










remember…” the daughter sighed. “I can’t
imagine how hard this is for you, but I’m glad
that we can be a little closer now. We’ll be able
to see each more.”
The man glanced up, his foot faltering before
the car. 

“That house and I have shared some fine
memories over the year, but it was time to let it
go,” his lips curled softly. “I am content knowing
that it will be waiting for you and your family
whenever you are ready. Just as it’s time for me
to move on, it’s also time for that house to have
new owners able to love it in the way it
deserves.”

“Just remember, this will always be your home,
no matter who owns it.”

“Thank you,” the man smiled as he pulled himself
into the seat.

With a rumble, the car sparked to life, the radio
buzzing on with soft words. They pulled out of
the drive, beginning down the winding mountain
path. Silently, the man watched as the last rays
of light were swept away by the horizon, and his
little cabin disappeared with it.
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The wood creaked back and forth at a steady rhythm.
The man let the liquid in his glass slosh back and
forth in time with his chair. His snow hair was swept
back, still rustling in the slight breeze. 

The cabin behind him was glowing quietly in the last
light of day. It seems to soak up every peaceful
moment, trying to hold onto this last precious
memory. The house was as chipped and worn as he
was, yet it still weathered every storm thrown at it. He
sighed to himself quietly, tapping the glass against
the side in a simple ‘cheers’. He had never thought
that he would ever part with his creation, but it was
time to let go. 

Gravel cracked and popped as headlights seared
through the orange dusk. A door swung open as a
lone figure stepped out. 
“Hey, sorry I’m a bit late,” said the girl. “Are you ready
to go, Dad?”

The chair creaked forwards as the man stood from his
seat, setting the empty glass on the railing. His
daughter handed him his cane, hand hesitating
beside his shoulder as he descended the porch stairs.

“Are you doing okay? I know this place has been a
home to you for as long as I can 







SILK AND
CASHMERE
         I drape my dupatta over my chest, feel the delicate chiffon settle on my black
silk suit. Opening my treasured jewellery box, I search for the stunning gold
jhumkas my mother gifted me many years ago. It’s been so long since I last dressed
in my traditional clothes, I think as I pull together all the threads of my ancestry and
dig up the pieces of my culture. It’s been so long since I’ve felt like myself. I think
about how much has changed since I was a child. I once despised being desi,
avoiding anything that tied me to that identity, anything from clothes to food. I was
led to believe that being anything other than “western” was a crime, something
worth punishment. So, that’s exactly what I would do. I would scold myself for even
thinking of wearing a sari or drinking chai. As I got older however, my mindset
shifted. The more I learned about my beautiful culture, the more grateful I became. I
am one of the lucky few who’s been blessed with an exquisite background and that’s
not something to be ashamed of. Now, I embrace my culture, and allow it to define
me. My ancestors didn’t work so hard for me to forget their efforts. Now, as I touch
up my “unruly” yet beautiful curls and look at myself through kajol-lined eyes in the
mirror, I smile. That gorgeous smile of silk and gold, cashmere and cardamom.
After what felt like an eternity, I finally feel like me.
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 “Sooo,” Cheryl says, far too energetic for my liking.
“First day of high school! How was it?” 
 I shrug. “Like all the others.” 
 “Come on, give me more than that! Did any of your
friends end up in your class? Oh! My crush is in my
Math class, I’m literally screaming!” 
 I let out a small smile. I love my best friend but she
can be a little much. Especially on days like today
when I already don’t feel well.
 “Okay, put your anxiety aside for a minute. Did you
see that list of clubs I sent you?” I nod. “So?” 
 I look at her. “So?” 
 “So, are you going to join any of them?” 
 “No.” 
 Cheryl groans. “You’re so frustrating! What is the point of even coming to school then?” 
 I frown. Despite how close we are, Cheryl and I have opposite outlooks on life. Where I do whatever I have to get
through it, she enjoys every moment. Where I can’t stand the thought of change, she looks forward to it. The
switch from junior high to high school has been no different. “There you go. I don’t want to be here.” 
 Cheryl sighs. “At least consider it. It could come in handy for your resume or your application to university.
Before you tell me that there's no need to think that far ahead, just try it. Just join something..” 
 I sigh. “There’s nothing here that I’m even remotely interested in. Why would I bother wasting my time at a club
I don’t like?” 
 Cheryl rolls her eyes and pulls out her phone to show me the screenshot her sister had given her. “You’re telling
me that out of this long list of clubs, not a single one interests you? Fine. Let me see.” She scrolls for a few
moments before her face lights up and she shoves the phone under my nose. “Here! This is up your alley.” 
 I frown and shove it away without looking at what she’s suggesting. “No.”
 “It’s time to take that first step to love your new school!” 
 “No, I’ll decide when to take that first step.” 
 “Just try.” 
 I frown. “No.” 
 Cheryl puts her hands on her hips, almost in a childish way. 
 I roll my eyes, knowing she won’t back down from this one. “Fine. I’ll go once, if I’m not interested, you back off.
Deal?” 
 Cheryl gives me a satisfied smile. “Deal.” 

 THE FIRST DAY 
OF SCHOOL

Pg. 10

BY LIAMARA

PHOTO BY AMIE N





AMBIVALENT
CHANGE

P ARN I AN

My closest bonds are severed with time, becoming a memory of the past - proximate yet blurry, feeling
like they had just ended yesterday. I became an adult without knowing it. In my childhood, I felt like I
had a head start and was well beyond my years. Now, it is clear to me that I am falling behind. With
age, I threw away my childish ambitions and watched them wither away like leaves—ones that seemed
so attainable before have now become buried dreams. The home I grew up in became nothing but a
distant memory that faded with time. Nostalgia is a bitter-sweet emotion I can never quite accept
without discomfort. It is a struggle to see everything I once knew change rapidly before my eyes, but it
cannot be undone. It has already occurred. Growing up brought conflicting feelings; leaving the safety
of childhood behind and facing the difficulties of adulthood is unpleasant and confusing. But it is a
stage of life that is ultimately inevitable, and I grew to accept it.

We are in a race against time; our experiences can feel transient and fleeting, limited by our
temporary life. “Forever” is an illusion, a lie told by the memories etched into our minds that
inevitably fade when we die. It is impossible to stop the hands of time that advanced ahead—the
cosmic clockwork is unstoppable. Instead, one can adapt to the pace, mourn the losses of the past, and
anticipate visions for the future. Change is unavoidable, but it doesn't have to be dreadful. It can cause
a person to become resilient and make way for opportunities and growth that may not have occurred
otherwise. 

ESHA SETHI
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Through knowledge being more diversely
spread amongst the youth, a generation
with varying perspectives and skill sets
can flourish. On the other hand, this has
also caused the problems within these
societies to be assorted. This has
caused a sense of being alone in
problems causing mental health rates to
fluctuate. With the rise in mental health
issues, people try to gain knowledge on
how to manage their issues, primarily
through the study of psychology. 

With varying problems, comes fixed
school systems feeding into this growing
issue. Because school systems have
stayed almost the same from generation
to generation, the teachers receive the
same training. When these teachers
receive this training, they aren't 

Studies have shown major rises in suicide rates,
even within this past decade with a rise evident
specifically in female teenagers. One of the
many diverse causes of this is the simultaneous
rise in social media usage. While social media
has increased the spread of knowledge in
society and overall raised the development of
the community as a whole, it has proven that
overuse can worsen one's mental health.
Change, with certainty, has been going on
forever but in the past couple of years, social
media has sped this process up. 

equipped with the skill set to deal
with how to manage a class with many
students with varying problems.

While the generations before us
endured many difficulties in their lives,
those issues were more similar in root
cause. Those generations were also
raised with very different mentalities
in dealing with their thoughts, which
propagated a little into this
generation. That is because of the way
the youth are raised and taught about
mental health. This ideology amongst
youth has lessened, but the stigma
towards mental health still needs to
be worked on and developed.

Inescapable Change
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 There are some things in life that you cannot let go of. No matter how hard you try, they stick with you.
Other things move and grow, but that one closeted memory stays in a glass bell as the years in sequence occur
underfoot. Though one day will come, when the leaves fade and fall. The glass shatters and drops down to the

ground. That memory will be thought of again, through a different lens. You may not even notice. To you,
the casing has not been subjected to a single touch. However, the memory inside is already changing, suiting
the person in the present. We may think that we can indefinitely save bits and pieces of our lives, but just as

we grow, they grow too.

 It’s a forest, life is. You’re the scavenger, left without a map, and told to find your way out of the thicket.
When you’re young, you don’t see the path. It’s all fog soon to be forgotten. Well, I can’t say that for myself,
because youth is a time to forget about once you have grown. In the forest, the first hue is golden. Leaves all
used to look like flowers. The bushes were all cut and trimmed. Weeds used to be majestic, part of the whole

cycle. It makes you wonder if there ever was a path to walk through. Aimless wandering continues until a
change of scenery. It always happens at different times for everyone. None of it ever happens suddenly. The

forest always made you think it always was there. We always thought nothing would change.

 A wheel turns. In the middle, a piece of clay. A potter is spotted, molding the piece. A touch can make, but a
touch can also mar. You stare at the clay. You can never discern what it is. The figure is spinning; what was a
bud turned into a leaf, and what now is a leaf will soon decay. What the potter molded to be blue eggs in the
robin’s nest, in the next turn of the wheel, had already developed wings and fluttered away. You wanted that

bird, that bird the potter made. Or was it a bird? All it was was a memory, a memory not to be forgotten.
That was the first time, when you saw the potter place a small glass cup in the palm of your hand, just large

enough to capture the figure.

Moments in Time
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As a collective of people living on Earth, there’s
one thing we’ve all experienced. Change. We start
changing the second we’re conceived. The world
around us is never stagnant nor still. A blessing
and a curse undoubtedly. As the flowers bloom the
days become longer, and we slowly pull back our
fear of change, I’ve brought you another book to
enjoy. A memoir. Following the life of a child
growing into an adult after living an eccentric
childhood wandering from place to place.
Constant change and a lack of stability, but in the
end, change is what changes everything.

Jeanette lives a nomadic life with her concerningly
unwinded parents struggling with addiction,
parenting, poverty, and keeping a roof over the
heads of their four children. Change is a central
theme in this memoir written by this talented
author, and I wouldn’t dare to rid you of the joy of
vicariously living such a hasty life. From naming
cars, planets becoming gifts, and endless dreams
of the glass castle, Jeanette grows into the fine
author she is today. Like a flower growing amongst
weeds, this book will change your perspective.
Little Jeanette living in her family’s shabby
roofless shed-like house couldn’t have had much
idea that there was anything to change into other
than her fantasy of the glass castle. From trying to
paint the outside of her house yellow to hiding the
beer bottles from her father, her little mind would
always inevitably look to change. Her dreams
changed, and she took shape into who she is
today.

When we evolved from colouring bus wheels in
preschool to dissecting hearts in biology class, 
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and there’s nothing that beats sitting down
during spring break and reading the inevitable
yet compelling changes in the life of a girl sitting
under the stars in a desert in Arizona with her
father to a grown successful author in New York;
like a phoenix rising from its ashes. “One benefit
of summer was that each day we had more light
to read by.”

Himanshi Choudhary

we changed along the way. This book gives you
reasons to both miss and appreciate the past
while also anticipating the future. A wave-like
experience with both ups and downs. Personally,
I really enjoy reading memoirs and diaries,
learning and reading the story of one of the
billions of people in our world. An immersive
read is one of the most adored, most popular, 





  Garden of FlowersGarden of Flowers
     Imagine a garden full of flowers, bright and
exuberant against the luxuriant grass. Those
flowers, as beautiful as they are, have suffered
their own fair share of challenges throughout
their lifetime. For instance, they may have
been overwatered or neglected by humans.
Although, humans are like flowers in a way;
sometimes they’ll wilt and other times they’ll
stand taller than ever with an air of confidence
about them. Change may pick away at our
souls, but that does not mean we cannot rise
above it.

     Like the Greek philosopher, Heraclitus
once said, “change is the only constant in life.”
A tree starts as a seed and eventually, with
time, it blooms into something worth living
for. The seed, just like a vase of flowers inside
of a house, requires attention and love.
Humans cannot and will not change unless
they are given a spoonful of that love. Just
because an individual is wilting does not mean they cannot come back stronger than they were
before. Do not be afraid to ask for the help of a loved one because who knows, they could be the
water and sunshine that you need to blossom into the best version of yourself.

     If you are going through a period of change, just trust the process; trust that you are doing
what you need to do to exit the rut you are currently stuck in. A seed must trust that it is
receiving the proper care to eventually blossom into its true colours. There are stages involved in
the growth of a flower as there are in the growth of a person. Each stage must be fully embraced
before moving on to the next. Time is a gift, whether we believe it or not, and transformation is
the byproduct of change.

     Most people live their lives comfortably, devoid of much change or transformation. It is
important to always be looking for opportunities to grow in life. When a flower has fully
bloomed, it doesn’t stop there. Once it is pollinated by a bumblebee, it reproduces, creating many
new seeds that will have an opportunity to embark upon their own journey of life. Eventually, a
beautiful garden of flowers would be created from just one, single seed that started it all. Why
only aim for one flower when you can get a whole garden full of colourful, magnificent flowers?
If embraced, change can lead to beautiful things. So, dear readers, start creating your own garden
of blossoming flowers and see where it leads you. You will not be disappointed.

By Siena Norton

Photo By Khushi Grewal
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Is high school too late to start playing a sport?
(ANONYMOUS)

That's a big mood. Finding a balance really just depends on the person. Different methods work for
different people. I like to make lists, for a means of accountability. Some people use planners, or planner
apps. If you’re not a list kind of person you might want to look at what unnecessary activities might be
taking up time that you might use productively. I know that I spend way too much time procrastinating
on my phone or on the old demon box. You’d be surprised how much free time you can find when you
lock your phone away for a day.

Should I take a class that isn’t really useful for me but I
want to take anyway? (ANONYMOUS)

Weigh the pros against the cons. If you can’t use the class for your college applications and such,
will it at least be a nice break in your day? Does it align with your personal goals? Would it help
you develop new skills and interests? Colleges often appreciate students who pursue their
passions and demonstrate a willingness to challenge themselves. 

Absolutely not. It’s never too late to try something new. It may seem tough to catch up to other players
who have been playing at a competitive level for years, but if it’s a goal that is really important to you
and you're willing to work hard to achieve it, go for it. It's not impossible, but like most things in life, it
will require a lot of hard work and dedication. 

SPRING 2024
Advice Column

Hello and welcome back to the Churchill Chronicle advice column, where we give our questionably qualified advice, because why not?
It's spring, love is in the air, so naturally we’ll talk about everything but that in this edition. 

Yep, that's all for this time. I will continue to ignore all questions about romantic advice until y’all come up with something
original. Advice should be heeded at one’s own risk because quite frankly I don't know what I'm doing.  I don’t know, people

ask questions and I answer them. (Well, if they're interesting). Please ask more interesting questions guys. Okay bye.  

written by Gorankshi Nandrajog
edited by Evan Li

How do I keep a good balance between school and my
personal life? I'm struggling right now. (ANONYMOUS)
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