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Ghosts of 
Christmas 
Past 
 
 
 
 
 

In America you have Santa 
Claus, in the UK he's Father 
Christmas and in the 
Netherlands he's called 
Sinterklaas (or St. Nicholas).  
 

Every year on December 5th 
and 6th, many Dutch people 
paint their faces black and 
assume the persona of Zwarte 
Piet (“Black Pete”). This 
comical character plays an 
important role in the 
celebration of the feast day of 
St Nicholas, which in the 
Netherlands is one of the most 
celebrated children’s holidays. 
But where does Piet come 
from? What is his origin? 

Continued on page 3 
 
 

Gossip, 
Reputation  
and the  
UWC Values 
 

First time I came across 
the concept of 
international schools, my 
mind was flooding with 
images depicting people 
wearing funny clothes, 
waving flags, some 
known, some 
unrecognizable, doing all 
  
 

the things different 
stereotypes describe. 
Like me, many others 
had their own premade 
images in anticipation of 
their new life among 
strangers. Most of us 
now regard such imagery 
with a drop of amuse- 
 

ment. The airport 
encounters, the first 
steps in the campus, the 
classes, all made us well 
aware of the ridiculous-
ness those images 
implied. From the very 
beginning, these images 
shatter, as we disregard 

the stereo-types we built 
our prejudice upon. We 
learn to share 
responsibilities, we learn 
to appreciate each other 
and we learn to live 
together. Our differences 
no longer… 
Continued on page 6 
 

By the Flying Dutchman 

On the 10th of October, United World 
College Maastricht was evacuated due to 
an alleged bomb threat. Shortly after the 
clock passed 1pm, a call was received by 
the school’s receptionist claiming the 
presence of a bomb on school grounds. Our 
college’s leadership team was informed 
immediately and instructed a complete 
evacuation of the school. Students and 
staff were made to leave the school 
building after sounding the alarms whilst 
residence mentors, everso bravely, took 
the responsibility of clearing the 
residences.  

We entered the gym in maelstrom; the 
primary teachers were playing hand 
games with children to keep them 
occupied, whilst MYP and DP students 
were moved promptly into the gym hall. 
Most students were in complete 
confusion as to why they had exited the 
school. Indeed, most of us believed that it 
was yet another drill and refused the 
seriousness of the situation. This 
ignorance continued until the word 
“bomb” started to circulate the gym hall. 
Confusion became worry and fret as we 
realised that us leaving the school 
grounds was not a means for training. It 
became all too clear when a bomb squad 
arrived at our campus and the name of 
our college headlined the Dutch breaking  
 

news. In the past decade it has become 
increasingly common for news to report 
even the slightest incidents that suspect 
terror, and so many students thought that 
our school was simply another target. One 
student feared “ it could be an intruder”: 
A couple years back -consequent of the 
violence in Brussels- our school was 
advised by local police against the national 
flags hanging from the windows, 
suggesting it could make the institution a 
“potential target” to similar actions and, 
therefore, some reasoned that such a 
situation was not far fetched. These 
suspicions were put to rest as the 
Maastricht police’s twitter account 
confirmed the issue at hand was indeed…  
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UWC Maastricht’s very own 
football team set off to 
compete at the European 
Schools Sports League. This 
is what happened.  
 
 

Lina Attalah is a UWC Adriatic 
alumni 2000, and was featured for 
her brave work in Time’s 
#NextGenerationLeaders. 
 
 

“Hoodygans”, a group of young 
students, have contributed to 
the success of a local 
Maastricht Basketball team.   
 
 

Interview with Sofia , a UWCM 
student up for the Inter-
national Children’s Peace 
Prize.  
 

 

On our campus experiences can 
be bought at the cost of hot 
chocolate. 
 

 

“Not all heroes wear capes. Ours 
settle humbly for just the blue 
lanyards.”  

 

Continued on page 6 
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Bargain 
Hunting for 
Knowledge 

 

The diversity that dominates United World 
College campuses naturally comes coupled 
with differences in opinion and thought. 
It’s this dynamic that fuels ongoing debate 
and fosters an environment where 
pregnant discussion is a constant. Indeed, 
at UWC to learn from each other’s 
experiences and knowledge is but a 
question of when to walk out of the dorm.   
 
Along with the many suitcases that join a 
number of us on our journeys, a suitcase 
of experience is one that accompanies us 
all. The experiences we live are naturally 
molded by their contexts and they work to 
tailor our larger perspectives; without 
doubt, they form the lenses through which 
we interpret our surroundings. In 
retrospect, experiences can trigger all 
kinds of emotions: some draw smiles on 
our faces and others fill us with regret. 
However, no matter the kind of experience, 
there are lessons to be learnt, anecdotes to 
be told and wisdom to be gained. Not all 
experiences are vastly “life-changing”, but 
every episode in your life is to its own 
extent impactful. On every bunkbed and at 
each locker of this school, therefore, lie 
treasures that holds endless stories, 
experiences and knowledge.  
 
 
 

To gain first-hand experience you 
are forced to take the blow, to 
touch the stove, but second-hand 
experiences, if engaged properly, 
can be made equally as valuable. 
 
Imagine being able to learn through 
someone else’s failure, or grow through 
another person’s struggle, would you seize 
such an occasion? To gain first-hand 
experience you are forced to take the blow, 
to touch the stove, but second-hand 
experiences, if engaged properly, can be 
made equally as valuable. On our campus, 
such an experience can be bought at the 
cost of a mug of hot chocolate. Quite the 
bargain in my opinion, a ‘life-hack’ if there 
ever was one. 
 
Gap years, warzones, family feuds, 
emotional distress, hopelessness, 
existential crises, fighting phobia; the list 
is endless and very often followed with 
moments of growth and self-reflection. 
This list of endless experiences holds few 
of many that our community members 
have ranged in, all on a silver platter for 
those eager to learn. This is indeed a gold 
mine. Whenever will such gold be available 
again? The rarity of living in such an 
environment is quite likely a one-time 
thing. It is then a question of our 
resourcefulness arises. Are you seizing the 
opportunity at hand? 
 
Often times we aim for deeper connections 
with those we care about. We try to step 
into their shoes and understand their  
 

thoughts. Such actions usually have selfless 
intentions, but in most of these situations, 
‘reflection’ can be to your benefit too. 
 
Reflecting upon the distress of others, 
reflecting upon the success of others, and 
most importantly reflecting upon the simple 
acts of others can go miles. It is a priceless 
luxury that should be utilized. In many 
ways, this, perhaps selfish, use of 
surroundings is rewarding. Indeed, it 
encourages you to gradually fall into a habit 
of observing and listening. It can sound as 
forced, but to listen and observe is a skill 
that needs to be carefully nurtured. Once 
mastered, every occasion becomes a 
learning experience and every conversation 
tempts growth. Learning was never meant 
to be limited to a classroom, if anything 
these boundaries limit our modern-day 
learning, but it’s through fruitful 
experiences this growth is borne. Touching 
the stove is on way to gain experiences, yet 
learning to carefully lend your ears to 
others seems the better alternative. 
 
Moreover, the students that a typical UWC 
atmosphere enjoys are those ambitious to 
make impactful change, to better the lives 
of others. To add value to the lives of others, 
you must push yourself to learn from 
others. Fortunately, this can be done by 
maturing through the vast range of second-
hand experiences you find on campus. The 
readiness to share and the value of what’s 
shared, is something you will be highly 
unlikely to find again, especially in the 
abundance a UWC boasts. Thus, one should 
come to this realization rather sooner than 
later. 
 

Last month we published an 
article called “We Can Have A 
Greater Impact” arguing that 
our movement must realize its 
political potential by engaging 
directly in political issues. Few 
weeks ago, UNHCR, the UN 
Refugee Agency, hosted 
discussions on a Global 
Compact on Refugees with 
member countries and civil  
 
 

society actors at the UN in 
Geneva. UWC was an active 
participant, promoting 
scholarships to foster talent 
among refugees and to educate 
civic leaders of refugee 
communities.  
 
‘Our relationship with the 
UNHCR, a cooperation 
agreement signed in May  
 
 
 
 

2017, seem to be an example 
of how our Movement can act 
to partake in the debates 
that impact the lives of 
others. Perhaps in the future 
the UWC international 
organization will seek 
similar opportunities now as 
we see the success of such 
initiatives.  
 
 

UWC AT THE UN 

My Summer at PSYL 
This summer I spent four magical weeks 
representing Maastricht at UWC Pearson, 
on an amazing four-week programme called 
PSYL (Pearson Seminar of Youth 
Leadership). I and 14 others had a role 
called “animators”, and we were all UWC 
students or past participants of the 
programme. Throughout the four weeks, we 
were very much in-between the roles of 
facilitator and the participant. In the first 
week, it was just the small group of 
animators and the facilitators training and 
getting to know one another. Never before 
have I got so close to such an amazing group 
of people, within days we were sitting in a 
circle sharing the most peroneal of stories. 
That week was the best of my life and where 
I became my true-self.  
 
When the participants arrived, the magic 
was still there but it became tougher. They 
were all aged between 14-18. Now we 
animators were beginning to lead sessions, 
being active participants or leading 
workshops. We looked a lot into privilege 
this year; what you can do with your 
privilege, the best ways to cross boundaries, 
and how to support each other. There were 
also workshops on topics such as consent 
and gender.  
 
Throughout our stay, we learnt a lot about 
our inner self: Yoga was a part of most 
morning routines just before breakfast. 
Also, nearly every day we did our “spirit  
 
 

 
 

spot”, where we would pick one spot on 
campus, and we weren’t allowed to take 
anything with apart from a notebook and pen. 
There we would simply sit by ourselves for 
around 30-40 minutes. It may seem boring, but 
it wasn’t, it just gave you time out to reflect 
and think.   But as well as the programme being 
amazing, UWC Pearson is the most beautiful 
campus. With all the wooden building with 
forests all around you. Being located right on 
the Pacific Ocean, and being able to see the 
stunning Olympus mountains of the US, from 
the campus. I was also very lucky with the wild 
life I got to see: brown bears, bold eagles, 
racoons, deer stags and even killer wales. The 
wildlife and nature was just breath-taking. 
Also, I got opportunities to kayak, to hike 
across the East Sooke national park.   
 
There may be an opportunity for someone to be 
selected from our school again, to go next year 
(DP1 or DP2), keep an eye out for emails! It 
was one of the best experiences of my life. 
 
No words can really describe just how special 
those four weeks were, but when things are 
tough, I wish I could go back.  
 

 
 
 
 

  

    

By Muad Saleh 

 

On our campus experiences 
can be bought at the cost of a 
mug of hot chocolate.  

By the Flying Dutchman 

Dear Readers, 
 
 

The Flying Dutchman editors 
are very pleased to present you 
the fifth edition of the paper. In 
this issue, you will find the ever 
so familiar “Caption this Photo”, 
“Monthly Mixtape”, opinions, 
essays and art, and with the new 
academic year we also present 
much new content relating to 
our lives in the UWC 
Movement.  Our new section 
“Beyond the Moat” focus on 
issues around the world that we 
as United World College 
students could be engaged in. As 
always, we hope to encourage 
debate, strengthen 
understanding of cultures and 
provide students of UWCM 
with a monthly dose of wit and 
satire. We hope to improve the 
paper over time, and for it to 
become a platform for students 
to share their opinions, ideas and 
talents. Anonymous or public, 
we look forward to your 
contribution to the paper. 
 
Your Editors,  
Jeppe Damberg, Shrey Regmi, 
Muad Saleh, Ana Penella and 
Georgia Katakou. 
 
 

Amelia Jones tells about her 
time at Pearson college.  
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Youth Politics in Chile 

Participation in political life is not always 
open to youth and in many countries there 
are no opportunities for any kind of 
engagement. Sofia is the youngest board 
member of Amnesty International 
worldwide and she was also recently 
nominated for the International Children’s 
Peace Prize for her work with Amnesty 
International Chile. She talked to us about 
her experience with activism, youth 
politics in Chile and how she came to 
UWCM.  
 
TFD: How would you describe Chile in 
three words? 
 
S: Ugh! I’m getting UWC selection process 
vibes. I think it’s messy, beautiful and 
large.  
 
TFD: What inspired you to become an 
activist?  
 
S: I don’t think we have had much freedom 
throughout Chilean history. It is very 
complex. We are legally a democratic 
nation yet our constitution was written 
during the dictatorship. It’s illegal for me 
to go to a protest. I remember my parents’ 
generation was afraid to share Chilean 
history, even our schools didn’t talk about 
it. This reality touched all aspects of life; 
my mother was born in the same day that 
the dictatorship came to Chile so I have 
never celebrated her birthday. I always 
wondered why, and when I was 8 I started 
asking questions about the dictatorship. 
My family helped me understand the 
context. I think that is why I became an 
activist. Our culture is like “if you don’t do 
something, no one is going to do something 
for it”, so I decided that since I wanted 
change, I should take initiative.  
 
TFD: While your family supported you, did 
you experience any opposition or 
discrimination from your friend circle or 
extended family? 
 
S: Yes, yes! I remember the first topic I 
was passionate about was gender equality. 
My mum was a very sporty girl so she 
never bought me dresses, so my teachers 
mistook me for a boy. I always asked my 
mum “I want to be a girl”. She had the 
brilliant idea of putting me in a very 
catholic, all-girls school. Then I was like, 
“no mama, I don’t want to be a girl, I 
changed my mind.” And I had so many 
 

problems in that school. I wanted to do 
sports and they told me that ballet was my 
only option. I was seen as a rebel. I decided 
to change my school on my own so I did the 
process on my own and they called my 
mum when they accepted me and that was 
the first time she had heard about it. In 
2011, when I changed schools, the student 
revolution started in Chile. I was very 
involved because my entire family is made 
up of teachers. I was talking to my 
classmates about it and I created a wave 
of activity in the school. That led me to 
having problems in the school. They called 
the police and I had to have interviews 
with them. I really think I had to grow up 
fast because I was 12 and I had to say to 
police men “No, I don’t want to talk if I 
don’t have a lawyer or my mum.” After 
that, I decided to work more in the system 
so I became part of student council. Then 
the teachers started prohibiting me from 
entering the class. In Chile you need 
recommendation letters when you leave 
the school and no one wanted to write me 
one so no school wanted to accept me. I 
had to leave and go to be home schooled. I 
had started volunteering for Amnesty a 
year before I left the school, but when I left 
I started doing it full time. I was in the 
directors’ board of Amnesty International 
Chile when I was 17. The education 
minister in Chile didn’t let me graduate 
school in Chile as a result of my activism.  
 
TFD: Do you want to return to Chile?  
 
S: I really want to finish school and then 
after university work in education and 
human rights. In the beginning, I felt so 
alone in my passion for human rights and 
I believe we have to change the way we 
teach and include human rights in our 
schools. I really want to go back and be a 
teacher and change the way things work.  
 
 
 
 
 

TFD: What is the best and the worst part 
about working for Amnesty 
International? 
 
S: I have so many favorite parts. I really 
believe that in Latin America, young people 
don’t have a voice. People still believe that 
the child doesn’t know anything in the 
family. I was the first underage person to 
work for Amnesty International in the 
entire world. I think this is so important 
because even an International 
organization specializing in human rights 
didn’t have young people working with 
them. We have a valid opinion. I also 
learned so many things. Amnesty is a big 
organization and they have so many 
opportunities for people that volunteer so 
they give you work opportunities for 
human rights and so I was always learning 
new things, not about me and my country, 
but about the entire world.  
 
Of course activists have a lot of trouble, 
especially if you live in a region that 
doesn’t like activism. It’s also a full-time 
job. We never, never, never rest. I used to 
work for sexual and reproductive rights 
and I had a team of people that I 
communicated with. I was in a workshop 
trying to talk about human rights and one 
of the girls asked me “Sophie, is rape a 
violation of human rights?” and I 
immediately responded, “Yes, of course.” 
and she responded “My dad raped me”. You 
are not prepared for those kind of things, 
and you don’t know what to do. Sometimes 
you can’t do anything, but people expect 
you to something. That’s the worst part.  
 
TFD: How do you find UWC different from 
your life in Chile? 
 
S:  I had to apply twice to UWC and I felt  
 

stuck in Chile, it was the first time that I 
realized that formal education was very 
important. I knew I wouldn’t have 
opportunities if I did not finish my studies. 
I applied again and I had to choose between 
Thailand and Maastricht because of the 
situation in Thailand and the hostility 
against Human Rights Defenders. My mum 
was crying when we were in the airport, 
she was so happy I was going to be able to 
finish school. “You made it”, she told me. I 
didn’t know anything about Maastricht 
when they send me here and it felt like I 
had no choice: it was the only place I could 
be since Thailand was dangerous. I 
remember after I came back from October 
break, I was so happy to be back in 
campus.  Here, I feel safe.  
 
 
 

Interview by Ana Penella and 
Georgia Katakou 
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Sofia is the youngest board 
member of Amnesty 
International worldwide and she 
was also recently nominated for 
the International Children’s 
Peace Prize for her work with 
Amnesty International Chile. 

“If you don’t do something, 
no one is going to do 
something for it” 
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University Month 
 
November is the “blue card” month. It’s the 
time when DP2s cement their university 
choices and you can’t help by being 
introduced to the sentiment that this choice 
WILL dictate your life. In the midst of 
general frenzy, stories have been 
circulating either in support of the idea that 
this choice is vital or that the choice is 
overrated. From the many that I have 
heard, I wanted to show you only two, about 
the father of one of our students and the 
other from a teacher of another. 
 
A young man, just turned 18. He has spent 
most of his life in a small village, yet he is 
seen as the rising star of his family. He 
follows every direction, every advice that 
his teachers and family give him. He gets 
into a great university in the capital city of 
his country. Biology was hardly what he 
imagined himself doing, but it's seen as an 
up and coming profession and it will allow 
him to provide for his elder mother. His first 
term in university he joins the choir. He 
realizes that, at least back then, that was 
his only opportunity to travel around the 
world. He sings and travels, taking eight 
years to finish a degree that was supposed 
to take four. Fresh out of uni, he joins a 
coding programme, picking up code and 
hardware maintenance skills. He works on 
the technology industry for six years. He 
meets his wife and he decides to do a 
masters in biology. And then another in 
public affairs, because to be quite honest, he 
isn’t as interested in biology anymore. 
People change. He then does a PhD in 
education, because to be quite honest, he 
isn’t as interested in public affairs 
anymore. People change. By the time he is 
56, with a PhD, two well paying jobs and two 
kids, he wants to open a bakery. People 
change.  
 
A woman gets her acceptance letter from a 
university somewhere in Paris. Or Lille. It’s 
been so long, she doesn’t even remember 
anymore. She is supposed to study 
psychology but she decides to say no to 
Paris (or Lille) because she will have to sell 
her parents’ summer house to afford 
tuition. She likes that house. She likes the 
sunshine of her country so she decides to 
stay and retake her final exams and maybe 
she gets into medicine. Maybe not. She ends 
up studying politics, then getting her  
 
 
 
 

masters in museum management and 
spending her entire life working in 
economics and finance. By the time she is 
56, she wants to never stop working in 
finance, having find solace in an unlikely 
sector. She likes her life, even if she didn’t 
really plan any of it.  
 

We are surrounded by adults who have 
followed diverse paths in life. The above are 
only two examples, but I am sure if you ask 
your teachers, your houseparents, people in 
your service groups, you will discover a 
large collection of stories. Not all of them 
necessarily do what they studied in an 
undergraduate level, not all of them knew 
they wanted to become teachers when they 
were 18. I am not in any way implying that 
you should not care about your university 
choices, or that you should leave it up to 
chance. 
 
Many people around us were shaped by the 
choices they made when they were 18. But 
university doesn’t have to be the height of 
our existence, in the same way that UWC 
doesn’t have to. Both are experiences that 
shape an individual, but they will not dictate 
the rest of our lives if we don’t allow them 
to. Modern society is moving away from the 
model of traditional education as evident by 
schools like Minerva or Quest. Skills and 
relevant experience are becoming more 
important than the name of the university 
you graduated from. Of course, it’s 
unrealistic to say that employers won’t 
distinguish between the National University 
of Athens and Brown, but the labour market 
may change to the extent that it’s possible 
that the current model of sending you CV 
and going for an interview may become 
obsolete. The ILO reports that ¾ of 
employees in countries where data is 
available, are working in nontraditional jobs 
when put in the context of our parent’s 
generation.  
 
Lastly, I think it’s vital to recognize that it’s 
ok if someone wants to go back home and 
study in their own countries, or someone 
wants to not apply to a university. As a 
community we should eradicate the 
superiority feeling that comes from 
applying to a multitude of extravagant 
universities compared to our peers that are 
undecided or not applying at all. In the end, 
the value of our community doesn’t only lie 
on the number of people that get into Ivies 
but more so on how we treat each other in 
this intense period.  
 
 
  
 
 
 

By a DP2 

WE 
NEED 
YOUR 
ART 

We aim to create an art section where 
we display some of your illustrations, 
drawings, poems, prose and/or photos. 
If you are interested in submitting 
some of your talent, please do not 
hesitate to contact us.   
 
TFD 
 

As students of The United World Colleges, 
many of us are familiar with our founder  
Kurt Hahn. We all know that he founded 
the UWC movement, but did you know 
that he actually made several other 
schools before he created Atlantic 
College? 
 
The Schule Schloss Salem 
Schule Schloss Salem is a boarding 
school that was established by Kurt 
Hahn in partnership with Prince 
Maximilian of Baden (a German prince 
and politician) in 1920. Kurt Hahn built 
the school on similar values to the values 
of the United World College. Hahn was 
the head of college for many years but 
unfortunately, under the Nazi regime, he 
was forced to emigrate to Scotland where 
he founded the British School of 
Gordonstoun. 
 
The School today operates similarly to 
the United World Colleges as it takes a 
parallel approach in the methods of 
teaching in the school. Specifically, Salem 
aims to present young people with high 
academic and extracurricular 
expectations and opportunities; and to 
introduce them to a lifelong sense of 
respect for the individual, responsibility 
to the community and an awareness of 
the importance of the democratic process 
in sustaining both. Just like UWC, The 
Salem School offers many scholarship 
programs for underprivileged students. 
Hence, The Salem School does not only 
offer an enriching experience in 
education, but it also offers diversity in 
terms of social classes and cultures.  
 
The Gordonstoun School 
When Kurt Hahn fled to Scotland in July 
of 1933, he wanted to continue his 
mission of education. There, Hahn was 
asked to establish an education system 
similar to that of the Salem School which 
could “produce” leaders of the future. 
Gordonstoun was started as a small 
school with many financial difficulties in 
the early years, even Hahn himself lived 
in the school to help lessen the financial 
burden. In fact, the school only enrolled 
two students in the beginning as he th 
 
 

ought that it would not continue. Hahn 
only made the school as an example to 
the U.K of his education system, but as 
the years went by, the number of 
students enrolling in the school 
increased significantly which meant 
that the school had to continue.  
Nowadays, the school enrolls 500 
residential students and 100 
commuting students every year, with 
30% of the student body coming from 
abroad. The school now has many 
notable alumni including three 
generations of British royalty such as 
The Duke of Edinburgh and The Prince 
of Wales.  
 
Other Organizations 
Kurt Hahn’s influence continued 
worldwide throughout many 
organizations that were started by or in 
his name.  
 
The Outward Bound is an international, 
non-profit, independent outdoor-
education organization with 
approximately 40 schools around the 
world and 200,000 participants per 
year started. The Outward Bound 
programs aim to foster the personal 
growth and social skills of participants 
by using challenging expeditions in the 
outdoors. It was founded in 1941 by 
Kurt Hahn and Lawrence Holt with the 
support of the Blue Funnel Line. The 
Outward Bound grew out of Hahn's 
work in Gordonstoun School and what 
is now known as The Duke of Edinburgh  
Award which was founded by The Duke 
of Edinburgh in 1956, in conjunction 
with Kurt Hahn. The aim of the award 
was to develop certain key areas of 
growth in the youth.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
These are just some of Kurt Hahn's 
many great accomplishments. Hahn left 
countless marks on the world during his 
life span, many of these have touched 
upon our lives many years after his 
death. So let us not forget his most 
important work, which is the reason 
why most of the students that are 
reading this are here, The United World 
Colleges.   
 
 

Hahn’s 
Other 
Schools  

By al Waqqas al Baluchi 
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This month we choose which 
universities to apply to, not 
how to live.  
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A Friend in Need 

Haroon Rezaie, a first year at UWC 
Maastricht, was recently informed 
along with his family that their Dutch 
residence request has been denied. 
When the Immigration and 
Naturalisation Service (IND) disclosed 
the news, they further stated that the 
Rezale family had merely three weeks 
to return to their home country, 
Afghanistan, or they will be forcefully 
transferred to a pre-departure facility. 
This claim was presumably made on the 
basis that, after assessing the 
situation, the Dutch government does 
not consider that Afghanistan is an 
unsafe setting for Haroon, his parents, 
his grandmother and his two younger 
brothers to live in.  
 

As a result of the unstable political 
situation of the country, attacks in 
Afghanistan happen frequently, such as 
the recent suicide bomber that took 
place in the Afghan British Embassy on 
late October of this year. In spite of the 
fact that the war-torn nation is often  

considered amongst the most 
dangerous of the world, the 
Netherlands continues to deport 
refugees depriving them of ensured 
safety and sending them back to the 
conflict and struggle that they intended 
leaving in the first place. 
 
 
 
 

Students took quick action when they 
learnt about the latter, circulating as 
an online petition began propagating in 
numerous social media circles; the 
power of the likes and shares managed 
to get 7,000 signatures for the cause in 
solely 24 hours.  
 
Similarly, the leadership team of the 
school presented a quick response as 
email inboxes received a statement by 
the deputy head of college, Tom Oden, 
were he notified the students that 
action was being taken as the head of 
college was already in contact with 
Annemarie Pennte Strake, the mayor of 
Maastricht, and the National 
Association of Operational Assistants 
(LVO) to dialogue regarding the delicate 
situation. Members of the community 
are awaiting to receive further 
information from the staff and the 
immigration offices.  
 
 
 

The Soul Taker Cocktail and 
other things you missed on 
Halloween 

Halloween is an event that most of us 
don’t celebrate. This year, volunteering 
for PSG events has taken a compulsory 
nature, something that is 
understandable if you consider how 
much PSG helps with student led events. 
Having volunteered as a DP1, I expected 
the event to be strikingly similar this 
year. However, amongst the movie 
screening, the haunted house and the 
fortune telling, there was one thing in 
particular that surprised the DP 
students that were present. Alcohol!  
 
The PSG Halloween party provided 
parents with alcohol next to hot dogs and 
glazed biscuits. And while the parents 
are not underage or under any obligation 
to not drink, there is a clear irony in an 
establishment that preaches how its DP 
students are examples for the younger 
students while the parents of the 
younger students are next to all of us, 
happily drinking. There was always an 
understanding that alcohol is not allowed 
 
 
 
 

in the island and students that are in 
possession of alcohol, or under its 
influence are penalized. And yet, the  
parents mingled while drinking beer 
and wine, next to primary and MYP 1 
students. I recall one parent in 
particular spilling beer on top of a 
primary girl dressed as Elsa, who was 
trying to reach the hot dog stand. 
 
Furthermore, this is not the first time 
that something like that has happened. 
The Christmas staff party had been 
criticized in the same way, since it 
included the consumption alcohol in the 
school, while students were “banned” 
from the building. It would be myopic if 
we didn’t mention that alcohol is 
sometimes appears on the island and 
students that are in possession of 
alcohol, or under its influence are 
penalized. Indeed, we appear to be 
anything but an alcohol-free school, and 
it is therefore questionable whether we 
hold on to a moral high ground that is 
non-existent. However, it’s still unclear 
why the Halloween party included 
alcohol. No matter other fallacies in the 
alcohol policies of the school, drinking 
seems unnecessary and out of place for 
a children’s event which is hosted in a 
school.  
 
And while many will argue that this is  
  
 
 
 

an obsolete argument, there is importance in 
pointing out that amongst students, we have 
a variety of ages. From the pre-kindergarten 
to our Diploma Programme, there are some 
adults that are still going through IB as 
students. Being 18 or 19 in the residence 
comes with the expectation that you adhere 
to the regulations placed upon you or that you 
remain subtle when you eventually break 
those rules. It is often a conscious decision 
for many of us to compromise a small part of 
our independence and freedom in order to be 
part of this community. And yet, parents 
would come to the campus and engage in 
drinking creating a clear contradiction. In an 
educational environment, where there is a 
clear alcohol policy for students, and even 
clearer expectations for them, we see that 
other members in our community don’t fall 
under the same expectations.  
 
With the Christmas Staff Party coming up, we 
are curious to see how that will deal with 
alcohol consumption. Is it morally robust to 
bring alcohol into campus? Would it be better 
for events like that to be hosted externally? 
In the end, are we placing too much 
importance into a small aspect of the way 
that externally? Alcohol isn’t the core 
element of either the Halloween party or the 
Christmas Staff celebration and maybe we 
should let the adults adult freely.  
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By Georgia Katakou 

   

Haroon Rezale and his family 
are facing deportation as their 
residence request has been 
denied. 

By the Flying Dutchman 

Halloween included scary 
costumes, trick or treating, 
carved pumpkins and a little 
bit more this year.  

“And yet, the parents mingled 
while drinking beer and wine, 
next to primary and MYP 1 
students. I recall one parent in 
particular spilling beer on top 
of a primary girl dressed as 
Elsa, who was trying to reach 
the hot dog stand.” 
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The Ghost of 
Christmas Past 
  In America you have Santa Claus, in the UK 
he's Father Christmas and in the 
Netherlands he's called Sinterklaas (or St. 
Nicholas).  
 
Every year on December 5th and 6th, many 
Dutch people paint their faces black and 
assume the persona of Zwarte Piet (“Black 
Pete”). This comical character plays an 
important role in the celebration of the feast 
day of St Nicholas, which in the Netherlands 
is one of the most celebrated children’s 
holidays. But where does Piet come from? 
What is his origin? According to the custom 
established in the late 1800ies, St Nicholas 
arrives on a steamboat from Spain 
accompanied by a group of his black-faced 
servants, who distribute presents and 
ginger biscuits to well-behaved children 
while threatening to take all naughty 
children back to Spain to work in orange 
fields.  
 
Most of us know that this Zwarte Piet is the 
subject of great debate each year in the 
Netherlands. A Facebook post to sign a 
petition against Zwarte Piet, shared with 
our community by a student, received just 
shy of 150 comments by UWCM students. 
As debates on social media platforms tend 
to develop, accusations of increasing 
intensity were thrown around and it 
became clear that this particular topic is 
indeed very sensitive and polarizing. On one 
side, there are the people who see the 
transformation into a renaissance outfitted, 
afro-wigged, red-lipped, black-faced servant 
as an abhorrent anachronism which does 
not belong in a modern and progressive 
society. On the other side, there are the 
traditionalists who find the accusations of 
Zwarte Piet as a racist custom simply 
unjustified and argue the preservation of 
the harmless Zwarte Piet.  
 
The most popular argument of 
traditionalists is that Zwarte Piet merely 
appears black because of soot from the 
chimneys he climbs down to deliver 
presents. It is, however, fact that the 
character first appeared in an 1850 book by 
Amsterdam schoolteacher Jan Schenkman, 
in which he is portrayed to be black because 
he is a Moor from Spain. Indeed, to the right 
is the illustration from Schenkman’s book 
“Sint Nikolaas en zijn Knecht” ("Saint 
Nicholas and his Servant") portraying 
Zwarte Piet as a Moor wearing Moorish 
clothes.  
 
 

This Moorish servant is, however, not the 
Zwarte Piet that most Dutch people relate to 
today. To Dutch children and families, the 
tasks of the Zwarte Pieten are merely to 
amuse children, and to scatter pepernoten  
 
 
 
 

 

joy. They may be afraid that the people who 
discuss it want to take away Sinterklaas as 
a phenomenon. This rejection of discussion 
is happening at the dinner tables as well as 
politically. When the annual debate came 
around in December 2014 Mark Rutte, the 
Dutch prime minister, simply commented 
“Black Pete is black” in a clear attempt to 
simply reject the debate and let tradition 
be tradition. Children are innocent and 
may not be able to understand the 
symbolism that comes with dressing up as 
Zwarte Piet, but it is ultimately adults  who 
pass on tradition and customs. Somewhere 
in between adolescents must make up their 
mind if it is a tradition they wish to 
continue.  
 
This neglect of conversation and reflection 
is also what fuels another popular 
argument: that simply pointing out Zwarte 
Piet is racist may perpetuate racism. 
Traditionalists, and indeed most dutch 
people, understand tolerance and 
moderation as integral parts of the Dutch 
national identity, and to accuse a Dutch 
person of racism, therefore, can be seen as 
a failure to understand Dutchness itself. In 
this way, to point out that Zwarte Piet is 
racist is simply a misunderstanding of 
Dutchness. To do so would allow for a 
debate that could reveal the racial 
connotations of the custom, and so it is 
easier to label anti-Piets as troublemakers 
and enemies of Dutch traditions. Indeed, 
according to Diederik Samson, a Dutch 
politician and the former leader of the 
Labour Party, to engage in such a debate 
 

and special Sinterklaas sweets for those 
who come to meet the saint as he visits 
schools, stores, and other places. This is 
perhaps why many Dutch refuse to have the 
discussion of whether Zwarte Piet 
originates from racism in the late 1800ies 
or not. Most Dutch do not consider 
themselves to be racist, and they may very 
well be free of any racial prejudice in their 
everyday, but it is difficult to argue that 
Zwarte Piet is not a character based on 
exactly that.  
 
Most Dutch do not consider 
themselves to be racist, and they 
may very well be free of any racial 
prejudice in their everyday, but it 
is difficult to argue that Zwarte 
Piet is not a character based on 
exactly that. 
 
Therefore, when discussing Zwarte Piet it 
can be felt as a personal attack on the 
people who grew up with Zwarte Piet as a 
character who simply brings candy and 
 

 

is “an affair for people with too much 
time on their hands.” Oddly enough, one 
of the popular children’s songs go “...even 
if I'm black as coal I mean well…” To 
point that such lyrics carry racist 
connotations would not surprise many.  
  
But not all Dutch people wish to stop the 
conversation of what to do with old Pete. 
Every year suggestions on how to make  
Zwarte Piet contemporary pops up in 
mainstream media. Some have suggested 
painting Pete in rainbow colours, or 
scaling back to a simple soot-like smudge 
on the chin. This is indeed clear attempts 
to distance the contemporary Zwarte 
Piet from the old Moorish character, but 
many see such ideas as unfair 
impositions of change. It should be up to 
debate whether Zwarte Piet is not simply 
a relic of a gruesome past, but 
unfortunately it seems that, if you don’t 
like Zwarte Piet, the most common 
response is, “go back to your own culture 
and your own traditions”. It appears that 
many Dutch have forgotten that people 
from the Caribbean or Surinamese 
background have been part of this 
country for 400 years.  
 
 
 
 

Illustration from Schenkman's "Sint Nikolaas en zijn Knecht" (1850) 

At the Flying Dutchman, we are 
very happy with the development of 
the paper this year, and pleased to 
see the increase in submission of 
articles by both students and staff. 
However, we are yet to receive any 
written work by a DP1 student. 
 
Talent or skill in writing is not 
needed to submit articles: any 
person capable of forming an 
opinion can ink what he thinks.  
Instead, the largest thoughts about 
the deepest questions are admirable, 
and the simplest descriptions of the 
dullest aspects of your campus life 
can be brought to life by a tint of 
colorful individuality. Both tasks 
require courage and confidence, but 
the average UWC campus contains 
more curiosity and courage than the 
high table of an Oxbridge college.  
 
It is easy to regard writing as 
reserved for older and more 
knowledgeable people. But      
when we arrive to UWC we bring 
with us many years of experience. 
Some appreciate memories of a 
peaceful childhood, others learned 
from tough realities in their native 
countries. In any case, we only have 
to open up our suitcases to be 
inspired.  
 
We know that you may not yet feel 
comfortable in sharing your 
thoughts with the whole 
community. Though you may still 
feel like a little person on a large 
island, it would be a pleasure for us 
to credit your wit. We look forward 
to publishing your thoughts.   
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It is soon December and that 
means St. Nicholas is back with 
Zwarte Piet, his Moorish servant. 

By Jeppe Damberg 

A Call to Write 
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On the 10th of October, United World College 
Maastricht was evacuated due to an alleged 
bomb threat. Shortly after the clock passed 
1pm, a call was received by the school’s 
receptionist claiming the presence of a 
bomb on school grounds. Our college’s 
leadership team was informed immediately 
and instructed a complete evacuation of the 
school. Students and staff were made to 
leave the school building after sounding the 
alarms whilst residence mentors, everso 
bravely, took the responsibility of clearing 
the residences. 
 
We entered the gym in maelstrom; the 
primary teachers were playing hand games 
with children to keep them occupied, whilst 
MYP and DP students were moved promptly 
into the gym hall. Most students were in 
complete confusion as to why they had 
exited the school. Indeed, most of us 
believed that it was yet another drill and 
refused the seriousness of the situation. 
This ignorance continued until the word 
“bomb” started to circulate the gym hall. 
Confusion became worry and fret as we 
realised that us leaving the school grounds 
was not a means for training. It became all 
too clear when a bomb squad arrived at our 
campus and the name of our college 
headlined the Dutch breaking news. In the 
past decade it has become increasingly 
common for news to report even the 
slightest incidents that suspect terror, and 
so many students thought that our school 
was simply another target. One student 
feared “it could be an intruder”: A couple 
years back -consequent of the violence in 
Brussels- our school was advised by local 
police against the national flags hanging 
from the windows, suggesting it could make 
the institution a “potential target” to 
similar actions and, therefore, some 
reasoned that such a situation was not far 
fetched. These suspicions were put to rest  
as the Maastricht police’s twitter account 
confirmed the issue at hand was indeed a 
bomb threat, furthering the disorder. To 
many, it seemed a rather bizarre 
phenomena for a police department to tweet 
their security updates, let alone the evac 
location of the threatened kids. However, 
fortunately amid the increasingly tense 
situation, staff members were quick to step  

in, to prevent worry and fret from becoming 
panic. 
 
The atmosphere was kept calm, unnaturally 
it would seem in such drastic 
circumstances. The professionality of our 
staff members dominated the scene and  

their maturity provided a setting where 
students gave more concern to finishing 
their math homework than worrying about 
the bomb threat just down the road. Worries 
were contained by the tranquility of our 
staff members, a major effort considering 
many of them were only made aware of the 
circumstance at the location. Panic comes 
instinctively for most upon hearing such 
news, yet the responses of our staff 
members were so well contained it seemed 
unnatural to students to trouble 
themselves.  
 
The genuine concern amongst our 
community members for each 
other’s safety highlighted a sense of 
togetherness, characteristic of our 
community’s values and shared 
equally by those on and off campus. 
 
 
The vibrant voices of the likes of our Louis, 
Virpi Mahonen and our Heads of Years- 
Marcus Felsman and Saskia Van Kampen- 
set a tone of normality that undermined the 
alarm that would otherwise come with such 
a scare; in any emergency situation, the 
most important thing is that the adults and 
older students stay calm, even in the face of 
uncertain information and a new scenario, 
something our tutors and faculty as a whole 
did admirably to command the mood of the 
scene. 
 
In addition, the phoney phone call brought 
to light a few logistical flaws within the 
evacuation procedure. The concerns 
expressed were particularly centred around 
the coordination of the school building 
alongside the residence, which brought 
much stress to the residential community 
on the day. 
 
Many took no hesitation in being very 
critical of the plan’s execution, going into 
minor details where they believed 
necessary. A warming sight to see, caused 
by such a terrible act; the genuine concern 
amongst our community members for each 
other’s safety highlighted a sense of 
togetherness, characteristic of our 
community’s values and shared equally by 
those on and off campus. However, this 
unwelcomed occasion gave us a realistic 
window into the effectiveness of our 
process, more valuable than that of  planned 
drill; similar to the difference between 
scrimmaging your teammates in practice 
versus playing an opposing team in football. 
 
The feedback gained in regard to the 
execution of the procedure is ongoing and 
proving helpful to assess its practicality, 
allowing for better preparation should 
similar unfortunate situations arise, but  
 
 

 
 

hopefully this will not be a necessity. Also, 
a relevant detail to reiterate that in the 
leadership team’s de-brief with the police, it 
was confirmed there was no specific threat 
to our school and no particular need to alter 
our routines. However, the larger detail that 
is not to be overlooked is the professionality 
of our own staff in handling such a dire 
situation. This was the college’s first 
encounter with such an extreme threat, yet 
it was handled well; the school was 
evacuated within minutes and the distress 
was kept to a minimum. Students and staff 
were in the parking lot in less than 10 
minutes and the transition to the gym 
followed smoothly and shortly.  
 
In summary, we are grateful for our faculty 
that are very much the backbone of the 
school environment, the constants of many 
of our two-year experiences, righteous 
exemplars of the saying ‘Not all heroes wear 
capes’ as ours settle humbly for just the 
blue lanyards. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

First time I came across the concept of 
international schools, my mind was 
flooding with images depicting people 
wearing funny clothes, waving flags, some 
known, some unrecognizable, doing all the 
things different stereotypes describe. Like 
me, many others had their own premade 
images in anticipation of their new life 
among strangers. Most of us now regard 
such imagery with a drop of amusement. 
The airport encounters, the first steps in 
the campus, the classes, all made us well 
aware of the ridiculousness those images 
implied. From the very beginning, these 
images shatter, as we disregard the 
stereotypes we built our prejudice upon. 
We learn to share responsibilities, we 
learn to appreciate each other and we 
learn to live together. Our differences no 
longer polarize us. We aren’t that 
different, that eccentric, and even if we 
are, that’s fine. 
  
Sounds great, but is it really the case? 
When facing conflicting opinions, do we 
deal with them or do we just conceal them? 
One of the most important pieces of advice 
given to me by my second year roommate 
was to look after my reputation. In a 
community as small as RCN, no event is 
left unnoticed and no deed is left unjudged. 
Reputation becomes a cross everyone has 
to bear, and we, the students, are the ones 
who hammer the nails into each other’s 
hands. Your voiced opinions shape your 
reputation.  
 
 

Many would say it’s a normal phenomenon, 
it happens in all communities and so it 
should. We are subjects to the consequences 
of our actions and social pressure acts as a  

 

force to temperate. We make sure there is 
an outer force that prevents us from 
harming others, and prevents others from 
harming us. 
 
However, this process of passing judgment 
seems to come in contradiction with the 
idea of unity in diversity. We seem to refuse 
to address cultural differences in public 
forums, in fear of being stigmatized, but 
when we find ourselves within the comfort 
of our tight social groups, we start 
condemning. Religious or political views are 
a prime example of how this happens. 
 
Take a political stance different from the 
generally abided, you’re a radical. Come out 
as gay in a religion and sexuality discussion 
and you’re a sinner. But you’re only all 
these things way later, after the discussion 
was left unchallenged, when people have 
already gathered around dinner tables. It 
occurs to me that not many of us realize we 
started making a reflex out of it. Chit chat 
quickly slides into personal shaming as 
quick as “did you hear?”. 
a 
How can we all stand as ambassadors for a 
movement promoting understanding, 
acceptance and diversity when we, 
ourselves, act in opposition? It seems to me 
that the differences no longer polarize us 
because we are afraid to acknowledge them, 
afraid of being judged for bringing them up. 
Is this really, then, how we get to 
understand each other? Is this how we 
“accept” each other? Maybe it is time for us 
to try and discuss our views with one 
another and to stop pointing fingers before 
we address these views openly. 
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“Not all heroes wear capes.” 
Ours settle humbly for just the 
blue lanyards.”  

Gossip, 
Reputation 
and the UWC 
Values 
Mihail, a UWC Red Cross 
Nordic student, shares his 
opinion on how gossip and 
reputation stand in contrast to 
our mission of celebrating 
difference.  

By Mihail Popa 

Courtney by Prune 

By the Flying Dutchman 
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Real 
Maastricht 
The 9th and 10th of November held 
important dates for our community as UWC 
Maastricht’s very own football team set off 
to compete at the 2017 edition of the 
European Schools Sports League. This 
edition of the competition witnessed our 
school’s first official involvement in a 
competitive international tournament as 
our fifteen-man squad travelled to 
Eindhoven to showcase their team spirit 
and talent. 
 
The college not being a regular participant 
in competitive sports and the late 
September invite to the tournament meant 
the need to hold selections for a 
representative team. Consequently, the 
following three weeks of Friday football 
shifted focus to readying a 15-man team, 
determined and dedicating to represent our 
college’s values through sports. After this 
trial period, the competing squad was 
finalised mid-October to begin intensive 
training following the October break; 
October the 26th till November the 7th saw 
the team work relentlessly towards building 
the team spirit, swapping their usual Friday 
fanatics for collective play. Mentored by our 
determined coaches, Jacob Massey and 
Marcus Felsman, the two weeks leading up 
to the tournament were dominated by 
sweat, frustration and reflection as the 
gang buckled down and pushed their limits 
in preparation for the big day. Butting heads 
and stepping on each other’s toes for 8 
hours a week allowed team character to 
emerge and, credited to the wit of our 
coaches, a balanced line-up was found and, 
in blue and white, the team were as ready 
as they could be for to compete. 
 

Thursday 
Early morning Thursday was the bus ride to 
Eindhoven; anxious with excitement, it was 
time for the team to showcase the product 
of their hard work and fight for glory. 
The first match of the day was against the 
hosts, International school of Eindhoven, a 
tough opponent to kick off the competitive 
career. Surprise and satisfaction dominated 
the atmosphere, as UWCM FC emerged 
triumphant, bullying the opposition in a 3-0 
win. Having bossed the hosts, hopes were 
high and the team were kept grounded by 
the coaches demanding the same fierce 
approach to the awaiting match against the 
International school of Geneva. The game 
kicked off and confusion in defense lead to 
conceding an early goal; 1-0 down, the team 
slightly lost focus. Roars of guidance from 
the field and the side-lines (in particular 
“Get in there!”) helped the team find their 
 

 

feet once again and comeback in the score, 
ending the first half with a 2-1 lead. The 
team found resilience in bouncing back and 
managed to keep hold of the lead, despite 
playing with 9 men to 11 for the final 5 
minutes of the game. UWCM FC was the talk 
of the day, the talk of the setting, but was it 
just a one day wonder? 
 

Friday 
Friday was a similar bus ride, but with more 
defined motives; it was the knockout stages 
and the squad wanted to show consistency 
in their performance, they wanted gold. The 
disadvantages of being a team established 
less than a month before the tournament 
came back to bite the players: those who 
weren’t injured were fatigued and those 
who weren’t fatigued were searching for 
painkillers and muscle cream. The team’s 
line-up was that of the previous day, 
however, the painkillers and sore limbs 
were unwelcomed additions to the setting. 
It was the semi-finals; the squad and their 
urge to win was to face the International 
School of Basel and the fatigue accumulated 
from the previous day. The first whistle was 
blown and through a quick set piece he 
opposition saw the back of the net not so 
long after. The team’s slow start to the game 
changed into howls of encouragement and 
they were determined to bounce back once 
again. A brilliant team display of passes saw 
UWCM FC equalize just before the half-time 
whistle, lifting their spirits. A memorable 
motivational talk by Marcus along with 
Jake’s second half tactics were key as the 
players went into the second half set for 
glory.  
 
The second half was familiar display to that 
of the first day; dominating possession and 
physical football saw the UWCM FC bully 
their opponents as the match ended 3-1, 
holding another victory for the team.  
 

The hot pasta buffet and the music blasting 
from the speakers were celebration for 
getting to the finals, the team had gained 
the fondness and respect of the spectators, 
which some of the boys used as a means to 
spark friendships with the College Du 
lemans girls’ football team. There was one 
final chapter left to conclude the story, and 
having come so far, the final was not 
something Maastricht’s boys were willing to 
let go, especially considering they were to 
face the International School of Geneva 
once again in the finals. The first match saw 
UWCM FC emerge victorious, but only 
thanks to a penalty save by the goalkeeper 
in the closing minutes of the game; they 
were surely the toughest opponent, but 
Maastricht wanted to see gold and nothing 
less. A symbolic song and the anthem that 
coupled the teams’ journey to the Final was 
‘Zinedine Zidane by Vaudeville’ that helped 
the team decide the kind player they wanted 
to be and was blasted in the team’s changing 
room to pump them up for the final mile. 
 

El Final 
The tournament final was an elevated 
setting, the teams walked out aside one 
another, in numbered order and lead by 
their captains; it was time to write the 
ending to this tale. The teams were 
announced and the players’ names were 
read out; the diversity proved 
overwhelming to the tournament’s 
organisers just as much as the opposing 
teams, as they managed to mispronounce 
 

 
 

every name on the team; it was to the 
players amusement. The final kicked off and 
with roaring spirits the players were ready 
to dominate. High pressure, high intensity, 
and high stakes set the tone for the final 
and the team were unwilling to let this slip. 
A goalless first half ended and the team 
were still determined to push further, again 
they drove on to the second half and the 
tenacity of their pursuit was doubtless. 
UWCM FC had entered the competition 
anonymous and their team spirit and 
composure on the field had now won the 
hearts of a stadium; the seats were full and 
cheers filled the air ‘Come on Maastricht!’. 
The team had worked too hard give way to 
the opposition and with the support from 
the side lines and the stand the scoreboard 
saw Maastricht take the lead. The last 10 
minutes were the most demanding and they 
were met by wit and rigour by our squad; 
The Swiss opposition were slowly losing 
their cool, and with a hint of provocation, 
their coach and players lost focus and 
UWCM FC dominated completely. The 
defence solid, the midfield composed and the 
attack supporting; the Maastricht boys’ lead 
wasn’t going anywhere, rightfully, with the 
best performance the showcased at the 
most important stage of the tournament. 
The final whistle blew. Champions! The 
crowd went wild, the team were fulfilled; 
they had done it. 
 
Although there seems to be little place for 
underdog stories within modern day 
football, like our idealistic movement, our 
boys stood out within the tournament’s 
competitive environment. The late invite to 
the tournament was an obstacle amongst 
many that were overcome through the hard 
work and motivation that defined the team, 
trickling down form the coaches to the 
players and characterizing their 
experience. 
 
  

By the Flying Dutchman 
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A late invite, many hours of 
training, passionate coaches, 
admirable team spirit and an 
anthem like no other contributed 
to UWCM FC’s victories.  

 

12th , 13th and 14th of December, 
UWCM presents our annual 

musical 
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that a close relative had died. The cracked 
glass was an “authentic messenger” to the 
girl and to her it brought terrible news. 
Lippmann thus argued that although we 
can see the irrationality of our own actions 
in others, we all engage in the process 
giving trust to what we believe is the 
“authentic messenger”. The girl created a 
mental image of an event due to the 
information received by her “authentic 
messenger”. An image that was without 
basis in reality, yet to her was completely 
real. 
 
It is this trust to an “authentic messenger” 
that Lippmann argues allows for opinion to 
be manipulated and formed. He argued that 
the world we have to deal with politically 
is out of reach, out of sight and out of mind 
because it has to be explored, reported and 
imagined by others. These “others” are the 
people we regard as “authentic 
messengers” and they are, in a sense, 
granted the tool to form “Public Opinion”. 
Examples of this process are easy to find. 
If your teacher explained a class a certain 
reality, would your whole class not regard 
it as a fact? If Fox News supported 
Trump’s claim that Obama never made a 
phone call to the family of any fallen 
soldier, and you regarded Fox News as an 
“authentic messenger”, would you doubt 
that message? 
 

Pseudo-Environment  
and Manipulation  
Lippmann broadened his theory by 
claiming that as we perceive experiences 
outside our immediate environment 
indirectly through mental images, we 
create a pseudo-environment. That is, a 
reality fitted to our immediate 
surroundings such as socioeconomic, 
cultural, spiritual and sexual status. He 
argued that when we create a mental 
image of an event, we did not experience, 
we render it to fit our particular pseudo- 
 
 
 
  

environment. Examples of such a pseudo-
environments are easy to find. “American 
exceptionalism” is one. Is it anything more 
than faith, empty of any first-hand 
experience, that the United States has a 
special place in God’s plans for mankind?  
 
This relationship argues that our response 
to a certain event is, in fact, a response to 
our pseudo-environment. According to 
Lippmann, your response to a certain 
event at UWC, for example, would be 
different than your response to that same 
event were you in your immediate 
environment at home. Perhaps, you notice 
injustice more often in events you read 
about online at UWCM than you would at 
home.   
 
It is this relationship, Lippmann argues, 
that allows for “authentic messengers” to 
manipulate information to form a mental 
image that will cause you to respond to 
your pseudo-environment in a certain way. 
Pseudo-environments mean that our 
responses to certain information can be, to 
some extent, predicted. In the great 
buzzing confusion of the world we pick out 
what our own culture has already defined 
for us, and we tend to perceive that which 
we have picked out in the form stereotyped 
by our own culture. For the most part, 
Lippmann argued, we do not first see, and 
then define, we define first and then see. 
Therefore, to be in control of how a person 
receives information is the power to 
provoke a certain response of that person 
to his pseudo-environment. In this way, 
“authentic messengers”, that is your 
trusted source of information, wield the 
ability to influence how you perceive an 
event, and so, on what premise you form 
an opinion. When The New York times or 
the Guardian choose the particular words 
and visuals, or perhaps facts, to use in 
their articles, do they not consider the 
nature of your response? And are they not 
aware that they have different audiences  
  
 
 
 
 

Whenever we scroll down Facebook, watch 
the news, or read an article we take in 
endless amounts of information. We then 
process that information and create an 
opinion about the subject. It is a very 
personal experience, and perhaps, the 
essence of individuality. Information, 
however, can be manipulated and its form 
can have great influence on how you form 
your opinion.  
 
The Mental Image 
To find an explanation as to how we form 
our opinions based on the information we 
receive, one need simply to travel back to 
the year 1922. It was this year that Walter 
Lippmann, an American writer, reporter 
and political commentator, published the 
book “Public Opinion”.  
 
In the work, Lippmann tried to explain how 
the pictures that arise suddenly in people’s 
minds come to be. Lippmann argued that 
sources of information, such as the 
newspaper, allowed people to be aware of 
much more than what they personally 
experience. What we do not experience 
ourselves with our own eyes, he argued, we 
experience indirectly by an image we 
create ourselves. Lippmann meant that the 
only feeling anyone can have about an 
event that they did not experience, is the 
feeling created by their mental image of 
that event.  
 
Lippmann offered an example. He painted 
the picture of a girl who breaks into a 
sudden burst of grief when a gust of wind 
cracks a windowpane. Her actions are 
incomprehensible to the people observing, 
but for her if a windowpane broke it meant  
 
 
 

who will respond differently? It happens that 
even your most trusted sources of 
information omit facts, and when that occurs 
how much of the actual environment do you 
see and how much is but you in your pseudo-
environment? It is in such situations that you 
form an opinion on what has been presented 
to you, and not necessarily reality.  
 

The Internet 
In the twenty first century, our distance to 
the actual environment has become shorter. 
The internet has allowed us to see factuality 
more clearly. Now, we call out the tools of 
manipulation when we see them. We call them 
by new terms - Fake News and Post-Truth - 
and treat them as they are new dynamics in 
society, but in reality, they are but the tools 
that has been in use for the past hundred 
years. We see that Lippmann’s theory of 
pseudo-environments still holds up. Still 
today, newspapers and TV-stations pick and 
omit facts to progress a certain agenda, and 
we, the audience, must experience events 
through manipulated information. It is in 
such a reality, that we see the rise of the 
masters of such manipulation rise up in 
Europe and across the Atlantic.  
 
The world is vast, the situations that concern 
us are intricate, the messages are few, the 
biggest part of opinion must be therefore be 
constructed in imagination. Lippmann 
revealed how manipulated information can 
influence our imagination, and how such 
action can be used to control opinion. Unless 
education makes us acutely aware of the 
nature in which information is distributed, 
deliberate disinformation, inserted by those 
who control information, will govern deeply 
the process of perception. If we ignore this 
aspect of education, the world will be 
shrouded in a veil of ignorance. The 
conclusion to this article is therefore: force 
all MYP students to read 1984 by George 
Orwell.  
 

HOW OTHERS CONTROL YOUR OPINION 

By Jeppe Damberg 

      

A look at how information can 
influence opinion, and what 
deliberate disinformation 
means to education. 
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We Are Good At It, But 
Reducing Poverty Is Not Easy. 
 
 

WORLD. We are doing well in 
combatting poverty, but the fight 
is about to get a lot harder. 

  
 
 

 

In the past few decades something amazing 
has happened. The share and the number of 
extremely poor people in the world (on the 
current definition, people who consume less 
than $1.90) has plunged. People who live on 
less than $1.90 a day are very poor — poor, 
even by the standards of the world’s poorest 
countries. So it is regrettable that the World 
Economic Forum reports that this steep 
decline in poverty is unlikely to continue. 
But why is it so? 

The World Bank, which tracks poverty, 
estimates that 1.9bn people were extremely 
poor in 1981. In that year, the poor 
accounted for 42% of the world’s 
population. In 2013, by contrast, only 767m 
people were poor. Because the world’s 
population has grown so much in the 
interim, the share of poor people in the 
population has fallen even faster, to just 
below 11%. The single biggest reason for 
this delightful trend is China. In 1981, 
almost unbelievably, 88% of Chinese (and 
96% of rural Chinese) seem to have lived 
below the poverty line. In 2013 only 2% of 
Chinese were extremely poor.   

That will not continue. China will soon have 
eradicated extreme poverty, if it has not 
done so already. So will countries like 
Indonesia and Vietnam, which have been  

almost as good at cutting poverty. That 
leaves a rump of poverty in South Asia and, 
especially, sub-Saharan Africa. In 2013, for 
the first time, more than half of poor people 
in the world were African. Poverty will be 
much harder to combat in those places.  

South Asian countries like Bangladesh and 
India have decent economic growth but 
ineffective welfare systems. Africa doesn’t 
even have the former, especially 
considering how quickly its population is 
increasing. Besides, poor Africans often live 
on much less than $1.90 a day. It is hard to 
pull exceptionally poor people over the line. 
Even African countries that are growing 
fairly well, like Ethiopia and Rwanda, will 
have huge poor populations for many years 
even if incomes rise across the board.  
 
The most obvious but least important 
consequence of this change is that the world 
is likely to miss a target. The first of the 
UN’s “sustainable development goals” has 
the world cutting poverty to 3% by 2030. If 
that will be the case, Alaa Murabit, who 
visited our School in September, would be 
very disappointed. That probably will not 
happen. More importantly, it will be a broad 
loss of confidence. The war on poverty has 
gone so well over the years that a sudden 
slowdown will come as a shock. But at least 
deep poverty is contained. It is no longer a 
global scourge, but a South Asian and 
African one. Though our job is not done, that 
is some cause for celebration. 
   
 

 

By the Flying 
Dutchman  

 

Lina Attalah is a UWC Adriatic alumni 
2000, and was featured for her brave work 
in Time’s #NextGenerationLeaders.  

Acknowledged for her work in independent 
media, Lina Attalah’s has become known 
for her bravery during the regime of 
Egypt’s President Abdul Fattah al-Sisi, a 
president not very fond of a free media. In 
modern day Egypt, journalists can 
disappear on their way home from work, 
a Facebook post can land a person in  

 

Prison and over 400 websites are blocked. 
The government makes use of harsh 
methods to any organization that depicts 
them negatively.   

This has led to news organizations 
censoring themselves to avoid trouble, but 
one website, “Mada Masr”, has carved out a 
niche and functions as one of the only truly 
independent newsrooms in the country.  

“We’re not the ones keeping freedom of 
expression alive,” says editor in chief Lina 
Attalah, 35. “But we’re definitely 
contributing to the preservation of that 
margin.”  

Under Attalah’s leadership, Mada Masr has 
earned a reputation for being fearless, 
running blockbuster corruption 
investigations, revelations of regime purges 
and coverage of the war against ISIS in the 
Sinai Peninsula, which the authorities have 
attempted to shield from public view. The 
government blocked Mada Masr in May, but 
could not shut it down. The newsroom still 
publishes every day, though readers inside 
Egypt must read the articles on Facebook or 
by accessing the site with a VPN. Working in 
a small newsroom in central Cairo, the 
organization operates under constant 
threat of retaliation from the authorities.  

“I’m not going to pretend I’m the bravest 
person on earth,” says Attalah. “It’s a 
psychological negotiation with yourself. You 
try to just lock it somewhere so you’re able 
to produce and do whatever it is you need to 
do.” 

 

 
 
 

EGYPT. Lina Attalah is a 
UWC Alumni working as a 
news editor in Cairo; a place 
where freedom of speech is 
limited.  

  

WUNDERWUZZI 
 

 

By the Flying Dutchman  

To his fans he is the Wunderwuzzi (whizz 
kid), a rare chance for national renewal. 
To his opponents he is a ruthless 
nationalistic opportunist. His name is 
Sebastian Kurz and on October 15th the 
Austrian 31-year-old foreign minister 
scored an impressive election victory. His 
party, the Austrian People’s Party, has 
been in power for thirty years, yet at the 
beginning of the year it seemed as if the 
Freedom Party, a far-right party with neo-
Nazi roots was going to run the country 
after the next election. But in stepped 
Wunderwuzzi. With his charisma and 
energy, he somehow managed to present 
himself as a man of change in the old 
party. Unfortunately for Wunderwuzzi, he 
cannot govern on his own. He is in need of 
a coalition partner, and the Freedom 
party, which came third in the election, is 
his choice. It seems now unclear whether 
Austria’s is preparing to lead a populist 
uprising or fend it off. 
 
 If Kurz chooses to make a coalition with 
the Freedom Party, it will likely result in a  
post in government such as foreign foreign 
minister. That would be a sad reality for a 
liberal Europe.  Kurz may be the first 
European leader forged in the heat of the  
 

AUSTRIA. Sebastian Kurz, 31, 
is about to become the World’s 
youngest head of government.   
  
 
 

refugee crisis. This is clear in his road to 
power. Kurz success has been fueled by 
mainly two factors: Tough talk on borders 
and immigrants, and the appeal of a fresh 
face to an old party. Now he must choose to 
whether to lead a radical, populist right-
wing storm or contain it. He seems to be a 
young career politician ready to do anything 
to climb up the ladder. We can only hope that 
his ambitions will not allow for the success 
of the Freedom Party.  

 

By the Flying Dutchman  

The Wunderwuzzi 
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UWC Alumni Fighting for 
Free Speech in Egypt. 
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The Man Who Predicted the Internet 
 

He predicted the World Wide Web 30 years before its 
inception. He predicted the rise of modern mass media 
and he predicted the consequences that would follow. 
Indeed, Marshall McLuhan is regarded as ‘the media 
prophet of the 1960s,’ and the Canadian professor of 
media theory who foresaw the internet long before 
Zuckerberg had enrolled at Harvard and Gates had 
started putting together the very first Microsoft. His 
book “The Medium is the Massage” from 1967 predicts 
how the growth of technology will utterly reshape 
society, personal lives and sensory perceptions, so that 
we are effectively shaped by the means we use to 
communicate. Being a millennial myself, reading his 
1960s classic “The Medium is the Massage” was a 
rather horrifying experience. Before the inception of 
the internet itself, McLuhan puts into words how it has 
moulded my existence in the 21st century. The ‘electric 
circuit’, McLuhan argues in 1967, will change your 
family, your education, your neighbourhood, your 
government and most importantly, it will 
fundamentally change you. Indeed, you can judge for 
yourself the extent to which McLuhan was accurate in 
his predictions.   
 
It will change you 
How much do you make? Have you ever contemplated 
suicide? Are you now or have you ever been? ‘Electrical 
information devices’, McLuhan argues, will cause a 
serious dilemma between our claim to privacy and the 
community’s need to know. The traditional ideas of 
private, isolated thoughts and actions are threatened 
by new methods of ‘instantaneous electric information 
retrieval.’ Moreover, McLuhan suggests that this 'older' 
idea of privacy will be replaced by a big gossip column 
that is unforgiving, unforgetful and from which there is 
no redemption, no erasure of early “mistakes.” (hint: 
Facebook, Instagram, Tumblr?)  
 
 

It will change your family 
The family circle will widen. The whirlpool of accessible 
information far surpasses any possible influence mom and 
dad can now bring to bear. Mom and dad are no longer the 
only actors to shape character; the entire world now 
influences the moulding of a child.  
 

Your Neighbourhood  
The electric circuit will erase national groupings and 
extend your ‘local’ neighbourhood to all the corners of the 
world. It will reconstitute global dialogue and overthrow 
our perception of distance and space.  
 

Your Education  
The distinction between a child and an adult, McLuhan 
suggests, will blurry as a result of the 'electric information 
circuit.' By presenting to the child the harsh realities of 
life, ‘the electric circuit’ will throw the child into the 
difficulties of adulthood. On another note, the youth will 
become used to retrieving information from the ‘electric 
circuit' in a quickly and easily. This rapidness of this 
learning experience within the ‘the electric circuit’ will 
alienate youth from a classroom setting where they have 
to readapt to a form of learning that is more demanding 
and at a slower pace. 
 
Your Job 
When this circuit learns your job, what are you going to 
do?” McLuhan’s question is as relevant today as ever. The 
Fourth Industrial Revolution is before us, and it seems 
more a certainty than a possibility that mechanization will 
take over some aspects of the present job market. Many 
well-intentioned political reform programs will arise aimed 
to restructure society and accommodate the change that 
is inevitable.  
 

Your Government 
The era of 'the Public' will come to an end. The time of great 
consensus of separate viewpoints is over, and instead, the 
era of ‘the mass audience’ will begin. This mass audience 
will be a creative, participating force. The living room will 
become the voting booth and a new form of participative 
politics with arise.  
 
 

“The Others” 
In the age of the ‘electric circuit,’ no minority can be 
contained nor ignored. The entirety of the world will watch 
with expectations of justice. In a sense, too many people 
know too much about each other not to care. We will 
become involved with each other and responsible for one 
another.  
 
Though not all of McLuhan’s points are equally accurate,  
it is undoubtedly a read that will challenge the thinking of 
any millennial. To me, it was not only an insight into the 
forces that have shaped our generation so far but  
also a warning of the powers that may shape the future 
that awaits us.  
 
 

Marshall Mcluhan’s “The Medium is the 
Massage” predicted the internet in 1967. 
Before the inception of the internet itself, 
Mcluhan put words on exactly what molds 
our life in the 21st century. 
  
 

By the Flying Dutchman 
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Monthly Mixtape 
 

 

Plottin  
J Hus   
 
“I listen to grime and 
try to speak roadman. 
That makes me cool 
right?”  
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MAMACITA  
KESI   
 
“You will not  
understand  
the lyrics  
but the  
rhythm  
will do it” 
 

 

Windows 
Angel Olsen   
 
”Any song by 
Angel Olsen is 
really a must 
listen” 
 

 

Macabre 
Blaue Blume   
 
”Very indie” 
 

 

Expensive 
Shit 
Fela Kuti   
 
”The Nigerian multi-
instrumentalist 
gives us a tase of 
jungle jazz” 
 

 

Once I was 
Tim Buckley   
 
”Father to Jeff 
Buckley, Tim 
shows where the 
talent came 
from.” 
 

 

Dark Side of 
The Gym 
The National 
 
”Nostalgic rock by 
the already famous 
Canadian band” 
 

Yellow Ledbetter 
Pearl Jam 
 
”Classic” 
 

 

Sky 
Blaue Blume 
 
”Another by Blaue Blume. New 
band, very new sound.” 
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Film Spotlight 

DRAMA, ROMANCE 
RUNNING TIME 1HR 48MIN 
RELEASED 2004  
 
After a painful breakup, Clementine (Kate Winslet) 
undergoes a procedure to erase memories of her former 
boyfriend Joel (Jim Carrey) from her mind. When Joel 
discovers that Clementine is going to extremes to forget 
their relationship, he undergoes the same procedure and 
slowly begins to forget the woman that he loved. 
 
 

DRAMA, ROMANCE 
RUNNING TIME 2HR 7MIN 
RELEASED 2012 
 
Retired music teachers Georges (Jean-Louis Trintignant) 
and Anne (Emmanuelle Riva) have spent their lives 
devoted to their careers and to each other. Their 
relationship faces its greatest challenge when Anne suffers 
a debilitating stroke. Though Georges himself suffers from 
the aches and infirmities of old age, he bravely ignores his 
own discomfort to take care of his wife, and is determined 
to keep his promise to her that she never go back to the 
hospital. 
 
 

ABSOLUTE CLASSIC 
RUNNING TIME 1HR 58MIN 
RELEASED 2005 
 
Santiago Muñez, a Mexican cook in Los Angeles, gets 
a chance to follow his dream of playing professional 
soccer. A talent scout with contacts in the United 
Kingdom spots him and offers a once-in-a-lifetime 
chance: If he can find a way to England, he can try 
out for the Newcastle United team. Gavin Harris, a 
star player, takes young Santiago under his wing and 
helps him prove himself to his disbelieving father. 
 

Upcoming Events 
CHRISTIAN SCOTT 
ATUNDE ADJUAH 
	
Christian Scott is a two time 
Edison winning, grammy 
award nominated trumpeter, 
composer, producer and 
bandleader with an 
unmistakeable sound and 
something to say. The New 
Orleans style jazz artist 
ushering is performing in 
Maastricht Monday 20th 
November at Bonbonnière. 
  
Praised by everyone from 
Rolling Stone, to Pitchfork, to 
NPR Music, this is a concert 
you don’t want to miss.  
Tickets can be bought on 
jazzmaastricht.com  
 

VALKENBURG CHRISTMAS 
MARKET 
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Beginning November 17th, one of the most impressive Christmas Markets in 
Europe will be opened to the public in Valkenburg. A great deal of the market 
is held in the city’s atmospheric and historic underground caves, making 
the Valkenburg Christmas Market a Christmas market like no other.  
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Hoodygans 
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A Tribute 
to Dabbing 

A pupil I teach and whose opinion I highly 
respect commented last week, somewhat 
morosely no less, that the dab is being 
phased out, that it has served its purpose, 
and that like the fidget spinner and bottle 
flip challenge before it, is no longer a 
fixation with idle students in the atrium.  
 
If that is the case, then this is sad news 
indeed. Unlike the other two, the dab 
requires no plastic, much to the pleasure 
of environmentalists and scientists 
worldwide and, depending on your take on 
the fidget spinner, is noiseless, which 
renders dabbing, therefore, a popular 
medium of expression. There are several 
reasons why students and adults alike 
should continue to dab, but I will narrow it 
down to three.  
 
Firstly, it is difficult to dab if upset, which 
is why it is a reliable indicator that 
someone is in a very positive mood indeed. 
Over the past few months I have witnessed 
students dab after disclosing a particular 
funny or clever joke, for receiving a high 
grade for a challenging assignment, at the 
end of a musical performance, or after 
scoring a goal which requires great skill 
and intelligence in the outdoor ‘cage’. 
Essentially, it is difficult not to associate 
dabbing with moments of joy and 
happiness.  
 
This is not entirely the case with other 
gestures, such as smiles, which are not 
always an accurate conveyor of someone’s 
mood, and the rather passé thumbs-up 
signal, which is at times used rather 
nonchalantly (think Trump), or 
specifically in situations which call for an 
avoidance of melodrama and mountains 
out of molehills.  
 
Not only is the dab, therefore, an accurate 
indicator that someone is experiencing the 
feel-good factor, but it also highlights how 
people can be quite creative even with the 
most modest of means at their disposal, or 
when at their idlest.  
 
This brings me onto my second point. In an 
age of predictability, where Siri and Google 
can answer any question that we put 
forward, and where going somewhere and 
doing something has lost its element of 
surprise, since so much of everything is 
shared online, the dab retains that 
element which is arguably most missing 
from present day society: unpredictability, 
or the unknown. There are a number of 
different ways to dab, so it is not always 
easy to assume what expression will be 
conveyed by the dabbing aficionados once 
those arms are swung into motion. The 
double dab, low dab, high dab and scores of 
other types of dabs all mean different  
 

things in different contexts. This is 
another reason why dabbing has lasted for 
so long, as there are several ways it can be  
reinvented, hence keeping it in vogue. 
More significantly, this element of 
unpredictability is shared between both  
the audience and the dabber, for the 
latter’s head is bowed down with eyes 
closed, meaning that it is impossible to one 
hundred percent gauge an audience’s 
reaction to your dab, whether it is a smirk, 
eye-roll or something else.  
 
My last point ties in with the previous two, 
in the sense that there is never a wrong 
moment to dab. Hordes of people will argue 
otherwise, that everything depends on 
time and place, but while words such as 
rules, obligations and professionalism 
matter from time to time, they also tend to 
stifle creativity. Most importantly, 
dabbing should not be associated with 
immaturity. One of the most amusing 
things I have come across in recent 
months was an online discussion thread, 
where several teachers commented in 
agreement that dabbing in class should be 
punishable by detention. Funny, I thought, 
how some want to work with children, but 
then scold children when they are being 
children, i.e. playful and creative.  
 
In contrast to the ubiquitous and 
consciously made thumbs-up and other 
similar means of expression, therefore, 
this is one gesture that deserves to stay. 
To those who still enjoy dabbing, I say dab, 
continue dabbing and dab some more.  
 

 
 

A flood of unrestrained supporters, under 
the name of “Hoodygans”, has led to the 
landslide victories of the Kimbria Basketball 
Club (BC Kimbria). Energetic young 
students of the hooligan type now occupy 
the new gym by the stadium on Sundays. 
These “Hoodygans” come in large numbers 
to support Hans, Hoody, Siddhant and UWC 
alumnus Ofek in their fight for the 
championship. They bring with them 
vuvuzelas, a plastic horn that produces a 
large monotone note capable of deafening 
even the strongest opposition, and chants 
that work to successfully induce the spirit 
of victory into the team. Chants include the 
infamous “Hoody is on fire”, the less violent 
“Hans, Shoulders, Knees and Toes”, the 
more demanding “We Want A 100”, and the 
very bold “Who Needs Kobe When We Got 
Kargbo”. The Hoodygans are not afraid of 
singing classics either. Wonderwall and 
Seven Nation Army sets the tone, while 
Vivaldi calms the players’ nerves during the 
breaks.  
 
The Hoodygans also seem to be growing in 
numbers. Last Sunday thirty students 
showed their support for the BC Kimbria. 
The Maastricht community seems to enjoy 
the energy that “Hoodygans” bring to the 
games. Parents and members of the club join  
 
 
 

 
in on chants and leave with great smiles 
as the players net the baskets with 
increasing passion. 
 
It is unclear why the group started to 
show up. We talked to one Hoodygan, 
Shrey Regmi, who when asked how the 
movement started simply answered; “We 
Are Red, We Are White, We Are 
Maastricht’s Dynamite”.  
 
There is no doubt that the Hoodygans 
have contributed to the continuing 
success of BC Kimbria. Ballah Kargbo, 
you know him as Hoody, stated that 
“these guys bring out the best in every 
one of us, they push us to the edge”.  
 

An Honest 
College 
Essay 
For the past two years of my life I have 
studied in UWC Maastricht, an 
international school in the south of 
Netherlands, and it has been the most 
enriching learning experience I have ever 
encountered. It has aided my development 
of various valuable skills and abilities, 
such as sounding pretentious without even 
trying, or writing this whole essay the 
night before the deadline. Forbye, I am 
using words that I just learnt in 
thesaurus.com, such as “forbye”.   
 
I am a firm believer of the fact that my 
high school years have really shaped me 
as a person. Throughout this time, I have 
become a determined risk taker, a quality 
that has proven to be useful when going to 
other floors after check in, and I have 
learnt the importance of commitment, to 
binge-watching the second season of 
Stranger Things despite of the extended 
essay deadline, for example. Furthermore, 
my intellectual creativity has improved 
considerably and was rather fruitful when 
I had to improvise my TOK presentation on 
the spot.  
 
 

What makes me different from other 
candidates are my unique public speaking 
and persuasive skills; I can convince 
people to order Siba with the purpose of 
meeting the minimum delivery cost in only 
minutes! I am also extremely flexible and 
I adapt easily to new environments, after 
all, I learnt how to emotionally deal with 
living with a colossal pile of dirty dishes in 
my kitchen, and got used to studying 
amongst the roaring screams of my 
floormates.  
 
I truly believe that I would be a perfect fit 
for your university. I’ve been dreaming of 
attending this prestigious and respectable 
institution since the moment that I saw 
your pretty and colorful webpage. 
Similarly, I greatly admire your innovative 
approach to education, especially your 
non-standardised test policy because with 
all those ManageBac deadlines, ain’t 
nobody got time for SATs. The location of 
your university was also an important 
factor on my decision to apply since I’ve 
always wanted to study abroad in order to 
acquire new experiences, and I can’t wait 
to get as far as possible from the dreadful 
Dutch weather. Most importantly, I am a 
strong believer of the idea that your school 
and I would be a great match given that 
you provide financial aid and I need 
money. In fact, I probably only found out 
about you guys from the Davis Scholars 
website. 
 
My role models in life are Nelson Mandela 
and Kurt Hahn because in my eyes, they 
are two of the most influential people in 
world history, and I am a devoted advocate 
of the belief that education is the most 
powerful tool to unite nations and 
cultures, or to “change the world”? Was it 
“to save the word”? Anyways, I’ll probably 
just copy-paste the UWC mission 
statement somewhere around here. 
 
Candidly, my UWC experience has made 
me more sensitive towards my 
surroundings and has significantly 
deepened my understanding of other 
cultures and traditions. I am the proud 
owner of a Nepalese hemp backpack and I 
know all the lyrics of “Despacito”; I am 
truly impressed with how far I’ve come 
regarding open mindedness. I would not 
change anything about this experience, 
maybe just the mensa food.  
 
In conclusion, I am a nice person so please 
pick me. If I don’t go to uni my parents will 
kill me. Thank you. 
 
 
 
 

Credit: Quentin Zachary 
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By a staff member 

”Hoodygans”, a group of young 
students, have contributed to the 
success of a local Maastricht 
basketball team. 

By Ana Penella 

Dabbing is in decline. This sad 
reality caused a staff member to 
ink one last tribute to the   
unforgettable medium of 
expression. 
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Soup of Letters 
 

CAPTION THIS 
PHOTO 

I dressed as a ghost for Halloween.  

“My name is Alberto and I am a daboholic”  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I travelled the world, joined a rigorous high 
school program and one year later I still dab. 
 
 

One week of not going upstairs.   
 

IB predicteds.   
 

When she has a boyfriend back home.   
 

The Flying Dutchman                                                                                                 Wednesday, November 15th, 2017 

Find the twelve hidden words within this messy soup of letters. This 
issue’s theme is: “things that the mensa lacks.” Good luck with your 
search! 
 

Balancing academics and sleep and friends and 
health and family back home be like… 

Balance – Big Shaq 

“All we do is study in IB!” 

More fragile than my predicted 

Universities respect IB and UWC for being 
intellectually demanding.  
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