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Letter from the Exec
Dear readers, contributors, students, and staff,

        As the days grow longer and winter erratically draws to a close, we are

honoured to share the spring edition of The Churchill Chronicle with you

all! Through the theme of this issue—Fantasy and Daydreams—we sought to

pay homage to the creativity of our lovely contributors, while bringing a

source of light to this dreary period of change.

We hope that something within these pages, whether that be the hues and

emotions embedded in a cartoon or the captivating lines of a poem, will

transport you to a dreamy landscape and lift your spirits in these last few

months of school. Moreover, we would like to express our heartfelt

appreciation for our incredibly hardworking and imaginative team of

writers, designers, cartoonists, editors, and photographers, along with our

marketing team and invaluable teacher sponsors, Mrs. G and Mr. Blackburn;

only through their continuous commitment, are we able to mould The

Churchill Chronicle into the publication that you hold in your hands today.

As we near the end of the 2024-2025 school year together, we look forward to

continuing to spread our love for self-expression throughout our

community. We hope that each and every one of you will join us in bringing

the next edition of The Churchill Chronicle to life; whether you are a

returning contributor or a new voice, we welcome your ideas to weave a

final, blossoming chapter that is truly unforgettable.
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With love,
The Churchill Chronicle Executive Team

April, 2025
Spring Edition
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Abruptly woken by the tug of reality
A daydream so sweet, forgotten indefinitely. 
You wipe the drool from around your lips.

Certain that whatever universe you were just
in, you’ll miss

A abyss where imagination once bloomed
Closed up and sealed forever like a mummy in

a tomb.
But a mummy can be rediscovered.

And so can your dream, though buried deep 

You hope to recall your time spent in an
illusion.

Often wishing that you could shift back,
clouded by delusion

The now-gone fantasy plagues your mind.
Making you crave the world left behind.

You draw the mellow sheets over your eyes.
Chasing the world where beauty and

perfection lie
But reality is a resilient string, impossible to

cut.
Tugging you back until the door is shut.



WITH COMPLETE DISDAIN, 
MORTICIA ADDAMS / MAX LAYTON

Full Disclosure.

AND THEY ALL LIVED HAPPILY
EVER AFTER,

ONE OF CHURCHILL’S GRADUATES THIS YEAR IS OUR
EXCEPTIONAL HEAD TECHNICIAN OF LIGHTS AND
SOUND, EUNICE YOUHAN ZHANG. EUNICE HAS BEEN A KEY
COMPONENT OF ALL THREE PRODUCTIONS TAKEN
PLACE DURING HER TIME AT CHURCHILL, BOTH
LEARNING AND SIMULTANEOUSLY TEACHING BACK
EVERYTHING SHE HAS LEARNT OVER THE PAST COUPLE
OF YEARS. EUNICE SPENT A LARGE PORTION OF THIS
YEAR WORKING ALONGSIDE OUR DEVOTED STAGE
MANAGER, JIHANE ZNAIDI. THOUGH JIHANE HAS ONLY
BEEN ACTIVE IN THE MAINSTAGE PRODUCTIONS FOR
THE PAST TWO YEARS, SHE HAS EXCELLED AT THE ROLE
SHE HAD BEEN GIVEN. CONNOR DANG, ANOTHER
GRADUATING TECHNICIAN, COMMENTS, “[THE MUSICAL]
WAS ONE OF…THE BEST EXPERIENCES I EVER HAD AT
CHURCHILL.” A COUPLE INDIVIDUALS IN THIS YEAR'S
GRADUATING CLASS INVOLVED IN BOTH THE TECHNICAL
ASPECT AND ACTING ASPECT INCLUDE DAVI GODOY
ZVEIBIL AND MYSELF. FROM MY EXPERIENCES, WORKING
AS A TECHNICIAN WHILE SIMULTANEOUSLY WORKING AS
AN ACTOR IS INCREDIBLY TIME-CONSUMING, YET SO
REWARDING ONCE THE PICTURE STARTS COMING
TOGETHER. 

ALONGSIDE THE TECHNICIANS, MANY OF THE ADDAMS FAMILY
CAST WILL BE LEAVING BY THE END OF YEAR. INSTEAD OF
RETURNING BACK TO THEIR CRYPTS, SEVERAL OF OUR BELOVED
ANCESTORS WILL BE DANCING INTO THE WORKING WORLD: OUR
ELEGANT FLIGHT ATTENDANT, VANESSA SANTELLA, OUR FABULOUS
FLAPPER GIRL, SHARLENE ARCEO, OUR MAGNIFICENT GREEK, NIKKI
TRAN, AND OUR KIDSPIRIT HIPPIE, SEV SIMBAJON. WITHOUT THE
ADDAMS ANCESTORS, OUR SHOW WOULD NOT HAVE BEEN WHAT IT
WAS. WITH MANY ANCESTORS BEING CROWD FAVOURITES,
DRAWING ATTENTION TO THEMSELVES WITH AMAZING VOCALS
AND INTENSE EXPRESSION, THE ADDAMS FAMILY MUSICAL WOULD
NOT BE COMPLETE WITHOUT THEM. THAT BEING SAID, OUR
ADDAMS ANCESTORS AREN’T THE ONLY ONES MOVING OUT OF THE
MANOR. FIVE OF THE SEVEN IMMEDIATE ADDAMS FAMILY
MEMBERS, ALONG WITH ONE OF OUR NEWEST BEINEKE MEMBERS,
WILL BE WALKING AWAY FROM CENTRAL PARK. STILL UNSURE OF
WHICH SIDE OF THE FAMILY SHE BELONGS TO, OUR DEAR OLD
GRANDMA YANNI WONG WORKED EXCEPTIONALLY HARD IN HER
ROLE AS GRANDMA ADDAMS. SHE, ALONG WITH THE CROWD-
PLEASER, OUR PERSONAL FOOTBALL STAR, FESTER ADDAMS,
PLAYED BY DAVI GODOY ZVEIBIL, WALKED AWAY BEING A VERY
PROMINENT MEMORY FOR THE AUDIENCE.

TWO LOVE STORIES, BEING BOTH SOMETHING OLD AND
SOMETHING NEW, HAVE BLOSSOMED INTO SOMETHING TRUE. ON
THEIR WAY TO SEE PUPPY DOGS IN DISNEY WORLD, WEDNESDAY
ADDAMS AND LUCAS ADDAMS (ONCE FORMALLY KNOWN AS LUCAS
BEINEKE) WERE PLAYED BY THE VERY TALENTED AND
KINDHEARTED SIMONE MICLAT AND MAX WEBER. THE PAIR
CREATED A NEW LIFE FOR THE ADDAMS FAMILY MUSICAL AND
COULD NOT HAVE BEEN BETTER FIT FOR THEIR CHARACTERS.
NEARLY SENT TO EARLY GRAVES BY THIS NEWFOUND LOVE STORY,
GOMEZ AND MORTICIA ADDAMS WERE PLAYED BY THE
REMARKABLE DIEGO RIVERA AND YOURS TRULY. NO ONE COULD
HAVE POSSIBLY CREATED A MORE COMPELLING GOMEZ THAN
DIEGO RIVERA HIMSELF. DIEGO WORKED NONSTOP FOR THE
ENTIRETY OF THE PRODUCTION, TO BE THE BEST HE COULD
POSSIBLY BE. PLAYING HIS FABULOUS LADY WIFE WAS NOT ONLY AN
HONOUR AND A PRIVILEGE, BUT AN EXPERIENCE I WILL TREASURE
FOREVER. 

EVERYONE INVOLVED IN SIR WINSTON CHURCHILL'S
PRODUCTION OF THE ADDAMS FAMILY MUSICAL FROM 2024
TO 2025 WILL SURELY MOVE ON TO DO INCREDIBLE THINGS
OUTSIDE OF HIGH SCHOOL AS THEY CONTINUE TO SPREAD
LOVE AND TALENT IN EVERYTHING THEY DO. ON BEHALF OF
ALL THE ADDAMS, THANK YOU FOR SUPPORTING US IN THIS
JOURNEY, AND WE HOPE YOU ALL ENJOYED THE SHOW!

   his year, our extremely talented
theatre department at Churchill put
their very own spin on The Addams
Family Musical. While Mr. Lawrence
Bolokoski and Mr. Julien Young are the
primary directors for all productions
performed by Churchill, this year the
pair gave the graduating cast and crew
more creative liberties.
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THE  ACH THE  ACH the ach  the ach  
JihaneJihane

Sadness is a critical point of the human experience - it is at
the core of sincerity and the substance of connection.
Without it, the world will exist as a muddle of plasticity.
Constant spark means everything is on fire.  

When an individual drops to the lowest depths of their
capacity, it is as if the world itself is ripping at the seams,
the stitches stretching thin, and the soul slipping through
the wounds. Gargantuan, if you will, the size of these
moments. Sorrow truly does make for sincerity, and when
one has nowhere else to fall, nothing else to lose, and not
one person to bother with the inconvenience of their
emotion, these moments, as torturous as they are, are the
proof of humanity. These are the moments I am grateful
for; if not for their existence, happiness would be a shallow
point on a map, a scuff in my timeline, however short or
long it may be. Sadness is the reason that happiness is
sought for.  

A blizzard makes you appreciate the soft warmth of spring
that much more, and the unforgiving heat of summer
makes you yearn for the whistle of wind that fall provides.  

And yet, happiness is a cruel thing. It does not arrive alone
but tangled in the knowledge that it will leave. It is a
flickering candle, casting gentle light only to remind us of
the coming darkness. It wears the face of a friend’s
laughter, the warmth of a hand reaching across the abyss,
the fragile quiet of a moment untouched by the weight of
time. It settles into the cracks of sorrow like gold lining the
fractures of old porcelain, never fixing, never undoing,
only highlighting that there was once something broken,
and even then there will still be a use for it.
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E  OF  JOYE  OF  JOY e of joy e of joy
    Znaidi    Znaidi

There is a peculiar ache in joy, an unspoken knowing that it is
already slipping away even as it is felt. I have known this in the

way friendships bloom with the promise of eternity only to fade
like pressed flowers between the pages of an old book. I have seen

it in the way childhood lingers like a ghost in places I no longer
fit, in the way laughter from yesterday already sounds like an

echo. Happiness does not stay—it was never meant to. It exists to
remind us of what is fleeting, to make longing a permanent

resident in our hearts. 

And yet, we chase it. We build our lives around the pursuit of
something we can never hold. But perhaps that is the point.

Perhaps the tragedy of joy is what makes it beautiful, the same
way stars are only bright because they are dying, the same way

heaven is only longed for because we cannot stay.  

Alas, sadness must remain. It is the counterweight to happiness,
the tether that keeps it from floating beyond reach. To remove

sorrow from life would be to strip it of depth, to exist in a world
without shadows and therefore without light. The cycle is cruel,

yes, but it is also the only way to truly feel alive.

Yet, just as winter collapses into spring, so too does sorrow give
way to joy. And what a breathtaking thing it is—to step into the

warmth after the cold has made a home in your bones, to feel the
sunlight sink into your skin after months of grey. The laughter
that comes after tears is sweeter and the embrace of a friend is

more profound after loneliness. Even the simplest things—a song
drifting through an open window, the golden light of late

afternoon, the sound of someone saying your name with love—
carry a depth they would not have without suffering.  

We do not cherish spring simply because it is warm; we cherish it
because we remember the frost. It is the ache of winter that

makes the blooming of flowers so precious, the barrenness of
trees that makes their revival so miraculous. So too, our happiest
moments glow only because they rise from the ashes of pain. The
human heart is a field that knows both the barrenness of winter
and the wild, reckless bloom of spring. And it must. For without

the cold, we would never know the wonder of warmth.



Dopamine Daydream
Behind a Screen

Photograph by Amogh Kumar

Your footsteps always used to be
accompanied by others’
Sisters’, brothers’, father’s, mother’s,
friends’, and lover’s.
Until all you did was daydream on
that damn screen;
Scrolling through lives you wish
were yours;
Add that pin to that board
God forbid you get bored
Hoard likes like dragon’s gold
But this got old quickly to them.

They used to be your gem.

Your princess remains in the castle
unsaved,
But you saved that recipe you’ll never
really bake,
And liked that stranger’s post with
the birthday cake.
You smiled and laughed at that reel,
That feeling, that smile and laugh
used to feel
More genuine, more real.

By: The Crumbs Underneath Your Oven

Back when you reserved it
for them.
But I guess your friends
don’t offer that same
dopamine rush,
And scrolling’s easier than
talking to your crush.
You hide behind that
phone,
In a daydream world,
But all alone.
Now yours are the only
feet in sight,
Not that you noticed the
others’ flight.
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The End

 Ten years ago, I was wandering around the streets as usual. Bars, vendors, artists under their booth’s striped
awnings protruded out into the sidewalk, while various people of all gathered around in their vibrant colours.

Their clothing shone in the sun, all gleaming flashing colours of neon. There were lights everywhere, blinding me.
Everyone was wearing Hi-Vis to the extent where the vibrancy seemed to blend into a colour of brown. It was all

bustling business, people buzzing around those little pop-up shops like hoards of flies.

 What were they even selling? I didn’t bother to further look into it at all. I needed to get to where I was going. I
buzzed away in the midst of all the flies, ran down the sidewalk, putting a veil over all my senses. The only thing
stopping me was the texture of the ground. It was littered with headlines from newspapers. It made the ground

smell of burnt charcoal. I picked one up, “The End of the World as We Know It? Researchers predict…” The rest of it
meant nothing to me. People will fly around like flies regardless. They will conduct business like hoards of black

needles stitching the air. Whatever global disaster, whatever the future holds, it doesn't change the present.

 Five years ago, I walked along the street once again in my unchanging, daily routine. At this point, I had long
forgotten the newspaper headline. Nothing changed. Newspapers never foreshadow anything, and the future was

said to be unpredictable. The future was unpredictable because everyone likes to say that something grand will
happen, but no one understands how the unchanging present is the best way to predict the future. On my way to

conduct business, I slipped on the ground. A piece of paper stuck onto my shoe. I picked it up, “The End of...” Why has it
not happened yet then? It’s been 5 years! Why is the media full of misinformation, that is coloured in all sorts of
unnatural ways? All journalists are phonies. I crush the paper in my hands. The ink was the colour of houseflies.

 Today, I passed by the same street, only to find that the streetlights were dimmed. The vendors ceased to exist. Their
awnings tattered and collapsed. The plastic tables were covered in dust, with goods untouched. Everyone seemed

smaller, wrapped in muted colours that blended with the ground. People eerily walked, almost limping.

 I stopped in my tracks, and an old newspaper flew into my face, clinging on like a desperate insect. The ink had
faded, but I can still make out the headline, “The End of the World as We Know It. Researchers Predict That There

Will be Complete Silence in Ten Years.”

The article was ten years old.

 For the first time, I understood. The end was never a grandiose, fired apocalypse. It was not a sudden event
announced with emergency alarms throwing flies off their balance. No. 

The end had already happened.

 It had to come slowly, crawling unnoticed like rot in the foundation of a house. It whispered its presence in quiet
voices, in the fading urgency of those who rush to complete business, those who rush their lives in the present

moment. The future had arrived, and I had walked right past it.

I let the paper slip from my fingers. It flew down to the ground, joining the others. The flies were still flying.

10
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Written By: M. S.                                                               Photograph By: A. Chauhan
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In some sense, we are all escape artists. Some vanish behind the inky pages of

novels, living lives beyond their own. Some immerse themselves in a wave of

melodies, allowing music to take control of their emotions. Others escape through

movement - running, skating, swimming - chasing a freedom found only beyond

reality.

But is escaping truly synonymous with leaving?

When we step beyond reality, are we abandoning it or are we expanding it? Is it

just seeing the world differently? A writer lost within words is no different from a

painter lost within brushstrokes. Both of them create worlds they seek to exist in,

beyond the one they inhabit.

Yet, many believe that escaping reality is being unwilling to face it - to be ignorant.

Maybe it has nothing to do with our current world but more to do with searching

for freedoms beyond our reach. A writer doesn’t necessarily write stories of other

worlds because they reject this one. They write to pull the curtain that separates

imagination from reality, revealing what the rest of us haven’t yet seen. They

publish their imaginations, merging the mundane with the magical.

So maybe escape isn’t about leaving realities behind - rather, it’s about returning

with the vision to reimagine it.

Escape ArtistsEscape Artists



When the sun loses its spark,
And the moon takes on its mark;

When the stars stand brazenly in the
sky,
And the wind rests with a sigh;

When the thoughts that remained
captive,
Unshackle and become active, 

Is when the world of endless stories 
Show their absolute glories.

In whispered dreams and shadowed
lights
Stories dance and weave in the silent
night.

Somewhere, a lamp is rubbed, 
And a wish comes on in a surging flood.

Worlds from all imaginations collide,
Leaving not a single thought to remain
dried.

Where the world tries to stifle my
dreams,
The night comes with its carefree
beams. 

As tales of wonder, lost and found, 
Echo softly all around,

Its magic lingers everywhere,
All through the midnight air. 

Only until the dawn begins to rise 
Only then do they all retreat with
hushed goodbyes.

KingMango

Hiba Rauf

 Endless Stories And Glories12



The human brain was not built to handle a constant
barrage of information and sensory input being thrown at
it. Think of the brain like a computer. If you stay on your
computer for twelve hours a day running six different
programs on it, it’ll overheat. It’ll start glitching and
bugging. That is what the human brain does too, when it is
made to process information constantly. Chronic stress
causes wear and tear in the brain. Mental fatigue in
teenagers and high school students is at an all-time global
high. 

So then what is the solution? How does one defrag one’s
brain? 

The leading experts in neuroscience recommend the
simple activity of doing nothing, for twenty minutes a day;
devoid of any visual or auditory distractions (listening to
music or watching TV does not count as ‘doing nothing’!)

 
Making space in your schedule to sit down on the floor
and do nothing for a few minutes everyday allows your
brain to process experiences, consolidate memories, and
reinforce learning. Essentially, doing nothing for a while
will make you smarter. It gives your brain a minute to catch
up to everything that’s been going on around it. While you
are sitting there, taking in your surroundings, your brain is
running important repairs behind the scenes to improve
your executive functioning.

So incorporate breaks while studying, and consider not
spending all your free time on social media. If you are able
to, go outside and enjoy the fresh air, and look at a tree!
Sit in a park and daydream to your heart’s content,
knowing that you are actively helping yourself by doing so. 

WE SHOULD ALL

daydream
MORE OFTEN

Gorankshi Nandrajog

Jonathan Su

Khushi Grewal
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Sometimes I get a strange feeling
a feeling of presentness.

It is abandonment of the past; ignorance of the future
in exchange for an instant of existence.

Sometimes I get a strange feeling
a feeling of pastness

It is a rejection of the future; ignorance of the present
in exchange for…

I don’t even know myself.

Sometimes I get a strange feeling
a feeling of futureness

It is aspiration; it is hope. It is ambition.
In exchange for presentness.

No time passes with linearity
no river flows in a straight line

A droplet might turn, swirl, and get lost in the currents underneath
another might find themselves falling off a cliff

Droplet is not the word to describe the scene
in presentness, the raw power and beauty seizes me:

the rushing rapids, the roaring falls.

Is it not strange that in my futureness,
we fear the waterfall ahead

but in a split second it's gone
and it will be a one time trip.

Is it not strange that in my presentness,
I do everything to maximize the moment.
The waterfall is a dive into the unknown,

the beckoning of new life.

Is it not strange that in pastness,
I fear nothing?

What do I need to fear? The future? The present?
The past is upon me. I can see it.

You can see it too. Turn around, but not right now.

Wait, and once you start feeling strange,
it's probably too late.

Loonie

14

Strangeness
Qinkai L.



   f you ask most teenagers what they think of their childhood, most of them would call it a blur, but also one of the
happiest moments of their life. To be fair, when we were young, we lived a life full of wonder and imagination. New
obstacles were subconsciously treated as opportunities to grow & learn, rather than a burden. In short, we actually
lived our life, rather than just existing and watching it go by. One of the key reasons as to why we live differently now is
the shift in societal perspective of daydreaming, and the fantasizing of our future.

How do societal perspectives
change as we get older?
When we were young, we were encouraged to think big and
have ambitious goals for the future. Many of us dreamed of
being doctors, engineers, rocket scientists, and artists. Every
drawing we made, every imaginary world we created, and
every dream we spoke of was met with encouragement. "You
can be anything you want," was a phrase we heard often.
Daydreaming was seen as a sign of creativity, curiosity, and
potential.

But as we grow older, the societal perspective of 
daydreaming shifts. The very dreams that were once met 
with applause started to be seen as distractions. 
Schools emphasize productivity, efficiency, and measurable 
success over exploration and creativity. Society labels 
daydreaming as "wasting time" once we’re older and exposed to 
real-world challenges, and we are pushed to focus on practical goals, 
realistic expectations, and structured paths. The imaginative worlds we once created are now deemed childish, and our
futures are shaped by responsibility rather than curiosity.

Daydreaming:
Once Applauded, Now A Distraction

 Geet D. 
I 

Amogh Kumar

However, I truly believe that we should still adopt our previous mindset, and well… become a bit more delusional. In this
way, manifestation of our thoughts & beliefs can turn into our reality. When we allow ourselves to dream without limits,
we unlock a version of ourselves that we thought would have never thought would have come true, even in our wildest
dreams. Some of the world’s greatest innovators and visionaries were seen as dreamers before they became pioneers.
The ability to imagine something greater—something that doesn’t yet exist—is what fuels progress.

Why should we embrace daydreaming once again?

Manifestation is a mindset. The more we visualize our goals and allow ourselves to believe in them, the more likely we
are to take the necessary steps to make them a reality. If we constantly tell ourselves that our dreams are unrealistic,
we shut down opportunities before they even have the chance to materialize.

It’s time we bring back a little bit of our childhood wonder, and let ourselves dream once again. Because at the end of
the day, we only live once.

15



From, Siena Norton
Reveries of a Distant Time Period

Lucy Sun 

I often imagine myself as a girl living in the charming world of the past. Sometimes, I wonder how different my

life would be if I lived in a time when phones did not exist and people were forced to find different ways of

spending their pastimes. I wonder what it would be like to live in a time when what is now thought of as antique

was then considered modern and quite advanced for the time. The second I step into an old home or catch a

glimpse of a person’s charming antique collection, it transports me into a completely different time period — one

that seems so close, yet is so far away. 

It is as if my mind has been rewired to only appreciate objects that come from the past, once owned by a person

who existed in that time period. Rather than looking for the newest computer models, I look at typewriters and

imagine myself writing literature on an antiquated typewriter that once belonged, perhaps, to a girl from the past

who also shared my everlasting love for the art of prose and literature. It is easy for me to admire the times when

people wrote love letters to their distant lovers or relatives with a pretty seal that added an element of authenticity

to the letter itself, representing a strong connection between the sender and the receiver. There is really nothing

more beautiful and authentic than the written language. Ultimately, it is more than just typewriters and letters that

impress me about the past. With every remnant of the past comes an invitation to a distant time period and yet

another fanciful dream.

 I vaguely remember the days I stepped into a charming, old house in the countryside of Sooke, British Columbia,

or into a family friend’s cozy home located in the community of Varsity. Those homes brought me a kind of

comfort that I had seldom experienced in my life just by stepping in a home. They were full of antiques and old

furniture that were likely well-used by those who had possessed them. I always pictured what it would have been

like to be part of the family who first called the Sooke place home back in the late 1800s to early 1900s. 

They experienced living in the countryside, away from the

bustling city life that many were accustomed to, and probably

did not think much of it as they were used to living the quiet life.

Little did they know that over one hundred years later, a girl

would be sleeping in the same exact room as they did, musing

about how wonderful their lives must have been, living a quiet

life in a charming home out in the countryside. My fantasies

and dreams did not end there. The family friend’s home also

had so many stories attached to it. I was always fascinated when

he would enlighten us with the stories of his past - stories that

were both heartwarming and depressing in their own ways.

Every object in his house had a story behind it, and that is what

made it feel so authentic and beautiful. 

My mind was consumed with reveries from a distant

time period and longing for something that was simply

elusive. Even though the past is romanticized through

antiques passed down from generation to generation,

nothing was perfect about it. People had to fight for

their rights and did not experience the freedom that

we have been blessed with in the present. 

The girl that slept in the same room as I did in the Sooke house

probably felt limited in her options and restricted in her rights. She

probably wanted to escape the very time period that I dream about.

With that being said, I am content to keep my relationship with the

past to mere reveries of a time period that has been romanticized,

very much so, in my mind.
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Summary                

Movie Review by Farah

Photo by 

Mikayla Girard

This Thai thriller takes place in the rural village of Mae Hong Son.
Thongkam and Sek, a gay couple, tirelessly built a durian orchard
together and created a home for themselves. However, after a tragic
accident, Sek dies. Since same-sex marriage is not legalized in
Thailand yet, Thongkam is left with no rights to the orchard as the
land deed was only under Sek's name. Both their house and orchard
belong to Sek's mother, who moves in with her adopted daughter,
Mo, and Mo's brother, Jingna. Mo wants to gain ownership of the
land, so she tries to persuade Sek's mom into signing over the land
deed. Thongkam must now fight for the rights to his land. 

Review: 
May contain spoilers

This movie is not for the faint heart. I wanted to cry, scream and 
punch things when it finished. I love that they didn't sugar coat this issue, or try to 
make the characters likeable; it’s grounded in reality, and they reveal the darkest 
parts of human nature. It brings attention to the interplay between feminism and LGBTQ+ issues. These
marginalized groups are pitted against each other when the real villain is the system society put in place
to marginalize them. It's so frustrating to watch the victims fight each other instead of their oppressors,
but this is the unfortunate reality that exists in this world. All of the characters are vile, but pitiful at the
same time. You can't help but root for Thongkam because of how unfair the justice system is. He put all of
his assets into building the orchard, but just because he is a gay man, he can't claim ownership. However,
he often uses violence to fight, specifically towards Mo. At first glance, Mo seems selfish for wanting to
take the orchard away from Thongkam, but she has her reasons as well. She barely has any power, being
an uneducated and unmarried woman living in poverty. You can't blame her for wanting some semblance
of power to better her life. I do have a few criticisms though: the pacing can be awkward at times, due to
the time restraints. Specifically, Thongkam and Jingna's relationship isn't well developed. They're cute,
but since we don't get to see their relationship fully develop, it feels superficial. Overall, I highly
recommend this movie. The plot, the acting, the soundtrack–everything brings out the intense emotions.
Heed the trigger warnings, however, as this movie contains gore, violence, and attempted sexual assault.
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Beneath a sky of sapphire dreams, 

Between the endless streets I wander. 

I linger through the realm of magic and stars,

Disappointed when I don't see cars.

Trapped in a body that’s not mine, 

I feel helpless, I don't have time. 

The road I knew has slipped from sight, 

Though shadows appear in this fading light. 

The air is heavy with silent fears,

A land of magic, and one of tears,

The fairies laugh, and most take flight, 

But one fairy in particular just doesn’t seem right. 

She’s different and she doesn’t fit in,

More human-like than the rest. 

Like me, 

She was a guest.

In the end, we were both foreigners left to roam,

Strangers to this kingdom,

Longing for home.

M i n n a h  O l a j o b i

Lost

1 8Ebube A

Ebube A



You find yourself standing on the edge of bitter contemplation.
Letting life fly past you; trapped in place.
The hands of time spinning at a pace you can’t keep up with,
Days turn into months, hours into seconds. 
You’ve wasted your youth dreaming about a future that has yet to arrive,
But reclusively withheld yourself from a life of fulfillment. 

To whom it may concern,

How long will you continue to indulge in aimless reveries?
To give false meaning to the meaningless,
And let purpose slip right through your fingers?
How far can you make it–keeping your body alive,
But never your soul?

You clasp onto life’s fragile hand with reluctance,
As if you’d let it fall at any moment,
Dwelling over the life you could’ve lived,
Yet forgetting about the one you have.

If only you could escape that morbid trance, 
And relish in the elementary moments of existence.
Advancing forth and grabbing life in your arms,
You could find purpose within it.

Through being held in your loved one’s embrace, 
Or hearing the melodies of your favourite songs,
Or simply just by watching the sun rise another day. 

Parnian Kashif
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Unleash thy name, that it be sung aloud,
High ‘bove the firmament, where seraphs tread,
To be thy wish, thy whisper ‘midst the cloud,
To soar where birds their golden pinions spread,
And in thy longing's tender grasp be led.

Upon my breast, thy name is graven deep,
No god nor fate can blot thee from my mind,
Nor wretched time, in envious bid to sweep
Thy love away—ah, love, forever blind
To mortal hands that seek to strike or bind.

I flee, yet never far from thee I go,For e’en the heavens do thy visage keep.
I plunge beneath the ocean’s shifting flow,
Yet still the waves thy breathless whispers weep,
And call thy name within their briny deep.

I seek in death the solace to be freE,
Yet grief itself resounds with echoes thine.
I tread where dreams and phantoms soft decree,
Yet all is filled with visions most divine—
Thy shade, thy soul, forever pressing mine.

Oh, to be named by thee, my heart's delight,
To be thy wish, to soar with thee in flight!

Sahar K.

To Be Named by Thee

Lucas Mei
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