kelly Y12 

enesis: meeting. it takes six days to create 

everything. six days is as long as it takes for 

me to memorise your freckles. they say he 

blessed the earth at the end of the week. i can 

verify this; i see you every seventh day and find 

new things to learn. it dictates that adam was 

made of dust, his wife the shadow. the garden of 

eden is a thousand shifting colours, like the 

spectrum of pigment under your skin. pink as a 

gala apple - the wife sunk in her teeth as i do. who 

doesn’t like the crisp spit of fruit in the summer?   

ancient egypt: falling. a time before time. the 

waters run still and slow and dark as your 

eyelashes under the winking-out street lamps. see 

how the mound of earth rises from the emptiness 

like the old graves? and from earth comes sun. 

this is how things came to be - rising. bread rises 

in my mother’s kitchen, my chest rises as you 

smile. this is how things come to be - easier to 

see the world through your reflection. see how 

simple things were? just nothing, and then the 

sun, and then you.   

ancient greece: fighting. the earth was rich as the 

clay we were born of, your cheekbone carved 

from the wet gold of it. wars were fought even 

before humanity stepped foot on soil. clay is 

metamorphosis more than mineral, 

mythologically speaking. clay means change. after 

our cracked skin dried, our stomachs snarled with 

longing and prometheus stole fire to feed us. for 

that, he was split open like a pomegranate, the 

pulpy insides of him slurped up and left on your 

lip. we kiss the juice away. we learn from this that 

sometimes love is not worth it.   

aotearoa: breaking. the first primordial divorce. 

they don’t pay alimony in this one, only the rain 

falling from the sky as he cries for the earth. when 

we are apart, my breath fogs the windowpane. the 

earth sighs and fogs the forest. there’s a myth for 

you; the world runs on unwanted distance and 

making do. your name means morning. there is 

mourning as much as there is a spill of white light 

over the horizon. i ask earth and sky for breakup 

advice and they tell me that love always feels so 

close, even as the world between you yawns wide. 

it does not help.  

g 
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ancient china: raging. they say the sky fell to 

pieces and the fire burning behind my navel 

never stopped raging. they say earth has four 

sides, one for each of your limbs, and a dome-

like sky. the woman smelted five stones and 

installed them into the roof of the world. broke 

legs to make pillars, to hold everything up. don’t 

you see? how i am burning up my own recovery? 

i rage at you and at the empty space you leave like 

a socket ripped of bone. when the fire stills and 

the sky is in one patchwork piece, i am as hollow 

as the spine of a bird.  

my bedroom: healing. a time after you. some days 

i am sick, not like plagues of locusts, but like 

prometheus watching us starve. other days the 

gas station is a garden of eden, the new street a 

bed of earth to spring from. creation is coupled 

with destruction; but once the earth is still, 

scented with metal like fresh-minted money, 

kinder myths follow. i fall in love with each and 

every one. 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Aeroplane
Emily Lawson Y13 

he boy flipped open the old book he had 

found, hidden away behind boxes of 

forgotten supplies in the corner of one of 

the tents. The cover was dusty, and the paper was 

fragile and thin as he made to turn the page. He 

blew away some of the dust, coughing. The 

photograph looked to him like a cylinder with 

wings. Below the picture was the words, “first 

aeroplane”.  

“First a-aiero-p-lanee,” he read aloud, pushing 

his brown fringe away from his eyes only for it to 

fall straight back. He ran from the tent finding his 

mum on the other side of the campsite. She was 

attaching a hook to a fishing rod about to go out 

fishing for dinner.   

“Mum!” he yelled a juvenile excitement in his 

voice. “Mum, what’s an a-aiero-p-lanee?”   

It felt as if the entire world was on pause. Streets 

that had once been congested with people were 

empty. Cars were parked lifelessly on the side of 

the road or in otherwise empty garages. Petrol 

stations had shut down along with most shops, 

metal gates covering their front doors. Needed 

supplies were no longer being brought into the 

country. The front of a McDonalds was covered 

in graffiti. There were no pedestrians on the 

footpath. Nobody was running to catch the bus. 

No early morning joggers or people out taking 

their dogs for a walk. Dairies and cafes had their 

windows smashed. Months after it all started 

people had become desperate for food. Now the 

street was completely desolate.  

In the beginning, only a handful 

of people had been infected in 

the world. 

In the beginning, only a handful of people had 

been infected in the world. Talk of a virus 

outbreak overseas had bombarded the media for 

a couple of weeks but all that was unfolding 

thousands of miles away. No-one had taken any 

of the news reports very seriously. Back then it 

had felt like the country had been in a private 

bubble, resistant to the horror breaking out 

overseas.    

“The first case of a virus outbreak originating 

overseas arrived in the country this morning,” the 

news reporter announced, three weeks after the 

initial case had surfaced miles away. “A man in 

his late fifties returning home from holiday with 

his family. He is currently in an ICU in a critical 

but stable condition.”    

T 
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Nobody was able to comprehend how quickly 

the virus had spread after that; thousands of cases 

appeared around the country. Overnight 

businesses were shut down, schools and 

workplaces were closed, public transport was 

abandoned. All that remained open were 

supermarkets and news agencies until both were 

also shut down allowing workers, glassy-eyed 

from no sleep, the chance to be with their 

families. Everyone who was infected with the 

virus died a couple of days later.  

His green eyes are wide. “What happens next?” 

he asks eagerly.   

His green eyes are wide. “What 

happens next?” he asks eagerly.   

Emerging from the tent near them, the boy’s 

father picks up the child and places him on his 

knee. “What are you and mum talking about, 

buddy?”  

“Mum’s telling me a story about a woman who 

lived here a long time ago.” He leans into his 

father’s ear, lowering his voice to a whisper like 

he is about to share a massive secret. “She says 

an a-aiero-p-lanee could carry people across the 

ocean in the sky.”   

The older man smiles, a teasing lilt to the grin as 

he watches his wife. “I think I’ve heard this one 

before. Are you up to the part where the woman 

meets a man and they fall madly in love?”  

“Yuck!” the boy exclaims, poking out his tongue.  

For the first few weeks, the woman stayed locked 

in her apartment, the world had come to an eerie 

stop around her and all there was to do was wait. 

She attempted to call her family, but the phone 

didn’t dial. She entertained herself by writing. She 

was in the middle of a novel and told herself 

when all this was over the novel would be 

published. Hours had turned into days, and days 

had turned into weeks until eventually she ran out 

of food. Leaving the apartment early the next 

morning she didn’t look back.    

She walked for days without seeing anyone. The 

silence felt suffocating, it pressed down on her 

making her feel small and insignificant. Her mind 

wandered a lot, memories of her mum and dad, 

her friends that she loved. One thought was 

stronger and more horrible than the others 

though, what if I’m the only one left?   

She had met him while hunting for something to 

eat. A sense of nausea had risen inside her when 

she realised what had happened. Blood oozed 

from a mangled looking bullet wound in the 

man’s right arm. Green eyes unfocussed and 

hazed over in pain. His attackers had stolen his 

food and ammunition.   

“Thanks,” he winced, as she pressed her jacket to 

his arm. He pushed his brown fringe away from 

his eyes only for it to fall straight back. “There’s 

a camp a couple of kilometres from here, they’ve 

got a doctor.” All she could do was nod her head 

numbly, the shock of the past months suddenly 

overwhelming.    

The setting sun bounces off the water casting a 

golden glow across the hillside.   

“Cool!” the boy shouts, jumping to his feet and 

pretending to fly around the campsite.  

When she’d walked for days without seeing 

another person, thoughts of a place somewhere 

on earth left uninhabited by the virus had been 

the only thing that kept the woman going. Now 

almost a decade later she hadn’t thought about 

her old life in a long time.   

It’s her husband who eventually breaks the 

silence. “Do you miss it? The way the world used 

to be?”    

She shakes her head. “Not anymore.”  

Hmmmm. A low humming noise fills the sky, 

hardly discernible at first but growing in strength 

and volume as the seconds pass by. The woman 

feels a chill, she hadn’t heard a similar sound in 

years. Beside her the man looked equally stunned, 

their son pausing his running around to look up 
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at the sky. It couldn’t be, it was impossible, and 

yet the humming continued.  

The unmistakable sound of an engine.  

 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Inside: 1. My skin 
Anonymous Y13 

I am uncomfortable in my skin,  

Inside and outside  

The calloused solidified scars on my soul, 

Leaving ochre crescents arching over river trail veins and metatarsal bones,  

From adventures I have forgotten but for which I am still fond 

Secret black stubble that scratches between my calves, until stripped smooth skin  

Clean and silken again up to curving milky thighs lightning strike scars stretch 

A forbidden kind of beauty in their presence  

Flexing with the tensing muscular lines 

Dappled skin, pale brown sunspots  

Patches are darkened, blemished by crimson stains 

Marks from insignificant little bumps and smacks and knocks through the duration of the day, 

The red blood pushing up under skin, a smudge to fade 

Today to indigo, to-day-to violet, to-day-to puce, to-day olive, today blend back in 

Into my skin  

 

My skin  

That ebbs and flows,  

Ugly bulbous bulges over fatty tissue and 

Ugly vulnerably taut stretched over bone and  

Ugly curvature carved close to hints of muscular definition 

Skin that billows and recedes with every rhythmic movement of the diaphragm 

Every heartbeat and every breath  

Constricting and expanding 

Drawing in and pushing out air like waves to shore 

Waves that have grown violent and desperate  

Tumultuous tempestuous turbulent 

Until  

they again recede to lapping  

a small  
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pa tient  

rhy thm,   

as the  

air in  

and the  

air out  

is a  

pattern  

unbroken; 

Momentary alternations settle back to the same metronomic beat 

The same rhythmic beating it’s known  

since birth 

Pumping, thrumming throughout the circulatory route 

Under layers of intricate internal workings and pathways and systems 

Ones I will never truly grasp the beauty of  

The convex and contract, consistent cadences of the thoracic cage  

The stretch and grow  

Flow of the skin 

 

The skin I have come to know 

The skin I have yet to grow into as my own 

The skin I am uncomfortable in  

But maybe I can find comfort;  

Comfort in knowing our future together 

May hold anything 

As I  

As I in this skin 

As we 

Continue to grow

 

Inside: 2. My thoughts 
 

Though I’m surrounded, 

I’m alone  

Travelling to any nowhere destination 

In the crisp recycled air of a sparsely populated bus ride, 
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I look out but I don’t see; 

Eyes flick to find something, 

Anything to settle 

To distract from a restless mind  

From teetering on the edge of unknown oblivion   

Searching rashly to avoiding thinking thoughts 

Distracting from them 

Grasping for anything 

To slow, to stop the inevitable descent 

Into the thinking mind; 

but I go  

tumbling  

off  

the 

edge 

and 

I think. 

 

I sink 

Into my mind down to 

Roots as ancient as I know  

Root systems burrowed  

Embedded deep through sedimentary layers of hippocampus  

Growth down  

From the trunk of memory  

Strong and defined 

Upward arches of scrawling stretched-out branches  

Ripped off by fickle tempest winds 

Tossed carelessly away 

I think  

And I consider all that I have lost 

The lost names lost face lost figures lost moments lost places lost friends 

Lost and where do they go? 

Lost to the unreachable, tantalising recesses  

Clandestine alcoves of the mind 

Stygian,  

Too dark for any root to grow  
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Swallowed by shadows 

Never to be reclaimed again 

 

As I sink into this mind 

I think  

I think about all the time  

The time lost the time I wasted the time I will never have again  

Regret twisting thick crimson ribbons around 

Entangling my spine, pulling taut  

Constricting 

As a swell of acute, debilitating dejection engulfs, 

Submerges me 

Inundated by all the moments that I let slip by, the clumsy phrases that are the gentrification of a 
delicate raw conversation  

Glossed over and compartmentalized to avoid the vulnerability of  

uncomfortable truths. 

I think about the words 

The words I never articulate  

scrunched into a heavy little rock,  

Rolling, churning around my gut  

With all the other indelible unarticulated thoughts stored from precedent moments for ones that will 
inevitably never be 

So they stay as Sisyphus and his boulder 

So close but never achieved 

To be a heavy reminder of an unobtainable redemption 

Carried till the end of time as I know it  

That time that is passing  

slipping by  

wasting away 

elapsing 

as I sit here  

 

I think 

And I regret and lament and mourn over days left behind  

As I reminisce  

As time continues on 

As I stumble, crashing down into thoughts 
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As I wither 

As I crumple 

into thinking 

into fear. 

Thinking sharp and crass, 

Fear abrasive and immense 

As I think 

I think about fear 

A rush of epinephrine  

Pumping in  

Flooding, flowing through streams concealed by folding hypodermis layers 

Fear and anguish and hopelessness and anticipation and excitement and hope 

Coursing down streams  

Through veins 

It flows as I think it flows through my thoughts 

And its response really is 

Fight or flight 

As I think  

As I know 

I must choose. 

The choice is whether I wilt under fear bearing down  

Shrink in 

To shrivel and wither, limp and frail, back to predictable and known 

Or  

The choice is whether I let memory reach up 

Grow out  

To stretch and grow, strong and steadfast, into the unpredictable and unknown  

A choice I must choose and continue to make until the choice is no longer mine 

I think  

As I think 

As I press the scarlet stop button 

I think 

As I walk down the vinyl aisle  

And I think with heavy steps as turmoil billows and whirls  

But my thoughts 

As I think they ascend 

As I step down to the pavement  
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The winds disperse 

And as the bus rolls away from kerbside 

It’s quiet 

My thoughts do not surround me 

I’m alone 

And I walk. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Tumanako Waa Y9 
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Abby Carr Y11 

 

 

Static Images 
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Alex Sawyer Y11 

 

 

Eric Vaclavek Y11 
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Billy Brownlie Y11 

 
 

James McKenzie Y11 
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Malinn Glumicic-Wishart Y11 
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Hunt for the wilderpeople: In haiku
Jayne Holmes Y10 

In the film we watched 

Hunt for the Wilderpeople 

There were strange people 

 

There’s Ricky Baker 

The troubled kid from in town 

But he’s not that bad 

 

There’s uncle Hector 

He is not Ricky’s uncle 

Don’t call him uncle 

 

I just realised 

We were not supposed to write 

This all in haikus 

 

Oh well, never mind 

I will do it anyway 

I don’t really care 

 

Auntie Bella died 

R.I.P she was the best 

At the birthday song 

 

Now Hector is stuck 

With Ricky all by themselves 

And it’s a sh*t show 

 

Ricky tries to run 

Into the bush around them 

He quickly gets lost 

 

Uncle Hec finds him 

And tries to bring him back home 

But hurts his ankle 

 

They stay in the bush 

For several weeks to heal 

Then head off again 

 

However, they find 

Child services think that Hec 

Is a crazy man 

 

There is a man hunt 

For Uncle Hec and Ricky 

So, they keep running 

 

Paula Hall will not stop 

From Child Welfare Services 

‘No child left behind’ 

 

They stay out for months 

Running from the police force 

All through the winter 

 

They meet psycho Sam 

A man in a bush disguise 

Stay there for a while 

 

Then the police come 

They escape in an old truck 

And there is a chase 

 

End in a scrap yard 

Crashed the truck and flipped over 

Hec wants to give up 

 

Ricky refuses 
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Accidentally shoots Hec 

Result: they get caught 

 

In the epilogue 

Hec and Ricky reunite 

To go adventure 

 

In the bush again 

You can call him uncle now 

The Wilderpeople 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

The sequel trilogy; an awkward collection of films
Angus Mudie Y11 

he year is 1983. You’re coming out of the 

cinema, having just seen the newly 

released Return of The Jedi. You’re feeling 

thoroughly satisfied with the conclusion of what 

is regarded as one of the most influential film 

series ever - and you’re optimistic for what the 

future might hold. Unfortunately, your hope and 

optimism is misplaced, as the movies to come 

well and truly drop the ball. First you have the 

Prequel trilogy. This trilogy is plagued with 

awkward dialogue, poor acting, and jarring 

characters (no pun intended), which come 

together to create a painful 418 minutes of self-

inflicted uncomfortability. But my real gripe is 

with the Sequel trilogy. They set themselves up 

well with the first movie, The Force Awakens, but 

threw it all away in the next two, and left 

themselves with unutilised characters and weird 

unneeded subplots. 

Despite how his character was received by most, 

I don't hate hermit Luke; one of the few 

characters I didn't despise with a passion in this 

trilogy. Unlike almost every other character, he 

showed growth. He was no longer the optimistic 

prodigy determined to save the galaxy; but a 

cynical, exhausted, old man, waiting to die. I 

understand how fans could be disappointed by 

this, but they need to stop hoping for fan service 

and nostalgia - what did they think the prequels 

were for? Quality storytelling and all objectively 

good plots have characters that grow and change 

over time, otherwise the characters and hence the 

plot become very superficial and surface level, 

and don’t delve into any ideas or emotions in 

depth (ahem, Finn). Thankfully, Rian Johnson 

pulled his head out from his sarlacc pit, and 

didn’t keep Luke as the happy-go-lucky idiot we 

knew in the original trilogy. Not to worry though; 

Johnson firmly lodged it back up there promptly 

after - the rest of the sequel trilogy being a 

testament to that. Almost all of the other 

characters are oh so very basic and plain. Take 

Leia for example. In the original trilogy, she was 

an independent, sassy woman, not relying on 

anyone else’s help, but in the sequel trilogy, she 

lost all of her personality and flavour. She 

became the hopeful - and bland - leader of the 

resistance. Original trilogy Leia and sequel trilogy 

Leia feel like two entirely different characters; 

whereas with Luke, his personality changed 

based on his experiences, and built on the 

personality of original trilogy Luke rather than 

replaced it. 

(ahem, Finn) 

Some of the plot points of the sequel trilogy 

make it look like the director was a 4 year old who 

just learnt to talk but hasn’t learnt to shut up or 

order their thoughts. Take General Hux for 

example. In the first two movies, he is established 

as a strict and merciless general of the First 

Order, but is not exempt from Kylo Ren’s wrath 

and anger; think of him as this era’s Grand Moff 

Tarkin (though we all know that’s quite a high 

bar). Then comes episode IX; J.J Abrams’ 

attempt at rectifying the abundance of errors 

made by, the one and only, Rian Johnson. In this 

T 
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film, it is revealed that General Hux is a mole in 

the First Order, and his only goal is to take down 

Ren. This so-called plot twist just feels very 

awkward and forced, and tore down everything 

we’d learnt about Hux in the previous two films. 

We get absolutely no hints or build up for this 

“curveball”, no reasons or explanations, which 

leads me to believe this was a last minute decision 

to make the story make sense. Bit of a red flag, 

considering this is one of the most famous film 

franchises to be ever produced, and that money 

isn’t an issue for Lucasfilm and Disney, so you’d 

hope there’d be at least some planning. Having 

said that, 4 year olds aren’t even literate so 

planning is probably expecting a bit much from 

them. Unfortunately, this trilogy is plagued with 

random and lazy plot points like this one, that 

compliment the poorly written characters and 

lack of direction really well. 

The year is now 2020. You’ve just finished 

watching the last film in the Skywalker Saga, The 

Rise Of Skywalker. You feel conflicted about the 

new trilogy, a mixture of confused, 

underwhelmed, and angry; a volatile 

combination. You think about how naive and 

stupid you were to think these movies might be 

anything other than a cash grab. One word fills 

your mind. One, meagre, small word. But yet, it 

sums up these films all too well; disappointment. 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Male gender roles 
Milly Gauld Y11 

ender roles have existed since the 

beginning of time and are so apparent 

in every aspect of our society today. 

They benefit some, while causing crucial life 

problems for others. The labels and expectations, 

based on somebody’s gender, is one of the most 

immense and arduous obstacles that people 

today are faced with. Gender roles were created 

to categorize and stereotype the entire 

population. Men face so many disadvantages 

when it comes to living free of gender roles, but 

their problems constantly go unacknowledged. 

The expectations of men to act and dress a 

certain way are huge and especially apparent with 

men in the public eye. It’s so unhealthy for 

children to be brought up being taught that 

everything they do and say is essentially defined 

by their gender, whether they identify with the 

ideas linked to it or not. 

Feminism is one of the most powerful and 

important movements to date. The basic 

freedom girls have today would cease to exist 

without the strong independent women, who 

have been fighting for female rights since 1848. 

Although there is still a long way to go in terms 

of women’s equal rights, it is the men and how 

they have been left behind in this fight for gender 

equality, with little to no recognition that I would 

like to shed light on. The stand for women to 

freely do and wear things considered ‘masculine’ 

has been ongoing throughout feminism’s 

campaign, unfortunately the same cannot be said 

for men. Gender equality does not just mean 

equal pay and opportunities. Gender equality 

means freedom of these societal expectations 

that are prejudiced against both genders in 

different areas. When a woman walks down the 

street in a pair of jeans and a t-shirt, she can take 

comfort in the fact that she will not be viewed as 

different, because her clothing choices are 

accepted and common for females in this day and 

age. However, men out in public in things like 

skirts, dresses or makeup can have serious 

negative consequences. They’ll be stared at more 

than the average person, spoken to in a 

derogatory manner and even physically attacked. 

G 
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We seem to forget that there was once a time 

where females were forced to wear dresses and 

skirts, they were also constantly expected to wear 

makeup in order to meet unrealistic beauty 

standards. These things changed for women. 

Why can the same not be said for men? This is 

not gender equality. Men’s rights are just as 

important as women’s. Regardless of whether the 

issue is big or small, all genders should be treated 

equally. Men need people to stand up and fight 

for their rights to be accepted by society and not 

be looked down upon for expressing themselves 

in any way they desire. 

There are lots of men in the media today who 

aren’t afraid to tap into their feminine side, some 

through their clothes or makeup, others through 

their actions or how they present themselves. 

Names such as Harry Styles, YUNGBLUD, 

Jayden Smith, Matty Healy and Timothée 

Chalamet might come to mind, but something all 

these boys have in common is, they are not gay. 

A huge consequence these men all face from 

being open and feminine is their sexuality being 

picked apart and questioned at every given 

moment. Why does it matter so much who these 

specific men are attracted to and how does the 

way they choose to dress reflect on that at all? It 

has been so engraved in our brains by news 

articles, YouTube videos and gossip websites 

that men who act or dress in a feminine manner 

cannot be attracted to girls. Not only does this 

cause sexual confusion for men, it also teaches 

girls that men who aren’t ‘manly’ enough are not 

attractive.  

Harry Styles, YUNGBLUD, 

Jayden Smith, Matty Healy and 

Timothée Chalamet 

Women aren’t supposed to be attracted to men 

wearing skirts or makeup, but it’s fine for men to 

like girls in jeans and hoodies. The juxtaposition 

of these ideas being portrayed positively 

throughout the media not only causes anxiety 

and confusion for those being targeted but also 

for those who look up these celebrities. Many 

public figures have spoken out about the stress 

that is caused from having romantic relationships 

in their position. There will always be people who 

criticize and hate on the relationships of stars, but 

imagine how these men feel when they get told 

they shouldn’t be with someone because it 

doesn’t fit with the sexuality they have been 

assigned by the general public. Imagine 

somebody sees a certain outfit you wore and then 

tells you that your relationship and sexuality is 

wrong, simply because of that. It is soul crushing 

for some and makes it especially hard for these 

men to find comfortable stable relationships. 

Gender roles are not ideas children are born with. 

They are forced upon every child from a young 

age, which can make it extremely difficult for kids 

to truly be themselves in later life. From the 

moment a child is born they are categorized into 

one of two colours. Blue or pink. If you are born 

a male you will be bought up playing with things 

like toy trucks, dinosaurs, tools and cars. If you 

are born female you’ll get brought up with 

barbies, dolls houses and dress ups. How can it 

be argued that gender roles are biological when 

we feed the idea of them, to children as soon as 

they enter the world? How different would 

people be if the colours they were dressed in and 

the toys they played with as a child were not 

defined by a gender? This manipulation of ideas 

from an early age is what shapes the overlying 

issues of gender roles for men and women in later 

life. However, many females have a free pass out 

of this gender confinement if they so choose. 

The term Tomboy refers to females who inhabit 

characteristics that are typically associated with 

males. Tomboys are reasonably accepted in 

society today, with young girls freely being 

allowed to wear and play with things considered 

‘masculine’ without judgement. The idea of 

tomboys, while being a positive step for girls, 

creates young boys to feel more isolated as it is 

nowhere near as acceptable for males to wear 
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feminine clothing or play with girls toys without 

appearing different or invalid Children’s 

sexualities and genders even get determined in 

the minds of some adults purely based on small 

toddlers’ toy, clothing or game preferences. This 

is an extremely toxic and damaging way to be 

raising our youth and the harm is most visible in 

innocent, vulnerable young men. 

In conclusion we cannot expect gender equality 

to be a one-sided battle. It does not end with 

females; the rights of men need to be resolved 

and normalized in today’s society just as urgently 

as women’s. These issues will not solve 

themselves. Labels cannot continue to be pinned 

on men based on their fashion choices. They all 

have the right to be free and to build their 

relationships freely. The conservative ideas of 

parents need to be swayed, in order for children 

to be raised in an accepting environment. It is not 

enough for adults to approve of those not 

confining to gender roles; they need to show their 

acceptance by fixing the root of the problem, by 

not raising children to conform to toxic, outdated 

perceptions of males and females. The world is 

evolving at a rapid pace, the right for men to 

openly be able to express themselves in whatever 

way they choose, free of prejudice, should not be 

eluded from, no matter what.  

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Street harassment
Lily Harward Jones Y11 

treet harassment happens to around 80% 

of women worldwide and it can create big 

issues in our society. Street harassment, 

often referred to as catcalling is a rampant issue 

in nearly every country, language, and 

community on the planet. It stems from a natural 

objectification of women and the idea that 

women automatically owe men something. 

Catcalling may be seen as a compliment to an 

outsider, but it is really just another way of 

making women feel uncomfortable in public 

spaces. Not only this but it can also contribute to 

lasting mental health issues like depression, 

anxiety, PTSD, and trust issues. Because street 

harassment is an issue almost completely unique 

to women and girls, a lot of the time men find it 

hard to understand the negative impacts it can 

have on our day to day life, which makes  us feel 

more isolated and deepens a divide between 

genders. These are all issues that should be 

addressed imminently, and street harassment 

should be made illegal. 

Catcalling is a way of making young women and 

girls feel uncomfortable in public spaces. While 

some people may only see this kind of 

harassment as a compliment, the real message 

behind the whistles, stares, car horns, and 

comments is ‘You don’t belong here, you are 

only here to serve me as something to look at and 

I am in complete control.’ These kinds of 

remarks happen to young women and girls in 

cities, suburbs, public transport, and even in 

schools. All of these are places that women need 

to be, and the underlying message that they 

shouldn’t be there for any reason other than to 

be looked at and be objectified is extremely 

damaging.  Roughly 34% of women begin 

noticing this kind of sexualization around the 

ages of 11-14 when they are still young enough 

to be considered ‘weak’ but somehow old enough 

to be objectified for a man’s pleasure. Because of 

this, starting at a young age, women change their 

clothes, even if it is uncomfortable. Women 

change the routes they walk or the transport they 

take, even if it is slower or less convenient. 

Women change their hair, makeup, the way the 

walk or stand, just to seem less of a target.  

Around 75% of women have been followed in 

public, 95% of women have said that they have 

been stared at, whistled at, or honked at. These 

remarks are made with the sole intent of making 

women uncomfortable, weak, and alone. Every 
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comment reminds us of the statistics, every face 

made in our direction reminds us of how 

powerless we are to the misogyny at hand, every 

noise made at us makes us think of what could 

happen and whether we will make it home safe 

that night.  

Around 75% of women have 

been followed in public, 95% of 

women have said that they have 

been stared at, whistled at, or 

honked at. 

Not only does street harassment make women 

uncomfortable and unsafe, it can also lead to 

lasting mental health issues. In the short term, 

catcalling makes women feel guilty for even 

existing in public spaces, as well as making them 

anxious about their safety. Particularly when 

young girls first start experiencing street 

harassment, there is a tendency to blame 

themselves. We all naturally feel like what 

happened was our fault, for wearing what we 

were or acting the way we did. For many girls 

there are people in their life to explain that it 

wasn’t her fault and she couldn’t have prevented 

it. However, for some people they don’t have this 

figure in their lives and may continue blaming 

themselves for the horrible comments they 

receive. Continuously blaming oneself and 

feeling guilty for our own discomfort is 

unsurprisingly damaging to women’s mental 

health. Studies have shown that cat calling can 

lead to self-esteem issues, as unwanted remarks 

about one’s body would be expected to do. 

Anxieties develop overtime as young women 

learn more and more that they are never safe. 

Pretty much every woman you know will be able 

to list off the things that they do to make 

themselves feel more safe.  

We hold keys between our fingers, wear shoes 

that we can run in easily, the women you see on 

the street in your daily life are constantly aware 

of the nearest exit. These learned subconscious 

behaviours create a constant state of anxiety in 

our minds, which takes its toll. Being put in 

immediate danger triggers our fight or flight 

response and triggers adrenaline to help us speed 

up and keep ourselves safe. However, for many 

women simply walking down the street could 

trigger this response which can and often does 

cause chronic stress disorders. As well as this, 

multiple studies have shown that harassment can 

lead to depressive symptoms being triggered, 

sometimes new ones, and sometimes bringing 

back older traumas. Psychotherapists have said 

"If one has experienced assault or abuse in the 

past, being catcalled can trigger PTSD 

symptoms.” All of this shows that a ‘compliment’ 

can cause major disruptions to a woman’s 

lifestyle and further proves that street harassment 

should be made illegal. 

Pretty much every woman you 

know will be able to list off the 

things that they do to make 

themselves feel more safe. 

One of the main struggles with getting attention 

on this issue is that it almost exclusively impacts 

women. Because of this, and combined with the 

fact that only 38% of parliamentary 

representatives in NZ are women, and in the 

USA congress only has 25% of its members 

female, it is an uphill battle to try and outlaw 

public street harassment. Men simply don't fully 

understand the feelings behind being catcalled so 

they don’t understand the seriousness of the 

topic. When ignorance is combined with a lack of 

empathy, it leaves many women and girls feeling 

alone in their suffering. This issue undoubtedly 

creates a divide between genders, because men 

consistently ignore the voices trying to speak out 

on this issue, mostly because it’s a women’s rights 

issue. While catcalling can sometimes be subtle, a 

leer, a whistle, or a car horn, they still make 

women and girls feel the same way; unsafe.  

These things may all seem normal to someone 
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who it isn’t directed at, or who hasn’t experienced 

the same thing before, however everyone could 

do better to try and call out these subtle 

harassment techniques day to day. Men have a 

unique privilege which enables them to call out 

these behaviours while maintaining some level of 

ensured safety, while women consistently fear the 

worst, and are taught from a young age by the 

people around them not to shout back because it 

could end badly. This loops back to what street 

harassment is about, enabling and 

maintaining a power dynamic, that 

we can only break by working 

together.  

Street harassment is a complex issue, but the 

answer to it is not. We need to improve education 

and empathy for the people that experience this 

issue daily, and when the circumstances permit, 

interfere if something is going wrong. Street 

harassment creates mental health issues, it 

perpetuates a feeling of separation between 

genders, and it makes young women and girls feel 

uncomfortable and unsafe in public areas that 

everyone should have free, safe access to. 

Hopefully now you can all see why street 

harassment should be made illegal, and you can 

all start helping the people around you to make 

our streets more safe. Thank you. 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Everything wrong with The boy in striped pyjamas 
Meadow Bush Y11 

he Boy in Striped Pyjamas is a book by 

John Boyne set in World War Two Nazi 

Germany.  It follows Bruno, a nine-year-

old boy whose father works for Hitler. They 

move to a house just outside ‘Out-With’ 

(supposedly Bruno’s mis-hearing of ‘Auschwitz’), 

so that his father can oversee the facility. There, 

Bruno meets Shmuel, a young Jewish boy 

trapped inside the camp. Bruno sneaks through 

the fence often to hang out with Shmuel. The 

first draft for this book took only two days to 

complete and it shows. It is completely inaccurate, 

the characters make no sense, it has a pathetic 

message and it completely ignores the real 

tragedy.  

Firstly, the entire premise of the story is 

completely ridiculous. Bruno supposedly meets 

Shmuel by simply wandering along the fence. 

There would have been . . . so many guards. 

Auschwitz was one of the biggest concentration 

camps. The idea that a young boy would have 

been allowed to just go for a stroll past the camp 

without a care in the world is absurd at best. There 

is also the matter of the hole. A hole in the fence 

in one of the main concentration camps, that is 

never found and never fixed? (See the TV trope 

of contrived coincidence...) 

Somehow Bruno, who grew up in central 

Germany, during the rise of Hitler, with a high-

ranking military father knows nothing about the 

war or Jews? He doesn’t even know basic things 

such as who Hitler is. This completely ignores the 

reality of Germany at that time. Back then he 

would have been required by law to attend Hitler 

Youth, a group where he would be taught that 

Hitler was great, and all Jews were horrible, 

untrustworthy people who deserved death. 

Portraying him as ignorant of what is going on 

encourages the myth that German citizens at that 

time had no idea what was happening. In reality, 

Bruno would have been convinced that they were 

the master race and that other groups were 

‘lesser’. He would have been aware of, and likely 

approved of the war.  

A hole in the fence in one of the 

main concentration camps, that is 

never found and never fixed? 

Furthermore, while he uses words that are way 

too complicated, he is also extremely naïve. Far 
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past what is normal for anyone older than three. 

This quote is an excellent example - “‘Heil Hitler,’ 

he said, which he presumed was another way of saying, 

‘Well, goodbye for now, have a pleasant afternoon’”. I am 

left to conclude that the author has never actually 

interacted with children - or been one himself.  

The character Shmuel is also questionable. He, 

unlike Bruno, is a very one-dimensional character 

with no real personality traits. Because of this, the 

audience focuses their sympathy on Bruno, 

which means they completely ignore the actual 

tragedy this book allegedly shows. Also, 

Auschwitz has a perimeter fence with no guards, 

and a hole that Bruno can fit through easily. For 

some reason, even though Shmuel knows about 

the hole (and can and does fit through), he never 

even considers escape. Shmuel’s bland, uncaring 

nature implies that the Jewish people just calmly 

accepted what was being done to them. In reality, 

a great number of Jews fought back and tried to 

escape. Any hole in the fence (especially one with 

a complete lack of guards) would have been taken 

advantage of immediately.  

This story’s ending is also problematic. Bruno 

decides it would be a good idea to follow Shmuel 

into the gas chambers. The scene focuses very 

heavily on Bruno and the tragedy of his death, 

ignoring all the Jewish people also in the room 

with them. The epilogue follows Bruno’s father 

finding out what happened to him, and the 

sadness of his family.  

While it is true that the German soldiers were 

people too, focusing on this narrative to such an 

extent is ignoring the tragedy of, you know, all 

the murder. It is estimated that as many as 18 

MILLION people were killed during the 

holocaust. And all of them are pushed aside to 

look at a German boy who ‘shouldn’t have even 

been there.’ No one should have been.   

The premise, characters, and ending of The Boy 

in Striped Pyjamas are totally inappropriate (and 

stupid). It isn’t remotely educational, so I have no 

idea why it is used in schools. All it accomplishes 

is creating a false narrative of uncaring Jews and 

sympathetic Nazis. There is no excuse for this 

book’s popularity.   

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Bad news: There are birds here
Natasha Leniston-Bagnall Y12 

et your mind back to high school. You can 

probably remember sighing with 

exasperation as your English teacher 

described how deep and meaningful every aspect 

of a text was while you were sitting there thinking, 

“Maybe the author didn’t make the wallpaper blue 

to convey a deep feeling of sadness. Maybe the 

author just liked the colour blue.” Well guess what? 

We do this exact thing every day, whether it be 

conscious or not. The poem ‘There Are Birds Here’ 

by Jamaal May explores how people often try to 

observe and place deeper meaning into things and 

his frustration with this. He also expresses how 

these deeper meanings are often bad, as we as a 

human race tend to be fascinated by and 

romanticise negative emotions and situations.  

In class your English teacher gets complete 

authority on the meanings in a text because the 

authors aren’t there to tell them otherwise, but May 

decides to dedicate a lot of the poem directly to this 

form of thinking saying, ‘There are birds here,/ so 

many birds here/ is what I was trying to say/ when 

they said those birds were metaphors/ for what is 

trapped/ between buildings/ and buildings. No.’ 

This clearly shows May’s frustration with how 

people try to place deeper meanings and make his 

work into a sob story. I see the birds as possibly 

being a symbol for good things, although I may be 

misreading this entirely and they could just be literal 
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birds, as this would definitely make sense with the 

context of the poem.  

May then goes on to say that ‘The birds are here/ 

to root around for bread/ the girl’s hands tear/ and 

toss like confetti. No,/ I don’t mean the bread is 

torn like cotton,/ I said confetti, and no/ not the 

confetti/ a tank can make of a building.’ I find it 

effective how May speaks directly to the reader, 

repeatedly saying ‘no’. It demands your attention 

and causes you to rethink how you look at the text. 

It’s interesting how he lists many ways people may 

misunderstand what he is saying before shutting 

each statement down with a ‘no’. He is strangely 

bringing these thoughts and deeper meanings into 

your head (when you likely wouldn’t have been 

thinking them originally) to then just reject them. I 

found this technique very successful as it 

demonstrates how our minds are constantly 

searching for deeper meaning. When May said ‘I 

don’t mean the bread is torn like cotton’ it 

immediately caused me to think of slavery, even 

though this was never explicitly talked about. I 

believe he is looking to make us aware of how we 

are not immune to what is talked about in the 

poem. We all constantly make connections and 

believe there is underlying meaning to things when 

it was not purposeful, and these associations are 

also often negative. May later goes on to talk of a 

boy, saying ‘And no/ his neighborhood is not like 

a war zone./ I am trying to say/ his neighborhood/ 

is as tattered and feathered/ as anything else.’ This 

again expresses how people immediately have 

negative associations with some words and like to 

create a sad narrative about people and places in 

their minds so they can feel emotional. 

May ends the poem with a comment on society, 

stating ‘but they won’t stop saying/ how lovely the 

ruins,/ how ruined the lovely/ children must be in 

that birdless city.’ I find this saddening and slightly 

scary as it exhibits how as a human race we have a 

disturbing fascination with suffering and 

destruction. We like to look at perceived dire or 

shocking situations and talk or bond with people 

over how awful and distressing they are. Media 

encourages this, exaggerating stories to get views 

which leaves us with the misleading notion that 

often situations are overwhelmingly bad with no 

positive or neutral parts to them. This is 

exceptionally wrong, there will always be moderate 

or good aspects to a person’s situation or life, and 

we should be careful not to ignore them. 

Romanticizing pain can cause us to ignore the 

needs of the person in question, and instead just 

feel sorry for them. This prevents us from helping 

them with their situation. This is also bad as it can 

create a pitying feeling towards a person or group 

of people which can feel degrading in some 

situations. It can have a detrimental effect on 

someone’s mental health when others view their 

lives as having no positive aspects to them because 

it can make them believe it too. When you believe 

everything in your life is bad it stops you from 

feeling grateful and increases your negative view on 

the world. This can sadly cause you to seek out 

more negative things, further harming your mental 

health. It is important to remember that ‘there are 

birds here,/ so many birds here’ even when others 

talk of a ‘birdless city’. There are positive things all 

around us, all we have to do is look for them. 

‘There Are Birds Here’ reminds 

us of our innate desire to look for 

deeper meanings and reminds us 

to be careful when doing so. 

‘There Are Birds Here’ reminds us of our innate 

desire to look for deeper meanings and reminds us 

to be careful when doing so. This must-read poem 

challenges us to think about the connections and 

associations we make so it does not become 

harmful to others. Though a teacher lecturing you 

about the meaningful colours in a text may seem 

harmless, albeit slightly boring, this same idea can 

actually have a seriously negative effect on others. 

It is crucial that we remain aware of our actions and 

thoughts in order to remain positive. We must try 

not to see the bad in everything, both for our own 

wellbeing and the wellbeing of those around us.    
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The Fermi paradox
Tommy Thomson Y12   

ince the beginning of human history, we 

have looked up at the stars and wondered 

what is out there. We learnt that stars are 

massive balls of gas floating through the vast 

void. We learnt that our sun is one of those stars, 

that the earth is a small rocky planet orbiting 

around it and that many of those other stars have 

rocky planets orbiting them. We wondered, are 

there any other lifeforms out there, looking up at 

their sky, wondering whether we exist? We built 

giant telescopes, searching the skies for any sign 

of communication and analyzed it in a distributed 

computing project called SETI. We fantasized 

about the possibility of aliens visiting our planet 

and what that might look like. We sent out 

messages, both radio communication and 

probes, carefully designed to be as universally 

understood as possible. For our entire existence, 

we yearned for a chance to connect with similar 

beings, whatever that might look like. But all we 

have heard is silence.  

The universe is big. Very big. It is 

impossible to even see beyond a 

tiny bubble that light has travelled 

from, called the observable 

universe. 

The universe is big. Very big. It is impossible to 

even see beyond a tiny bubble that light has 

travelled from, called the observable universe. 

Travelling beyond our local cluster seems 

unfeasible due to the expansion of space. It 

seems reasonable to focus on our galaxy, the 

Milky Way, a spiral disc of around 500 billion 

stars. Using the Drake equation, our best guess is 

that there should be between 1 thousand and 1 

million civilizations in the galaxy right now. 

Where are they? Humans have only existed for 

100,000 years, in that short time we have gone 

from ape-like cavemen to the incredible, 

advanced civilization we live in today. Other 

civilizations have had 14 billion years to evolve, 

even if they were a few million years ahead of us 

they should control a decent portion of the 

galaxy. The Maori were only a few thousand years 

behind the Europeans in terms of technological 

progress yet were colonized easily by the British. 

Why hasn’t that happened to humans? 

This is the Fermi Paradox. There is no answer, 

but plenty of solutions have been proposed. A 

common suggestion is something called the 

Great Filter, an event that is so unlikely to 

overcome in the process of evolution that most 

lifeforms fail to overcome it and are wiped out in 

the process. This begs the question, where are we 

in relation to this filter? Option 1: we are one of 

the few that have made it past the filter. The 

initial creation of life is far less likely than we 

thought, or the natural formation of large, 

intelligent brains like ours’ is unusual. That would 

mean we are alone in the universe or close to it. 

Option 2: In the process of evolution, nearly all 

intelligent lifeforms create something that 

destroys them. It could be climate change, 

nuclear bombs, super-intelligent AI, or 

something else. Or it could be a natural event, 

like a radiation burst or asteroid strike. Either 

way, most life on earth including humans would 

go extinct. Finding life of any kind on other 

planets would be catastrophic to the potential 

future of humanity. The more evidence we find 

of life on other planets, the less opportunities 

there are for the great filter to be before us. If we 

found bacteria on Mars, that rules out the 

possibility that the filter is the first appearance of 

life.  

There are other possibilities as well. A species 

could already have complete control of the galaxy 

and annihilates any civilization that might 

challenge them. This is deeply terrifying. Current 

projects to broadcast our location are 

S 



The Obvious Choice 2020 66 

controversial, whoever gets the message could be 

hostile to potential threats.  

So if you can see the stars through the artificial 

haze, have a look up and think about how tiny 

and insignificant your life really is. It seems that 

intelligent life is either ubiquitous, or that we are 

the only example in a vast, desolate expanse of 

nothing. Life is a wonderful thing, enjoy it.   

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Phones, marshmallows, and self-control 
Snigdha Mundra Y12 

ids these days have it so easy,” a phrase 

we’ve heard hundreds of times. A 

phrase repeated over and over at family 

gatherings, each time by a different relative but 

paired with the same condescending attitudes 

and poorly hidden looks of disgust. “It’s because 

of that damn phone,” they say. Yeah right.    

Sometime around 2010, the internet hit us like a 

truck. Each generation has its own 

characteristics, and for Gen Z, it’s being born 

into a world where technology already existed, 

while others had to adapt. Being many times 

described as digital natives, we’re known as the 

generation that craves instant gratification and 

actively has that choice due to technology. 

Somewhere along the way, it became a common 

perception that young people nowadays have 

little to no self-control along with the media 

labelling us as lazy, overly sensitive, and self-

indulgent. It’s funny that the very people that 

placed these devices in front of us before we 

could even walk turn around and criticize for 

using them. But as it turns out we may have more 

self-control than our Gen X parents.  

Sometime around 2010, the 

internet hit us like a truck. 

We all know about the famous 1960s Stanford 

Marshmallow experiment. Researchers placed 

children from ages 3 to 5 in a room with a 

marshmallow or other treat and told them that if 

they could wait till the researcher returns, which 

was 15 minutes later, the child’s reward would be 

doubled. The follow-up work of the study 

concluded that children who were able to 

exercise more self-control – those who could 

wait for the marshmallow – went on to be more 

successful in all areas of life. However, a recent 

study in 2018 which replicates the original 

experiment is challenging the belief that Gen Z 

has no self-control. The study found that 

“Children in the 2000s waited on average 2 mins 

longer than children in the 1960s, and 1 min 

longer than children in the 1980s.” And it's no 

coincidence either, for more reasons than one.   

While unexpected, one of the reasons for 

children today being able to wait longer is the 

existence of modern technology, which is the 

main difference between our generation and 

older ones. Technology has inadvertently aided 

our ability to exercise self-control by increasing 

our abstract thought abilities. For those who 

don’t know, abstract thought is the ability to 

understand concepts that are real, such as the 

internet or social media, but which are not 

directly tied to concrete physical objects and 

experiences. The researchers who conducted the 

more recent experiment explored the idea of how 

technology may be a distraction, but it also 

increases abstract thought skills in children. This 

means that children today might get easily side-

tracked while doing their math homework, but 

when they choose to, they can exercise higher 

levels of self-control by psychologically 

distancing themselves from the object, which in 

this case is the marshmallow. Or as the kids say, 

“In a situation you don’t want to be in? Easy, just 

dissociate.” 

Unsurprisingly, in the decades following the 

marshmallow test as it rose to popularity, the 
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amount of study and focus on skills such as self-

control drastically increased. There were books, 

TV shows and further studies on the subject. 

With more people becoming aware of the 

concept and benefits of self-control, it was 

something that was integrated into several 

aspects of early childhood learning. Over the past 

few decades, self-control has become one of the 

foundations of preschool learning environments 

and parenting styles. Remember the point 

systems when we were young; where we would 

earn a point when we did something like clean 

our room, and a certain amount of points would 

lead to a larger reward? I do. Technology and 

significant shifts in culture and mindset have 

unknowing benefitted Gen Z by teaching us the 

type of thinking that aids in skills such as self-

control and in delaying gratification.  

People tend to assume that younger generations 

have no self-discipline and cannot control their 

impulses. However, emerging research is making 

it clear that we not only have higher levels of self-

control, but that technology is not the villain and 

instead our friend. As discussed in the 2000s 

marshmallow experiment, “Increased reliance on 

digital technology is not necessarily the forebear 

of stunted development, but rather, represents a 

form of mediated cognition (abstraction of 

thought through cultural artifacts), which is more 

generally associated with enhanced intelligence.” 

So next time Aunty Susan says that you need to 

put your phone down for a week and learn some 

self-discipline, you can roll your eyes and say with 

the same condescending smile, “Don’t worry, I’ll 

be fine.”  

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Hate speech and free speech
Luna Wilkes Y12 

he discussion around hate speech and 

how it is or should be protected under 

free speech laws and morals is an 

ongoing debate that has come to a peak in recent 

years. Proponents for universal free speech often 

argue that all speech – no matter who it offends 

– should be allowed, but given recent terrorist 

actions such as mass shootings or assaults that 

are motivated by the hateful speech of others, the 

issue of hate speech must be addressed. Hate 

speech is a text that incites hatred or intolerance 

towards a particular disadvantaged social group, 

and free speech is the freedom to express one’s 

opinions without censorship or legal penalty. The 

Big Question that needs to be answered is 

whether we as a society can allow hateful and 

harmful speech, and whether existing speech 

laws protect it. 

Firstly, I’d like to emphasise the harm that hate 

speech does. It has been proven in multiple 

studies and investigations that hate speech has 

multiple harmful effects that we as a society 

simply cannot tolerate anymore. For example, 

not only does hate speech incite racially, 

misogynistically, or xenophobically inspired 

violence, it also leads to a dehumanizing effect 

that lessens empathy for marginalised groups. 

Instances of hate speech such as Trump rallies 

have been shown to increase hate crimes by 

226% over statistically comparable places 

without rallies – this clearly shows that hate 

speech drastically increases hateful violence. 

Similarly, in the first week after the 2016 

American Election, over 400 hateful incidents 

took place, many hundreds more incidents than 

normal. These kinds of hate-speech inspired 

events happen because of that “dehumanizing 

effect” – an effect that of course leads to a 

tendency to inflict violence on people that aren’t 

viewed as such. When a society accepts the 

denigration and marginalization of a group of 

people, that society ceases to view that group as 

“subhuman” – the belittling of people in the 

form of hate speech directly and maliciously leads 

T 
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to violence and other harms. This effect can be 

widely noted in extremely racist or hierarchical 

countries, such as the USA or India, where those 

“higher up view those beneath them as animals 

or subhuman. This effect, combined with the ‘us 

or them’ mentality spread by hate speech, can 

motivate people to act against a group. Hate 

speech undeniably causes those who listen to it 

to have violent, discriminatory, and 

dehumanizing tendencies towards other groups. 

Secondly, given the serious harm that hate speech 

causes, we must examine whether we can morally 

tolerate hate speech, regardless of any free speech 

legislation. A common narrative around private 

entities such as universities banning hate speech 

is that free speech is a universal, absolute right – 

an opinion that is codified in the saying “I may 

not agree with you, but I will defend your right 

to say it.” For many people, not just those on the 

“right” but also those in the “centre”, speech that 

people often perceive as hateful are just 

disagreeable, an academic consideration that 

could be logically debated. However, there are 

two key issues with that concept. Primarily, the 

inefficiency of reasoning with or debating 

someone with a diametrically opposed viewpoint. 

Instances of hate speech such as 

Trump rallies have been shown 

to increase hate crimes by 226% 

over statistically comparable 

places without rallies 

There’s an idea in recent Liberal circles that 

proposes the idea that the best way to oppose 

fascists, misogynists, or whatever else, is to 

calmly get up on a stage and logically and 

intellectually combat their ideas until they accept 

that they’re wrong. However, this overlooks that 

to do that, you have to put them on a stage to 

begin with. This act of publicising and promoting 

hateful ideologies under the guise of public 

debate does nothing to tear down their cause, and 

everything to expose more and more people to it. 

These debates may academically stimulate those 

who have no stake in the conflict, but they 

undermine self-worth and dehumanize targets, 

which runs counter to the goal of self-

development. Additionally, while they’re up there 

railing about “foreigners”, and someone else is 

calmly – and probably correctly – rebutting their 

point of view with facts, they’re doing exactly 

what they want to do. They don’t call for a debate 

because they want to convince the people who 

rationally think over an ideology to become a 

Nazi – those people already know that Nazis, 

surprise surprise, are bad. What they’re doing is 

expanding the theatre of hate, and trying to 

indoctrinate those who are already susceptible, 

who are willing to put on blinders and follow a 

hateful ideology. This shows that the act of 

debating an extreme right-wing opinion does 

nothing except provide a stage for the ideology. 

Additionally, there is the issue that nothing, not 

even free speech, is without cost. While many 

argue that everyone should have the right to free 

speech, the ‘right to be a bigot,’ if you will, that 

right ceases to exist without a target. This shows 

that the right to free speech when the speech is 

hateful and harmful comes with a heavy toll: the 

safety and wellbeing of the targets of the hate 

speech. People who are the targets of hate speech 

cannot afford to pay for their oppressors’ rights 

with their lives and safety – because of hate 

speech’s harmful and dehumanizing nature, by 

allowing it many minorities and targeted people 

are harmed. Hate speech has a unique power, one 

that all speech has – the ability to change the 

world. By defining the harms of hate speech to 

directly causing or inciting violence, we ignore 

the most prevalent issue around the hate speech 

free speech discussion: hate speech not only 

incites violence, but also harassment, exclusion, 

discrimination, and most of all dehumanisation. 

These things are, as shown earlier, directly 

harmful to those targeted, however since they do 

not “incite violence” they aren’t counted as hate 

speech. This means that we as a society need to 
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do a better job of policing this within our own 

communities – while it isn’t illegal in New 

Zealand (just like cousin marriage, incidentally), 

it presents a great harm and danger to the 

cohesion and safety of our country. 

Hate speech is a cancer on any 

society where human dignity and 

rights, equality, and fundamental 

freedoms – including the right to 

be free from harm and 

discrimination – are prioritised. 

In conclusion, we as a society cannot, on both an 

interpersonal and hopefully national level, 

tolerate, accept, or encourage in any way harmful 

speech. While it’s true that the right to freedom 

of expression is one of the most important 

aspects of a free society, any expression that 

advocates for hatred against a group based on 

characteristics they have no control over is, 

overall, harmful to a fair, democratic society. 

Hate speech is a cancer on any society where 

human dignity and rights, equality, and 

fundamental freedoms – including the right to be 

free from harm and discrimination – are 

prioritised. Given the harms of free speech laid 

out at the beginning, it is clear to me that these 

are things we must prioritise, both for the sake of 

an equal society, and for the sake of being a 

decent person. Taking the constitution of Canada 

as an example, they do not allow one protected 

freedom to undermine other rights and 

freedoms. From this we can extrapolate that we 

cannot prioritise one basic right over another, 

and that when they clash, we must prioritise 

whichever right has a net positive impact on the 

well-being of the people. Judging by the harms 

already shown, we can clearly and reasonably 

state that the most important is the 

right to well-being, not universal 

speech. 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Origins of Korean beauty 
Keira Malan Y12 

n 2017, K-Pop phenomenon boyband BTS 

made history by becoming the first K-pop 

group to be nominated for a Billboard 

Music Award, winning the award for Top Social 

Artist. Rolling Stone declared BTS the world’s 

biggest boyband, similar in fame to the likes of 

the Beatles. Since the 90s, what is called Hallyu 

or the “Korean Wave”, Korean cultural exports 

have exploded in popularity with the rise of 

Korean skincare and beauty products as well as 

music, fashion and film. In today’s online world, 

access to K-Pop and K-Beauty have become 

highly accessible staple points of internet culture, 

as well as a staple aspect of the Korean economy 

– in 2012, South Korea’s cultural exports were 

valued at a whopping 5 billion USD. As more and 

more people begin to consume Korean culture, 

it becomes increasingly important for us in the 

West to understand the complex history behind 

the Korean definition of beauty. 

From the outsider’s perspective that we hold in 

the West, harmful assumptions about other 

cultures are all too easy and all too common. 

Derived from hundreds of years of the colonizer 

mindset, Westerners tend to adopt a self-centred 

mindset when consuming other cultures. This 

extends to the consumption of Korean beauty 

and media, where a common assumption is made 

that Korean beauty standards are designed to 

mimic Western standards. For example, 

University of Toronto’s student magazine The 

Varsity claims Koreans “envy and idolise western 

features”, and the Tide describes Korean beauty 

standards as “mirroring the rigid Western ideals 

of attractiveness”. Without a proper 

understanding of the historical context behind 

Korean beauty standards such as a doll-like face 

I 
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and double eyelids, we will never be able to fully 

appreciate Korean cultural exports, especially 

those intertwined with beauty such as Korean 

makeup and skincare. 

Westerners tend to adopt a self-

centred mindset when consuming 

other cultures. 

An aspect of Korean beauty that remains 

unchanged from the ancient Three Kingdoms 

period (50BC – 660AD) is pale skin, a highly 

desired symbol of status and beauty. For 

thousands of years, paper-white skin has been 

associated with wealth and fortune. Sociology 

professor C.N. Lee explains this saying, “Upper-

class people would not need to perform manual 

labour. Being able to hire others to do work in 

the hot sun left the wealthy indoors in the 

shade—cultivating a distinct difference between 

the fair skin of the upper classes and the sun-

baked visages of labourers.” Although this 

concept no longer holds up in a modern society 

where the poor often work indoors and the rich 

are outside on vacation, the association of pale 

skin with wealth and prosperity remains. This 

association with wealth has only been driven 

further home in Korea’s postmodern capitalist 

society where classism runs rampant and money 

has become everybody’s number one priority. 

Almost every K-Pop idol shows off milky white 

skin, obtained through a combination of skin 

products, makeup and filters. Idols who reject 

this expectation of pale skin have faced massive 

backlash, such as BTS’ RM who faces continued 

criticism from Korean and international fans 

about his naturally medium skin tone. 

Another aspect of Korean history that has had a 

major role in shaping Korean beauty standards as 

we know them today is Japan’s annexation of 

Korea from 1910 to 1945. The Japanese rule was 

cruel and aimed to force Koreans to assimilate to 

Japanese culture and language, banning the 

speaking of Korean in schools and publications 

as well as tearing down 90% of Gyeongbokgung, 

the ancient Korean royal palace. As many as 

200,000 Korean women were forced to be 

“comfort women” (sex slaves) to Japanese 

soldiers, while Korean men were forced to do 

manual labour. After the traumatized country 

was liberated in 1945, anti-Japanese nationalism, 

understandably, ran strong. The Korean identity, 

or what it means to be a true Korean, became 

strongly associated with hatred of the Japanese. 

This Korean desire to differentiate from Japan 

extended to physical features. Korean 

anthropologist Na Se-jin claims the difference 

between Korean and Japanese physical 

appearance is “The [Korean] calf is long, and 

since every part of the body’s measurement is 

very even, the Korean head shape is 

dolicephalic… The face is elongated, unlike the 

characteristic wide-faced features of the Mongol 

races…”. To distance himself from Mongol 

features Koreans associated with the Japanese, 

Se-Jin aligns Koreanness with a more Western 

look. An example of this rejection of Japanese 

features is the desire for a V-line triangular face. 

As stated previously, a square jaw was commonly 

associated with the Japanese, leading to an 

extreme push in the opposite direction. The 

desire for a V-line jawline is a clear example of 

the effects of Japanese colonialism, as they don’t 

connect to Western beauty standards or have any 

other significant historical origin. Korean actress 

Hong Soo-Ah is one amongst many prominent 

figures who have had the V-line surgery done, a 

procedure where parts of the jawbone are shaved 

away to give a more triangular look.  

Possibly the most controversial 

Korean beauty standard, but one 

of the most prevalent, is the 

desire for double eyelids. 

Possibly the most controversial Korean beauty 

standard, but one of the most prevalent, is the 

desire for double eyelids. Double eyelid surgery, 
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or oriental blepharoplasty, is a minimally invasive 

operation which involves removing small patches 

of the eyelid to create a slight crease in the 

monolid. The first double eyelid surgery was 

performed by a plastic surgeon in the Korean 

War that specialized in repairing the faces of 

injured soldiers. In his 1955 article, he refers to 

his South Korean translator, who asked to be 

“made into a round-eye” so he wouldn’t look like 

a “communist”. 

The further popularization of double eyelids 

beyond the Korean War is highly debated. 

Double eyelid surgery has only become more and 

more common over the decades, the most 

performed cosmetic surgery in South Korea in 

2019, despite 50% of the Korean population 

having naturally occurring double eyelids. It is 

extremely common in K-Pop and K-Dramas, 

with all four members of K-Pop’s biggest girl 

group Blackpink showing off double eyelids, as 

well as eight out of nine members of girl group 

Twice. Multiple idols have admitted to 

undergoing double eyelid surgery, such as 

SNSD’s Tiffany and Super Junior’s Kyuhyun, 

showing how deep this desire runs in Korean 

society.  

Some argue that double eyelids, along with other 

Korean beauty standards such as a prominent 

nose bridge that rejects the stereotypical flat 

Mongol nose (seen on idols such as Somi and 

Twice’s Nayeon), are an attempt to mold to 

Western standards. Taeyeon Kim claims in her 

2016 thesis, “Korean models nearly all have 

features that have already been reconstructed to 

meet the prevailing standards of beauty which, if 

not totally white, are at least a melding of Asian 

and Western features”. She argues that Western 

influence has warped Korean beauty standards to 

reach for whiteness as a goal.  

However, assuming that Korean beauty 

standards were created with the goal of whiteness 

is a short-sighted and Eurocentric perspective 

that neglects to take into account Korean history 

and culture prior to globalization. Double eyelid 

surgery, despite being created by a white 

American, is not so much a symbol of whiteness 

so much as a way to make the eyes appear larger 

and rounder. This aspiration to break away from 

traditional Mongol (East Asian) features is 

created to firmly push away from Japan and 

Japanese connotations of anti-Korean violence. 

Yuqing Wang explains it as “Rather than a desire 

to be white, [double eyelids] are a rejection of 

conforming to what Japaneseness and Asianness 

came to mean.” Although pushing in the 

opposite direction of Japanese features inevitably 

leads to a more Western look, this was not born 

out of a desire to be white. 

As the Korean Wave continues to 

gain popularity, we must be 

careful of approaching Korean 

culture with respect and 

appreciation 

The assumption commonly made by Western 

consumers of Korean culture that Korean beauty 

aims for whiteness is a colonial narrative that 

lacks perspective and neglects other complex 

aspects of Korean history and culture. In a 

globalized society where we are offered so much 

diversity and knowledge around Korean culture, 

this one-dimensional perspective is harmful as it 

undermines Korean history, assumes that the 

world revolves around the West, and everybody 

just wants to be white. As the Korean Wave 

continues to gain popularity, we must be careful 

of approaching Korean culture with respect and 

appreciation and not an attitude of superiority 

which assumes the Western way as the “right 

way”. Without a deeper, more nuanced 

understanding of Korean beauty standards and 

history, a proper appreciation and respect for 

Korea, Korean celebrities and Korean culture 

cannot be developed.  
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Taking away the monster’s name: Euphemism and Covid 19   
Rebecca Elder Y12 

hese are euphemistic times. Throughout 

New Zealand’s Level 4 lockdown, as 

Covid 19 content on the news, in social 

media, and in every aspect of our lives reached a 

fever pitch, I noticed how little the words 

“Coronavirus” and “Covid 19” were uttered 

outside of government press conferences and 

news spots. I saw a whole host of coronavirus 

euphemisms, in emails, online lessons, content 

from online influencers, my own peers and 

family, etc;  

• “In these trying times”   

• “Because of everything that’s going on”   

• “Because of the current situation”  

• “Everything happening in the news”   

• “But then everything happened”   

• “But now it looks like that won’t be 

possible for a while, because of... you 

know”   

The closest most people would go in everyday 

conversation is saying “lockdown” or 

“quarantine”, or maybe just “the virus.” I began 

to notice that I rarely actually heard the words 

Coronavirus or Covid 19 said aloud, whether in 

person or online. Everyone seemed to be skirting 

around it, like we couldn’t quite bring ourselves 

to say its name. Even in content or conversation 

specifically surrounding life under quarantine and 

lockdown rules, the words “pandemic” 

“coronavirus” and “Covid 19” were scarce.   

Even in situations directly affected by Covid it 

was scarcely directly mentioned. A Youtube 

creator with a crafting channel might resort to 

using supplies from around their house because, 

“we can’t really go out at the moment, you 

know.” Teachers would fend off interruptions of 

online school from their own kids, apologising, 

“they haven’t been out in a while, because of 

everything.” On the phone to elderly relatives 

they would say that they have family nearby 

picking up their groceries for them, because, “it’s 

just a bit risky for us to go into supermarkets right 

now, because of what’s happening.”   

We had, and still have, a pandemic staring us in 

the face, and yet we so rarely actually said its 

name. We skirted around it, gestured vaguely at 

what was happening and tried to keep our heads 

down, make the best of it, and keep the virus-

riddled elephant in the room out of our minds.   

This isn’t to say I condemn using euphemisms to 

refer to Covid 19. I’m not saying that people who 

don’t want to refer to it are cowards in denial who 

need to wake up and smell the corona. I fully 

understand not wanting to say the words Covid 

19 or Coronavirus every time something 

concerning the pandemic comes up, and I don’t 

blame anyone for choosing other ways to refer to 

it. What I’m interested in is why.   

We had, and still have, a 

pandemic staring us in the face, 

and yet we so rarely actually said 

its name. 

As humans we tend to be optimistic and don’t 

like to deliberately dwell on that which upsets us. 

The pandemic is one of the biggest and most 

difficult issues of our time, and it makes sense 

that we don’t want to stare this issue in the face 

every time we have to discuss anything to do with 

it. We have mutual understanding of everything 

that’s happening. It’s not like anyone is unaware 

of or has forgotten the pandemic. We figure if we 

all know what’s happening, why salt the wound? 

Why give the beast a name? Covid 19 sounds so 

clinical and scary - the name expresses cold, hard, 

irrefutable scientific inevitability. We can sidestep 

it all we like and try to make the best of it, but 

this cold, inhuman virus, does not care. It is 

Covid 19 and it is coming for you.   

T 
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This euphemistic attitude shows a deeper facet of 

our response to this pandemic. We want to 

distract ourselves and put everything out of our 

minds, and when we’re alone at home with just 

our family we can turn our news notifications off 

and think about something else. I don’t consider 

this cowardice or naivete, I consider it a showing 

of humanity’s optimism, or at least need for 

peace. After all, we aren’t denying that the 

pandemic is there, or running around screaming 

that it’s all been a hoax, (most of us) we just want 

to forget it for a little while.   

So while these euphemisms are there, think about 

their context. They are present in online content 

from creators who, despite the constraints, still 

want to do what they love and entertain people. 

They’re there in emails from online school, from 

teachers who want to keep going, business as 

usual to give us all something to do. They’re from 

family members who reach out to do virtual 

hangouts with each other because we want to stay 

connected, from friends who want to do a quick 

video chat to catch up about their week because 

they miss you. These euphemisms are 

emblematic of wanting to distract ourselves and 

each other, to say that we don’t have to let this 

beast loom. We’re saying to each other, “I know 

what’s going on, we all do, but let’s try and get 

away from it for a little while and comfort each 

other.” This may be dominating our lives, but we 

don’t have to let it dominate our every thought. 

Let’s take away the monster’s name and think 

about something else for a little, let’s connect, 

create art together, keep on going. We aren’t 

denying what’s happening. We’re just trying to 

soften the blow, together.

▲  ▼  ▲ 

The life of Christian Dior 
Sam Grantham Y12 

Part 1: Granville and the creative 

influence on Christian Dior   

Christian Dior was born in 1905, in the small 

seaside town of Granville in northern France. 

Granville was a quiet harbour town, a far cry 

from the great political changes happening in the 

Capital. He was born to Maurice and Madeleine 

Dior, who managed the generational family 

Fertilizer plant. A quiet and inquisitive child, 

Dior could often be found in the gardens of his 

family estate with his sister Catherine. At the age 

of 5, the Dior family moved to Paris to expand 

the reach of their family business. Dior was a 

keen sketcher, and his drawing garnered praise 

from not only his family members but passers-by 

of his family home. He would sell his drawings 

from the side of the road to avoid having to work 

for his father. This is a pivotal moment for Dior 

because it is perhaps the catalyst to all the further 

times where Dior puts his artistic passions over 

the societal expectations that his parents held 

over his head. Here, we see the first instance of 

Dior’s creative influence. While the love of his 

parents was never questioned, their expectation 

for young Dior often caused his great stress and 

would later cause a rift between them.    

During the 1940s in Europe, classism was 

incredibly prevalent and if was difficult for 

someone of one social class to move to another. 

As a member of high society, his parents had 

always dreamed that Christian would grow up to 

be a politian, a countryman that carried the family 

name with pride. His mother Madeleine has 

always had a secret desire to call an ambassador 

her son. When Christian graduated from high 

school, he was confronted with a decision that 

would shape the future of not only his life but the 

fashion landscape as we know it. Dior could have 

entered art school, but he understood the 

position he held in society. He grew up in a time 

when it was necessary to make compromises to 

make your parents proud of you. He instead, 
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decided to enrol at Le Ecole Does Sciences 

Politiques in Paris, which turned out to be his 

first artistic endeavour despite not going to art 

school.    

Christian Dior demonstrated great confidence in 

his childhood and understood that he would 

never be satisfied living a life that other people 

wished for him. It is perhaps because of his 

decision not to work for his father, or the 

decision to leave home to pursue an artistic 

dream while studying in Paris, that we have the 

House of Dior that is known worldwide today. 

When Dior chooses to study politics instead of 

pursuing his dream of opening a gallery (which 

he went on to do), he is demonstrating his desire 

for people to be happy, which is something that 

became important to him when designing clothes 

later on in his life. Dior is quoted as saying 

“Happiness is the secret to all beauty; there is no 

beauty that is attractive without happiness.” It 

was important to Dior that his garments not only 

made people look better but made them feel 

better.  Dior showed the world that despite what 

people expect of you, it is only because of those 

who choose to break the mould that results in 

changemakers being born.    

Part 2 – The big break and the fashionable 

entrance of Monsieur Dior   

After the war, Dior returned to Paris to find that 

his design position at Maison Piguet had been 

filled by young talent, Lucien Lelong. He 

returned to his old home, without a job and his 

creative spark. He fell into a depressive state, as 

he looked around and saw his peers such as 

Pierre Cardin and Christian Berard flourishing 

within their respective fields. Dior was 40, 

unsuccessful and his creative significance was 

dwindling. The war and his subsequent absence 

had left Dior at the station, and the train of the 

Paris fashion scene had continued to push on. He 

had to decide, either he could lay his name to rest 

in the ruins of the pre-war fashion scene, or he 

could take charge of his life, and find a new way 

to express his inner creative. This important 

decision was yet another example to demonstrate 

Dior’s ability to make important decisions and is 

one of the most pivotal moments of his whole 

life.   

As if it was a miracle, Dior met the textile 

magnate Marcel Boussac. They became friends 

after a chance encounter at an event. Marcel saw 

something in Dior as a person, which was new 

for Dior as many people only knew him for his 

design capabilities. Marcel presented a once in a 

lifetime opportunity to Dior, the opportunity to 

head the house of Phillipe et Gaston. This gave 

Dior the chance to advance himself both 

creatively and financially. However, Dior felt that 

his creative talent deserved its presence, rather 

than hiding behind the storefront of another 

house. He told Boussac that he would only create 

for one of his houses if the house he designed for 

would be his own. This shock request was a big 

risk for Dior’s career. Imagine, Dior is standing 

in front of the king of textiles, a man who can 

make or break careers, and Dior is the one 

making conditions. It was almost a miracle that 

Boussac accepted, and perhaps it was his 

confidence that Boussac took a liking to. His 

sheer determination to make a name for himself 

had finally paid off.    

Part 3 - The new look and birth of Maison 

Dior   

1947 would prove to be the most significant year 

in Christian Dior’s life. After a year of 

preparation, Dior was finally ready to present his 

first collection to the public. He called the 

collection “Corolle”, which was named after the 

group of petals on a flower. His garments shaped 

women and were constructed to show off their 

feminine figures. His pieces were a fresh 

diversion from the monotone, industrial styles 

coming out of post-war Paris. It was this 

invigorating change that attracted upper-class 

women from all corners of France. Dior took 

fashion back to a better time, where women were 
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encouraged to be extravagant in how they 

presented themselves to the world. People 

reminisced in his clothes and it was if Dior 

wanted to transport them to another world, 

where the worries of war and recession were 

forgotten, and extravagant style was a part of 

everyone’s lives once again.    

The collection was a raging success. Francoise 

Girroud, the editor in chief of Elle magazine said 

about Dior “Yesterday unknown, Christian Dior 

became famous overnight”. The original name of 

the collection has been forgotten in history after 

Carmel Snow chief editor at Harper’s Bazaar 

coined the collection “The New Look”. The 

New Look was the beginning of what would 

become the most prominent and well-known 

fashion brand in the world. The ideas that were 

inspiring Dior in 1947 are still the foundations 

upon which Maria Grazia-Chiuri creates her Dior 

collections today. Christian Dior’s ability to 

persevere, create and be true to himself laid the 

path for many future designers at Maison Dior. 

His ability to turn his life around, from a lost 

creative soul to the most prominent fashion 

designers of the 50s, is a feat of his that is still 

marvelled at today. His life serves as an example 

for anyone who has a creative drive within 

themselves. If you work hard and believe in 

yourself, then your chance of succeeding will 

soar. 

▲  ▼  ▲  

Lord of the Flies and 2020
Henry Sinclair Y12  

ow could a group of boys stuck on a 

desert island be the perfect metaphor 

for today's society? Lord of the Flies, by 

William Golding, was first published in 1954, but 

never has it been more relevant then it is today. 

The novel holds very strong parallels with today's 

society. People's survival instincts are being 

revealed as the world battles against Covid-19, 

and the current occupant of the White House 

shares eerily similar traits to the ones displayed 

by the children in the novel. 

Lord of the Flies shows the devastating effects of 

the virus that is evil, but in the current worldwide 

climate this virus takes the physical form of 

Covid-19. Over the last few months, we have 

seen the worst come out in people, the catalyst 

being the emotions of fear and greed caused by 

the life-threatening virus. In the early days of the 

virus, before health officials could identify its 

potential, people made their own mind up about 

its danger, and acted upon their assumptions. 

Social media was abundant with videos of crazed 

citizens wrestling toilet paper off each other en 

masse and clearing supermarket shelves of 

canned goods as they prepared for the imminent 

apocalypse.  

Physical confrontations and fights occurred over 

somebody not wearing a facemask. 

Opportunistic folk hoarded health products such 

as hand sanitiser and sold them for exorbitant 

prices to those in need. Such behaviour would've 

been viewed as psychotic mere weeks before, but 

the people's fear caused them to act in ways they 

would never have imagined beforehand. Sounds 

familiar? In Lord of the Flies, the boys are quick to 

get into their own heads when one boy speaks of 

seeing a “beast” in the trees. Despite never 

actually confirming the existence of such a 

creature, the boys work themselves steadily into 

a frenzy as their fear takes over. This escalates to 

the point where the youngsters, blind with fear, 

mistake one of their own for said beast and 

murder him in cold blood. One of the factors 

that escalated people's actions in both novel and 

real life is the confinement placed upon both 

parties. In the novel the boys are stranded on a 

desert island, where they cannot escape each 

other or themselves. Most of humanity also is 

facing these issues right now as they are in 

H 
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lockdown as part of the response to Covid-19. 

This confinement has been proven to have had 

dire effects on people's mental health and has 

revealed the primal, selfish instincts within 

people as their survival impulse kicks in. 

The second and arguably scariest comparison 

between today's circumstance and Lord of the Flies 

is the behaviour of the power-hungry people who 

were in charge. In 2016, the USA's plane certainly 

crashed when Donald Trump was elected as 

President, and they have been stranded on that 

island ever since. Trump is mirrored in the book 

by Jack, they are both greedy, jealous and evil 

people whose privileged childhoods rear their 

ugly head when they fail to get their own way. As 

Trump exploits his power the rest of the free 

world watches on in horror, just as Piggy watches 

Jack destroy the island in the book. Even Ralph 

can't do much to stop the momentum of Jack's 

reign, although he tries his best to contest him. 

Thankfully in the USA the institution doesn't 

allow Trump to just do whatever he wants, but in 

other countries such as North Korea and Syria 

there are no “Ralphs” to contest the actions of 

their leaders. Their absolute power means their 

citizens live in total fear. In Lord of the Flies Jack 

exploits the boy’s fear of him to get his own way 

and suppresses any opposition to his actions. 

These similarities are very scary and considering 

that Golding was drawing from the leaders of 

1954 when he created Jack, it is worrying how 

little we have progressed in our choice of 

leadership. 

In 2016, the USA's plane 

certainly crashed when Donald 

Trump was elected as President, 

and they have been stranded on 

that island ever since. 

In conclusion, the novel Lord of the Flies holds 

strong parallels to our current day situation. Its 

characters show similar moral deterioration as 

the people looting stores and causing conflict 

worldwide. The book’s dictator Jack is a perfect 

representation of US President Donald Trump, 

they are both egotistical leaders who misuse their 

power to get their own way. The scary thing 

about these similarities is that there doesn't seem 

to be a rescue ship coming anytime soon to get 

us off the flaming island that is 2020. 

▲  ▼  ▲  

Map of your skin 
Annika Munro Y12 

igh school is supposedly the best time 

of our lives. We're young, we have the 

world ahead of us; we can do all the 

things our parents never could. We're expected 

to do well in studies, but also make the most of 

typical wild teenage activities, but also get a job, 

but also spend quality time with our family. If you 

ask me, it's a little much. Too many expectations 

and too many wild adventures. It's a fine line — 

a tightrope of stereotypes where leaning a little 

too far to one side sends you tumbling off into 

the abyss below. One side has you locking 

yourself in your room because the Internet is 

much more exciting than reality; the other side, 

not studying enough because you have far too 

many friends – who make some questionable 

decisions, considering you're all still underage. 

It's a line we all struggle to walk; by the time we 

master it we're already being shunted into the 

next stage of our lives.  

University is supposedly the best time of our 

lives. We're finally out of the hell that is high 

school and we're free to do whatever we want; 

with very responsible adults breathing down the 

back of our necks, of course. Some of us will 

drop out realizing it's not for us, and some of us 

will spend too long studying for a pretty fun 

H 
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degree - but we're only procrastinating 'real-life'; 

then all of a sudden, we realise that we'll have to 

sell our kidneys on the black market to pay back 

our student loans. It's a balance between 

partying, living our golden years to the fullest, 

and making sure we attend class just enough to 

catch at least half of the subject; because screw it, 

google exists for a reason. It's a path most of us 

survive relatively unscathed, and by the time we 

get to the end we're supposedly all set up for 

working life. 

It's a fine line — a tightrope of 

stereotypes where leaning a little 

too far to one side sends you 

tumbling off into the abyss 

below. 

This time, instead of being hurried along by our 

parents desperate for us to make a name for 

ourselves, we're thrown into a circus pit of 

juggling personal lives, relationships, and work. 

Look to your left and your best friend is getting 

married, look to your right and that one guy you 

knew from class is still going partying all night, 

just like the good old uni days, except those good 

old uni days were like seven years ago and oh god 

look at you, you're getting old. 

They say if you choose a job you love, you'll 

never have to work a day in your life. Some of us 

choose to take this advice; we work hard at what 

we love, and we move up the ranks until our 

salary is finally enough to live the comfortable 

life, the one we've all dreamed of. Others, well, 

not so much. They get lost – lost in those ranks, 

lost in a job never meant for them. Blindly 

following the only thing they've known – even 

when they get stuck in that tiny overlap of the 

Venn Diagram. One side happy, one side sad, the 

middle never really content. 

Maybe your quarter-life, third-life, mid-life crisis 

was the best thing that's ever happened to you, 

and now instead of working those long gruelling 

hours - you've moved on to something you truly 

enjoy. You've met someone and maybe you'll end 

up together, or maybe you won't — but at this 

point, your parents are breathing down your neck 

and the window for perfect life plans — 

marriage, kids, promotion, retire — is drawing 

near. This grey area is scary for a select few, they 

won't make it; too tangled in the ropes tying them 

to the past. But for the others, your parents, the 

pressure, the expectations — you rise at your 

own pace and before you know it you've come to 

the realization that maybe it's time to look at this 

person who's been with you this whole time and 

actually - maybe this is Them. 

Them. The idea of someone else being your exact 

match is one of controversy. Some choose to 

believe that if you're meant to be together, life 

will find a way. Others, well, they choose to 

believe in trust and communication – no matter 

how many times things come crumbling down, 

they'll work it out. 

And perhaps the whole made for each other 

thing is bullsh*t. The idea of soulmates doesn't 

cover the blood, the sweat, or the tears one must 

put into caring about someone else. But despite 

all that — you've had your moments, together - 

burned into your brain that you'll remember 

forever, no matter what. 

The two of you have had your fair share of 

arguments, who hasn't? But time – time is the 

only thing you'll never get back; you've already 

spent so much of your life together, and if that 

isn't worth anything, then really, what is? 

Sometimes the weight of the future will get to 

you. It's inevitable we lose something, or 

someone. But the amazing thing about being 

human – is that no one can take the memories 

that we treasure most. 

Perhaps they're unconventional. Perhaps your 

closest friends are not who people expect. 

Perhaps you chose a different path to what 

others expect you to take. But look to your wrist, 

to those tiny blue veins that crisscross your skin 
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like a map of tiny dirt roads paving their way 

across the hard rock of the earth. Look to those, 

and remember, what you're really made of. 

Trace those veins back — back to the protein 

responsible for transporting oxygen through 

your blood — to the four tiny iron atoms, each 

binding to an oxygen. Trace it back to the only 

place that iron is naturally formed - in the cores 

of stars, ten times larger than our own. Realise, 

that in the end – the memories, the feelings of 

each other- 

Are all we carry with us, as we become the 

beginning  

of a new solar system. 

▲  ▼  ▲  

Bong Joon-Ho’s style – Parasite/Snowpiercer (for Close Viewing)

Tom Lewis Y13 

ong Joon-Ho shouldn’t be put into a 

box. He isn’t a genre filmmaker, nor an 

Asian or South Korean filmmaker. He is 

plainly and simply, a film maker. He makes films 

which bend and cross multiple genres, inspired 

by films from across the history of cinema. He’s 

artistically flexible enough to make a whimsical, 

fantasy/dystopia film about a young girl rescuing 

her best friend, a genetically modified super pig 

from an evil corporation, to then immediately 

switch to making a grounded, black 

comedy/thriller about the increasing global class 

divide. As varied as his filmography is, all of his 

films have a very socially conscious edge, with 

strong themes and messages centred around 

class, politics, animal abuse, and climate change. 

He also utilises the most basic of techniques 

around composition, dialogue, and motifs within 

those, to the maximum of their potential, 

showing complete mastery over the language of 

cinema and building on everything that has come 

before. His style is deeply influenced by classic 

Hollywood film conventions (established by 

directors such as Hitchcock, Fellini, and 

Kurosawa) while also subverting those 

conventions and modernising them. One of the 

most consistent elements of his style is his quick 

and abrupt tonal shifts, where the film suddenly 

shifts genre or mood in order to move beyond 

the confines of one genre or style. This flexibility 

and modern updating of the basics is what makes 

his style so intriguing, and so effective between 

his different films. Themes and ideas are the 

bedrock on which Bong builds his films on, using 

film techniques to communicate them visually 

and audibly. 

Two scenes which demonstrate his skill with the 

basics would be the climatic confrontation 

between Curtis and Wilford in Snowpiercer, and 

the montage leading up to the entire Kim family 

being employed by the Parks in Parasite. These 

sequences have strong use of the simplest 

cinematographic techniques, employ dialogue to 

concisely convey character, and uses the mis en 

scene to visualise character, plot, and meaning.  

Cinematography 

Bong Joon-Ho makes films that utilise the most 

basic techniques of cinematography to their 

maximum potential, for symbolic and storytelling 

purposes. The beauty of cinematography is in the 

way, if done right, it can be completely 

unnoticeable, while still enhancing and 

completing the overall story and viewing 

experience. Cinematography allows a director to 

immerse the audience in the world of the film, 

with the camera, and specific techniques and uses 

of the camera, being a window into the movie. It 

shapes our thoughts and feelings regarding the 

plot, characters, and themes, often without the 

viewer even noticing. The most subtle, basic 

techniques, ones taught in intermediate school 

such as angles, movement, wide shots and close 

B 
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ups, are employed with skill and subtlety by Bong 

Joon Ho to create depth and meaning. Within 

Parasite and Snowpiercer, there are two main motifs 

that carry a huge amount of meaning within the 

composition and cinematography of the films 

In Snowpiercer, this is that the film is shot in terms 

of our main characters clear goal – get from the 

left of the frame, to the right. The left represents 

the back section of the train (the underclass), and 

the right represents the engine of the train (the 

upper class). For example, whenever Curtis is 

forced to make a character defining choice, the 

way this choice is expressed is through him 

looking from left, to right, his choice between his 

lowly roots or his lofty goal of revolution. Every 

choice he faces is a variation on this simple basis. 

When Curtis is confronted with one of his first 

major choices – he looks to his left where he sees 

that he could save his friend from the trains 

military who have slaughtered his allies, and then 

to his right, where he knows he could capture 

Mason, one of Wilford’s subordinates who could 

lead them through the train. In this moment, he 

chooses left over right, moving forward over his 

lowly roots. It may cause him pain, but he 

chooses right over left consistently, 

demonstrating how driven and committed to the 

cause he is. This motif shows his growth as a 

character in the final scene, as even though his 

end goal may be in front of him, he must still look 

back behind him, and in the end, make a different 

choice than the black and white options ahead of 

him. Bong Joon Ho shoots Curtis’ climactic 

choice between becoming the person he has 

fought against the whole movie or destroying the 

train with a strong emphasis on the thematic 

element of the scene. The visual style makes the 

scene feel less about the specific plot elements, 

and more about the character and thematic 

importance of the choice. The profile shots of 

Curtis inside the engine represents this choice, 

Wilford tempting and taunting him to his right, 

and to his left, where the audience knows 

Namgoong and Yona are ready to blow a hole in 

the side of the train. The choice Curtis makes 

relies on the cinematography to give it meaning 

too. The whole film, he is trapped within the thin, 

walled prison of the train, only able to travel 

forward and backwards within the train (or left 

and right in the frame). This is, until he chooses 

to destroy the world he knows and blow out the 

side of the train, to move laterally for the first 

time.  

 

 

The careful, deliberate nature of this 

cinematographic motif is designed by Joon-Ho 

to be a depiction of Curtis’ character, and his 

clear, consistent goal of getting to the front from 

the back. The horizontal move at the end of the 

film is an indication of how far he has come- 

when he achieves his goal, and realises that if he 

takes control of the train the class system he 

came to disrupt will have to continue and he 

destroys it, he also moves visually in a new 

direction.  

Lines are used to visually distance 

the poor and the rich, and to 

show the class divide critiqued 

throughout the film. 
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In Parasite, a similar visual motif exists, regarding 

the “line” separating the haves from the have-

nots. Environmental, compositional, and 

invisible lines are used to visually distance the 

poor and the rich, and to show the class divide 

critiqued throughout the film. When Ki-Taek 

goes to pick up Mr Kim for the first time and sits 

down in his office, he is divided away from Mr 

Kim by a transparent line which bisects the frame 

vertically.  

 

This is one clear example of the “crossing the 

line” motif used throughout the film. In this 

moment, Ki-Taek is in an unfamiliar location, 

pretending that he belongs, and this feeling of 

disconnection is also communicated through the 

visual separation. Within a scene in a car, where 

Ki-taek is working as a driver for Mr Kim, they 

are positioned diagonally across from one 

another, and the camera cuts from Ki-Taek’s left 

side, to Mr Kim’s right side as they talk, as well 

as having shots looking back down the car where 

Ki-Taek is on the left and Mr Kim on the right, 

on opposite sides of the frame. The cutting 

pattern establishes the space of the scene, and the 

individual shots continue to clearly separate Mr 

Kim from Ki-taek, or the rich from the poor.  

 

During the course of the conversation, Ki-Taek 

says the line, in reference to Mr Kim’s wife, “still, 

you love her, right?”. As he says this, the camera 

switches up the pattern and sweeps from Ki-

Taek’s face to Mr Kim, breaking the geography 

of the scene and shattering the invisible “line” 

between characters. With this sudden change, 

Bong Joon-Ho has clearly shown that Ki-Taek 

has almost crossed the line, referencing a line of 

dialogue Mr Kim said earlier in the scene. At the 

core of Bong Joon-ho’s style are moments like 

these- moments where the 

camerawork/cinematography are used to 

communicate his themes and ideas to the 

audience in a crystal clear, visual way.  

Dialogue 

Dialogue in Bong Joon-Ho’s films is never used 

purely for exposition or plot purposes. It all 

serves a higher purpose of contributing towards 

the film’s themes and developing character. 

Manipulation through dialogue is also a common 

thread in Bong Joon Ho’s films, which relates 

back to his common themes of class divides, as 

often the manipulation is done by a character of 

a lower/higher class to another person of 

lower/higher class.  

In Snowpiercer, the climax isn’t necessarily the 

huge action scene, though with the derailment of 

the train there is one, the climax is the 

conversation between Curtis (the leader of the 

uprising), and Wilford (the train’s designer). The 

dialogue in this scene is used to express their 

ideological conflict, and the manipulating nature 

of Wilford as he tries to get Curtis to take his 

place. The themes expressed in this scene are the 

film’s overall themes, and the dialogue conveys 

them concisely to the audience. At the beginning 

of the scene, Wilford establishes his perspective 

which has thus far defined the train – “Curtis, 

everyone has their own preordained position... 

and everyone is in it. Except you.” This is the 

mentality the film is actively protesting – that 

people stuck in their places with no limited 

mobility is a flawed system. The film’s belief is 

also Curtis’s belief, as he retorts back with “that’s 

what people in the best place say to the people in 

the worst place. There’s not a soul on this train 

who wouldn’t trade places with you.” This 

dialogue works to forward the plot, but its 
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primary purpose is to show these characters’ 

values, and the conflict that naturally flows 

between them. Their perspectives have both 

been shaped by their upbringings, and they show 

this verbally. With their dialogue, Bong Joon Ho 

is pitting two warring ideologies against each 

other, and asking the audience to choose, as he 

makes Curtis do the same. The thing about 

dialogue is however, when we watch a film, we 

(generally) sympathise with the main character. 

We follow their journey; we know their thoughts 

and beliefs. So, we root for Curtis in this 

moment, we root for his beliefs, which is exactly 

what Bong Joon Ho wants us to do. This is why 

the moment later in the scene works so well. 

Curtis is almost persuaded to join Wilford, until 

it is shown to him that he uses children to 

maintain the engine. We, the audience, are as 

repulsed as Curtis is by this, and Wilford’s 

dialogue does nothing to defend himself. “The 

engine lasts forever but not so all of its parts. 

Thank goodness the Tail Section has 

manufactured a steady supply of kids.” 

“The engine lasts forever but not 

so all of its parts. Thank 

goodness the Tail Section has 

manufactured a steady supply of 

kids.” 

 The dialogue is used to show exactly how 

reprehensible Wilford and his system truly is, as 

we root for Curtis to destroy the system. But as 

we root for that, we are aware that this is an 

exaggerated version of our own system. We hear 

the dialogue, but we also understand it, and those 

are two different things. Understanding the 

dialogue in this scene is understanding that 

children are also victims of capitalism – and we 

don’t have the chance to blow up a train and end 

the pain. Bong might not be calling us to action, 

but he is calling us to thought. To think about the 

conflict of ideas, and how real conflict is defined 

by that. This is one of the main purposes of 

dialogue in Bong Joon Ho’s films – to get the 

audience to interact with the movie on a thematic 

and intellectual level.  

In Parasite, dialogue is used within the montage 

to manipulate the Park family and demonstrate 

that these characters feel as if they have no ability 

to move upward socially except through using 

deceit and manipulation. Within the montage, the 

Kim family feed Ms Park a script, a falsified story 

about her housekeeper having tuberculosis. In 

this, Joon Ho shows us dialogue being used as a 

weapon against the rich and uses speech to 

expand on established character traits/beliefs. 

Within the montage, Ki-Taek controls and 

manipulates Ms Park with his monologue, which 

appears at first to be an off the cuff story, but 

then is shown to be a heavily rehearsed speech, 

written by Ki-Woo for the express purpose of 

getting Ms Park to fire her housekeeper. Ki-Taek 

starts his speech nervously, slowly building up to 

his point and withholding his information under 

the pretence of being respectful, until he has built 

up enough curiosity in Ms Park that she tells him 

to go ahead. Then, with her full permission, he 

releases his carefully planned speech, cutting 

between him speaking to Ms Park in the present 

and him rehearsing it in the past. “What was it – 

active pulmonary tuberculosis.” The Kim’s are 

cunning enough to even predict Ms Park’s 

response to this – “Do people still get TB?” In 

this moment, the characters’ devious use of 

dialogue is also Joon-Ho’s manipulation, as he 

uses this exchange to reinforce stereotypes 

around the character archetypes to the audience. 

The poor man is now exactly as scheming and 

lying as the upper class paints them, and the rich 

woman is exactly as naïve as the lower class often 

say. Ms Park’s naivety is even reinforced later on 

in the film with Moon-Gwang’s line “She’s nice 

because she’s rich”. In society, rich people are 

afforded the right to be naïve and trusting with 

their privilege, while people in poverty are 

depicted by richer folk as liars, or people who are 

deserving of their place. By using the dialogue in 
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the montage to remind the viewers of this, we 

understand what the characters are representing, 

and how society has informed their depiction. 

Bong Joon Ho’s dialogue is used in all his films 

to not only show character and plot, but to tie in 

our knowledge from the wider world into the 

film and appreciate his themes and ideas more 

deeply. His style relies on these ideas, and so he 

knows that in order to communicate them to the 

audience, the audience must be thinking in terms 

of the wider context as well as the specific plot of 

the film.  

Production Design 

 

The production design of a film refers to the 

environments surrounding the characters of the 

movie, the set decoration, buildings, and props. 

When used skilfully, it can inform every element 

of the film visually showing things about 

character, plot, and themes through 

environmental storytelling, design elements, or 

specific props used. Bong Joon Ho utilises mis 

en scene as another visual element of his stories, 

showing character, themes, and progression 

within his stories.  

In Snowpiercer, the set design is extremely varied, 

but important to the film as Bong Joon Ho 

visually show the class distinctions between 

different sections of the train. For example, the 

poor, back section of the train is dilapidated and 

brutalist, showing its use through bunk beds 

piled high, barren walls, and a deeply grey/black 

colour scheme. Rusty barrels are recycled as baby 

cradles, clothes no longer have colour, and the 

age of the area is clearly seen. Every surface is 

coated with dust and grime and no space is left 

unused.  

The production design used for this area of the 

train in the beginning of the film is intentional in 

the way in which it evokes poverty and is crafted 

to contrast against the higher-class areas in the 

latter parts of the film. The time we spend in this 

area, with the homogeneous looking 

environment makes the audience shares the 

desire of the characters, as they also want to 

move somewhere more visually interesting and 

escape the dirt and dust of the tail section.  This 

makes the final confrontation between Curtis 

and Wilford have a greater impact, as the 

audience clearly sees the stark contrast between 

the tail section and the engine room, the two 

areas furthest apart in wealth and distance. In the 

engine room, the production design references 

the ornate fixtures/flooring from English manor 

houses, and the unnecessary grandeur of private 

jets. Snowpiercer’s production designer Ondřej 

Nekvasil said that “we wanted it to be 

overwrought, because it’s nonsense. All these 

cars are too heavy, too ornate, too decorated, and 

the rest of the train has to be lighter because of 

these cars.” The front section cars are too 

luxurious and unnecessarily so, to contrast to the 

tail end cars and their sparsity.  

 

Wilford’s car especially makes no practical sense, 

but instead informs his character and the themes 

of the film. Earlier on in the film, we see a 

documentary with Wilford as a child, boasting 

about how he plans to make a railway which 

travels the entire world. In his engine car, he has 

imported the flooring from that house he grew  
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up in into the train, showing subtly to the 

audience that he might still be childlike in the 

pursuit of that dream. He prefers to stay in his 

recreation of his childhood manor, tending to his 

precious engine, instead of truly caring about the 

humanity on his train. Bong Joon Ho is trying to 

tell us something here in relation to his wider 

theme of class divides in this film with the 

contrast between Wilford’s environment and the 

tail section. Wilford seems to have not grown up 

– he can continue to live in the comfort and 

peace he has enjoyed all his life, with his only 

worries being maintaining the engine. However, 

children in the tail section are not as lucky, and 

must grow up as soon as possible if they are to 

survive. They get no creature comforts, which is 

true in real life as well. Joon Ho is showing the 

audience the difference between privilege and 

poverty, and how exactly that impacts kids – and 

the adults they grow into. It’s no mistake that 

children taken from the tail section maintain the 

engine, the source of all power for the train. The 

wealth and opulence of the front is maintained 

and fuelled by the children of the tail, which is 

exactly how capitalism functions, with much of 

our consumerism catered to with child labour. 

Our system is fundamentally and irrevocably 

unequal, which is what Bong Joon Ho 

demonstrates.  

In Parasite, Bong also uses production design to 

highlight the gap between the wealthy and the 

poor, contrasting the two family residences by 

their different furnishings, positions, and design. 

During the montage showing the family scheme 

to get their mother employed as their 

housekeeper, a conversation occurs between Ki-

Jeong and Ms Park, where Bong cuts between the 

two residences. This is a perfect way to show the 

disparity between their living conditions and 

inform the character motivations of Ki-Taek and 

his family visually. The Parks’ house is very 

deliberately created to be seemingly above 

everything, with no visible skyline, large amounts 

of natural light, and the natural environment all 

leading up towards the house.  

Sunlight is a commodity in large, overcrowded 

cities, and for the Parks to have such a monopoly 

on it is a very telling sign of wealth. Bong Joon 

Ho was very particular when creating the set for 

the house, as he wanted it to face the sun as much 

as possible, so that natural light could light the 

scenes as much as possible, compared to the 

fluorescent lighting for the Kims’ home. Within 

the Parks’ house, the set decoration, furnishings, 

and art, were all chosen around their clean lines 

(part of the line motif within the film), and also 

their cost. For example, the rubbish bin, a 

background, unimportant object, cost $2,300. 

The lights and furniture were all commissioned 

for the film by a prestigious South Korean 

designer, and the living room incorporates a 

$12,000 piece of artwork into the wall. The 

expense of the set decoration may seem 

unimportant, but it builds the impression to the 

viewer that these items feel expensive, adding to 

the depth of the film’s design. If Bong makes us 

feel the wealth of the family subconsciously, we 

as an audience are more committed and 

immersed in the world the film creates. All the 

sunlight, abundant wealth, and clean modernist 

aesthetics in the Parks’ house combine to make 

the audience feel and truly understand the wealth 

of the family.  
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To compare that to the Kims’ house, they live in 

a semibasement, a common dwelling in South 

Korea which is half below the surface and half 

above, with small windows high up on the walls 

looking out onto footpaths. Thematically, living 

in a semibasement shows the two families could 

not be further apart in terms of wealth (which 

also reflects Snowpiercer’s divide between tail 

section and engine).  The semibasement also 

cruelly taunts the family with sunlight, as they still 

get 15-30 minutes of sun a day, representing that 

they believe they still have hope. The Kims’ 

house is also filled to the brim with objects, not 

showing wealth, but instead showing the 

cramped living conditions the family endures, 

where no space can be wasted. The production 

design for the Kims’ fills the frame with everyday 

household objects, stacked and piled on top of 

one another, socks hanging from the ceiling, the 

detritus of everyday living strewn around the 

rooms. Smell is a key feature of semibasement 

living, but as smell isn’t able to be conveyed 

through a screen, the production design team and 

Bong Joon Ho used worn down, old objects to 

show the same level of use. Joon Ho states in an 

interview with Vulture that “they (the production 

design team) used materials that carried the wear 

and grime from ten, twenty years of use. You 

have to feel that from the beginning through 

images, since you can’t convey it through smell.” 

As the conversation between Ki-Jeong and Ms 

Park plays out, we cut between the two spaces. 

This is the first time in the film we see the two 

homes beside each other, and it allows Bong 

Joon Ho to impactfully show us the class divide 

he critiques throughout the movie  

 

Conclusion 

To conclude, Bong Joon Ho utilises basic 

techniques to simply and seemingly effortlessly 

visually show his themes, ideas, and characters 

through cinematography/composition, 

production design and dialogue. He is constantly 

communicating ideas subtly to the audience, as 

his drive to share his opinions around social 

issues through cinema is obvious. The pacing and 

fluidity of his films is also how he thinks, how he 

articulates his thoughts. It would be difficult to 

come out of a Bong Joon Ho film not thinking 

about the exact concepts he wants you to think 

about; the preciseness of his style is in such a way. 

He is incredibly successful at drawing the viewer 

into the world of the film, of grasping them and 

saying, “Don’t look away, you might miss 

something”. His use of techniques and close 

attention to detail all inform his main goal, of 

sharing his socially and politically conscious 

ideals while telling a gripping and engaging story. 

However, techniques and the way Joon-Ho uses 

them to incredible effect only scratches the 

surface of the possible analysis which could be 

made of his films. I believe he is a filmmaker who 

will be looked back on as one of the masters in 

the same class as the classics he has built his style 

upon such as 

Hitchcock, Scorsese, 

and Kurosawa.  
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Twilight and Mormonism (for Critical Text) 
Hannah Smith Y13  

hen authors write, they draw on their 

own personal experiences and 

beliefs, and these are always a part of 

their stories, whether they did it consciously or 

not. As readers, it’s helpful to know about the 

author’s backgrounds in order to critique and 

read into their texts. After reading and studying 

Stephanie Meyer’s worldwide phenomenon the 

Twilight saga, I have come to the conclusion that 

her religious background reflects the way she 

views and writes about society, therefore, the way 

the Twilight saga is written coincides with her 

religious and political views.  

While analysing different critics' opinions and 

how they see the relation between religion and 

the saga, I found most critics agreed with my 

hypothesis, all with differing levels of depth and 

understanding of the Mormon faith and 

simultaneously the Twilight saga. The two main 

critics I focused on were Birgit Hofstatter, who 

represents the University of Contemporary 

History, and Edwin B Anaraudin, who is 

affiliated with the School of Information and 

Library Science. Both of these critics agree with 

my hypothesis, but Hofstatter had a deeper 

understanding of the Twilight saga and it’s lore, 

while Anaraudin was more interested in the 

religious aspects, specifically the Mormon faith, 

which Stephanie Meyer is a devout member of. 

By understanding that Meyer’s 

religious beliefs influence her 

writing, we can identify the 

conservative undertones in the 

series. 

By understanding that Meyer’s religious beliefs 

influence her writing, we can identify the 

conservative undertones in the series. This is 

particularly important for such popular and 

influential texts such as Twilight as audiences can 

compare their belief systems to Meyer’s and 

decide whether the ideas in the text align with 

their morals, therefore whether they want to 

continue investing time or money into them.  

Edwin. B Anaraudin wrote that “through 

learning the basic beliefs that, from a young age, 

are taught to Latter Day Saints, one is able to 

comprehend why every facet of a Mormon’s 

existence should be shaped by one’s obedience to 

the church’s tenets.” He goes on to explain the 

Articles of Faith demand ‘only creations that are 

virtuous, lovely, of good report or praiseworthy.’ 

This leads us to believe that if Stephanie Meyer is 

every bit the ‘devout Mormon’ she claims to be 

in her unofficial bio and in interviews, she could 

not betray her faith even in her writing, as that 

would be considered ceasing to adhere to the 

strict procedures of the Mormon church. 

Anaraudin clearly agrees with my hypothesis but 

believes audiences will not be able to see it is true 

unless we first learn about the faith that 

influences the author. For example, once we 

understand what Mormons believe about rebirth 

after baptism, we see those themes deeply 

influenced Meyer when she wrote about Bella 

Swan, the human protagonist when she became 

a vampire. The first step in the process of 

someone being baptized is that they are visited by 

missionaries and members of the church 

frequently to make sure they know exactly what 

Mormonism entails. Before Bella becomes a 

vampire, the Cullens, who are the vampire family 

she becomes a part of, spend at least a year 

making sure she is very aware of exactly what she 

is getting into by choosing to be ‘born again.’ For 

example, Carlisle explains to Bella that one 

consequence of becoming a vampire is to lose 

your human soul. “Bella, Edward believes he has lost 

his soul.” I immediately thought of Edward’s words this 

afternoon: unless you want to die- or whatever it is that we 

do. “That’s the real problem, isn’t it?” I guessed. “That’s 

why this is so difficult for him.” “If you believed as he does- 

W 
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could you take away his soul?” Carlisle spoke slowly. The 

way he phrased his question thwarted my answer.”  

An excerpt from the Doctrine and Covenants, an 

important manifestation in the Church of the 

Latter Day Saints, says that if the person being 

baptized, or ‘reborn’, into the church is ‘willing 

to take upon them the name of Jesus Christ, 

having a determination to serve him until the 

end’ then they can become a part of the faith. The 

church also believes when reborn, you are given 

an entire new internal make up, which is exactly 

what happens during the change from human to 

vampire. One of the primary traits of vampires is 

that they are immortal, and throughout the saga, 

Edward, the vampire whom Bella is in a 

relationship with, puts a lot of emphasis on this 

idea. “Once I change you, you can’t go back.” Edward 

whispered in my ear. “I know, you’ve told me that 

enough.” I replied stubbornly, leaning closer. He sighed. 

“Isn’t it enough just to have a long, happy life with me?”  

The emphasis on ‘until the end’ starts out as a 

warning to Bella, that once she is changed there 

is no going back apart from death, much like 

there is very little way to back out of the Mormon 

faith without ‘becoming dead to’ the members of 

the Church. Once Bella is changed, ‘until the end’ 

and ‘forever’ take on a more symbolic and 

romantic meaning for Bella and Edward after 

Bella has been ‘reborn.’ 

The argument Anaraudin poses as to how we can 

only understand how Meyer’s religious 

background influences her work after we have 

learnt about the religion would be respected by 

other critics, for example Birgit Hofstatter, the 

other critic I studied, who states at the start of 

her thesis that in order to gain an understanding 

of the characters and relationships in Twilight, it 

is prudent to learn that Stephanie Meyer is a 

practicing Mormon, and to go further would be 

to gain a deep and informed understanding of the 

Mormon faith. Personally, I completely agree 

with Anaraudin’s perspective. Before I read his 

paper, the reason I made the assumption that 

Meyer’s religious background influenced her 

writing was because of some of the basic things I 

knew about Mormonism, such as the 

heteronormative and gender binary norms and 

how these are represented in Twilight. However 

after gaining a greater grasp on some of the 

specifics of the Mormon faith and their values, it 

became a lot easier for me to be sure of my 

hypothesis and make deeper connections and 

criticisms of the text. This reflects how 

understanding an author’s religious or political 

beliefs can enhance the experience of reading 

their work, because we as readers can identify 

themes from their beliefs amongst the characters 

and the plot. This is important because it 

completely changes the experience of reading. If 

you share beliefs with the author, it might make 

the experience even more enjoyable for you. If 

you do not, it can make you as a reader think 

about whether you want to continue reading, 

whether this is something you want to invest 

money in if it goes against your morals. It can also 

influence the way we read other texts. If you have 

read one text with a deeper understanding of the 

author’s background, it may encourage you to 

read more like that, knowing it’s the way to go 

about deciding if you’re really sure you enjoy a 

text or know what it’s about.  

The emphasis on ‘until the end’ 

starts out as a warning to Bella, 

that once she is changed there is 

no going back apart from death, 

much like there is very little way 

to back out of the Mormon faith 

without ‘becoming dead to’ the 

members of the Church. 

Birgit Hofstatter stated that the characters of the 

Twilight saga are not introduced as outright 

Mormons, more like averagely Chirstian with 

religious roots. However, with a deeper 

understanding of the Mormon faith and analysis 

of the text, the Mormon themes are very 
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prominent. The author read Jon Karkauer’s 

Under the Banner of Heaven, a non-fiction book 

about how Mormonism was conceived and a 

double murder committed in the name of God 

by two Mormons. She read this in order to gain 

an understanding of Mormonism. She reports to 

start with that the Mormon church “requires 

chastity, forbids abortions, frowns on 

contraception, and teach that Mormon couples 

have a sacred duty to give birth to as many 

children as they can support.” These are a few of 

the basic, strict requirements of being a part of 

the Mormon faith. To anyone who has read the 

Twilight saga, straight away it is obvious these 

themes are prevalent in Bella and Edward’s story, 

wherein Edward refuses to have sex before 

marriage. “Stop trying to take your clothes off,” he 

breathed, and I sat up, silent, watching him as he followed 

suit. “You-you-” I couldn’t form the words. 

Embarrassing. “If you can’t-” “Believe me, I want to,” 

he cut me off quietly, taking my hand, his golden eyes 

serious as he watched me. “I just want to be married to 

you first.”  Another example is when Bella 

becomes pregnant with her half vampire, half 

human daughter Renesmee, she refuses to get an 

abortion despite the serious chance going 

through with the pregnancy could destroy her. 

“Carlisle, why haven’t you done anything?” Jacob growled, 

his eyes flicking away from my stomach towards where 

Carlisle and Esme stood. “Take it out of her!” “No,” I 

cut him off, my voice stronger in comparison to how it had 

felt yesterday. “It isn’t his decision,” I said to Jacob. 

Edward looked away. “It isn’t any of your decisions. It’s 

mine.” Hofstatter also mentions that the Mormon 

church has quite a history of racism.  

“The white race has a divinely ordained 

supremacy over all other races”' is written into 

the Mormon scriptures. This is a very detectable 

theme when focused on one of the two male 

protagonists, Jacob Black, his family and his 

tribe, who are native American. Members of the 

tribe, including Jacob, are werewolves. Only 

Native tribe members have the wolf magic in 

their blood and this is a point of pride for them. 

For Hofstatter it brought up the question of 

Stephanie Meyer’s view on Jacob and his race. It 

did for me too, and I wonder if she has been 

taught from a young age that the white race has a 

supremacy over all others. Did she consciously or 

subconsciously write the only native American 

characters in her story as literal animals, an insult 

to Native Americans and belief that is widely held 

by white supremacists?  

Did she consciously or 

subconsciously write the only 

native American characters in her 

story as literal animals, an insult 

to Native Americans and belief 

that is widely held by white 

supremacists? 

It's undeniable if you have read the saga that the 

Native American characters are demonised in 

comparison to the white characters. One 

example of this is that “For Mormons, choice of 

language is key to portraying a positive image- 

profane, vulgar or crude language, and off-colour 

jokes are offensive to the Lord” (Anaraurdin). 

The only characters in the series who are ever 

heard cursing are Jacob and his friends. “Jacob let 

out a stream of profanities under his breath, and I glared 

at him. He just grinned, unabashed, at me.” The idea 

that the Cullens are superior is shown with status 

amongst humans too. Jacob lives on his tribe’s 

reservation just with his father, Billy, who is 

physically disabled and a tribe leader. In contrast, 

the Cullens are a large family who live together in 

a big house, and their father, Carlisle, is a highly 

respected surgeon, earning them great wealth. 

Being aware of Meyer’s Mormon beliefs and 

understanding them enables us as readers to 

identify the racism in her writing. By becoming 

aware of the racism in the book that is tied to 

Meyer’s Mormon beliefs, the reader may 

question the imaginary world Meyer creates.  
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Not only are the Cullens a large 

family (something that Mormons 

strive for), and all monogamous 

in heterosexual relationships, but 

there is not even an implication 

of anyone being anything other 

than heterosexual in the Twilight 

saga. 

Hofstatter proves other Mormon themes such as 

heteronormativity are very clearly part of the 

saga. Not only are the Cullens a large family 

(something that Mormons strive for), and all 

monogamous in heterosexual relationships, but 

there is not even an implication of anyone being 

anything other than heterosexual in the Twilight 

saga. This is very relevant considering what 

Mormons are taught about homosexuality: the 

law of chastity of the LDS church states “sexual 

relations are proper only between a man and his 

wife.” In principal, homosexuality is ignored, not 

talked about or valid in any way amongst the 

Mormon faith. Hofstatter pointed out that even 

if you go far enough back, vampires were often 

used as a metaphor for AIDS in many places. 

This means that the Cullens, who only drink 

animal blood, go as far as to not have any form 

of homosexual contact, because they don’t bite 

humans, therefore anyone of the same gender as 

them. Even when they change Bella, only 

Edward is encouraged to be the one to do it. 

“Edward isn’t the only one who could change me,” I spoke 

to Carlisle, looking hopefully up at him from the bench 

where I sat. “Alice said-”  

“Oh, no,” Carlisle said firmly. “That is something you 

must sort out with Edward. It is not anyone else’s 

business!” The saga clearly relies on and reinforces 

the heteronormativity of Meyer’s Mormon faith, 

or else Bella’s change and some of the 

relationships would have been very different, and 

Meyer would have potentially betrayed her faith.  

Hofstatter points out the gender binary norm, or 

sexism, has also always been a part of the Church 

of the Latter Day saints, and this is represented 

within the three protagonists: Bella, Jacob and 

Edward. “Jacob and Edward, werewolf and 

vampire respectively, represent the male sex for 

the protaganists. Both are strong, fast, 

unbeatable, often violent and respected amongst 

their communities. Bella, who represents the 

female sex, is deemed fragile, weak, clumsy and 

reserved very early on.” Even Bella and Edward’s 

relationship dynamic carries Mormon ideals – 

“Edward is the strong, protective, almost father 

figure to Bella, and in return Bella fully embraces 

the role of a woman: motherhood.” (Hofstatter) 

Edward and Bella ‘fulfill their mormon destiny’ 

by becoming parents and raising their child in 

their equivalent of the faith. Despite there being 

representation of strong female characters in the 

saga, such as Rosalie, Alice, Esme and Leah, 

these are all characters who aren’t human. They 

are vampires or werewolves, and only once Bella 

has been reborn as a vampire is she strong 

physically. The argument Hofstatter poses about 

the detectable Mormon themes in Twilight is 

easy to see is true after a deeper study of the 

Mormon religion. This viewpoint is not only held 

by Hofstatter, but many critics who have studied 

the Twilight saga, such as Mia Lovheim and 

Ivonova Evgenia, both of whom are published 

critics who have made connections in their 

religious studies to Twilight. I personally 

completely agree with all of Hofstatter’s 

statements and connections she has made to the 

Twilight saga that I have reiterated. Hofstatter 

agrees with my hypothesis in its entirety, making 

multiple relevant connections in her thesis to 

how the Mormon faith has influenced Meyer’s 

writing in the saga. By reading Meyer's work with 

an awareness of her Mormon faith, we can 

identify the troubling conservatism of this text 

that otherwise we as readers may not be aware of.  

After summarising two critiques relating to 

Stephanie Meyer’s religious background and how 
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this affects her world view and writing, I have 

come to the conclusion that if you have an 

understanding of the Mormon faith, it’s 

relevance to the Twilight saga is unmistakable. 

Both Edwin B. Anaurdin and Birgit Hofstatter 

underwent study of the Mormon faith before 

being able to make these connections. Stephanie 

Meyer draws a clear line between ‘good’ and ‘bad’ 

vampires in her story. The ‘good’ vampires, the 

Cullens, are the only of the vampires to conform 

to the Mormon norms and ideals. In the Twilight 

saga, just like the in the Church of the Latter Day 

Saints, becoming apart of the faith is considered 

‘being reborn,’ queerness is marginalised, 

heteosexuality and the gender binary norm are 

propagated, there is established hierarchy and 

elitism amongst species and humans, particularly 

in the power relation between the two male 

protagonists, and this hierarchy is strengthened 

in associating superiority with higher education 

and wealth. Both critics I studied agreed with my 

hypothesis, so I can conclude that I made a 

perceptive and logical statement, and that 

Stephanie Meyer’s religious 

background reflects the way she 

views and writes about society, 

therefore the way the Twilight saga is 

written coincides with her religious 

and political views. By reading 

Meyer’s work this way, drawing on 

an in-depth knowledge of her religious 

background can make us as readers sensitive to 

some of the more troubling aspects of the series, 

such as the racism, heteronormativity and gender 

binaries. There is so much value in having the 

ability to compare our own belief systems to the 

ones within influential works such as Stephanie 

Meyer’s, and ask ourselves if we agree with her 

Mormon principles and how they’re expressed 

through Twilight, or not.  

There is so much value in having 

the ability to compare our own 

belief systems to the ones within 

influential works such as 

Stephanie Meyer’s, and ask 

ourselves if we agree with her 

Mormon principles and how 

they’re expressed through 

Twilight, or not. 

When authors write, they draw on their own 

personal experiences and beliefs, and these are 

always a part of their stories, whether they are 

added consciously or not. As readers, it is helpful 

to know about the authors’ backgrounds in order 

to understand their texts and decide if we really 

do agree with what they’re saying. 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Anti-heroes in 21st century film and television (for Connections) 
Hongyu Huang Y13  

he 21st century has ushered in the rise of 

the global economy, the beginning of 

climate change and the rise in power of 

private enterprises. Society has been greatly 

affected by the worldwide use of the internet, 

with social media becoming the new face to face 

form of communication. Humans have become 

more socially introverted as the dependence on 

social media increases, with loneliness at an all-

time high. Many films released recently explore 

the core principles of what it is to live in the 

present-day. The films that I have analysed are all 

character studies. Firstly, Vince Gilligan’s 

Breaking Bad following the rise of chemistry 

teacher Walter White to the fearsome Heisenberg 

reigning over his vast meth empire. Todd Philip’s 

Joker, which shows the backstory of a failed 

comedian Arthur Fleck as he descends into the 

persona known as the Joker. Dan Gilroy’s 

Nightcrawler is an iconic example of a depiction 

T 
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of a sociopath, Lou Bloom, and David Fincher’s 

The Social Network, a biographical story of 

Mark Zuckerberg's creation and rise of 

Facebook. All these films have instances of anti-

heroes, a morally ambiguous character central to 

the story that lacks conventional heroic 

attributes, representing the new age. These 

characters hold up a mirror to the century and 

find in their reflection a universe that is at best 

broken and at worse rotten. Each representing 

the ethical dilemma of living in the 21st century.  

The free market economy we live in today has 

created a society where profits are the foremost 

aim of companies. Vince Gilligan and David 

Fincher are exploring these capitalist objectives 

by internalising it through individual characters. 

Breaking Bad and The Social Network are 

both prime examples of this, with characters that 

care most about earning profits above all else, 

even if having to operate unethically. Both these 

characters severed ties with friends and family to 

amass more wealth, often making choices based 

on past grudges. Walter White and Mark 

Zuckerberg show that in the 21st century money 

and power is everything, not only for companies 

but individuals. Gliding Over All, Season 5, 

Episode 8 of Breaking Bad, shows both the 

heroic and villainous nature of the character of 

Walter White. The scene takes place in a self-

storage unit with an over the shoulder shot of 

Walter White’s accumulated money, taking up 

most of the camera. Walter’s wife Skylar 

exclaiming, “There is more money here...than we 

could spend in 10 lifetimes.” Walter doesn’t 

reply, only staring longingly at the immense pile 

of money he has accumulated. We get a close-up 

of his facial expression, showing he’s struggling 

to comprehend the obscene amount of money in 

front of him. He realises that the money he’s 

generated has gone beyond providing money for 

the family, much more than the $733,700 he set 

out to make, which was meant to pay for his 

family’s living expenses. He can’t admit that he 

enjoys the world of crime but really if you asked 

him if he was “in the meth business or the money 

business” he would reply that he was in “Neither. 

I’m in the empire business.”  

Cooking meth was something that he was good 

at and where his skills are acknowledged, unlike 

his former job of being a high school Chemistry 

teacher. Through cooking meth, he accumulates 

vast amounts of wealth and gains social power, 

which he lacked when he was a teacher. Vince 

Gilligan demonstrates how a character like 

Walter White may be morally ambiguous, but we 

as the audience still root for him, therefore the 

audience is complicit with his capitalist objective. 

We sit idly as his goal is the same that many of us 

will strive for in the 21st century. He can finally 

feel a sense of superiority after being outed out 

of Gray Matter Technologies, a start-up he 

helped found which has now become worth 

billions of dollars. After all these years, Walter is 

still jealous that he only sold his share for $5000.  

These characters hold up a mirror 

to the century and find in their 

reflection a universe that is at 

best broken and at worse rotten. 

Later we find out that his criminal ambitions are 

so one day his meth empire will be more 

powerful than Gray Matter. Walter White 

embodies the rampant crime that occurs in the 

21st century. His meth empire is an example of 

profits being able to be made anywhere in a 

world driven by capitalism.  

The conference room scene illustrates the nature 

of Mark Zuckerberg and the personal vendetta 

against his friend and business partner Eduardo 

Saverin. We come to understand that none of the 

other four partner’s shares has been diluted but 

when Eduardo is asked by his lawyer “What was 

your ownership share diluted down to?”, he 

answers with “Point-zero-three-percent.” The 

reaction we get is a mid-shot focused on Mark 

Zuckerberg staring guiltily realising how much 

he’s set up his closest friend, making him sign 
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papers that would unbeknownst to him basically 

remove him from his own company. David 

Fincher illustrates that Mark Zuckerberg 

embodies the capitalist nature of the 21st 

century, for him even a dear friend like Eduardo 

had become an obstacle standing in his way of 

increasing profits. Using Eduardo’s stocks to 

facilitate an increase in shareholders. Mark 

Zuckerberg chose to punish his one and only 

friend by only diluting his shares, since Eduardo 

froze the Facebook bank accounts without 

consulting him. With Eduardo exclaiming out 

loud “This is because I froze the account?” which 

he personally thought was the better business 

decision. The Social Network reflects the 

entrepreneur of the 21st century with small tech 

start-ups expanding to billion-dollar companies 

as the century ages. The character of Mark 

Zuckerberg is the manifestation of the 

billionaires who rose up but, in the process, 

becoming what we would consider the anti-hero. 

The audience understands why he at times must 

do immoral things to achieve the greatness he 

rightfully earned.  

Gilligan and Fincher both created characters that 

are the embodiment of capitalism but White and 

Zuckerberg contrast each other by the means 

they used to get there. Walter Whites meth 

empire is illegal while Mark Zuckerberg’s 

Facebook is completely legal. They both seek 

money and power by using capitalistic techniques 

such as: supplying products to meet consumer 

demand, dominating competitors, and even 

pushing out partners. Neither of them uses any 

other logic than economics to guide their 

decisions. What’s interesting though, is that both 

Walt and Mark operate immorally to achieve 

their goals even though they operate on 

completely different ends of the law. Through 

these two films, we get an insight into the moral 

ambiguity of the 21st century. One could even 

argue that capitalism promotes this kind of 

amoral and cruel behaviour by making it legal. 

Both these characters are a sad reflection of the 

modern-day that it’s harder than ever to 

distinguish between good and evil. In this sense, 

Zuckerberg is no better than Walter White. A 

real-world example of this is the Facebook – 

Cambridge Analytica data breach that occurred 

in early 2018 when 87 million Facebook users’ 

personal data was used without consent. 

Christopher Wylie, the whistle-blower of the 

whole thing said that “We exploited Facebook to 

harvest millions of people’s profiles. And built 

models to exploit what we knew about them and 

target their inner demons.” What was later 

revealed was that Facebook had already been 

aware of Cambridge Analytica’s practices since 

2015 but the company didn’t reveal this until 

March of 2018 even though they knew they were 

a sketchy data modelling company. All these 

Facebook contests were perfectly legal as they 

willingly answered a quiz. Corporations in the 

21st century have become “too big to fail” and 

can operate as unethically as they want, morally 

there is nothing to distinguish them from 

criminals.  

Corporations in the 21st century 

have become “too big to fail” and 

can operate as unethically as they 

want; morally there is nothing to 

distinguish them from criminals. 

When capitalism is functioning at its best it’s 

commonly known that there will be winners and 

losers. Many advocates for capitalism believe that 

the winners are honest hard workers and the 

losers are people that are lazy and imprudent. 

Joker and Nightcrawler are cases of anti-heroes 

who have been crushed by the capitalistic system 

and find themselves on the short end of the stick, 

isolated from the rest of society. Arthur and Lou 

are both products of their environment. The 

scene in the Joker where Arthur Fleck kills his 

mother is the manifestation of everyone around 

him failing him. The meeting takes place in the 

hospital after Penny, Arthur’s bedridden mother, 
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suffers a stroke and Arthur confronts her about 

her past. It’s filmed at a camera angle that Arthur 

is at a slightly higher position than her mother, 

who is in bed. Showing that Arthur has finally 

gotten the upper hand on the lies and deception 

he’s been told his entire life. He found out that 

he has been lied to all his life, his mother never 

told him he was adopted. Arthur says to his 

mother, “You used to tell me that my laugh was 

a condition, that there was something wrong with 

me. There isn’t this is the real me.” We then get 

a close-up of his face as he takes a pillow and 

suffocates his mother with no sign of remorse.  

Joker and Nightcrawler are 

cases of anti-heroes who have 

been crushed by the capitalistic 

system and find themselves on 

the short end of the stick, isolated 

from the rest of society. face at 

all, as she struggles to take her 

last breath.  

The audience can empathise with Arthur to some 

extent. He felt betrayed by the only person who 

loved him. We find out through flashbacks and 

newspaper clippings that she did nothing while 

one of her boyfriends abused him and left him 

chained to a radiator, malnourished and with 

severe trauma to his head. This was the reason he 

had an uncontrollable laugh that had been 

tormenting him his whole life. It’s sad to realise 

though that she was as much of a product of her 

environment as Arthur. Arthur has been 

completely let down by the capitalistic system 

saying on Live! with Murray Franklin, a TV talk 

show that he’s what happens “when you cross a 

mentally ill loner with a society that abandons 

him and treats him like trash!” Todd Philip’s 

shows the capitalist system of the 21st century 

only cares about the ability to generate monetary 

value, it doesn’t really care about peoples’ mental 

wellbeing. Shown by the under-funded 

healthcare system, Arthur’s therapist no longer 

has a job by the end of the film. Arthur is offered 

no support at all.  

The beginning of Nightcrawler establishes the 

character of Lou Bloom and how he’s a loner 

who has never really fitted in. The scene takes 

place at a scrapyard and is established with a 

tracking shot following in front of Lou and the 

scrapyard owner. Lou is walking behind the 

scrapyard owner and he’s trailing behind him, 

showing that on the social ladder he’s below him. 

Lou tries to negotiate but he only gets offered 

“50-cents-a-pound for the wire, 15 for the fence 

and 10 for the covers” which Lou exclaims is 

“below market value.” He’s even undervalued by 

a scrapyard owner, which is an occupation that is 

looked down by the rest of society. Who 

considers Lou who says “I’m not hiring a f**king 

thief” even though Lou was offering to work for 

free. The scrapyard owner won’t hire him 

because he’s a thief but will aid in illegal activity 

by buying the stolen goods off him and yet that’s 

the whole reason he stole the metal. Dan Gilroy 

conveys that even in the low socio-economic 

class, there is still a disparity between those who 

have benefited from capitalism and those who 

haven’t. Lou struggles to get employed anywhere 

even though he feels like he works his arse off. 

The audience understands that capitalism is 

meant to award hard honest workers and in a way 

that’s exactly what Lou is. He’s still looked down 

upon because what he does is “immoral.” Ironic 

as he finds success as a stringer, a freelance 

journalist, who films violent events late at night 

and sells it to a local television station. He even 

allows a shootout and car chase that leaves many 

people dead and wounded just so he can record 

more thrilling video. Lou goes from a loser to a 

winner by the end of a film he has expanded his 

business. Modern society values the fast-paced 

24/7 cycle of news which Lou films and the 21st 

century awards him for. It shows us that you can 

only climb up in the world if you’re profitable. 

Joker and Nightcrawler represents the 
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pandemic of loneliness that has spread in the 21st 

century. Both the characters created by Philips 

and Gilroy are isolated characters who don’t 

share genuine bonds with anybody, representing 

the alienation certain people feel in modern 

society. Arthur is shown to crave a real 

connection when he starts to hallucinate a 

relationship with his neighbour Sophia, reflecting 

the solidarity of the lives many people live. 

Society has isolated us with changing social 

structures, digital networks and denser cities. 

With the character of Lou going as far as saying 

“What if my problem wasn’t that I don’t 

understand people, but I don’t like them?” His 

quote illustrates that he doesn’t even care about 

one of the most important things of being 

human, the connections we form with each 

other.  

Both protagonists of Joker and 

Nightcrawler reinforce that 

human nature certainly requires a 

sense of community; otherwise it 

will be crushed by the struggles 

of living in the 21st century. 

Viewers understand that the pair of them, in the 

end, are bi-products of their society. This sense 

of isolationism can be felt in the real world with 

the increasing rates of suicide, with an increase of 

65% of suicide rate in the past 45 years 

worldwide.  Made worse when it’s revealed that 

79% of suicides occur in lower economic 

countries. Money certainly can’t buy you 

happiness, but it certainly looks like it can 

however so slightly improve your mental health. 

Loneliness varies from person to person, it’s 

clear that it’s a symptom of modern society. Both 

protagonists of Joker and Nightcrawler 

reinforce that human nature certainly requires a 

sense of community; otherwise it will be crushed 

by the struggles of living in the 21st century. 

The four films I’ve chosen to analyse each 

address the moral ambiguity in their characters 

and what it is to live in the 21st century. Walter 

White in Breaking Bad shows that the capitalist 

system we have awards those who generate 

profits even if the activity is criminal, while Mark 

Zuckerberg in The Social Network contrasts 

this showing that even if your business is legal, 

you have to operate unethically to succeed. Both 

these anti-heroes succeed in a capitalist system by 

following its logic, disregarding all other 

mortality. The character of Arthur Fleck in Joker 

is the symptom of a society that has completely 

failed him, and Lou Bloom in Nightcrawler 

illustrates that even when capitalism is “working” 

it at times fails to award those with the values it 

advocates. Arthur and Lou struggle to succeed 

because they were dealt a bad hand. All these 

characters are the products of the flawed society 

we live in. We live in a world that is primarily 

motivated to increase economic growth and 

GDP, and where moral and mental health is 

secondary. What we learn from these four films 

is that even though there is economic growth, it’s 

also accompanied by worsening social 

conditions. There are certainly winners, but at the 

same time, there are way too many losers. All 

these anti-hero characters are reflections of the 

21st century and at their core can be very, very 

rotten. 

▲  ▼  ▲ 

Captain Marvel is not a feminist film (for Critical Text/Writing Folio)

Emily Butler Y13 

aving defeated the likes of Ultron and 

Loki, Marvel takes on their biggest 

villain yet, The Patriarchy. Or at least 

that is the way Marvel attempted to sell Captain 

Marvel, the company’s first female lead superhero 

movie. Co-Directed by Anna Boden and Ryan 

Fleck, this film follows the life of Carol Danvers, H 



The Obvious Choice 2020 94 

a soldier fighting for an alien warrior race called 

the Kree. With no memory of life before the 

Kree ‘rescued’ her, she goes on a journey to find 

herself and become one of earth’s mightiest 

heroes, Captain Marvel. This film was heavily 

marketed as Marvel’s feminist moment, the 

trailer featured Captain Marvel in the classic hero 

pose as the word “Her” shifted to “Hero” above 

her. Yet despite the company’s ‘best’ efforts, 

when this film is analysed under truly feminist 

ideals, it becomes obvious that it is nothing more 

than a last minute attempt to tick boxes before 

the release of Marvel’s next big thing. 

A truly feminist text has themes and messages 

focused on a fundamental transformation of 

society that enables automatic gender equality, as 

well as ensuring that woman remain their own 

storytellers, getting plenty of agency within their 

own lives as well as the greater world. Captain 

Marvel fails to meet either of these standards. 

Marvel sprinkle women, displays 

of sexism, and common feminist 

themes into the film then expect 

the audience to read feminism 

into the plot and congratulate 

them on doing little more than 

pointing out that sexism exists. 

‘Popular feminism’ is a term coined by Sarah 

Banet-Weiser, Professor of Media and 

Communications at the London School of 

Economics, to address the inherent relationship 

between capitalism, visibility, and modern 

feminism. This relationship uncovers Marvel’s 

profit oriented take on feminism and its inability 

to be truly feminist due to said profit orientation. 

Banet-Weiser explains how she sees “popular 

feminism as existing along a continuum, where 

spectacular, media-friendly expressions such as 

celebrity feminism and corporate feminism 

achieve more visibility, and expressions that 

critique patriarchal structure and systems of 

racism and violence are obscured.” Captain Marvel 

falls firmly onto the media friendly side of this 

spectrum, doing the least possible to appear the 

most ‘woke’. Captain Marvel takes feminist 

thoughts and themes, uses them as promotional 

devices, but then doesn’t engage with them in any 

meaningful way. Take, for instance, the character 

of Carol Danvers. This is who Captain Marvel 

was before she gained her powers and was 

abducted by the Kree. This is also the identity she 

reclaims at the end of the film. At first glance, her 

story seems very sound: she’s an American 

fighter pilot who has to fly experimental planes 

because women are still not allowed in the 

combat program. Yet this display of systematic 

sexism is barely interacted with and amounts to 

little more than one line, “The air force wouldn’t 

let us fly combat. So, testing Lawson's planes was 

the only way to do something that mattered”. 

The film does flashback to display the sexism 

Carol Danvers faces, such as her being 

approached by a fellow pilot at a bar and told, 

“You’re a decent pilot but you’re too emotional, 

you do know why they call it a cockpit?” or when 

she is laughed at by a bunch of male trainees at 

boot camp because she “not strong enough” to 

complete the ropes course. However, these 

‘feminist moments’ are equally treated with a 

single mention and scattered sporadically 

throughout the film, as if they were designed to 

be supercut into the perfect feminist trailer. We 

can critique this use of surface level feminism by 

applying the popular feminist ideal of “add 

women and stir”, Banet-Weiser describes this as 

the belief that “… the presence of women is 

sufficient enough to call feminism into being.” 

Captain Marvel takes this idea one step further, to 

what I would call ‘season lightly with feminism 

and stir’. They sprinkle women, displays of 

sexism, and common feminist themes into the 

film then expect the audience to read feminism 

into the plot and congratulate them on doing 

little more than pointing out that sexism exists. 

Marvel can now justify tweeting their trailer with 

#feminism, gaining them plenty of visibility, and 
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therefore profit, without actually helping to 

transform society so that all genders are treated 

equally, the core goal of feminism. 

We can also further critique these ‘feminist 

moments’ by the reactions they get from Captain 

Marvel. There is a key moment shortly after 

Captain Marvel returns to earth in which she is 

approached by a ‘Biker Dude’ and told that she’s 

“Gotta’ lighten up honey” and asked if she “gotta 

smile for me?”, harassment many women have 

experienced, almost word for word. Yet in 

retaliation Captain Marvel simply rolls her eyes, 

smirks, then steals his motorbike. Likewise, every 

other sexist comment Captain Marvel encounters 

is met with the same cool, calm, get him back 

attitude. By having her simply shrug off the 

sexism with an eye roll and a quick one-liner, 

Marvel teaches the, possibly unintentional, lesson 

that “Sexism won’t hurt you if you don’t let it,” 

shifting the blame of sexism on women. This can 

also be linked to Captain Marvel being heavily 

positive ‘Girl Power!’ feminism. We see this 

when Captain Marvel single-handedly fights off 

an alien invasion with Gwen Stefani’s “I’m just a 

girl” playing in the background. As satisfying as 

this is to watch, it points out a larger problem 

within the film. Banet-Weiser explains in her 

discussion of popular feminism, how sexism is 

treated as an individual issue: “these companies 

also imply that overcoming these obstacles 

depends on individual girls’ and women’s 

energies and ambitions, rather than examining 

the ways capitalism depends on gendered 

divisions of labour”. 

Marvel teaches the, possibly 

unintentional, lesson that 

“Sexism won’t hurt you if you 

don’t let it.” 

Captain Marvel portrays ‘Girl Power!’ as having 

every interaction with sexism brushed off and 

every obstacle overcome by sheer will and 

determination. This sends a message that, you can 

be successful and fight sexism because you are 

strong and powerful, instead of, let’s work together 

to take down the system that makes us fight in 

the first place. This is because Marvel is profiting 

off the system that oppresses women, and 

therefore would not encourage its destruction. 

The true problem with Captain Marvel is that, at 

its heart, it is a product. Banet-Weiser explains 

how “Popular feminism thus relies in some ways 

on ‘platform capitalism’, implying the emptying 

or flattening out of the content of meaning, 

emphasising instead the endless traffic and 

circulation of this content.” Captain Marvel does 

this perfectly. By adding surface level, simplistic 

feminist ideals, it is able to label itself ‘feminist’ 

without rocking the boat. By having a focus on 

individual ‘Girl Power!’ feminism, Marvel pulls 

focus away from the accountability of the current 

system, in which they thrive, and its part in 

systematic oppression. If they were to promote 

the downfall of the current system, they would 

bring into question the same systems within their 

own company. So instead, they made Captain 

Marvel a film that gained them maximum traffic, 

visibility, and profit, without examining the 

sexism within their own capitalist structure. 

There is no argument to suggest that the 

character of Carol Danvers is anything short of 

badass, but there is another layer beyond her 

story, one that’s much bigger than watching 

aliens get their butts kicked. And that’s how 

Captain Marvel opens a conversation about the 

relationship between gender and genius. Manu 

Mangattu, an English professor of Harvard 

University, wrote “…genius discourse, from its 

very inception, has always been gendered.” He 

explains how women have always failed to be 

recognized as genius, describing the way 

women’s worth is seen to lie only in their passion 

and emotions instead of their intelligence. From 

the very introduction of her character, we see 

how deeply linked Captain Marvel’s powers are 

with her emotions, flaring up simultaneously to 

her anger or frustration. Mangattu later writes 
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“…there has always been a mode of thinking 

which suggested that women are inherently and 

traditionally emotional beings, whereas men are 

instinctively and historically rational beings. Ever 

since Aristotle, reason and intellect are 

considered masculine qualities.” When 

scrutinized with the understanding of this 

relationship between gender and genius, we can 

question why Marvel’s first lead female 

superhero is so fundamentally emotional. 

Ironman’s power comes from his 

ambition and intelligence, 

Captain America’s powers 

manifest in his selfless nobility 

and leadership, even The Hulk 

who is known for his explosive 

anger, is a bi-product of Bruce 

Banner’s scientific genius. But 

Captain Marvel? She just gets to 

be emotional. 

Ironman’s power comes from his ambition and 

intelligence, Captain America’s powers manifest 

in his selfless nobility and leadership, even The 

Hulk who is known for his explosive anger, is a 

bi-product of Bruce Banner’s scientific genius. 

But Captain Marvel? She just gets to be 

emotional. Her powers come from a near-fatal 

plane crash and being lied to. One of the key 

points of being a great Kree warrior is their belief 

in head over heart and their strong disapproval 

of emotions and emotional attachment. Her Kree 

commander is constantly reiterating this 

sentiment, telling Captain Marvel to ‘stop using 

this’ gesturing at her heart and ‘start using this’ 

gesturing to her head. This proves problematic 

after Captain Marvel discovers the evil nature of 

the Kree. She learns that the disconnection she 

had been feeling with her powers was the work 

of Kree brainwashing rather than her failure. 

Captain Marvel finds that in order to break free 

of the Kree conditioning she needs to be one 

with her emotions and follow her heart. Only 

then will she be able to access her powers to be 

“Finally set free” as she puts it. The film has 

displayed that her powers, her genius, comes from 

feeling not from thinking. The writers manage to 

skim over the kind of brains Captain Marvel 

would have needed to not only succeed as a 

fighter pilot but also a Kree soldier. By 

completely undermining her genius, the film 

plays into the inherently anti-feminist stereotype 

that woman are emotional beings, that even a 

highly intelligent and capable woman should, in 

the end, follow her heart. 

This outright dismissal of Captain Marvel’s 

genius can be further seen in the lack of agency 

Marvel studios gives Carol Danvers within her 

own film. Marvel has robbed Carol Danvers of 

being the hero to her own story. Yes, she’s the 

one who gets to fight all the bad guys, but the 

events happen to her instead of her making them 

happen. She spends the first half of the film being 

brainwashed by the Kree, following their ideals 

and their war against the Skrull with blind loyalty. 

That is until she discovers that the Kree were the 

bad guys all along, or rather than ‘discovers’, she 

gets told. Because she doesn’t have nearly enough 

intelligence to discover that herself. The Skrull 

leader approaches Captain Marvel with the true 

story of the Kree, explaining how the Kree are a 

warmongering race set to destroy all those in 

their way. While the Skrull may, in this case, have 

been on the morally good side of the war, this 

doesn’t excuse their manipulation of Captain 

Marvel to fight for their side, treating her as a 

weapon, not a person. Captain Marvel 

automatically accepting this as truth and going 

along with them presents a second inherently 

anti-feminist stereotype, the denial of woman’s 

intellectual abilities where women aren’t given 

any power over their own story or the world 

around them. They are told what to do and do it, 

not trusted to be smart enough to make their own 

decisions. Their lives become those of emotive 

reaction instead of intelligent action. This 
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stereotype is what allows Captain Marvel to 

become a plot device in her own movie. 

Captain Marvel automatically 

accepting this as truth and going 

along with them presents a 

second inherently anti-feminist 

stereotype, the denial of woman’s 

intellectual abilities.  This 

stereotype is what allows Captain 

Marvel to become a plot device 

in her own movie. 

Captain Marvel is a film that claims to be feminist 

but falls into some of the biggest sexist 

sterotypes. This only proves that it was never 

attempting to be truly feminist in the first place, 

that feminism really was just a selling point for 

them. If Marvel were to have a truly feminist 

character, one that uses her intellect and genius 

to lead the plot and save the day, this would make 

many old-time fans to the franchise 

uncomfortable. So instead we got Captain Marvel, 

a comfortable woman, an inherently emotional 

being, without agency, who doesn’t ‘rock the 

boat’. Marvel takes one step forward, by having a 

strong female lead, then two steps back, by 

having the said lead be defined by sexist 

stereotypes. And even if Marvel were to try and 

make Captain Marvel actually feminist, they would 

never stand a chance. As perfectly summed up by 

Banet-Weiser “most popular feminisms are 

typically those that become visible precisely 

because they do not challenge deep structures of 

inequities.” Captain Marvel could not be both 

feminist and saleable because, by nature, 

feminism is not saleable. Feminism requires 

challenging oppressive capitalist structures, 

making a profit requires the opposite. By being 

profit oriented, Marvel has stripped all their films 

of the potential to be 

truly feminist. 
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11 PBR English 

Film shots with plastic animals 
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