






Through the Frosted Window
Jinjou Wang

i.
 Through the frosted window, life passes by. The bus slows and stops, giving you a crystal clear focus of the sidewalk. You yearn
for change, bored of the mundane fire hydrant, plastered windows, and cracked pavement. Yet when the bus starts moving, the
view becomes blurred beyond recognition, compounded by the refracted effect of the frosted glass.

ii.
 September felt like it lasted forever. The awkward moments of interaction with your new teachers stuck with you, making you
cringe whenever it crossed your mind. It seemed like the beginning of the school year would never end and yet, with a blink,
April is here. We yearn for change when we have stability and yearn for stability when change is pressing us. Why?

iii. 
 Through the frosted window, lights blur out. They refract, making even the small, insignificant streetlights cloud your vision.
Each light sets the tone for the block it's on, especially the coloured lights that immediately draw your attention. But what
when you get off the bus? They’re discreet; subtle even. The frost on the window made the lights seem much larger than they
were.

vi.
 Life sets us up in strange ways. It feels like certain moments in our life are EVERYTHING, that will determine the course of our
lives for years to come. Yet most of the time, we’re able to see in retrospect that we massively overinflated the importance of
short-term life events. Our emotions get played and fluctuate by these changes in perception, and massive personal losses are
the result.

v. 
 Perhaps we should stop pretending the frosted window is clear. Perhaps we should stop treating our short-term judgments
about life as the be-all-end-all. 

The Train Paradox
Simrah Zaman

“Would you chase a train?” my older brother asked.
 The suddenness of the question took me aback. I was unaccustomed to things
taking me by surprise, especially one as arbitrary as this. Reluctantly, I shook
my head. Why would I chase a train? 
 “No,” he began, “trains don’t stop for you just because you want them to. Just
like every train, the one you’re chasing has an operator. They’ve already
processed the fact that they’re not stopping for you. So what’s the point of
chasing that train? Go back to the train station and wait for the right train to
take you to your destination.” 
  The chaos of his train had crashed with mine; I was haphazardly piecing
together my life, eventually surrendering myself to him. But that can’t be the
case anymore. A derailed train will never find its way back. Getting on the right
train is the only way I can find my destination and restore my lost identity. 
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 First Days

 By: Avery Komori

 

 The first days of school were always the worst. She always ended up getting lost or entering the wrong class. Her

sister kept telling her that she didn’t have to stress about it so much. Of course, she wished she could believe

her, but she never did. She let out a sigh, walked up to the front doors and headed inside. Hopefully, this time

finding her classes would go a lot smoother. There was something about the first day of High School that seemed

nerve-wracking. She tried not to think about how this was the first day and told herself it was just like any other

day. 

 When she walked up and down the hallways: chaotic chatter filled the air. Everyone in sight was just as frantic

trying to find out where their first class was. The hallways were jam-packed with students, and she hoped she

would make it to her class on time. At least it seemed like everyone was as disorganized as she was. The bell rang,

and a chill went down her spine; she was going to be late. In a panic, she went into the nearest classroom and

asked a teacher to help her find room 126. After getting vague directions, she turned down a hallway and

surprisingly managed to get to class on time. 

 Now that she had successfully made it, she had a new concern: meeting people. She scanned the class but

unfortunately failed to find a single known person. It was going to be ok, she said, trying to convince herself. 

 The girl beside her interrupted her thoughts; “First-day nervousness?” she asked. 

 She nodded, and the girl mirrored in agreement, “Me too, but don’t stress about it too much. Everyone’s in the

same boat”. 

 This made her relieved a bit. It was true; the nice thing about the first days is that everyone is a bit anxious. The

girl asked her about some of her interests and hobbies and found out that they had a lot in common. The bell

rang again for their next class, and the girl got up and waved goodbye. 

 It seemed like the first day of school was alright after all. 

 

I’m Tired

Anonymous

 

I’m tired, 

Even though it’s just the first few months of school,

Even though I am privileged with everything I got, 

Even though I got all my friends and family around me

I’m tired. 

Why?

Is it because I don’t get enough sleep,

Possibly my marks?

My expectations?

Should I just give up now...

What would others think about me...

Hopeless, unworthy?

I… should continue…

But,

What if all of this ends up being useless,

How can I predict the future,

What should I prepare?

When, where

Why

Am I thinking so much about this,

Why, am I, 

So,

…tired. Sabrina Huang
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Wonderful Land
The season of hardships comes again, and the mountains of homework rise like the dawn
My tears build up and send a horn to announce the day I start to mourn
Before the flood comes crashing down, I blink and enter a flowery gown
Lilies and Daisies with a trickling sound enter my books, and like leaves, they turn
Each page is filled with a creature of light to turn my night oh so bright
As I gallop through the lonely halls, meadows and willows start to fall
Doing homework feels so nice 
And when my pencils fall, there are my mice 
Every time I step into school, a magical symphony plays for me
The teachers are fairies and help me learn, and when I fail, they change the score 
As I immerse myself in this wonderful land, I blink and enter the lonely land
I realize it was all so fake, but romanticizing my life didn’t make me break  
I walk to class and look down at my work
I blink once more like never before 
The real world wasn’t made for me, it doesn’t play any symphonies.

my lungs consumed laughs offered in breaths of
cold air years ago
haunting me is the weight of loss. 
daydreaming and storytelling under cloudy skiesー
holding onto a boy with blue eyes, 
son of the waves I called home.
a walk in the park as every season changes 
limitless shades of magenta turn into a corruptible
gloomy umber;
to hold every word she said like a warm fuzzy
blanket around my body
Is not enough to hold onto
promises made
before I grew up 

Growing pains
Subashini Thangadurai
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Devoid
Cartoon by Beverly Zhao

Growing up and transitioning to being a teenager is usually marked with classic Hollywood movies such as Mean
Girls, Clueless and Ferris Bueller's Day Off. All these movies have one thing in common: high school.  

Nobody can deny that these dramatic takes on a high school experience can set unrealistic expectations. Frankly,
there can be an issue with the fairly-tale-like portrayals of high school that force being a student into a one-
dimensional experience focused only on one’s social life. But that isn’t the reality of real-life high school students,
as most of us spend our free time studying and don’t have time to “romanticize school”.

Romanticizing school is often associated with negative connotations, and too much of anything can be hindering,
so finding the right balance is beneficial. 

The act of romanticizing school can motivate students to study harder and achieve higher grades. Romanticizing
your life overall is also often met with self-expression, letting go of the opinions of peers and the people around
you.

Romanticizing your life need not be an extreme manner of living; it can just involve doing activities that bring
you joy. Instead of doing what other people desire, try to do things that make you happy about life. It's easy to go
through life without appreciating what's most precious, so take some time to relish the beautiful moments that
occur every day. It can be simple to let these moments slip by, whether it's a lovely sunset or having a fun time
with friends.

But remember, you don’t have to be perfect. Romanticizing your school and overall life doesn’t have to be
constant. Just do what makes you happy. Live your best life and let go of the opinions of others. 

The Importance of Romanticizing Highschool 
By Ava Miller
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Nicolas Pakai
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I was met with a banner in the foyer and a warm welcome 
from some new faces, all saying one thing. ‘First day of school!’

It was not just the first day of school (as it happens so often)- 
it was the first day of high school. 

After today, I would finally be able to experience the highly 
glorified time that is high school, just like the movies. All the 
people you meet, the opportunities you have, and the things people you meet, the opportunities you have, and the things 
you get to experience all just simultaneously change from 
middle school, and I was eager to experience it all.

I apprehensively wait in line to get my ID card and a linemate 
wittily remarks, “Are you excited?”

I mean sure, I am excited. Excited to finally experience all the 
hype revolving around high school. Also, a little anxious, 
knowing that it wasn’t going to be easy to fit in and find friends knowing that it wasn’t going to be easy to fit in and find friends 
all while trying to live out high school as the “dream” everyone
bestows it to be. I knew it wasn’t going to be easy, but I wanted
it to become a reality. 
 
to reach. All the pictures I created in my mind of what I would
experience have become obsolete. I realized that I didn’t have
to fit into the high school I saw in the movies and read in books. to fit into the high school I saw in the movies and read in books. 
 have become completely fine with not living vicariously through 
 high school experience that doesn’t resemble a dream.

Putting a label on anything can lead you down a rabbit hole of
setting overly unrealistic expectations. Not necessarily the good
kind of expectations when setting an expectation of changing
ourselves to “fit in”. In our time, it is easy to give ourselves
expectations because we are constantly trying to be people thatexpectations because we are constantly trying to be people that
we’re not. I think it is imperative to see that we don’t have to
alter or change ourselves in any way to fit in with what we see in
the  media, shows or in books, which were purposely made to be
 a little more fantasized than they should be.

The
Highschool

Dream
Niki Honarvar
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T H E  H I D D E N  S I D E  O F  M A R V E L  -  D A R E D E V I L  E D I T I O N
B Y :  H I B A  H A S S A N

R A T I N G :  9 / 1 0



D A R E D E V I L ,  T H E  K I C K O F F  T O  M A R V E L ’ S  T H E  D E F E N D E R S  S A G A  F O L L O W S  M A T T  M U R D O C K  ( C H A R L I E
C O X ) .  A F T E R  A N  A C C I D E N T  L E A V E S  H I M  B L I N D E D  B U T  W I T H  O T H E R  H E I G H T E N E D  S E N S E S ,  M A T T
U S E S  H I S  S K I L L S  T O  F I G H T  C R I M E  O N  T H E  S T R E E T S  O F  N E W  Y O R K  A T  N I G H T  W H I L E  “ F I G H T I N G ”

C R I M E  A S  A N  A T T O R N E Y  B Y  D A Y .  H O W E V E R ,  M A T T ’ S  D O U B L E  L I F E  C A U S E S  H I M  T O  T A K E  T H E  L A W
I N T O  H I S  O W N  H A N D S  A N D  K E E P  S E C R E T S  F R O M  T H O S E  C L O S E  T O  H I M  W H I L E  T R Y I N G  T O  S A V E

H E L L ’ S  K I T C H E N  F R O M  D E S C E N D I N G  I N T O  H E L L .  T H E  S H O W  C O N S I S T S  O F  T H R E E  S E A S O N S ,  E A C H
W I T H  1 3  E P I S O D E S ,  A N D  W H I L E  T H E  S E C O N D  S E A S O N  T A K E S  P L A C E  R I G H T  A F T E R  T H E  F I R S T ,  T H E

T H I R D  T A K E S  P L A C E  A F T E R  T H E  E V E N T S  O F  T H E  D E F E N D E R S .  



D A R E D E V I L  C A N  O N L Y  B E  D E S C R I B E D  A S  A N  A B S O L U T E  M A S T E R P I E C E .  T H E  P L O T ,  T H E  C H A R A C T E R S ,
A N D  T H E  A C T O R S  W E R E  A L L  R E M A R K A B L E ,  M A K I N G  I T  I M P O S S I B L E  N O T  T O  B I N G E .  T H E

J U X T A P O S I T I O N  O F  M A T T  M U R D O C K ’ S  E N T I R E  L I F E  W A S  O N E  O F  M Y  F A V O U R I T E  T H I N G S  A B O U T  T H E
S H O W .  H E  I S  A N  A T T O R N E Y  W H O  T A K E S  A N  O A T H  T O  F O L L O W  T H E  L A W  B U T  I S  A L S O  A  V I G I L A N T E

W H O  B R E A K S  T H E  L A W  E V E R Y  N I G H T .  H E ’ S  B E E N  B L I N D  S I N C E  H E  W A S  9  Y E A R S  O L D  B U T  H I S  O T H E R
E N H A N C E D  S E N S E S  A L L O W  H I M  T O  “ S E E ”  M O R E  T H A N  T H E  A V E R A G E  P E R S O N  C O U L D .  M O R E O V E R ,

H I S  C A T H O L I C I S M  I S  E S S E N T I A L  T O  H I S  L I F E  B U T  C O N T R A D I C T S  T H E  V I O L E N T  T H I N G S  H E  D O E S  A S  A
V I G I L A N T E  A N D  A L L  O F  T H E S E  A S P E C T S  A R E  A M A Z I N G L Y  D I S P L A Y E D  T H R O U G H O U T  T H E  S H O W .  I T

S H O W S  T H E  “ H U M A N N E S S ”  A N D  V U L N E R A B I L I T Y  O F  T H E  C H A R A C T E R ,  C O N T R A R Y  T O  M O S T
S U P E R H E R O  S H O W S  T H A T  D I V I D E  T H E  H E R O  F R O M  C I V I L I A N S .  T H I S  I S  A L S O  D I S P L A Y E D  I N  O N E  O F

T H E  V I L L A I N S ,  K I N G P I N ,  P O R T R A Y E D  B Y  V I N C E N T  D ’ O N O F R I O ,  A N D  H I S  P E R F O R M A N C E  L E F T  M E
T E R R I F I E D  O F  H O W  I N T E L L I G E N T  Y E T  R U T H L E S S  T H E  V I L L A I N  W A S ,  W H I L E  S T I L L  J U S T I F Y I N G  H I S

T E R R I B L E  A C T I O N S  W I T H  A  H U M A N  T R A I T ,  W H I C H  W A S  H I S  L O V E  F O R  A  W O M A N .  I  T H I N K  T H E  B E S T
S H O W S  A R E  O N E S  T H A T  A L L O W  T H E  A U D I E N C E  T O  R E S O N A T E  W I T H  T H E  C H A R A C T E R S ,  A N D

D A R E D E V I L  D I D  A  W O N D E R F U L  J O B  O F  P O R T R A Y I N G  H E R O I C  A N D  E V I L  C H A R A C T E R S .  



W H I L E  T H E  T H I R D  S E A S O N  P R O V I D E D  A  S E N S E  O F  C L O S U R E ,  A N D  F A N S  W E R E  D E V A S T A T E D  A F T E R
T H E  S H O W  W A S  C A N C E L L E D  I N  2 0 1 8 .  H O W E V E R ,  R E C E N T L Y  M A T T  M U R D O C K  W A S  R E I N T R O D U C E D

I N T O  T H E  M C U  I N  S P I D E R - M A N :  N O  W A Y  H O M E ,  A N D  S H E - H U L K :  A T T O R N E Y  A T  L A W ,  A N D  A
D I S N E Y +  S H O W  C A L L E D  D A R E D E V I L :  B O R N  A G A I N  I S  I N  D E V E L O P M E N T ,  O P E N I N G  A  N E W  D O O R  O F

P O S S I B I L I T I E S  F O R  T H E  C H A R A C T E R  A N D  T H E  D E F E N D E R S  S A G A .
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R A N K I N G  T H E  C H I P M U N K S  O N  T H E I R  P E R F O R M A N C E  S K I L L S
B Y  K A T L Y N  N G U Y E N



W H A T ’ S  U P ,  C H U R C H I L L !  T H I S  M O N T H  I ’ V E  S P E N T  H O U R S  W A T C H I N G

A L V I N  A N D  T H E  C H I P M U N K S  C O N T E N T  T O  B R I N G  Y O U  M Y  R A N K I N G  O F
T H E I R  P E R F O R M A N C E  S K I L L S .  I  J U D G E D  T H E M  B A S E D  O N  T H E I R  V O C A L S ,
R A P P I N G ,  S T A G E  P R E S E N C E  A N D  D A N C I N G .  S I N C E  T H E R E  A R E  S O  M A N Y

D I F F E R E N T  V E R S I O N S  O F  A L V I N  A N D  T H E  C H I P M U N K S ,  I  D E C I D E D  T O
F O C U S  O N  T H E  C G I / L I V E - A C T I O N  V E R S I O N .  



V O C A L S :
1 . S I M O N
2 . A L V I N

3 . T H E O D O R E
 D E S P I T E  A L V I N  B E I N G  T H E  L E A D  V O I C E  O F  T H E  G R O U P ,  I  W O U L D  A R G U E

T H A T  S I M O N  I S  T H E  S T R O N G E S T  V O C A L I S T  I N  T H E  G R O U P .  H E  H A S  A
L A R G E  R A N G E  A S  H I S  V O I C E  I S  S M O O T H  L I K E  B U T T E R ,  H O N E S T L Y ,  H I S

V E R S E  I N  W I T C H  D O C T O R  F R O M  T H E  F I R S T  M O V I E  S A Y S  I T  A L L .  



R A P P I N G :  
1 . S I M O N
2 . A L V I N

3 . T H E O D O R E
 S I M O N  I S  T H E  C H I P M U N K  W I T H  T H E  M O S T  R H Y T H M  A N D  R H Y M E  W I T H

A L V I N  A S  A  C L O S E  S E C O N D .  A S  F O R  T H E O D O R E ,  H E  I S  N O T  G I V E N  M A N Y
O P P O R T U N I T I E S  T O  R A P  T H U S  I T  I S  D I F F I C U L T  T O  J U D G E  H I S  S K I L L S .



S T A G E  P R E S E N C E :  

1 . A L V I N
2 . S I M O N

3 . T H E O D O R E
 O U T  O F  A L L  O F  T H E  C H I P M U N K S ,  A L V I N  H A S  T H E  M O S T  S T A G E

P R E S E N C E ,  H I S  E N E R G Y  I S  A L W A Y S  A M A Z I N G  A N D  H I S  F A C I A L S  A R E
A L W A Y S  O N  P O I N T .  C O M P A R E D  T O  H I S  B R O T H E R  A L V I N  S T A N D S  O U T

M O R E  O N  S T A G E  W H I L E  T H E  O T H E R S ,  E S P E C I A L L Y  T H E O D O R E ,  S E E M  T O
F A D E  I N T O  T H E  B A C K G R O U N D .



D A N C I N G :

1 . A L V I N
2 . T H E O D O R E  

3 . S I M O N
 J U D G I N G  T H E I R  D A N C E  A B I L I T I E S  W A S  T H E  M O S T  D I F F I C U L T  B E C A U S E
T H E Y  A R E  U S U A L L Y  A L L  V E R Y  S Y N C H R O N I Z E D ,  B U T  A L V I N  E N D E D  U P

C O M I N G  O U T  O N  T O P  B E C A U S E  O F  H I S  S T R O N G  S T A G E  P R E S E N C E .
S I M O N  W A S  R A N K E D  L A S T  B E C A U S E  I  F O U N D  W I T H  S O M E  O F  T H E

D A N C E S  H E  L O O K E D  A  B I T  A W K W A R D  D U E  T O  H I S  H E I G H T .  
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Red Romantics 
     The setting of my studies is simply unable to be anything else, and therefore I am void of blame at the unveiling of the woods. It is a dark
center of the thicket, which in turn holds every regret I have been burdened with since birth. It is too unpleasant, that swarming cesspool of words
which were nothing like the romantic poetry I was fed years before I built a “home” there. 

     “Home,” as in, is a place where one lives permanently: Where one is swallowed and eaten and then, forgotten all together at once, just as
everyone who lived in this home before me. Instead of a sweet serenade, pages that should have bled white and pure bleed ink that is dark crimson.
A shade of red which I believed to be sinister and cruel, the soul of the sea of a million blossoms which never fully bloomed. 

     That is until I saw the girl who was watching me. She smiled at me with a mouth which tasted like metal, piercing carmine through my head
wherever I turned. Then, all I could see was red, and all I could bear to do was stare back with eyes which were muddy, cold and contaminated
with a soulless ink. With childish magic that shines vermillion, we have fallen into a fateless yet seemingly endless dance. 

     But the woods find our behaviour despicable as if we were Eve and our last waltz was the apple dripping with the scarlet snake’s tongue. This
is typical of the trees—consuming every drop of red, vibrant and smooth and not thick like blood. I should have expected it, yet I seem to have
forgotten the forsaken balance of the scale in the midst of our dizzying tempest. She and I have left Eve with two apples in Eden and no book to
summon Adam.

    So, I stayed with her until midnight. Then, I wait for the forest to take her, as it always does.

By Moumita Murshed

Book Review: No Longer HumanBook Review: No Longer Human
by Osamu Dazaiby Osamu Dazai
    This novel is about a boy named Oba Yozo, who lives life feeling extreme
detachment from the world around him. Set before World War II in Japan, Yozo
finds himself torn between the two worlds of westernization and aristocratic Japan:
he feels ostracized, and as the title puts it, No Longer Human. It is known that
Dazai, the author, ingrained intricate personal experiences into this book, with Yozo
being incredibly similar to how Dazai viewed himself. Both feel deep-seated
inadequacy even as they leave home and mature into adults. As the more literal
Japanese translation of the title puts it, they feel disqualified from being human.

    Despite this, Yozo is written to be an oddly relatable character. Dazai takes
common feelings and exaggerates them to the point where they become
uncomfortable to read. The novel does an excellent job of showing a person's self-
destructive tendencies. Yozo is portrayed as painfully distant: inconsiderate and
degrading to everyone around him—not because he thinks he is above them, but
because he is beneath them by such a large margin. He feels crushing guilt and
undeserving of anything good that happens to him since he isn’t human; he doesn’t
feel he should even be allowed to try being human. 

    I enjoyed this book a lot. As mentioned, Yozo is a relatable character taken to the extreme, but the most intriguing part of the novel is finding out which
details of Yozo’s life coincide with Dazai’s. The author and the character are linked to the point where the story is regarded as semi-autobiographical.
Glimpsing into the world of such a talented writer is fascinating, and seeing parts of his circumstances in life is even more so. Read this novel if you are
prepared for discomfort, to question the world, and can stand reading from the perspective of a truly detached madman. 

By Manaar Fatima
Photograph by Margaux Wu



Burn your Brussels Sprouts
By Finch Ginn

The brussel sprout is a miniature leaf vegetable, first cultivated in northern
Europe in the fifth century. Despite centuries of evolution, it remains the
most disgusting food to exist in the history of the planet. Brussels sprouts
have somehow placed themselves in the most disliked food group; vegetables.
As well as the most hated taste attribute: bitterness. As anyone who has ever
had the displeasure of eating a bitter vegetable knows, it is an extremely
repulsive and foul flavour which shows no mercy to whoever is eating it. No
matter how they are cooked, and no matter how much oil or spices they have
been drowned in, brussels sprouts will always remain revolting. Anyone who
has to experience the god-awful consumption of a brussels sprout wouldn’t be
rewarded for their suffering very well anyways. While it’s true that brussels
sprouts have some nutritional value, there isn’t anything special about them.
The vitamins you can find in them (c and k) are found in almost any other
vegetable. For example, you can eat broccoli, asparagus, bell peppers, kale,
spinach, romaine lettuce and parsley, which are all easily accessible
vegetables that would provide a good substitute for the vitamins found in
brussels sprouts. They can be eaten, cooked and even enjoyed by a person.
Anyways, please do yourself a favour and put the next brussel sprout you
come across in the garbage, step on it, throw it out of a window, toss it in the
nearest ocean or volcano, burn it, hike up mount Everest with it and leave it
there. If you ever find yourself in a situation where you must consume such a
rancid vegetable, I wish you good luck.

Floriography Monthly - Witch Hazels
By Nabeeha Ali




As snow blankets our streets and homes, I cannot help but stare out at all the trees, withered and waiting for spring to return. A few flowers still
bloom despite the odds, those used to the harsh chill of winter, like the witch hazel.




The Hamamelis, also known as the witch hazel, blooms in the autumn and through the winter, making it an incredibly hardy plant. Its blossoms are
typically yellow, somewhat reminiscent of a chrysanthemum. As one could likely guess from the name, giving a witch hazel to someone in a bouquet
means ‘a spell’ in the Victorian flower language. Surprisingly, the origins of the hazel’s name have nothing to do with witches, instead relating to the

Middle English word ‘wiche’ which meant “pliant and bendable,” likely due to its flexibility and ability to grow in the cold. 



However, more than its tenacity or origins, what sets the witch hazel apart is its medicinal properties, both in folk and modern medicine. Native
Americans would use the extracts of the hazel as a natural remedy and in herbal medicines. Nowadays, hazel is used to reduce eczema and rashes,

but there is not enough evidence to vouch for the use of hazel over other medicines. The essential oil extracted from witch hazel plants can cause
contact dermatitis (inflammation after contact) in some individuals. However, witch hazel plants still contain chemicals like tannins that have been

proven to work in skin care products, and there are a few companies that commercially produce witch hazel extract for medicinal use.



If you want to grow your own witch hazel plant, remember to plant it in fertile and moist soil, preferably with a pH between 4 and 7. It will need to
be in full or partial sunlight and can grow to be up to 26 feet tall (depending on the species), making outdoor planting optimal. As a low-

maintenance plant, the hazel will need watering when it is young, but as an adult, natural rainfall will be enough for it unless one lives in areas of
frequent drought. Be patient if growing it from the seed, as seeds may take up to two years to germinate.




Whether you are a beginner or a professional in the garden, remember to take care of the garden as you would take care of yourself: with love,
care and lots of water!

Photograph By Lisa Chen
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STRANGERS
BY: FARAH NUZHAT

Olivia grasped the broken friendship bracelet tightly in her

hand. They were broken beyond repair, and they both knew

it. Today's fight was the final straw of the string of fights

that happened over the past few months. 

Their friendship used to be perfect. They balanced out

each other's personalities; Olivia was calm and collected

while Jenna was outgoing and amicable. Since they were

kids, they promised to never leave each other's side.

If everything was fine, where did it all go wrong? Their first

fight was over some arbitrary matter and took both of

them by surprise. Olivia didn't mean to lash out at her and

immediately apologized. They laughed over it like it was

nothing, but something changed after that. The air around

them was suddenly tense. Every little inconvenience would

turn into a full-fledged argument. Having a normal

conversation felt like going to war, always ready to fight. 

This time, however, their fight wasn't over some random

disagreement. It was about their broken friendship. They

spat out insults at each other, aiming to hurt the other like

the past ten years didn't matter.

It was over, Olivia knew that all too well. She let out a

shuddering breath, not knowing how she should feel.

Unwanted tears started streaming down her cheeks. Olivia

wanted to hate Jenna for hurting her and ruining their

unbreakable bond. But most importantly, she wanted to

hate her for leaving her alone. After all these years,

Olivia's fear of being abandoned slowly diminished, but

now, her fear took root and sprung again. Yet she knew

the blame couldn't all be put on Jenna. As much as Olivia

wanted to make the pain go away by hating Jenna, she

knew she was to blame as well.

Taking one last glance at the bracelet, she threw it away,

hoping the memories of Jenna would disappear with it. The

lingering thought still hung in the air:

How was it possible to go from best friends to strangers

that quickly? 

PHOTOGRAPH BY: KELLY

PHOTOGRAPH BY: KELLY
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Eric Reviews: Communism
    With all the conflict and strife present in the world right now, nothing is scarier to me than the war between Russia and Ukraine.  All
this violence made me think of all the other times that Russia has been of international interest. The most prominent example that came to
mind was the formation of the USSR. First, I began to consider how it rose to such prominence, and all I could think was one thing:
Communism.  And it begs the question, why did communism of all the different ideologies rise to such prominence to confront the all-
powerful free market?

    Starting with a quick summary of communism as an ideology, communism originates from the ideas of the German philosopher: Karl
Marx. He claimed that the inequalities between the working class and those they worked for would lead to a collapse of capitalism and
give rise to a new system, known now as communism. This new system would consolidate all means of production into the hands of the
government. The aim of this was to eliminate all inequality caused by a free market and create a classless society.  In theory, this would
create a prosperous society where everyone could enjoy a comfortable standard of living regardless of personal ability.  People would
work not because they want to amass wealth but simply because it would be their responsibility to the collective. Now knowing the theory
behind communism, examining real-world examples shows something far from a prosperous, classless society. The concentration of
power in the hands of the government often leads to the formation of dictatorships. Prominent examples like Stalin’s government show
that this often leads to the exploitation of people and creates a nation filled with poverty. Famines begin to arise due to unreasonable
production quotas, and citizens began to become discontent with their living conditions. This causes paranoid leaders to persecute
“traitors” and create prison camps. As a result, the accumulation of all these factors created an unstable nation incapable of sustaining
itself, leading to its collapse. Considering all these different factors, one can see that the implementation of communism has historically
never ended well. If I was simply considering the theory behind it, I would give communism a solid 87%. However, after examining all
aspects and factoring in real-life implementations, I must give it a final rating of 42%.  

By Eric Xu

Lookism Animated
Adaptation By Celena Zhang
    Lookism, a webcomic first published in November 2014, has been picked up by Netflix
for an animated adaptation. The comic currently has over 400 chapters and is continuously
updated by Park Tae-Joon, the author. 

    For those who have never heard of Lookism, the story revolves around Park Hyung Seok;
a high-school student bullied for being overweight. Being harassed every day, he asks his
mother to transfer schools. He moves to Seoul to run away from his problems and start
anew. However, just before he attends his new school, he magically transforms into a new
body that is perfect in every way. The sudden change in appearance comes with a shift in
treatment from people; for the first time, he is treated with kindness, and people befriend
him because of his looks. In this comic, every character holds value to the plot and is always
memorable with their backstories, motives, and development. 

    In Lookism, the fight scenes feel quite immersive for a comic. Each panel is filled with
great depth; you can practically see the flow of movement in every image. It is no wonder
that Lookism finally got an animated adaptation, with the fanbase more stoked than ever.
The first episode was released on November 4th, 2022, and I can’t wait to see more!
Lookism has been a great comic and can finally be reborn as an animated series. I highly
recommend checking it out if you are interested. 

Photograph by
Cami Hsieh



Coming of Age
By: Maida Azhar 

Do you remember reaching the age when you were officially a teenager? The moment you wished to
happen? Fantasizing and imagining your teenage years and what lies ahead? Did a wave of excitement
wash over you as you about the next four years to come? Or were you nervous and realized that you were
no longer a child?

As our adventures started throughout our teenage years, we met, greeted, and spent unforgettable memories
with our friends, family and ourselves. We said goodbye to our childhood years and began our adventures with
a new chapter in our lives, the start and the end of those teenage years. We explored, grew and learned
from ourselves and were welcomed with blessings as we worked together as teams and faced challenges and
fears in our journey. Furthermore, we worked hard to achieve our goals and hoped to get accepted into our
dream universities. However, when you’re a teenager, you never truly know how fast time flies. Do you
remember celebrating your 13th birthday? Do you remember being excited about the fact you were
considered a teenager? And now, within the blink of an eye, we are coming of age. Say goodbye to the
teenage years and hello to adulthood.

How does it feel to be in your late teenage years? This is when we realize and take a moment to
remember when we were all thirteen and said our goodbyes to our childhood years. Just as on our thirteenth
birthday, we blew out the candle and began our journey as teenagers. Now, we are about to say goodbye to
our teenage years and get thrown into the real-life world. Are you nervous? Excited? Anxious? As soon as
we are adults, we will start a new, different chapter. We’ll chase our dreams of getting into and completing
university, starting our new lives with the hopes of all the success and happiness our future holds.

 Although, with all the struggles and adulthood-related responsibilities waiting for us as adults, let's all 
take a moment to appreciate and thank ourselves for coming this far in life. We must give credit to 
ourselves for not giving up, for believing in ourselves, and for facing all of the challenges and 
struggles life gave us throughout our chapters of childhood, teenhood and now, through adulthood. So 
before heading off into our new chapters, let's all think back to the moments we enjoyed as teens 
and all the hard work we did for ourselves. Most importantly, to live and make the most of our last
teenage years before our new journeys in life. 

Clueless: A Movie Review
By Alena Chorney



Before high school, I took it upon myself to watch any “coming of age” or high school-themed movie I could find. I did this in hopes to prepare myself for what these

three years would be like. Looking back now, none of them were helpful or true to life. Despite this, I found myself circling back to one movie: Clueless. There are
countless reasons why this movie should not be relatable: for one, the amazing, but ridiculously expensive outfits, the way everything just seems to work out for the main

character, and the fact that full-grown adults are playing 17-year-olds. Clueless, though unrealistic at times, still manages to portray the experiences the average
student encounters: peer pressure, awful guys, failing classes, and fake friends. The movie follows Cher (Alicia Silverstone) who has the perfect life: she and her best
friend, Dionne (Stacey Dash), run their high school. Cher with her perfect life has a popular guy chasing after her who is also rich. Even with all this, Cher is consumed
by an overwhelming fear: what if she's not a good person? In light of this revelation, she first tries to improve herself by setting up two of her lonely teachers with
one another. Surprisingly, it works! Following this success, she takes on a new mission: giving the new girl at school, Tai (Brittany Murphy), a makeover and integrating
her into the popular crowd. Though at first, this is also a success, it quickly devolves into chaos. As the movie progresses, Cher seems to be messing up often and taking
those she cares about down with her. Like with any 90s movie, some points will have you cringing a little due to outdated views and dialogue, but you’ll also be brought
along for a wild yet touching ride. By the end, you'll be rooting for Cher while also questioning if you even like her, which makes her the perfect anti-hero of this

story. This movie, even though technically a rom-com, somehow manages to address some raw and difficult topics in unique ways. This movie is rated PG-13, as it includes
some references to sexual content, mild swearing, some distressing themes, and references to alcohol. It is available to watch on Paramount+ and as always, can also 

be purchased on DVD/Blu-Ray. 
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THE BLUE LOBSTER



Written by Anonymous
Inspired by Jakerton’s fans constantly sending him blue lobster videos



This is a satirical story as an attempt to lighten peoples’ days. I hope you

enjoy it and your rainy day becomes sunny :)









She stared at the ceiling bored, eyelids heavy. She just laid there on her bed,
unable to think of an activity. She didn’t exactly want to do anything either.
After a long day of college, most of her assignments were left alone. She
knew she had to do them but didn’t want to. Her day was so mundane. She

felt burnt out.



The student turned over and sighed, reaching for her phone on her
nightstand and turning it on, almost immediately being met with the cursed

blue lobster she kept seeing. The loud music blared through the tiny
speakers with such a high volume she’d almost assume it annoyed her

roommate as it practically filled the entire room. “Shoot!” She mumbled and
turned the phone off quickly and tossed it aside. She swore she’d get that

damn lobster out of the hard drive soon. 



She sat up and stretched, turning until something struck her as odd. The
walls, the furniture, the decorations and the items... Even her own hands!
They.. were all blue! Stomps rumbled the ground, approaching closer and
closer. She whipped her head around to face the noise, and to her horror…






There stood the mighty blue lobster, twice her size. 



Her eyes widened and she opened her mouth to scream but a claw pressed against her
lips stopped her from doing so. Instead, the lobster spoke: “Greetings, little inferior

being.”



The girl scooted backwards across her bed, scrambling to flee from the lobster that
haunted her mind and life, heavily panting. “Wh-Wh-Wha-” 



“You have many questions, I know.” The lobster continued, cutting her off. “I’ve been

trapped in that little shiny speaker box you have for centuries, and now, you’ve
released me. Many thanks to you, human.”



CENTURIES?! The girl was baffled. 



“My kind has gone extinct. We’ve travelled planet to planet, trying to find a habitat

suitable to our needs, until we found this green ball. Earth.” The lobster added,
sorrowful. “However, I am still alive. There must be more of me around! Many thanks

for releasing me, hairy ape-man.” Then the lobster disappeared in a ball of bright light.
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I hope both sides of your pillow are warm every night. 
I hope the oreo always drops in the milk before you can put it in 

your mouth. 
I hope you get a new pair of socks and immediately step into a 

puddle in the kitchen.
I hope you stub your toe on every chair you pass. 

I hope you always bump your shoulder when you turn a corner.
I hope all your favourite clothes are in the wash on an important 

night. 
I hope your phone only charges at an angle.

I hope you are never in time to stop the microwave at one second 
when you are getting a midnight snack. 

I hope the chocolate chips in your cookies always turn out to be 
raisins.

I hope your mom makes your favourite food for dinner and 
forgets to add salt.

I hope you charge your laptop for the entire night without 
noticing the cord needs to be plugged in.

 I hope you get splashed with a spoon every time you do the 
dishes. 

May you be comfortable in your bed when your mom comes to 
talk to you, leaving the door slightly ajar as she goes.

I hope you always feel your phone vibrating in your pocket, but 
never have any notifications.

I hope you are always 0.5 marks away from acing your tests. (Or 
passing them)

1.
2.

3.

4.
5.
6.

7.
8.

9.

10.

11.

12.

13.

14.

15.

15 Well-Mannered Insults To Use in Every Argument 
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Oh, her laughter. It was like a wooden wind chime being tickled. Her 
laughter first introduced us to each other, and that laughter brought 

me back to the present…
 
 

“What were you thinking of?” she inquired with concern.
 
 

“You,” I replied. “Or rather, your laughter.” Then I realized that before 
anything, I had to confess. I had to tell her how I felt. I couldn’t go on 

living with a pang in my heart every time I saw her with someone else. 
She was my best friend, yes, but no way was I going to get that 

possessive of her. So what if we didn’t get to see each other that often? 
So what if we didn’t have the same class? Nothing tests friendship 

better than high school, and I was going to make sure ours passed with 
flying colours.

 
I told her. 

 
 

“Make me a promise,” she said. “No matter what happens, you will 
come to me if you ever need me. Know that I’m here for you. I always 

will be. Promise.”
 
 

“On one condition,” I replied. She slightly puckered her lips as if she was 
scolding me for not promising first. “This applies to you too.”

 
 

Her face broke into a grin. “Deal.” 

Stardust Stories
Anhad Chauhan

Cami Hsieh





Two thousand people wandering, all living different lives. Their voices fill the air and build up to become rowdy
noises. These noises cannot silence the words banging on my skull. I sit down and think. Waiting. Waiting for the
moment I am unable to relate to the words said by Marina in her famous song “Oh! No.” 

Marina’s words ring clearly “Don't do love, don't do friends. I'm only after success. Don't need a relationship. I'll never
soften my grip.” Her words circle my mind like a swarm of bees circling a bee hive. Just like bees, they sting me all
over and cause a profound irritation within me. An irritation to the idea of average.

Being average. Something I am unable to resonate with. That does not mean that being average never occurs, and when
it does I change my approach. I use Marina’s wise words once again. “One track mind, one track heart,” she says.
That’s all I need to be successful and be who I want to be. Focus. My life is like a playdoh, with me forming its shape
in the palm of my hands. 

What happens when I make the wrong shape? It’s oddly simple. “If I fail I’ll fall apart.” I engage in constant fights
with the thief of joy: a comparison. The people around me and those I consider friends are perfect in every way. They
have their lives planned, dotting every I and crossing every T. Heads turn to me and it is my turn to show what I have
done. In comparison to theirs, my life and accomplishments appear to be insignificant. “I feel like I’m the worst so I
always act like I’m the best.” Nevertheless, I put on my best show. Putting my theatrical skills to good use, I
implement the character of an all-knowing individual into my life. 

I become what people call fake. However, when we think about it, is it accurate to call it fake? After all, high school is
an environment of painting the picture of our best possible selves. A place to laugh, learn and give it our all. With
people running to us for questions and statements of reassurance. A facade of lies.

It is all a lie. We go home at the end of the day and repeat Marina’s words to ourselves.

We cry out, “Oh, No!”

Oh No!
B Y   O R E   A I N A

Photograph Taken By Ethne Cripps
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The horror movie: High school,
a very misleading elaborate lie. 

High school is often romanticized in movies as
being a period where people find their identity.
This isn't entirely wrong but it can be very
misleading. From these movies, they have told
me that during these three years: I will make
new friends and get a boyfriend or a girlfriend.
This is a reality that I have not experienced in
full. Yes, I made many friends, but I have yet to
find that connection with someone. As a
consequence, this has created a feeling of
emptiness as my reality cannot compare to the
movies. Additionally, within the scope of the
movies, you never see anyone having to struggle
with the workload of school, they all get into
prestigious universities and colleges without a 
struggle. This image of barely working and getting into top universities makes me see myself as less than others. As I
put so much in and I’m not achieving the same as they are, developing the idea of doubt in my abilities. This has made
me put into question my dreams of reaching my ideal university and making my parents proud of me. Why must I
suffer when they don’t? Why should I have to navigate the dark world of high school while they live the high life? Is it a
lie? Is it me? It must be. My reality is my truth. My reality of high school is nothing but back pain, depression, and lots
of school work that leads to a grade that your parents would either pat you on the back for or tell you that your cousin
got a 90 and why can't you be like your cousin, and the whole cycle starts again. No high school movie or tv show told
me about this which made me vastly unprepared for any of this. 

High school may be a horror movie, and coming-of-age movies may have gotten everything wrong about high school
but they did get one thing right: that high school is a key experience in our lives that leads us into the next chapter of
our lives. While high school did make me want to cry, I wouldn't have made great new friends and grown so much. This
is the last time that, in a way, I will ever be a teenager before becoming an adult, and while it's nothing like a high
school musical, high school is ‘the coming of age experience’ I needed.
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by Ema Leanne Getachew

Cartoon by Rachel Cheng



Cillian had not left his home nor slept in just over a week. Half of that time was spent
peering into the mysterious orb, turning it every which way and watching the rays of light
refract and reflect in the strange interior. The other half of the time consisted of
contacting as many academics as he knew to persuade them to take a look at the odd
sphere.

That day he found it, nothing seemed to be out of the ordinary. A mysterious sphere left
beneath a park bench, nothing more. However, when he arrived at his home at the end
of the day, he set his bag on the ground only to hear a dull thud through the leather.
Sharply raising a brow, he knelt and opened his bag to find the source of the peculiar
sound. Cillian rummaged through the bag, to find the orb from the park laying smugly at
the bottom of the bag. Amused, he pulled out the sphere and leaned back on his
haunches to sit on the ground.

He rolled the warm orb between his hands and looked into its mellow glow. Cillian had
not had the time to properly examine the object in the park and took the time to analyze
it now. He was surprised to find that the interior of the orb was not as uniform, soft
yellow as he had initially assumed. Peering closer into the sphere he had found that there
were slight, meandering swirls curled throughout the sphere, wound into patterns and
shapes, like a snake coiled in a basket, waiting to be charmed. Cillian was intrigued, he 

Cillian broke out of his trance many hours later
to the sensation of the morning sun warming
the side of his face. He was still crouched on
the ground holding the orb in his hands, and
Cillian dropped the sphere to the ground and
jolted to his feet. He paused, composed
himself, walked to the kitchen, filled a glass
with water and took a sip. Then he returned to
the orb on the ground and cradled it in his
hands once more.

Imminence Pt. 2 - Ablah Gadallah
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held it up to the light and found even more
images appeared in the orb the closer he looked.
Additional swirls and curls, coupled with sharp
angles formed what could almost appear to be
words, but not quite. Each line angled the wrong
way, angles formed by parallel lines,
perpendicular lines never colliding no matter how
far Cillian followed them. 



 The Aboriginals have constantly fought to be
treated equally like any other citizen in Canada,
yet it seems no matter how much they try, the
government won't ever take them seriously.
This month’s story is on Shelly Tannis Dene,
who has been missing since mid-July 2013. 
 Shelly Tannis Dene was a member of Alberta’s
Fort McKay First Nations. Growing up, the
lasting effects of residential schools affected
her parents, making alcohol addiction a
problem. Her parents split in 1997, so Shelly,
along with her siblings, moved with their mom
to Vernon, BC. In 2007, she gave birth to her
son. Having dropped out of school at a young
age, she decided to resume her studies and
finished Grade 12 in 2010. As a parent, Shelly
suffered from addiction due to her childhood
trauma. She was three years sober when she
got her son back from social services and had
finally enrolled in a college, moving to
Edmonton. Tragically, in 2012, her father
passed away. She went home to bury him and
became depressed. To cope, she relapsed into
overdosing and drinking, resulting in social
services taking back her son.

  In July 2013, Katie Dene, her grandmother, asked her to watch her house while she left
for vacation. Once Katie returned home, Shelly and her belongings were no longer there.
Her family had thought she travelled to Yukon because she had been talking to them
about visiting, but her abrupt disappearance concerned them. Shelly’s sister, Candice,
texted her, asking if she was doing alright, to which Shelly replied, “no.” On November 8th,
Candice reported Shelly missing to the Edmonton Police Service. Candice performed her
investigation, asking all her family members when and where they had seen or talked to
Shelly, only for them to say they last saw her in July. The EPS contacted the family for the
last time on December 9, 2014, informing them that they exhausted all the tips they got
and could not determine Shelly’s whereabouts.
 Candice was upset that even though she had limited resources, she found more evidence
and leads regarding her sister’s disappearance than the authorities working on the case.
Melanie Dene, Shelly’s cousin, believes the police weren’t taking Shelly’s disappearance
seriously because she was an Aboriginal living a “high-risk” lifestyle. 
 If you have any info regarding the case, you can submit tips to 1-800-222-8477. 

Shelly Tannis Dene

By: Khushi Grewal

Taken by Ethne Cripps 



A Useless Pebble in a Sea of Diamonds
Anonymous

 
“I’m just a useless pebble in a sea of diamonds,” I repeated to myself over and over again as I

walked to my next class. It was always the little things, stupid things, but enough of them would
build up inside you. Case in point; A lost percent, a misunderstood lesson, a conversation that

didn’t go the way I had thought up over and over again in my head. It was always the same:
creating different scenarios of how the conversation might go, only to end immediately after the

usual lie, “I’m fine.” That was the same thing I repeated to my parents after I got benched for
nearly a whole game. The first time our coach showed our lineup sheet, I knew I wouldn’t be on

it. I had accepted my role as a second-stringer for the season, but then I wasn’t on the next sheet
or the next. I wanted to cry yet I couldn’t, not in the middle of our semifinal game. I was simply

not as good as the other players, and that would have to be okay. So I cheered my heart out
because that’s all I could do.

But hope is a persistent demon. I got subbed in and ended up serving game points, and we won!
My team congratulated me on my serves, and we were going to finals! And yet, I still felt useless,
like a dull pebble that disappeared amongst those who seemed to shine like diamonds. But now

I began thinking that maybe I wasn’t quite as pathetic or empty as my brain tried to convince
me. Good days became more frequent. Someone invited me to join them at their tutorial, and I

laughed with my friends at lunch. I sat with someone new during class, and they called me to
chill, saying I should hang out with people more because I had a good personality. All the little

things added up, and I was okay with being a pebble because I was a little pebble, and maybe the
small things that I did could improve someone’s life the same way that all those other little

things had improved mine.

Photograph by Dana Klynstra
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High School Expeirence
BY MATTHEW OSUNDE

An uncomfor tab le  cons t ruc t ion  o f  c l iques  and cas tes
popu la ted  by  ungracefu l ,  pass ion-s t r i cken youths  want ing
se l f -awareness .  A  b ig  box  bu i l t  to  bore  fo r  the  amount  o f
t ime i t  takes  to  fu l f i l l  i t s  t r i v ia l  tes ts  and chores .  A  po ten t
p lace  o f  persona l  and group se l f -d iscovery ,  bond ing ,  and
unforge t tab le  l i fe  events  ( tha t  you  be t te r  no t  miss) .  In
contemporary  cu l tu re ,  the  h igh  schoo l  env i ronment
car r ies  a  p le thora  o f  popu lar  percept ions ,  a l l  dec ided ly
ex t reme.  These preva len t ,  po la r iz ing  v iewpo in ts  have
ar isen  qu i te  du ly  f rom the  modern  dec is ion  to  cod i fy  the
t rans i t ion  f rom youth  to  adu l thood.  The fear ,  wonder ,  and
unpred ic tab i l i t y  inna te  to  a l l  per iods  o f  change and
growth ,  mu l t ip l ied  by  the  soc ia l  rea l i t ies  o f  a  co l lec t ion  o f
hormona l ,  i r ra t iona l ,  inexper ienced youths  shar ing  such a
journey  in  the  same space,  has  e leva ted  the  h igh  schoo l
to  a  s ta t ion  o f  g rea t  emot iona l  s ign i f i cance fo r  most  o f
soc ie ty .  Indeed,  much h i la r i t y  and innocent  fun ,  a long
wi th  much d i re  d rama and t roub le ,  emerges  f rom hav ing
the  knowledge,  impress ionab i l i t y ,  and temperaments  o f  a
ch i ld  ye t  the  produc t ive  and des t ruc t i ve  capab i l i t ies  o f  an
adu l t  sur rounded by  equ iva len t  peers .  I t ’ s  no  wonder  tha t
an  emot iona l l y  charged,  o f ten  hor rendous ly  car ica tured
v is ion  o f  th is  env i ronment  f requent ly  indwel ls  peop le ’s
heads be fore ,  dur ing ,  and a f te r  the i r  exper ience o f  i t .

In  an  age o f  inc reas ing ly  p reva len t  ch i ldhood soc ia l
med ia  in fa tua t ion  and the  growth  o f  con ten t  p roduced by
teens  fo r  teens ,  the  average h igh  schoo ler  need no t
s t rugg le  to  acqu i re  such over -  and underes t imat ions  o f
the i r  env i ronment .  Present ly  equ ipped w i th  f ledg l ing
percept ions  o f  the  wor ld ,  i t  can  be  very  d i f f i cu l t  to
d iscern  the  go lden mean be tween two ex t remes o f
dec is ion-mak ing  and l i fes ty le .  Whichever  pa th  one
chooses ,  the  spec t re  o f  “miss ing  ou t ”  o r  “be ing  beh ind”  in
l i fe  o f ten  appears  in  the  corner  o f  one ’s  v is ion ,  en t ic ing
you to  ac t  in  a  manner  tha t  l i ves  ou t  your  expec ta t ions  o f
h igh  schoo l  (wh ich  invar iab ly  become excuses  fo r
i r respons ib i l i t y )  ra ther  than an  honest  iden t i t y .  

By  be ing  a  f reshman,  I  have a  mere  few months '
exper ience in  h igh  schoo l .  There fore ,  I  cannot  speak
author i ta t i ve ly ,  bu t  in  so  br ie f  a  t ime o f  l i s ten ing  to
lec tu res ,  p ress ing  th rough bus t l ing  ha l l s ,  shar ing  l i fe  w i th
peers ,  s tay ing  on  top  o f  work ,  and exp lo r ing  fasc ina t ing
oppor tun i t ies ,  one t ru th  has  become ev ident :  th is  i s  what
you dec ide  i t  w i l l  be .  No p iece  o f  med ia ,  no  s to ry  f rom a
f r iend ,  nor  sp i te fu l  decry  o r  sh i l l i ng  endorsement  has
made any  pronouncement  on  your  h igh  schoo l
exper ience.  When you wa lk  th rough those ha l l s ,  ho ld
your  head h igh ,  t rea t  o thers  we l l  no  mat te r  what ,  and
regard  every  moment  as  an  oppor tun i ty  to  be t te r  your ,
and everyone e lse ’s ,  h igh  schoo l  exper ience.

Solitaire by Alice Oseman 
A REVIEW BY MIKAYLA GIRARD

I t  fee ls  imposs ib le  to  encapsu la te  So l i ta i re  by
A l ice  Oseman in  a  coup le  o f  hundred words ,  bu t
I ’ l l  t r y .  Th is  nove l  fo l lows Tor i  Spr ing ,  a  se l f -
descr ibed “man iaca l l y  depressed psychopath , ”  as
a  myster ious  en t i t y  ca l led  ‘So l i ta i re ’  p lays  pranks
on her  schoo l ,  a l l  w i th  odd connect ions  to  Tor i
herse l f .  Tor i  i s  no t  a  copy-pas ted ,  s te reo typ ica l
teen charac ter  f rom every  YA book ;  ins tead,  she
is  b lun t ,  soc ia l l y  inep t  and,  qu i te  f rank ly ,  awfu l  to
everyone who t r ies  to  care  about  her .  Desp i te
th is ,  i t ’ s  d i f f i cu l t  no t  to  roo t  fo r  her ,  even as  she
beg ins  to  take  tu rns  fo r  the  worse .  I t ’ s  ra re  fo r  a
female  charac ter ,  espec ia l l y  a  teenage g i r l ,  to  be
a l lowed to  have emot ions  o ther  than inexp l i cab le
g lee  or  lus t ,  so  I  apprec ia te  the  complex i ty  o f
Tor i ’ s  charac ter .  Oseman has  a  un ique wr i t ing
s ty le  tha t  cap tures  every  de ta i l  o f  a  scene w i thout
dragg ing  i t  ou t ,  s imu l taneous ly  por t ray ing  Tor i ’ s
thoughts  in  a  way tha t  i t ’ s  imposs ib le  no t  to
re la te  to  her .  Even i f  you ’ re  a  fan  o f
Hear ts topper ,  another  o f  Oseman’s  works ,  th is
book  conta ins  heav ie r  themes than the  show or
comic ,  inc lud ing  de ta i led  accounts  o f  ea t ing
d isorders ,  depress ion ,  su ic ida l  thoughts  and
more ,  so  i t ’ s  wor th  check ing  ou t  the  conten t
warn ings  be fore  read ing .  Overa l l ,  th is  book  was a
b i t  o f  a  d i f f i cu l t  read,  bu t  I  wou ld  recommend i t  to
anyone w i l l i ng  to  hand le  some d i f f i cu l t  emot ions .
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