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I am an ambivert. I’ve always balanced on 
the fine line between an extrovert (who 
gains energy from social interactions) and 
an introvert (who recharges by spending 
time alone). Regardless of what people 
think, the Introvert-Extrovert spectrum has 

Before I started attending UWC, everyone who had ever met 
me could say with confidence that I am an introvert. And I 
would agree. I had a handful of close friends, with whom I 
spent the majority of my free time, and I would be more likely 
be found in my room curled up with a book or watching P.1 

Introspection on Introversion 

have been firmer in my opinions, I could have 
been more active, I could have spoken louder, 
clearer, more consistently. I could have joined  
more groups,  I could have bent myself to fit in 
more spaces. But, as a systematic problem, the 
causes of the issue are far beyond the impact of 
my individual actions. And I say this with the 
certainty that I lacked for so long, because I 
have seen and spoken with many people who, 
like me, felt like the social dynamics and inter-
actions at UWC drove them to a similar dejec-
tion and disappointment that only perpetuated 
their silence. 

I arrived at UWCM only knowing the little 
English that was spoken at my previous school, 
one hour per week during lesson time. As you 

My intense drive for this sport was fueled by a certain 
person. A classmate. My best friend. The closest thing 
I had to a  brother. We shared the common desire of 
representing Bangladesh at the highest level, playing 
in the world cup. P.4 
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I’ve Been Quiet(ly   
Silenced) for Way Too 
Long 

can imagine (if you are not an English native 
you might have experienced this), learning Eng-
lish in a class context is very different from liv-
ing in English, a thousand miles away from eve-
rything you used to know.  I was keen on learn-
ing, trying to communicate with people even if I 
was not the best at it. But I was shocked when a 
group of students made fun of my accent open-
ly, or when people would prefer to avoid con-
versations with me because “it’s hard to under-
stand her.” I thought it was my fault for not 
knowing English too well, so I drifted away. 

After intro week, classes began. I remember 
being clueless in some technicism-heavy sub-
jects. Most of the teachers were very compre-
hensive at first, but as the pace started to in-
crease...continued on page 2  

 Best wishes to the graduating 
members of The Flying 
Dutchman Anahita, Can, 
Estella, Sigrid, Polina, Nata-
lia, and Sulan. And congratu-
lations to our new members, 
Ibtesham, Claire, Yazan, Ines, 
Thalia, Daniela, Hao Tong 
Manuel, Korpo, and Alina.   

“A Part of the Movement” 

The Next Issue  
Be sure to submit your 
opinions to propel our 
community forward. We 
look forward to publish-
ing your thoughts.  

Natalia Tapia Moreno, UWCM 

OPINION 

nothing to do with being shy or outspoken. On 
that note, I encourage you to read the article 
“Extroverts, Pipe Down” written by Imri Hag-
gin in our online newspaper. With that being 
said, I want to clarify that my personality does 
not immediately make me a quiet person. Yet I 
have been silent on multiple occasions, some 
in which I wish I had spoken up sooner rather 
than later. But with no grudges against the 
past, I think I still can unpack the systemic 
problems that left me voiceless. 

To cut the mystery short, UWC was where I 
lost my assertiveness, and where I felt my 
confidence shatter into pieces. 

I know some responsibility is mine; I could 

Cover illustration by Thalia Lembong 
and Daniela Lascurain 

You Can Hit Rock Bottom Twice 
I’m standing here, in the middle of the street, 
crying my eyes out. I take a step forward. 
They take one too. I raise my arms, let one 
single scream be hear. They don’t respond. I 
do it again, and again, and again. P.5 

Run 



A Force to Divide People? 

I 
t has come to my attention recently how a 
part of our student body falls into the 
traps of “toxic high school drama”. I have 

realized how certain conversations revolve 
around making fun of someone, by reducing 
their whole beings to an “uncool” trait that 
they possess or some “out of the ordinary'' 
behaviour in which they engage. All this has 
left me thinking: Isn’t it time that we reevalu-
ate our values and actions? Before we can 
fully represent a movement with its own mis-
sion statement and values, should we not ac-
quire personal values which stand for, at least 
to a certain extent, what we want our school 
and ultimately the whole UWC movement to 
reflect? 

I can see the triggers and the charm to talking 
behind people’s backs and perhaps even un-
derstand the temporary “cool” position that it 
places one in, but I simply cannot bring my-
self to accept how certain problems, which in 
mind existed only in the realms of the outside 
world, also exist here. The exclusive nature of 
some social groups, the condescending tones 
of others, as well as the different ways in 
which belittling is practised, are all present on 
our campus. (The social divisions on campus 
are perhaps not as dramatically visible as in 
the scenes from ‘Mean Girls’ but the core 
idea is still there.) All this has left me think-
ing: Why are we so afraid of the different? 
Where does our urge to look down on people 
really come from?  

Judging from the amount of gossip that I un-
fortunately overheard about people who are 
clearly nothing more than strangers to the 
partakers in these conversations, it is clear to 
me that intolerance of one another is becom-
ing the norm here on campus. Not only do I 
find this disappointing but also a waste and a 
loss of opportunity to get to know people. As 
friendship groups continue to form based on 
how much alcohol one can chug down in a 
given amount of time, or the amount of sub-
stances one wishes to use, how can we move 
forward, even claiming that we wish to 
change the world? Similarly if we refuse to 

get to know one another, how can we expect 
to leave our prejudices behind and reach a 
common understanding of ‘world issues’?  

When I overhear someone say “Oh, he seems 
really nice but why is he hanging out with 
them?” I lose hope. I lose hope in the UWC 
community, our generation, the world that is 
full of problems and -almost- in myself. I im-
mediately think about when we will learn to 
appreciate the scarcity of the time we have 
left. I think about when everyone will learn to 
be kind to one another and I think about the 
day when any form of relational aggression 
among peers is reduced to a bare minimum: 
when there is almost no negative peer pres-
sure…  

“UTOPIC!”  

Yet, some choose to ‘gossip on’, taking them-
selves too seriously and thinking that they are 
somehow better than those around them. I find 
this attitude to be one of our society’s biggest 
root problems. Almost any problem in our 
world right now feeds off of abuse, that is, 
abuse of some kind of a relationship. Climate 
change, and bigotry in its many forms are just 
a few examples. Abuse, however you wish to 
define it, is linked to an attitude of thinking 
too highly of oneself, while belittling the oth-
er. And much like in the ‘real world’ this 
manifests itself in different but subtle ways on 
the Island. 
 
In the Mensa, I find it saddening when people 
only stick to their friend’s circles, never even 
saying “Hi!” to the person sitting on their oth-
er side. It is sad but I cannot blame them be-
cause we are increasingly becoming unwel-
come to those who aren’t “the closest” to us. 
And, I find this scary, threatening almost. This 
attitude poses a threat to the values of a move-
ment which we are all a part of and which I 
care deeply about. Just like you can’t measure 
diversity by simply ticking off the number of 
countries one has lived in, you also can’t 
equate tolerability with international and inter-
cultural understanding. Real intercultural un-
derstanding doesn’t happen on its own natu-
rally when we all just live in the same place. 
Fake promises of idealism combined with our 
lack of willingness to communicate means 
that we might fail to “understand” each other. 
UWC is a force that brings us all to the same 
place but what we choose to do from there 

towards highlighting our differences until 
these become too “insignificant”, making 
space for our much more uniting similarities 
to be put forward and discussed instead.  

In short, I am tired of watching some people 
weave the stupid ideas in their heads like hier-
archy among groups and people into the fab-
ric of our precious community. By choosing 
to hold onto these you are dividing people and 
depriving yourselves of their friendliness. 
History has shown us time and time again 
what awaits us if two or more groups of peo-
ple fail to communicate. I long to see a time 
when the world becomes a place where any 
kind of “relational aggression” is lowered to a 
minimum, when we are no longer in search of 
finding “scapegoats” to talk about.  

You don’t have to be ill-willed in order to be 
sucked into the power nozzle, and more than 
anyone you will be stuck in this vacuum by 
being a bystander and clearing out. 

onwards is dependent on our actions. Similar-
ly, if we don’t create the same kind of accept-
ing environment for everyone on campus, 
then of course our diversity will only cover 
the ideas and opinions of those brave enough 
to speak up in the scarily polarized environ-
ment our campus is becoming- meaning that 
celebration of difference, will too become an 
unattainable goal.  

I believe diversity to be a lens through which 
we can see our similarities without becoming 
the same. Realistically speaking there will 
always be people who we just click on with 
and others not so much, but in a UWC should 
we not strive to make this space feel as wel-
coming, inclusive and united as possible? I 
mean, beyond the surface layer of just “Oh, 
there are Muslims and Jews and Christians on 
my floor’’ or “Look at how people of differ-
ent ethnicities cohabitate”. In truth, real diver-
sity is not limited to only these; it requires 
real and constant effort by all parties involved 
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I value this community too much to make it a habit of saying “But there are so many worse places!” and I know that –myself included– at UWCM we can do 
better, much better.  

Defne Tekin, UWCM 

OPINION 
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An Introspection on Introversion 

B 
efore I started attending UWC, every-
one who had ever met me could say 
with confidence that I am an introvert. 

And I would agree. I had a handful of close 
friends, with whom I spent the majority of my 
free time, and I would more likely be found in 
my room curled up with a book or watching 
Mean Girls for the 70th time than dressed up 
to go to a party on a weekend evening.  
 
Upon my arrival here, I quickly got swept up 
in the excitement of an active school commu-
nity with 200 new and friendly friends, many 
of whom shared some common interests and 
passions with me. I dove into this experience 
headfirst, engaging with the new world 
around me as 
much as I possi-
bly could. 
Throwing cau-
tion to the 
(strong Dutch) 
wind, I quickly 
found every day 
filled with activ-
ity and conversa-
tion, going from 
class to meetings 
to rehearsals to 
chats with 
friends and 
floormates until 
insane hours. 
And I loved it. It 
was an exciting 
and refreshing 
change of pace 
from what I 
knew back 
home. 
 
As my time at 
UWC comes to a 
close, many of 
my friends and 
co-years have 
expressed feel-

ing some amount of pressure; an in-
ternal burden to spend this last month 
socializing as much as possible, to go 
to every community event and spend 
every free moment with friends. 
However, I don’t really feel that way. 
It’s now, as I prepare to leave, that I 
find the most value in the periods 
when I am alone the few precious 
moments that I have to reflect and 
relax among the chaos of exams, 
packing and finding the perfect grad 
dress. In the final days, events and 
goodbyes, I feel like I’m back where 
I started: in the quiet moments, at my 
own pace, looking back on the last 
two years gratefully and looking for-

ward to my next chapter hopefully. 

Sulan Bailey, UWCM 

OPINION 

Illustration by  Thalia  Lembong 



follow up, so I end up not communicating 
anything at all. 

It was during my last term at UWC that I 
was able to spot these factors that contrib-
uted in one way or another to my silence. 
And as my last month in UWC is coming 
to an end, I have a proposition to make. 
However, unless we all are willing to ana-
lyze and improve our behaviors, nothing 
will change in this impulse-fueled commu-
nity. 

My proposal includes all of us. I suggest 
that we attempt to become active listeners 
rather than fast speakers. Extroverts in 
particular need to be humbler to give up 
some of the space in order for others to 
have the opportunity to join the dialogue. 
We might, as well, need to be more con-
scious and realize that there are discussions 
that only represent a specific group of stu-
dents which do not have to be discussed in 
an assembly. Furthermore, we need to 
come to terms with the idea that not all 
leaders must be outgoing; and instead val-
ue people for what they are and not for 
what ideal leaders are supposed to be. Fi-
nally, we need to restructure our conversa-
tions to include other views; not in a pity-
ing way, but in a welcoming manner where 
all personalities are able to engage in a 
safe, judgement-free way. We must incor-
porate other discussion formats that strive 
for the inclusion of all members of the 
community, formats that do not limit the 
ability of anyone to contribute. To be capa-
ble of celebrating diversity, we ought to 
ensure that even in out conversations, there 
is an input balance that includes every 
voice. 

English that was spoken at my previous 
school, one hour per week during lesson time. 
As you can imagine (if you are not an English 
native you might have experienced this), 
learning English in a class context is very 
different from living in English, a thousand 
miles away from everything you used to 
know.  I was keen on learning, trying to com-
municate with people even if I was not the 
best at it. But I was shocked when a group of 
students made fun of my accent openly, or 
when people would prefer to avoid conversa-
tions with me because “it’s hard to understand 
her.” I thought it was my fault for not know-
ing English too well, so I drifted away. 

After intro week, classes began. I remember 
being clueless in some technicism-heavy sub-
jects. Most of the teachers were very compre-
hensive at first, but as the pace started to in-
crease, no amount of understanding helped 
me to keep up with the content covered. I did 
not participate in class, not because I didn’t 
have questions (believe me, I did!), but be-
cause I could not properly communicate them. 
And for heaven’s sake, I did not want to be 
made fun of again because of my accent. All 
of this fed into a cycle: missing out on the 
content, catching up on my own. 

Time passed, and I managed academics better. 
I was doing well enough by my own stand-
ards, and I felt really proud that my efforts 
were paying off. So, I ventured to participate 
and ask more questions in class. But instead 
of receiving helpful and prompt answers, I 
faced the pity of some teachers, because I was 
just a poor little third-world citizen, coming 
from an archaic education system that didn’t 
cover what MYP5s did. No literal quotations 
though, this is just what I perceived from their 
comments and treatment towards me.  

I 
 am an ambivert. I’ve always balanced on 
the fine line between an extrovert (who 
gains energy from social interactions) and 

an introvert (who recharges by spending time 
alone). Regardless of what people think, the 
Introvert-Extrovert spectrum has nothing to 
do with being shy or outspoken. On that note, 
I encourage you to read the article 
“Extroverts, Pipe Down” written by Imri Hag-
gin in our online newspaper. With that being 
said, I want to clarify that my personality does 
not immediately make me a quiet person. Yet 
I have been silent on multiple occasions, some 
in which I wish I had spoken up sooner rather 
than later. But with no grudges against the 
past, I think I still can unpack the systemic 
problems that left me voiceless. 

To cut the mystery short, UWC was where I 
lost my assertiveness, and where I felt my 
confidence shatter into pieces. 

I know some responsibility is mine; I could 
have been firmer in my opinions, I could have 
been more active, I could have spoken louder, 
clearer, more consistently. I could have joined 
more groups, I could have bent myself to fit in 
more spaces. But as a systematic problem, the 
causes of the issue are far beyond the impact 
of my individual actions. And I say this with 
the certainty that I lacked for so long, because 
I have seen and spoken with many people 
who, like me, felt like the social dynamics and 
interactions at UWC drove them to a similar 
dejection and disappointment that only perpet-
uated their silence. 

I arrived at UWCM only knowing the little 

Natalia Tapia Moreno, UWCM 

OPINION 
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I’ve Been Quiet(ly Silenced) for Way Too Long 
This article arose from self-reflection upon the challenges that I have gone though in my time here. Now that I have moved past said challenges, I have realized 
that they were needless—and some even unacceptable coming from a UWC community. Thus,  I decided to speak up and share some of the conclusions of my 
reflection. Before you continue reading, I want to state this article is not intended to create controversy or resentment, but to be taken as an opener for honest 

discussion. I know that we all can reflect and act to do better here, and in future communities where we will engage.  

As I found my own way at the school, I decid-
ed to sign up to more activities and roles in 
the school. I was up for a personal challenge, 
willing to implement the change that I wished 
to see. Unfortunately, it wasn’t long until I 
realized that I was not built to meet the de-
mands of a changemaker at UWC. I was sen-
sitive to excessive stimulus. I was unable to 
formulate ideas on a whim. I came across as 
the least charismatic and as a passive contrib-
utor of the group (if I ever could contribute). 

It is not difficult to see that the same group of 
people always speak up in residential meet-
ings, class time, or even personal conversa-
tions. In no shape or form do I think this is the 
problem (in fact I encourage more dialogue). 
But I do think that this should be taken as an 
indicator that not everyone is able to join this 
discussion. Every single one of us lives in this 
community, and we have a say on the things 
that happen around us. How is it then possible 
that only a handful of students join the con-
versation? 

Personally, I dreaded meetings and any kind 
of large-group discussions, specifically at 
UWCM. Don’t get me wrong, I think that it’s 
great to join with people and effectively sort 
out tasks. However, the structure of those 
meetings has always favored and praised fran-
tic conversations, while exhausting introvert-
ed, tranquil, and analytical members of the 
community. While the current “opener - 
presentation - popcorn discussion” format can 
seem favorable for large groups, it always 
results in only hearing the loudest and quick-
est voices of the community. There have been 
countless times when I listen to the presenta-
tion, and while I digest it and formulate my 
own contribution, the discussion of the topic 
has already been closed. New points are being 
raised, and it becomes harder and harder to 

Results of “Important  Science 
Data  Research” 

This survey was sent out to all DP students at UWC Maastricht 
and conducted by The Flying Dutchman team. Its aim was to see  

how the community viewed the community 

Do you think the community is broken? 

How many strikes do you have? 

Have you evolved as a person since coming to UWC? 

Are you ok?- Top Answers 

“Dusting off cobwebs takes time.” 

“I think so but honestly it’s hard to tell some-
times.” 

“Surprisingly yes.” 

“I don’t even know anymore at this point 
bro.” 

“Am I living in a way that is sustainable and 
makes me feel good in the long term? Perhaps 
not, but have I killed myself? No, so in that 
sense I am as ok as I can be in as stressful of 
circumstance as this.” 

“Thank you for asking.” 

“Do you think I am? I don’t think so.” 

“It’s complicated.” 

“I’m stressed, and there are definitely ups and 
downs on a weekly/daily basis– but I think 
okay is fair to say on average. Trying to stay 
optimistic and positive on the last meters be-
fore the final goal.” 

“I will be when I graduate soon.” 

“What does it mean to be ok?” 

“No, next question.” 

“Yes! Took me a while though.” 

“Is that a trick question? Because I think that 
if you’re doing the IB, it’s kind of impossible 
to be okay.” 

“Lol no” 

“I’m better now that I’m off campus.” 
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You Can Hit Rock Bottom Twice 
Summer of 2014. A younger version of myself who possessed a burning passion towards cricket. A fundamental 
element of culture, bringing international recognition and national pride to Bangladesh. The people that brought 

us this recognition were worshipped. Cricketers were idolised.  

M 
y intense drive for this sport was 
fueled by a certain person. A class-
mate. My best friend. The closest 

thing I had to a  brother. We shared the com-
mon desire of representing Bangladesh at the 
highest level, playing in the world cup. It 
was  undeniably an extremely ambitious ob-
jective, yet not entirely unrealistic. We 
trained together on a daily basis, devoting   

hours, days and months to getting closer to 
our ultimate goal. I was constantly behind 
him, determined to catch up. I  would work 
twice as hard to get half the results. It frus-
trated me but served as motivation.   

He excelled at everything he tried. He was 
naturally gifted athletically, intellectually and 
was labelled “popular”. I used  to struggle in 
school, never the best at making friends and 
was labelled “quiet”. At ten years of age I 
had never experienced such comradeship. His 
presence always came with a sense of com-
fort with which came confidence. We  stud-
ied, played, ate, trained, showered, laughed 
and cried together. I would see him almost 
everyday and the time I spent with him 
would usually be the best portion of the 
twenty-four hours. My love for cricket grew 
just as much as my  love and appreciation for 
him. We dove head first into turning our 
dreams into reality. Aware of the dangers the 
sport  brought yet never daunted by it.   

I had returned home after our usual training 
session. It was right after dinner when I re-
ceived a call. He had passed  away. The ball 
had struck him at the back of the head and he 
met his end. I pictured that very moment, 
replaying it in  my head thousands of times. 
The thing he loved the most had taken his 
life. My mind could not escape the irony of 
the  situation. It took days for me to realize 
how much I had truly lost. All the confidence 
I had gathered had suddenly  vanished. My 
passion for cricket, slowly fading. One month 
and I had not touched my kit. Two months, I 
kept all my  bats in the back of my cupboard. 
Three months, I threw away all my jerseys 
and merchandise. Four months, I had giv-
en  away my favorite batting shoes. Five 
months, after constant pressure and persua-
sion from my parents I was convinced  to go 
back. I started practicing again only to realize 
that playing cricket had become nothing more 
than a set of motions.  I continued training, 
got better, worked harder but felt nothing. No 
excitement, no joy, no fear. I continued play-
ing, for  years after, on track to turning our 
dreams into reality. However, those dreams 
seemed meaningless and I gave up on  cricket 
completely.  

Summer of 2020 I moved school and coun-

try. Despite my initial distress, I was fortu-
nate enough to have met a few of  the best 
people I know. Once again my quiet and 
constrained self found comfort in the pres-

ence of one particular  person. A classmate. 
My best friend. The closest thing I had to a 
brother. We lived together in a boarding 
school. Both shared my new found interest 

in music. He was much better than me and 
had taken it on himself to turn me into as 
good  a producer as him. He became my 
partner for everything. Haircuts, trips into 

the city, grocery shop-
ping, meals in  Mensa. 
Almost every hour of my 
life involved his compa-
ny. He was the perfect 
example of the fact that 
time does not  define the 
quality of a friendship. In 
a matter of five months, I 
could positively say that 
I had made a friend like 
never  before. I had 
grown accustomed to 
having him around night 
and day and was never 
concerned about the pos-
sibility that  he would 
have to leave. I was dev-
astated by his sudden 
departure and found my-
self in a similar situation 
as before. The  high 
school experience I had 
envisioned for myself, 
shattered. Our plans and 
expectations, wrecked. 
Our common  passions, 
growing faint. One 
month and I had not 
played my guitar. Two 
months and my guitar is 
in the back of my  cup-
board. 

Ibtesham Hossain, UWCM 

OPINION 

Denying the Life Cycle 
“And it is so simple...You will instantly find how to live.”-Dostoevsky       

All of us have dreams, purposes and an imaginary world in whichwe seek to 
live, but most of us never reach our dreams. As our days seek to follow the 
logical stages of life, our biological makeover covers our creative spiritual 

side, making life a mixture of boredom and meaninglessness. Why should we 
live in our own way and deny the inevitable life cycle? 

Y 
ears ago, I used to believe in God. 
When I stopped believing, I couldn’t 
fill the gap that I had created. Reli-

gions can give one a sense of fulfillment, 
and when I lost religion, I started looking 

for fulfilment in myself. In biology, all hu-
mans lead an ordinary life cycle (like any 
other creature on Earth). We are born to sur-
vive and then eventually die. Humans live a 
more complex life cycle as manifested in our 
stages of education, marriage, and work. 
Therefore, no matter how you interpret life, 
your purpose is to complete the stages of life 
one by one. The cycle of life is a trap: it tells 
us that the path to happiness lies after we 
finish the university, then after our children 
grow up, and perhaps, eventually, after we 
go into heaven. The more we trust in the 
cycle of life, the more our ability to live 
fades away. We lose the meaning in the pre-
sent, and after a very long life, we realize 
what we missed—when it is already too late. 
Søren Kierkegaard profoundly epitomizes 
this: “Life can only be understood back-
wards; but it must be lived forwards”. 

Denying the traditional life cycle was the 
revolution that flourished my mindset. Grate-
fully, I learned the “stable life illusion les-
son” early. I realized that seeking a totally 
settled life without any sort of suffering is a 
fantasy. Life is an individual experience, and 
it is lived once and only once. Likewise, our 
beliefs and perspectives make living to obey 
the traditional life cycle for the sake of find-
ing happiness at the end of the road never a 
way to reach satisfaction. Viktor Frankl, a 

holocaust survivor, saw the horrors in 
concentration camps. Even when he was 
freed, he realized that all of his family 
members were dead and he was not able 
to continue living his traditional life as he 
cannot see anything in the future, yet he 
decided to live and find his purpose: to 
help others find their own meaning.  

Life is a journey, not a destination. While 
the journey holds all the suffering and the 
hard work, the destination is the outcome 
of days, months, or maybe years, and as 
suffering is inevitable and a part of human 
nature, we will never feel grateful or satis-
fied with what we have reached if we do 
not value the present. People tend to be-
lieve in the future delusion. For example, 
if they want to start launching their pro-
ject, they will decide to start next year 
when they finish from college. But this is 
exactly the delusion that we believe—that 
we will have time to follow our dreams in 
the future. People who live in the moment 
and enjoy the journey are more productive 
when they want to start developing their 
hobby, when they start right away.  

In the end, we see how living a happy life 
does not lie in our future: it lies here at 
this moment, and we should not wait for 
the future to start doing what we really 
like to do. Consequently, we should not 
run towards a stable life, and instead run 
towards our purpose to enjoy experiences 
and not endings.   

For all DP2s, it was a crazy and tough 
journey, remember to value the whole 
journey as days will never come back.  

Yazan Bawaqna, UWCM 

OPINION 

“My love for cricket grew 
just as much as my love and 
appreciation for him. We 
dove head first into turning 
out dreams into reality. 
Aware of the dangers the 
sport brought yet never 
daunted by it. “ 

Illustration by  Thalia  Lembong 

Illustration Daniela Lascurain 



M 
ore often than I’m proud to admit, I 
find myself scrolling through and 
watching video after video on Tik-

Tok for several minutes (or perhaps, several 
hours). I downloaded the app last May, at the 
height of lockdown boredom, and quickly 
caught on the ‘social’ aspect of this relatively 
new media platform. For the rare (and in-
credibly fortunate) individual who has yet to 
engage with it, the app’s algorithm feeds 
users a steady stream of content based on 
how they react to videos they saw previous-
ly. Simply, if you like a video, you’ll see 
more like it.* With that as its basis, when a 
trend (like a song, dance or challenge) be-
comes popular on the app, I often see videos 
of many creators replicating it or using it for 
days or weeks on end.  
 
Some weeks ago, my “for you” page became 
saturated with videos that followed a few 
particular trends that varied greatly in con-
tent and style but had one incredibly clear, 
disturbing message. The TikToks in question 
each fall into one of roughly 3 trend catego-
ries:  
1.Videos of women dancing to songs where 
the artists boast having large bosoms and 
bums, along with small waistlines, where the 
dances also accentuated those features 
2.Videos of women making self-deprecating 
jokes about wanting to have a bigger bosom 
or bum 

3.Videos (usually done with a group of 3-5 
individuals) where each person takes a turn 
laying down on their chest then a barbell is 
rolled over their legs to see whether or not it 
will be stopped by their bums, called a “cake 
check” 
 
At first, none of these videos bothered me all 
that much. They didn’t pop up in my stream 
too often and I saw them for what they are on 
the surface: fun dances and silly jokes. As a 
matter of fact, initially, I liked each of the 
videos I saw, internally commending them 
for celebrating physical features that have 
been historically dismissed and demonized 
by traditional Western beauty standards, like 

bigger busts and posteriors. It wasn’t until the 
videos began populating my feed more fre-
quently (thanks to that trusty algorithm) that I 
began to reflect on the message that they 
were all sending to me and other women 
about our bodies. The videos were not just 
celebrating a certain body type (specifically, 
the type that features large butts and breasts 

with thin arms, legs and waistlines), they 
were glorifying it, and condemning all 
others. The implication of these videos is 
not “this body type is beautiful”, it is “this 
is the only beautiful type of body”. With-
out explicitly stating it, each of these vide-
os told me that that is what I should look 
like, that is what is considered desirable, 
that’s what men want. 
 
Of course, someone could argue that those 
are just my interpretations. Is there any 
proof that these messages are being com-
municated to all viewers? Yes, actually. In 
the “Cake Check” videos, if the barbell 
rolled past a participant’s bum, they'd 
failed the challenge. In the videos that 
featured women making self-deprecating 
jokes about their lack of a “big bank”, the 
punchline is that a smaller figure is some-
thing to be ashamed of. It doesn’t fit up to 
the new standard.  
 
This insecurity being sewn into women’s 
minds is compounded by the videos and 
music circulating on the app that exalt this 
body type as the superior one.  
This emerging standard isn’t exactly new. 
For years, we’ve all watched as infamous 
public figures, such as the Kardashian 
sisters, have been pushed into the global 
spotlight and praised for their bodies 
(which are often Photoshopped in images 
released to the public) and promote prod-
ucts that they promise will help other 
women achieve the same. 
 
As I’ve reflected on the way the promo-

Body Crazy 

Sulan Bailey, UWCM 

OPINION 

After noticing an unsettling trend on social media, I have come to the realization that the harmful unrealistic 
standards imposed on women’s bodies have not disappeared, but rather evolved.  
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Illustration by Thalia Lembong 

“The videos were not just cele-
brating a certain body type 
(specifically, the type that fea-
tures large butts and breasts 
with thin arms, legs and waist-
lines), they were glorifying it, 
and condemning all others. “ 

If you’re interested in 
more information 
about how TikTok and 
other social media 
function like echo 
chambers check out 
this article from The 
New York Times.  

tion of this standard has so easily permeated 
globally accessible media platforms (social 
media, magazines, film & TV), the irony of 
this new situation does not escape me. I re-
call some years ago when my social media, 
particularly Instagram and Twitter, practical-
ly bled with criticisms of the toxic nature of 
the beauty industry and how photoshop was 
used to make models and celebrities seem 
thinner, the outgoing feminine ideal. There 
was such a fervent push for the celebration 
of all body types, and particularly the inclu-
sion of larger ones. But now, I find that the 
standard has not disappeared, but rather 
evolved. We have yet to eliminate the idea, 
rooted in misogyny, that one body type is 
somehow better than another (the superior 
determined by the male gaze, of course) ra-
ther than encouraging all women to embrace 
their natural body type. Again, we pit one 
woman against another. In a twisted way, 
we’ve come full circle. 
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Run 
In Mexico  around 10 women are killed per day (INEGI, 2021). Protests and 

marches around the country happen multiple times per year. But , just when we 
think the government is going to take action and that people are more aware 

about the issue, another femicide happens, taking us back to where we started.  

Inés Gómez , UWCM 

OPINION 

I 
’m standing here, in the middle of the 
street, crying my eyes out. I take a step 
forward. They take one too. I raise my 

arms, let one single scream be heard. They 
don’t respond. I do it again, and again, and 
again. I stand. I cry. I scream. My sisters do 
it too. My mother, my father, kids in school, 
doctors at the hospital, people on the 
streets. We stand. We cry. We scream. But 
they stand still.  
 
I see statues; flooded with power, of injus-
tice and blood. 
 
I take out my gun. I fire it and cover the 
street with flowers and paint. The statues 
melt, taking one step forward. They’re al-
lergic to pollen. They take out their guns, 
this time not loaded with flowers and paint, 

and  aim them at me. I start my race.  
 
I run through a forest of gas, tears, and 
smoke. My sisters are lost in it. We threw 
away the map a long time ago. The sound 

of an explosion makes me run faster.  
 
I cross a wide, deep river. My mom is drown-
ing. My dad is trying to save her with sweat, 
to pull her out of the tide and into the boat. 
But his imaginary barque won’t resist much.  
 
I jump around a minefield. I dodge the explo-
sions, thinking twice before I step on the vola-
tile mass beneath me. I try to warn a girl not 
to step there. I’m absorbed by the whispers of 
men in her ears. 
 
I sprint through a city. Buildings painted with 
purple and cempasuchil flowers blooming in 
each street welcome me. My lips curve in a 
shy smile. Should I… stop? 
 
I walk through a city with purple buildings 
and cempasuchil flowers. Out of nowhere, she 
appears. Her body lies in the field, cold and 
muddy. I scream. I cry. I stand. We scream. 
We cry. We stand.  They’re nowhere to be 
seen.  
 
Everything’s back to where it started.  
 
 I’m standing here, in the middle of the pro-
test, crying my eyes out. I take one step for-
ward. The police takes one too. Will my voice 
be heard this time? 

Illustration by Daniela Lascurain 

“Everything’s back to where 
it started. I am standing here, 
in the middle of the protest, 
crying my eyes out. I take 
one step forwards. The Po-
lice takes one too. Will my 
voice be heard this time?” 

The Journey of a Full Circle 
Korpo Selay, UWCM 

CREATIVE 

I. 

Infancy — 

Screams and cries are signs of life 

Joy accompanies the arrival of a baby 

There lies Mama's little angel 

 The flesh of her flesh  

II. 

Childhood— 

Life is an exciting journey 

You are breathing and living 

Everything imaginable is achievable 

One minute you are Superman 

Next, you are Snow White 

There is no stopping for you. 

III 

Adolescence— 

Mama becomes an enemy 

Dad is a memory 

Puberty strikes and like a witch 

It casts spells upon you: 

Pubic hairs, breasts, and a deepened voice  

are scars from its whip 

In this lawless game, puberty is winning. 

If you’re interested in 
more information about 
the  issues facing wom-
en in Mexico you can 
find more information 
from this article from El 
Universal.  



Beads of red 
Roll into  
The grooves of the brain. 
Fruits of harsh terrain.  
The essence of time, 
Warm and of rot. 
 
Curdling bacteria. 
 
Alcoholic culture. 
 
Pouring Hysteria. 
 
Seeding number. 
 
 
Seeping wine in the  
Gorges of the mind. 
 
 
Berries of multiple delight 
Jellied, muddled, jammed  
And dried 
Flavored in fright  
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A Show’s Finale 
By Thalia Lembong 

IV. 

Adulthood— 

Superman & Snow White are myths 

Work and alcohol have replaced them 

You are now breathing in pain 

How did you end up in an arena with life as 
an opponent? 

Anxiety, stress, and depression are new 
friends 

You are stuck, society has you, 

there is no escape. 

V. 

Old Age— 

Screams & cries are signs of death. 

"A beber y a tragar, que el mundo se va an 
acabar" 

Your response when asked for tips on how to 
survive life 

Dreams are now nightmares 

"When I die..." is a way of talking now 

"It's your turn," Death whispers 

Your epitaph reads: 

"Congratulations, you've completed the full 
circle.  

Rest in Pieces." 

Illustration by  Thalia  Lembong 

Bursting color schemes  
Of red. 
Bleeding in bed. 
 
Delicacies of the tart,  
Stiff stems of bitter 
Coupled lay on the chest  
Scents of spring breaking winter’s breath. 
 
Animated flowers blossom 
Too early for  
The cherry’s fall. 
 
Picked with the stretch of the limbs  
Moving along to springs hymns  
An effort for nature’s 
Artificial taste  
Valentine’s favorite labor.  
  
Sickly sweet-  
on the hinges, 
of spoil. 
 
The pressure 
 
peaking, 
 decaying, 
empOWEring. 

It’s Spring Time 
Rediet Delelegne, UWCM 

CREATIVE 
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Down: 

1. Katenik and Gatoshi <3 

2. Failed all-nighter 

3. “Please...between the train and the platform.” 

5. “And the final award goes to…”   

Across: 

4. Finally free from the IB 

6. Unexpected in April 

7. Conference that never ends 

8. Sun’s out, buns out 

Residential Grad 

May 22-23, 2021 

Café Night 

May 19, 2021 

Upcoming events 

DP1 Bonfire 

May 23, 2021 

Mind the Gap  

Every Friday 

Honourable mentions 

Feminist Play 2020/21: Why Are 
We Still Talking About This 4.0  

After nearly a year and three quar-
antines we found out that we really 

do need to be talking about this.   

Holi Festival 

Festival of Colours 

Making the grey boxes a little bit more col-
ourful. 

Bald for a Cause  

An opportunity to both save on shampoo and 
support GIRE a feminist organization that sup-

ports reproductive justice in Mexico.  
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Follow The Flying Dutchman 
on Spotify for this playlist and 
more. 

Sundress 

A$AP Rocky 

Love Anthem, No. 1 

Venerus, MACE 

Blå  Himmel( Feat. Hans Philip) 

KESI, Hans Philip 

EARFQUAKE 

Tyler, The Creator 

Chachachá 

Jósean Log 

Cigarette Daydreams 

Cage The Elephant 

Memes 

eisenach 

Sunflower 

Post Malone, Swae Lee 

Hell N Back 

Bakar 

Tadow 

Masego, FKJ 

Stolen Dance 

Milky Chance 

sangria 

easy life, Arlo Parks 



Thought of the Month 

 

Are we open minded, or are we just open minded in 
one direction? 

 

 


