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Congratulations to the team of editors of, and the many 
contributors to, this stunning �rst edition of The Quadrant. Rif�ng 
on York University�s motto, the publication explores � through 
beautiful poetry, prose and imagery � the many and varied ways 
in which �The way must be tried.� This gorgeous publication (with 
its vibrant colours and apt images) presents contributions that 
can be described as poignant, creative, reflective, insightful and 
nuanced; the twenty-seven contributors have truly shone a light 
on the renewal of community and energy in our LA&PS Colleges. 
Well done. And, well done. — Michele A. Johnson 

A Note from Associate Dean, Students 

Editor's Note 
�The way must be tried� is a motto deeply embedded in the Liberal Arts and Professional Studies faculty here 
at York University. Collectively, the Editorial team made it a priority to best portray how each individual author 
featured in this journal interprets and embodies this vital motto through various creative streams.   

Each submission is proof of a path taken by the author to tell their story and the roads they travel. We may 
not be able to connect with everyone we encounter, but this journal reflects how many paths may lead to 
the exact same spot. No two students’ experience may be remotely similar, but the fate of being on the 
same university campus, with a common pursuit � education � intertwines us.  The Quadrant serves as a 
connection point enabling its readers a little insight into the varying ways each author believes they have 
�tried� the way � broken barriers, de�ed odds, and weathered storms.  

We hope this journal serves as a guiding light for the vibrant and diverse community at York, offering a unique 
perspective through the lens of our students. 
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Should I try or let it go? 
The desire that my heart has looked for. 
Hope, a strong word. 
A strong word that many don’t know the meaning of. 
A strong whisper is sparkling in my heart. 

In my life, obstacles rise like mountains. 
But I know obstacles are stages of life. 
What is life if not a climb? 
To persevere, to claim what should be mine. 

If I don�t try now, how would I know? 
How would I know what is in front of me? 
My dream could bloom or simply go. 
I�m the only one making decisions: 
To stay strong or to run like a coward. 

Mom has always said, "Follow your heart.� 
Right and left are paths we tread. 
What matters is doing our best, 
Our best to rise, �ght, and succeed. 

So what if everyone used the right path? 
What if everyone is right and uses the right path? 
Am I weird? Does it make me a loser to take a different path? 
I must defeat the demons inside me. 
I am the one giving them power, 
The power to block my thoughts. 
Now I am taking it away, 
For they will never decide my way. 

Now I see, my path is clear. 
I can walk freely and face my fears. 
This is not the road everyone has taken. 
This is where I will rise and succeed. 

I won’t stop, I won’t turn back. 
I will take each step with a smile on my face. 
Regret won’t haunt my chosen track. 
Happiness and hope will spread soon. 

See the light, 
Here I am, giving it a try. 
I trust myself to reach the sky. 
I can walk and run. 
My path was �nally a shortcut. 

Here I �nd happiness, 
I feel free to reach for my dream. 
Here everything is possible. Why did I doubt myself? 
I wasted so much time doubting that I didn’t even try. 

Q+& P7&36 
2' E23& 
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By Aline Aruna 
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if i were a poet 

i would write powerful relatable words 

stanzas and lines that would 

make you go �wow� 

you would think about it 

in the shower 

before bed 

on the bus 

in the silence 

if i were a poet 

you would �nally hear me 

- Isabella Morency 
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Academic
If you’re a York student, you�ve seen the phrase 
"Tentanda Via" more times than you can count. In 
English, it means �the way must be tried.� After four 
years here, I now see that this wasn�t just a motto � it 
was the story of my time at York. 

Born in a small town in Panjab, I never imagined I�d 
move abroad for school. But when my classmates 
started applying to universities across Canada and 
the USA, I took a leap of faith and applied to York. 
The international tuition scared me a bit, so I applied 
for a scholarship too. I got in, received the scholarship, 
and flew halfway across the world to begin this new 
chapter of my life. In six months, my life changed. It 
was all based on an idea, and a belief that this way 
must be tried.   

Writing has always been my passion. I was on my 
school�s editorial board for many years. So, when I 
saw an opening at York for a blog editor, I went for 
it, and ended up becoming the founding co-editor of 
LA&PS Voices in 2022. This opened so many doors � 
mentorship, networking, community. Many told me to 
get a �better job� with more hours, but I stuck to my 
path, and it paid off. 

In the spring of 2023, I got serious about my �tness. 
I used to be a track and �eld athlete, but I had let 
my health slip. I spent the summer working full-time, 
taking a six-credit PSYC course, and dedicating the 
rest of my time to the gym and meal prep. People said 
I should�ve taken more courses to graduate early, but 
I knew that this could not wait. �All I have is now,� I 
used to think. That summer changed me. I�ve never 
felt more con�dent in my own skin. 

Faith has always been core to who I am; I was raised in 
a Sikh household and wear my identity proudly. When I 
looked for a Sikh Students’ Association (SSA) at York, I 
was disappointed to �nd it inactive. In January 2024, I 
restarted it with a few friends. It was hard, with all the 
paperwork, conflict, and long hours, but it was totally 
worth it. In 18 months, we transformed it into one of 
Canada�s largest SSA chapters. From hosting scholars, 
organizing large-scale conferences, to hosting Panjabi 
classes, the York SSA has become a space of growth 
and belonging. I knew doing this would bring me a 
great deal of peace by serving my faith, and I am glad 
that I was able to do it. 

I live by a belief that wasted potential is the greatest 
waste that one can produce. I once read that if, after 
death, you saw what you could have been had you 
made the best of your time and resources, would 
you be happy? That hit me hard. I realized that I was 
wasting a lot of time and setting myself up for regret. 
I chose to change that. 

Looking back, I feel immense gratitude. Sure, some 
things didn�t go perfectly, but I have no regrets. A dear 
friend of mine once told me: �If something beyond 
your control were to happen, it would have happened. 
Even in the things that went wrong, there were things 
that went right. That was the way it was supposed 
to be. You can either sit there and whine about it or 
keep your head up and move towards better things. 
The choice is yours.� Every day is a new opportunity 
to correct your mistakes, work on yourself, and be a 
better person. Every failure is a lesson. If you try, you 
can never lose. It�s all about perspective. 

You know your dreams the best. You know what you 
value the most. While family and friends are important, 
you should also learn to prioritize yourself. In doing so, 
you would be able to do justice to your own dreams 
and aspirations, and live a life of no regrets. 

My advice to fellow students (I feel like such an old 
head): Don�t live a life where you can�t look yourself 
in the eyes. Don�t chase others� dreams. Chase yours. 
Want to go to the gym? Go. Want to study harder? Do 
it. Want to learn something new? Start. All you have is 
now. Be kind to the world, and yourself. Make yourself 
proud. 

Be the best version of yourself. Dare to dream. 
Dare to try. Tentanda Via. 

Tentanda Via - More Than Just a Motto 

Suhel Singh Randhawa 
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Academic
Ambient Brews: A Sonic Exploration of A Coffee Shop 
Amid the discord of noises in this coffee shop, there 
was a surprising presence of silence�not an absence 
of sound, but a fullness between the layers. It was 
the silence of focus, of thought, of being. I�m used to 
writing in the quiet of my home, but as an experiment, 
I chose to work in a coffee shop without headphones, 
immersing myself in the exterior noises of this shared 
space. What I found was that silence and sound weren�t 
opposites�they worked in tandem, forming a rhythm, a 
choreography of presence. This particular coffee shop 
has been part of my life since high school, �ve minutes 
from my house and near my school. At 17, I came 
here with friends to talk about exams and weekend 
plans. Back then, the space felt loud and chaotic. Now, 
returning as a university student, it feels different. 
It�s a place for focus and reflection. While writing, I 
noticed someone from my high school walk in. They 
didn�t recognize me, but it made me pause. How have I 
changed? How has this place changed? Soundscapes, 
like people, are always in motion. 

Listening closely, the overlapping layers of sound create 
something like a symphony. The hissing espresso 
machine, clinking metal, and booming Spotify playlist 
blend into orchestrated chaos. Conversations echo in 
bursts�from baristas, customers, friends�colliding yet 
never quite clashing. These weren�t just background 
sounds. They grounded me, helping me write more 
than I expected. Each sound told a story: of people 
working, relaxing, connecting. Though I was in a public 
place, it felt like an extension of my own space. Yet the 
atmosphere wasn�t entirely communal. Most people 
wore headphones, creating sonic bubbles within the 
coffee shop. Despite being together physically, we were 
each in private soundscapes. Normally, I�d be one of 
them. Headphones are a shield, letting me tune out 
the world and retreat inward. They help me survive 

the sensory overload of modern life. But removing 
them here felt refreshing, like peeling back a layer and 
becoming more attuned to my surroundings. I wasn�t 
overwhelmed, I felt present. 

The music in the cafØ took center stage. Its rhythm 
flowed through the space, guiding even the movements 
of the baristas and customers. Their motions seemed 
synced with the beat�typing, sipping coffee, rustling 
jackets�all becoming part of the soundscape. For many, 
this rhythm went unnoticed, drowned out by personal 
playlists. For me, it shaped my perception of the 
space, �lling the gaps between voices and machines. 
It made the sound feel both communal and personal. 
Surprisingly, technology shaped this soundscape more 
than it did in high school. I ordered through a mobile 
app instead of speaking to a barista. This removed the 
sound of my voice, replacing it with a silent noti�cation. 
It was ef�cient�my drink was ready before others 
who waited�but something was missing. There was 
no recognition, no small exchange. While I didn�t feel 
isolated, I did reflect on how technology mediates not 
only our sonic experience but our relationships with 
others. 

Despite these separations, I still felt a sense of 
togetherness. The buzz of voices, hum of machines, and 
shared rhythms created a sonic community. Even those 
with headphones couldn�t fully escape the ambient 
noise. We were there for different reasons, yet somehow 
united by our intention to focus, to create, to be. As 
I watched the people around me, I wondered what 
music they were listening to, what thoughts occupied 
their minds, and whether they too noticed the layers of 
sound. This coffee shop became more than a place. It 
became an experience�a narrative shaped by noise, 
silence, memory, and meaning. 

Simoné Bianco 
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Red was the colour of the earth where I used to play. 

I will often write about romantic clichØs, 
I will glorify my petulance. 
It�s because love is ideal and desired, 
Even in its ruins. 
Forget the lifted voices, 
forgo the Lifted hands. 
Wild�res can also look like coming home. 
Grief is easier to digest when it comes to ideas and ideals 
It�s easy to imagine �xing a home that you can walk out of 
than a home that you did walk out of. 
My hometown roots- 
They remain battered with blood. 
They are the un�nished story of another life- 
Sunny days and last Sundays. 
Last summer I looked into my father�s eyes. 
Noticed a crease and kept on walking. 
The years will pass through us 
and not by us, 
that�s what I keep forgetting. 
And no, I�m not a runaway son when it comes to love. 
I am the overbearing mother. 
Clinging and scratching to save what she created- 
always the one who gets walked out on; 
forlorn and forgotten. 
But it�s easier to cry over a man really little 
than write about a man whose life�s largeness brings overwhelm. 
It�s easier to swallow down my words, 
make up a thousand metaphors for love, 
than write about how- 
I should�ve talked to my nan more. 
Mother Earth and mother tongue 
Slip away into the creak of dawn. 
Soon time and faces will wither into nothingness, 
Postdated calls, brittle bones. 
So many refuges, 
But not a single home. 

Ja
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From Sparks to Fire  

I want to scream with a piercing pitch, 

So striking, the world will turn its heads, 

So strong, nothing can move its stone thoughts. 

I want to hear my voice, 

As it bounces off the walls,  

And meets the hearts of open minds. 

At least just one is enough, 

Who desires the same dreams as me and more.  

I want the privilege to explore and see the world, 

Attain an abundance of knowledge, 

To water myself and others,  

With the gift of thoughts. 

Once to yearn, 

Soon to be reality,  

Once a spark of hope, 

Soon to be a �re of ful�llment. 

Despite the hurdles of horror, 

In the midst of in-between moments,  

To be unseen, invisible, and lost,  

There always remains a dream.  

From my voice to yours,  

The way must be tried. 

Nicole Singh 
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the makeup of any living organisms. For instance, 
early in the COVID-19 pandemic, any mention of 
genetic engineering of the coronavirus was shut down 
by social media platforms�years after we found the 
Biden administration told social media platforms to 
police any misinformation on the virus (more like 
suppress discussion). These sorts of acts embody the 
issues we have in our society: how we do not condone 
discussion of what we fear, but we are satis�ed if it 
is depicted on screen for our entertainment. There 
are many more horror sub-genres I can dissect, 
but what’s more important is to recognize how the 
human condition is tested by horror �lms and the 
lack of conversation of our fears � this is concerning 
because repression of our fears intensi�es them, 
but addressing them ignites conversation which 
leads to solutions on how we can prosper and propel 
ourselves towards a peaceful future. 

In sum, we do not voice our fears; we repress and 
romanticize them in cinema. But here is a question� 
when was the last time you voiced your fears aloud? 
There is not enough substantial dialogue on our 
palpable fears�so I am prompt to show how horror 
�lms reignite these discussions and make you say: 
"I am afraid! Of this�.and�that!" You are allowed to 
be afraid, feel vulnerable, voice these vulnerabilities, 
and generate many discussions on the fundamental 
elements of a fearful being. Horror �lms matter, 
and for them to be meaningful, you must look past 
commercial tools � jump scares, nerving sounds � 
and start asking questions and partake in a plurality 
of discussions on what you�. fear.      

I am convinced that horror �lms are a snapshot of 
what we value and where we stand as a society. 
Horror �lms are stories that have not happened yet 
but could; they intend to teach and build the defense 
mechanisms we have lost. Most horror �lms start 
without a backstory, but many people identify with 
the protagonist irrespective of whether they are a 
good person, and root for their survival because these 
protagonists reflect who they could be. Horror �lms 
are honest critiques of humankind because they test 
the human condition like no other genre. I will explore 
throughout this piece how the entertainment element 
in horror �lms deludes us into thinking our fears can 
never materialize, and we become acquiescent to 
only viewing them, but not discussing them. 

Each horror �lm is unique � a typical plot takes 
the form the protagonist carries on his daily life 
but then meets a type of evil that is uncanny, and 
throughout the �lm, tries to �nd ways to overcome 
these newfound adversarial horror figures to 
return to life with a semblance of normalcy, wiser. 
According to IMDb, body horror features physical and 
psychological transformation and deformation of the 
human body. Body horror has produced iconic �lms 
such as The Thing (1980), which is a critique of our 
fears of abominations in nature, but a more recent 
example is Substance (2024). This �lm is about an 
aging star who partakes in a scienti�c experiment to 
appear younger and keep her job and fame, but it 
leads to catastrophic results. There are many fearful 
elements in this �lm, but the most notable is genetic 
engineering; it garners anguish among the populace 
due to its ability to alter the human genetic code or 

Afraid to Talk but More Willing to Watch…. Our Fears 

By Tevin Kabiola 
 New York Magazine 
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It started with a laugh�disbelief, at �rst�and then, a devastating, sinking realization: 
I wouldn�t be able to make it. 
A year of planning, cheerful conversations bubbling over with anticipation. Elation expanding within�lifting 
me into the air like a balloon free of ties, fuelled by hope for what lay beyond the horizon. 
We had waited years for this chance. We dreamed of being in that arena and experiencing the raw, pulsing 
energy of the crowd. Of channelling something bigger than ourselves, feeling pure, unbridled excitement and 
letting the thrilling chaos of it all sweep us up into its arms. 
We would have shared that experience, together, as it was meant to be. 
But humans are scattered, forgetful, messy. Thoughts swirl around like leaves caught in a windstorm of 
worries, considerations, and what-ifs. Lost, somewhere in that obscurity, was the concert date. 
So, in my naive unknowing, I agreed. Dates were set, flights booked, expenses paid�all while the knowledge 
of the event sat lodged somewhere in the back of my mind, subdued and chained, smothered and forgotten 
until it was far too late. 
I wished I could change the past, rearranging dates like puzzle pieces. For days, I laboured, watching their 
edges nearly align yet never lock perfectly into place. Defeated, I realized there was no way to ful�ll my 
obligations to both parties. 
My whole life, I�ve prided myself on being there for others. Being generous, reliable,empathetic. 
Supporting, encouraging, and uplifting my friends and family. 
And in the trenches of self-pity, it hit me: all those years of wishing for this opportunity were 
nothing compared to the one person I would disappoint. She�s someone who�s always been 
there for me as a conversation buddy and a fellow adventurer. Her creative spirit lights up 
a room like a tropospheric sun. She�s my friend for life�and the only one whose feelings 
I was truly worried about. 
What is a concert? A glittering, electrifying moment in time. What is an idol? A talented 
stranger, someone to be admired from afar. 
But what is a friend? An invaluable con�dante, someone there to listen, to laugh and cry, 
to share in novel experiences. Priceless, constant, there to stand the test of time by your 
side. Yet�someone you�re bound to disappoint through the years. Such is the reality of 
human relationships. 
So, I accepted it. They say to take accountability and face the future�if not with a 
smile, then with all the courage you can possibly summon. I still don�t know how to 
tell my friend I can�t make it, but I must. I won�t shy away from the truth, won�t flee 
like �sh from a shadow, won�t delay. 
Sometimes, this is all we can do. 
Life is a river with many turns, where the current flows too fast for us to have 
regrets. Instead, we survive through a courageous acceptance of our past 
and future. There might be a little sputtering when an unexpected current 
pulls us under, yet we keep on swimming. 
Life is strata, cemented layer by layer with each decision we make. 
Our choices shape who we are, slowly, like water eroding a cliffside. 
Even if we can�t quite �nd the strength to forge a path ahead, we must begin. 
A single step is enough.  
Some say wisdom is something that grows, like a tree; I say it accumulates 
like rain�drop by drop�in our mind�s sea. 
Once it has risen enough, we gather and share some of it with others, 
who share in return�and so the cycle goes. 
I chuckle to myself as I realize: this�this is life. 

Drop by Drop  |  By Lady Jane 
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Simranjit Kaur 

They say the road to success is paved with failures. 
Through my own struggles in securing an internship, 
I have learned that perseverance, resilience, and an 
open heart are not just interview talking points but are 
things that change us for the better. 

As a �rst-generation student in Toronto, I entered 
the job market with determination but little guidance. 
The city�s competitive landscape felt like a fortress 
that was impenetrable to breach.�While speaking 
to professionals and CPAs, I kept hearing the same 
reassuring words:��I was once a student, lost like you. 
Don�t lose hope.� 

My �rst application to one of the Big Four accounting 
�rms vanished into silence. The second time, I made it 
to the interview stage � a small victory that rekindled 
hope. Thanksgiving night, as I sat at the dinner table, 
a rejection email flashed on my phone. The timing 
was cruel. I excused myself to my room, where doubt 
swallowed me whole:�Was I invisible to these �rms? 
Did I lack some unspoken quality everyone else had? 
Yet the way must be tried. 

I channeled that frustration into signing up for KPMG�s 
local case competition. Over 150 students across the 
Greater Toronto Area vied for a spot. When I received 
the email notifying me that I got selected,�I nearly 
cried. It was my �rst tangible validation in months. 
My team was handed a real-world scenario. We 
had� three hours� to analyze financial statements, 
build a presentation, and pitch to judges. Panic 
surged as the clock started ticking. During the chaos, 

a teammate muttered,��Rejections are redirections,� �a 
mantra that steadied my nerves. Though we didn�t 
win, those pressure-cooker hours taught me to trust 
my instincts, ask sharper questions, and �nd clarity in 
chaos. For the �rst time, I felt I belonged at the table. 

With each attempt, I grew bolder. I rewrote my resume 
with feedback from a mentor.��Stop selling tasks,� she 
advised.��Sell curiosity.� I reframed my part-time 
job into a masterclass in problem-solving: calming 
furious customers, spotting inventory discrepancies, 
and adapting to chaos. Networking became a crucible 
of growth. At one event, a professional left me with 
words I�ll never forget:��The baby bird will fly soon.� 
I scribbled that phrase on a sticky note and put it on 
my wall�a daily reminder that growth is gradual, but 
inevitable. 

I once saw success as a trophy to collect, but now I 
see it as the courage to keep learning. While working 
on an accounting case�a subject that once felt like 
uncharted territory�I caught myself translating 
numbers into meaningful insights without hesitation. 
I realized how far I�d come: the student who once 
trembled at rejection now thrives in uncertainty, 
�nding purpose in the process itself. 

Perhaps success isn�t a destination at all. It�s the quiet 
pride in knowing you�ve outgrown the person you were 
yesterday. It�s the resolve to keep walking, even when 
the path is dark. Trusting that each step is its own 
reward. The way must be tried�not for the trophy, but 
for the transformation. 
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When I turned seven about ten years ago, it dawned 
on me that I was born into a conservative community. 
One with overarching ideologies dating decades ago 
which do not �t into this generation. Ideologies no one 
in my immediate space was in a hurry to change or 
defy, for fear of being ridiculed. Out of the numerous 
odd mindsets in my community, the one that continues 
to stun me is the issue of gender roles, which amounts 
to the sensitive topic, of gender inequality.   

Regardless of changes in times, the belief in gender 
roles is still a very common concept in my homeland, 
Ghana. It is a common practice to associate certain 
traits, activities, and reactions with speci�c genders. 
Even though my home is a bit modern, fragments 
of this mindset are very persistent. I vividly recall 
having a conversation with my mum on my seventh 
birthday. It was about how I was growing and would 
soon be �a big girl� with chores to help her out with 
housekeeping. She mentioned how I would learn to 
cook, clean, and generally make sure everywhere was 
tidy and everyone else happy. I recall asking, �What 
about Sydney?� � Sydney is my older brother by two 
years and seven months. Her answer to this question 
remains engraved in my mind to this very day. �Oh, 
he�ll clean his room and daddy�s car,� she said.   

This was merely the start of conversations such as this. 
Over the years, the floodgates opened and the people 
around me continued to associate activities and even 
behavioral tendencies with what they deemed the 
�appropriate� gender. My curious, talkative nature and 
inability to accept circumstances just because �that�s 
just the way it is� led to copious squabbles between 
myself and teachers at school as well as my parents at 
home. These abstract con�nes fascinated me and led 
to vigorous research, which exposed me to multiple 
perspectives on the topic. This has contributed 
immensely to building my character and thought 
process. By the time I turned 10, I claimed feminism 
� not the variant that applies only when it suits me 
but feminism in the entirety of the word. �An advocate 
of women’s rights based on the equality of the sexes�, 

not equity but equality of sexes. Conversations with 
people concerning this topic as I got older have helped 
me learn, unlearn and relearn certain concepts that 
I try to share with the world in my small way. Over 
the years, I have engaged in intellectual discourses 
and written as well as presented spoken word pieces 
to educate the masses. My refusal to be limited and 
excluded from activities just because I am a female, 
and my inability to conform to standards pre-set for 
me have led to people addressing me as controversial. 
Honestly, I do not mind one bit. I identify as a feminist, 
a proud one at that.   

Despite not being from a wealthy background, I am 
aware that I have it better than others. This fuels my 
relentlessness to impact society positively through 
my work as Vice President of Heart of a Child, (a 
Non-Governmental Organization that prioritizes 
children) since December 2019. With four donations 
and an ongoing community project, we are making a 
lasting change. My heart swells with unfathomable 
gratitude each time I recall how my efforts over the 
past few years were noticed and generously rewarded 
by York University in January 2023. Not only was I 
granted admission to all the programs I applied for, 
but scholarships in tow to support my studies as an 
international student. The past two years have been 
anything but rosy, yet I could not visualize myself in 
any other tertiary experience.   

Both my mind and personality 
have simultaneously undergone 
evolution that never ceases to 
leave me gobsmacked each 
time I sit down to reflect. In 
an unwavering voice, with no 
stutter, coupled with all the 
conviction that my human 
body can possess, I can say 
"I tried the way, and you can 
too!" I could not be prouder 
of the young lady I am 
metamorphosing into. 
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Almighty never stopped creating life, 

Even when He had to free some spirits  

From all the aching cuts from a knife. 

God is the epitome of keep walking, 

Swapping our souls with His is unlikely  

But trying can be done to keep the show going. 

He loses his own uncountable creations a day, 

We lose ties with one or two in years; 

He doesn’t hang on to goodbye, we too should focus on hey! 

- Dipanpreet Kaur  

HBBM T>IHFKD  
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The Ancient philosopher Aristotle tells us that poetry is an object of imitation 
The historian recounts the act; the poet reveals its nature 
Each letter, a small mirror in which its glass uncovers the intentions  

It re�ects us onto the page so we can truly gaze upon ourselves  
Aristotle also tells us that poetry is not the only muse that imitates our feelings  
music, dancing, painting and sculpture are all objects of imitation  

Humanity desires expression  
The complexity of the self can only be truly manifested by art  
a craving for uniqueness masters humanity  

Ensuring that above all, normality is the scary devil that lays in the dark corner at night 
Its tongue sliding above you, letting the torment of being forgotten drip onto your skin   
Art! Art will save you from this Satan  

To �nd beauty, you must looking within this mirror  
This moving casting back of your own image and potential  
Aristotle�s imitations breathe your deepest ambitions  

As the arts proceed by imitation, each according to its proper means, 
and as these imitations strive not toward the thing itself, 
but toward its semblance through rhythm, language, and harmony, 

For the end of art is not the replication of what is, 
but the revelation of what might be, in accordance with necessity or probability. 

As art does not preserve the face; 
only the shadow it casts on the soul as it passes through 

Q+& C!,5&67 2' Q+&0 >// 

“Poetry, therefore, is a more philosophical and a higher thing than history: 
for poetry tends to express the universal, history the particular.” 

(Aristotle, Poetics, Part IX) 

By Hamzah Taleb 
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Your brain is made of tiny threads 

That spark to life with lightning sparks 

And of these neurons in your head 

Are those who journey through the dark 

They �nd their way within your brain 

Then plunge below into your spine 

Where some will stay to wax and wane 

While others �nd another line 

Now how they know where they must go 

Is still, to us, mysterious 

But arm to arm, and head to toe 

In you, they �nd their Sirius 

So wake and let your guide unfold 

And take the path unknown and bold! 

- Umael Qudrat 
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PUZZLES — A Philosophical Dialogue on Trying  |  By OluwaJuwon Olofe 

A: Why do we try? Is it because we seek a particular outcome? Or do we try simply to satisfy the human 
conscience�the need to believe we have given our best effort? 

B: That is a question without a single answer. Each person tries for their own reasons, and those reasons 
shift over time. But consider the statement "the way must be tried." It is profound in its simplicity. Without 
the act of trying, we remain in ignorance; only through effort does certainty emerge. 

A: Trying is like solving a puzzle. At �rst, there is confusion, pieces scattered, and their places unknown. 
Over time, pattern recognition develops, guiding our hands. Yet, even with experience, one must still try and 
still search for the right �t. Do we wish for a world where answers are handed to us without effort? 

B: It may sound ideal, but would it be meaningful? Through trying, we cultivate resilience, sharpen our 
intellect, and deepen our self-awareness. Challenges shape us. When we begin, the road seems uncertain 
because of the many variables at play. But eliminating these complexities is not the solution�for the solution 
itself lies within them. 

A: Resilience, persistence, and determination�these are the fruits of continuous effort. Yet, how often do 
we truly question what we think we know? Do we dare to embrace the fear of uncertainty, the realization 
that knowledge is not as solid as we believe? 

B: Look at international students, those who leave behind familiarity to seek education in a foreign land. Why 
do they do it, with no guarantees of success? It is the unknown that makes it daunting, yet it is also in the 
unknown that discovery resides. The greater the uncertainty, the deeper the potential for understanding. 

A: Yet, in our personal narratives, we often try only what we already grasp. It is safer. Others, however, 
deliberately push beyond their comfort zones. Some try because they have no alternative. 

B: Precisely. Our world is built upon the foundation of trial and error. The most profound lessons are those 
we experience �rsthand. But when do we stop trying? When do we decide that effort has reached its limit? 

A: A dif�cult question. Consider the Wright brothers, or Thomas Edison. How did they know not to give up? 
How certain were they of their ideas? They likely did not know�but they knew one thing: the answer had not 
yet been reached. We try with a goal in mind, re�ning our approach until success is found. When the answer 
has been reached, either good or bad, we will know, for there will be no other answer but what we are given. 

B: Indeed, it is like making orange juice; you squeeze the oranges until there is no more to be gotten from 
the orange. But what of those pursuits where there is no clear destination? When do we abandon those? 

A: That is the true enigma. When no de�nite outcome is in sight, the decision to continue or to stop is 
complex. Yet, this is the essence of trying�to illuminate what was previously hidden, to uncover possibilities 
we never imagined. And to return to an earlier question�do people only try things they already understand? 
No. The very purpose of trying is to discover and explore the unknown. 

B: Then we agree �the way must indeed be tried. 
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What does life mean when inside you’re dead? When every breath feels heavy, like 
a weight on your chest. They say to �nd meaning, you must chase after dreams, but 
how do you run when you’re chained to the ground? Is there a purpose in wander-
ing, in a world that spins without you, where smiles feel like masks, and laughter 
like echoes? Tell me, where do you go when the road leads nowhere? When the 
stars in the sky are just cold, distant lights? What does it mean to live, when inside, 
you’ve forgotten how? But that�s what the meaning of life is, not to stop trying and 
keep working towards your goals. For me, trying goes beyond mere effort; it�s a 
deeply personal journey influenced by my experiences, challenges and goals. From 
a philosophical perspective, it seems like a dance between freedom and limitation. 
As a girl, navigating through societal norms, trying serves as my means to assert 
my individuality and resist being de�ned by others. I guess I let my head dig too 
deep into the things which might not even be real. I still hurt myself searching for 
answers which aren’t even remotely related to what was bothering me. I punish 
myself for tiny flaws, denying forgiveness as if love demands perfection�knowing I 
don�t deserve this pain, yet trapped in it anyway. I was raised in a house that made 
me believe love must be earned through achievement�now I know my worth is 
unconditional, yet my heart still wounds itself seeking validation. Trying, for me, is 
a reminder that my voice matters, my dreams are valid, and my efforts, no matter 
how small, contribute to a larger movement toward a more equitable world. In a 
society that often underestimates or overlooks girls, trying is my way of saying, �I 
am here, I am capable, and I will not be ignored." 

I miss the simpler things. Simpler as in... smiling without wanting to cry. Simpler 
as if dancing in rain without the fear that it’ll turn into a storm soon. Simpler as in... 
sitting quietly with my mind not screaming with a mess of thoughts. As kids, we 
longed to grow up because adulthood seemed effortless�now, we carry the weight 
of not disappointing that hopeful child we once were. The pressure to make her 
smile, the pressure to achieve everything she once dreamt of, because one day 
when she grows up, she’ll miss it all. She’ll miss her younger self, regret rushing 
adulthood�if only I could tell her to wait, because growing up only makes her wish 
to be a child again. 

You don’t know what it’s like to be me, you don’t know how badly I want to be free. 
You don’t know anything about the real me, about the person behind this mask, 
about the reason why I have this mask, but how will you know? Since I hide it too 
well. You see rainbows, while I hide the storm inside my shell. You see me fake it, 
while I am trying to make it to the end. You see me laugh, while I am trying not to 
cry my heart out. The life I want to live are poles apart, and I don’t know, how to 
walk through that path. It�s easy for you to say, "Just be happy, you silly brat," but 
know that it’s hard to train this heart. It’s not like people want to be sad all the time.   
If you can’t understand how they feel, then you better sit back and don’t mess with 
their life. Believe it or not, everyone is trying, you don’t have to play a hero. No one 
is asking that, right? 

 By Triman Kaur 
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Become more productive, waste less time, optimize every single moment�become your highest self�this is 
the diet provided by your social-media algorithm. But the gap between where you are and where you want to 
be seems too large to bridge. Cue disappointment and feeling discouraged. It�s not far-fetched to say that such 
algorithms depend upon your feeling too overwhelmed to make any consistent changes within your own life. 
But there is room for something other than taking part in either all-or-nothing I must completely overhaul my 
entire life or brain-numbing scrolling, in which you watch other people live their own lives.  

Let�s turn to nature. Consider water, constantly flowing from one place to another. Streams emanate from one 
source, separate into different tributaries, and rejoin. Water can turn into ice or become gaseous. It can also 
remain liquid, and it can mould itself to �t the shape of its container. Bruce Lee says you can "empty your mind 
to be formless and shapeless like water. If you put water into a cup, it becomes the cup. You put water into a 
bottle, it becomes the bottle. You put it in a teapot, it becomes the teapot. Now, water can flow, or it can crash. 
Be water, my friend.� That paradoxical ability to be both empty and completely full is one of the keys to being 
productive and changing your life bit by bit while still not hating your present self.  

When it comes to productivity, meanwhile, sometimes the dam is shut and sometimes the levee breaks. In still 
water, it seems like nothing�s happening. No movement, no ripple, no action. But think below the surface, about 
the activity of �sh and microscopic particles and the movement of underwater flora. Think about the buoyant 
forces needed to keep the water looking placid even when we row across it in a small watercraft. We can be 
hard on ourselves when we can�t �nish a given task by a certain timeline. Why can�t I get myself into a state of 
flow? Sometimes you have to accept the fact that you can�t produce like an automaton. Given that there are 
many factors that militate against productivity, recognize that any act of productivity is a possible miracle. After 
all, water doesn�t erode a coastline or wear down a stone all at once; rather, it takes years before there is an 
appreciable difference. Time-lapses show, indeed, that change, while barely perceptible, has been continuous 
throughout. Growth too is a barely-perceptible process. One day you�re learning how to add, and the next you�re 
calculating the value of an integral. You won�t learn quicker if you don�t exercise your brain, but sometimes it�s 
hard to manage all your tasks within a time constraint.  

Because we equate stillness with laziness, we �ll every interstitial moment by scrolling through our social media 
feeds. But we�re not meant to be producing every moment, and we shouldn�t feel guilty about it to the point of 
numbing our brains via meaningless scrolling. The way forward is to be dialectical, constantly paradoxical � to 
keep both external demands in mind while allowing yourself to flow within a given band of parameters. Just as 
water can flow within the entirety of a plane, your imagination too can examine every nook and cranny of the 
space in which you�re supposed to produce. 
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Life itself began as a result of trying. If it wasn�t for the �sh that chose to move out of water, we wouldn�t have 
been here. Everything would�ve been completely different. Maybe life would�ve still been underwater, maybe all 
of us would�ve been �sh, and some of us would�ve been friends with Nemo. Therefore, trying is not only a part of 
life, but rather the very force that brought it about. If the earliest species never tried something different, humans 
would still be �sh or maybe they wouldn�t have lived at all.  The latter sounds scary, but it would be nice to see a 
world where 4.5 billion years of evolution does not result in reels.   

By trying to choose between two decisions, we end up creating two timelines for ourselves. We can either choose 
to stay where we are, or we can try to push ourselves. The former changes nothing, whereas the latter could 
change the person completely; possibly for the better. So instead of trying to avoid change, we should be trying 
to �try.� 

Not just restricted to physical effort, trying could also be about trying to think differently. A lot can happen with 
the way we frame things. For example, if someone says, �Oh, that is so cheap,� it means they are surprised at 
the product�s cost. But if someone says, �Oh that is so, cheap,� it means you will be the focus of gossip for being 
thrifty. That�s the difference something as little as a comma can make. It is easy to disregard the presence of little 
things, but they can heavily influence the way we think. Dog bites man is not news, but man bites dog is. We can 
blindly trust the massive engineering of a plane, but I wouldn�t want to sit in one if I knew it had a screw missing.    

Tentanda Via, Latin for �the way must be tried�, should indeed be our guiding principle. For all good things were 
discovered through trying, our aim should be no different. History was made possible because people dared to 
try. One should not let the voice of �Why try?� be louder than the voice of �Why not!�. We should constantly keep 
pushing the boundaries of what we know. To not try would be a disservice to ourselves. After all, a ship is always 
safe at the shore, but that is not what it is built for.   
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� A Psalm of life, Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 

However, every bad decision brings about a template of what to avoid, and we end up learning what bene�ts 
us the least. It is through trying out a decision that we learn about ourselves. And it is through trying that we 
ultimately grow. This would be best summarized in a stanza from the poem titled �A Psalm of life� by Henry 
Wadsworth Longfellow as follows: -  

Life begins the same for all of us. It is only after our birth 
that it evolves into something very different, because at 
birth, humans are blessed with the curse of choice. We 
must decide based on what’s best for us and avoid what’s 
not. The irony is that the ratio of good to bad is often out-
weighed by the ratio of bad to good, so much so that if we 
were to receive a dollar for every bad decision we make, 
we�d all be billionaires. 

> 6+,3 ,6 !/:!<6 6!'& !7 7+& 6+25&kkk 
By Anhad Bir Singh 
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Tentanda Via  
Flight, fright, plight.  
The songs of Solomon beyond us.  
Graves forever croaking by the sea of death.  
What exists beyond the earth?  
Our inevitable end, a humble beginning, 
Why do we pour our souls into the sea? 

The moistened soil after the storm,  
Beautiful white blankets up onto the sky, 
New buds of a grim renaissance. 
The bird’s song returns, 
The beauty of the sea with the corals grown, 
A mermaid’s dream, their homecoming. 

Calming are the sounds by the sea, 
Sirens and banshees sing in harmony, 
Serendipitous in their becoming. 

Neither’s existence acknowledged by the other, 
But we hear their faint song, 
A concurrent stain of their existence.  

Our souls drain into a melting pot, 
Smelting the hammer that strikes the earth.  
The ocean, its solvent, 
Connecting us to all we could ever know. 
A second enlightenment, 
Born from our descent into darkness. 

So why do we strive to try? 
When memento mori is in earnest, 
And the flowers bloom in the southern tundra? 
As carpe diem flirts with our consciousness,  
And the shell of our existence breaks, 
To embrace tentanda via, 
Is to paint the hands of fate. 

By Alesha Tijani 
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“O snail / Climb Mount Fuji / But slowly, slowly!” 
- Kobayashi Issa -

By Ismail Patel 

At the foot of a mountain, a man shuns himself, yet, in his heart of hearts, he �nds himself at the summit 
of his dreams. How quixotic he is to stand where he has eternally stood, to stare where he has ceaselessly 
stared, yet suddenly dare grasp for the stars. He lowers his head, stares deep into that abyss which he has been 
born above, and acquiesces, against all his pride, a guilty smile; the mountain may crest him, yet he stands tall 
above at least another. 

It is beyond him why a man should ever grip that jagged rock and trek that insurmountable hurdle, why a 
man should ever wrestle with that choking whirlpool that drowns him just beyond, or for what purpose he should 
not, perhaps, accept that rope that invites him down safely and securely to that which he has triumphantly 
stood long above. He has consumed all colour from his everyday existence, and so, he does not like where 
he stands. The monotony here bores him; he wants something different. He observes great peaks and small 
cliffs, and surely, they are full of colour. His dismal world gleams sporadically from that bright, inviting blue that 
hangs above, in�nitely distant; yet similarly, but tragically, there calls him that cool wind, chilled by dilapidation, 
gliding below. It gleams gold. 

In the heart of every man, there lies a distant dream. This dream sprinkles upon him a certain alienated 
majesty. It is foreign to him, yet he is certain he glimpses a chunk of his being in that dust which he is grazed 
by. How meagre he is, and how grand is that span to which he now aspires! But in him, something burns, and 
at its behest, he must reclaim his promised destiny. No man but him observes that faint glimmer, no man but 
him can battle that shivering cold, and stand �rmly beyond that gripping hand that seeks to down another. He 
will not pursue his superior self, if not by his own burning agony, and it is only by his daring [save God] that he 
may even chance that climb. He must seize that moment in which he amasses that scarce echo of his elusive 
fortune. And if so fortunate, his higher self may similarly seize him, and with that unshakable bond, a �rm bridge 
may be borne into existence. 

He can never foresee himself ever surmounting his present existence, yet this link, formed by his grand 
ambition, guides him to small protrusions that he may settle on for a short respite. Beneath him, a cold wind 
assures him no further sweat; it tempts him to amputate that spirit that connects him to that excruciating pain 
begotten by an already amputated body. He has lived peacefully for so long; free from that chain that he has 
now chosen to bind himself to. Wouldn�t it be better to not choose a struggle? But if a man so realises that this 
is but the devil�s snare, and that the pain of incessant sowing is rewarded by a bountiful crop, he may �nd his 
�ngers calloused but further. If he becomes cognizant that dreams are imagined in seconds, yet realised in 
years, he will surely pierce his hand into sharp rock�if that is what is required of him�to hoist his falling body. 
And surely the cold wind might blow his brow cool, but he will only thank it. He knows it is not thankless of him 
to not go down and personally reciprocate that cynical wind. He is adamant and �rm in his belief that though the 
sun may scorch him as he pulls higher, he will not be unrewarded for his toil with an oasis to quench his thirst 
and trees to shade his red back. His journey is a long one, but as he looks below, he knows it is a worthwhile 
endeavour. He is slow to the climb, yet draws himself ever closer. 
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In the heart of every man, there is an undeniable purpose. And it is not through rote and slothful 
tedium but by an arduous battle that he may �nd himself ascending to that felicity that his aspirations promise. 
Doubtless, his calling�if it is from his own heart�is good. And every man must act in good relation with his fate, 
for whatever is destined for him is surely good, and should he so accomplish however meagre is his portion 
of fortune, he has done a great justice. And whoever acts against his heart, against what he is aware is true, 
against what that alien glow, glowing loftily amongst those tall peaks has sought to make a reality through its 
resurgence and reconciliation to his soul has indeed committed an atrocity. But the cold wind whispers: your 
fate is down here, with me. Is that so? Is that what you make it out to be? And you say you are aware of this, but 
when have you crept beyond that dreary chasm, and learned to divine my future, that even I know not of? If I am 
so destined to die among the horrid hells of underground, let me, perhaps, �rst harvest that bright, incorporeal 
glow that gleans my share of sowed destiny. Yet again, you say to not dare fly above that rock, but aren�t you 
sure I won�t come back down? Do you not flood like that great flood, and have you not drowned those destined to 
drown? And if it is set that I will board that ark, then surely those who have observed a cowardly mutiny against 
their calling will whisper that I too rebel? Is that not what you are, oh mistral? Hark! That wayward wind which 
whispers war with wise wont; wheezing from me a wretched wish. But it is lower in nature, and inferior in its 
power, and so, how can it dare tempt me to untie that knot that has contracted me together with my bold aim? 
The bow has released and it is mightier than that wrathful wind that waves whimsically. 

In the heart of every man is a target and a nascent bow desiring re�nement. With every release, the 
heat brought by friction warms it ever so malleable. It is through this shedding of impurities that he begins to 
strike further, splits apart that wind that resembles the Red Sea, and bridges that span he once gazed at with 
apprehension. 

If a man is made aware of that beating drum inside him, and observes it as but a dying echo. Let him 
light that fleeting spark and feed it. Let it breathe that air untainted by the howling wind below. Let it live. Let 
him ignore that wind that seeks to cease his �re. That wind that insists on how short life is and how it would be 
better to just rest that time away, and it bellows: �The cold makes one sleep, so sleep your life away!� Indeed, 
how short life is and how wasteful it would be to crouch cowardly in that derelict corner of your lesser self, that 
wicked chamber of your heart that infuriates every future version of you for its permanent inferiority. Rodents 
crawl there! Rodents die there! And yet, it dares to ask him to cut the belly.1 What honour is there to be born into 
a nascent body, and die with a nascent soul? And when men speak of ghosts haunting the corridors proximate to 
their worldly body, I dare say, the man has died here, but his ghost lurks there, up above, where his pristine, and 
unconsumed potential lies. It stares below in unconcealed agony. Who can it blame for that eternal disconnect 
it now suffers? It screams at that hunk of metal�that shell�whose chain has fallen off its gears, but that hollow 
travesty of life and living life pedals to nowhere. It has rusted, and its oil�its purpose�has tipped into the 
mouth of that dead apparition. As it samples that eternal ful�lment it could have swum in, it barks and bellows, 
and fades into mere whispers that amalgamate into that macabre wind that eerily whistles below. 

Every man has a dream, and every man has a reality. The gates of this reality are open, and uninvited 
there enters a Trojan horse borne out of his mind. It lets loose antithetical antagonisms that gleam gold. What 
is that trojan? It is his very existence that has been grazed one too many times by that wind.  How corrupt is 
that contagion, that antithesis, that wind? �It is like a shepherd who herds his sheep too close to preserved 
sanctuary, and they will eventually graze in it,� once so, it threatens his whole property! He shan�t stay there if 
he wills to flourish. Men fear climate, and the rapid degradation of it; what is worse, they tan in it! The climate 
of the man isolated below, though extremely cold, burns him. He must escape his reality: not host gatherings 
and wars that invite his very mutilation! 

1 Here I am referring to the Japanese term Seppuku which translates to �cutting [the] belly� 
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Outside every man, there exists a wide world. So grand it is, and so small his place, but therein he is 
still ushered to conquer and transfer his inner mountain, so that it may be acted out. His dream must become a 
reality. His mountain must gather rock and earth, and assist his climbing. There is an alterity, a scarce �gment of 
dream that deems itself incumbent:  man has a dream, and man has an obligation. The onus is on him to pursue 
that world he envisions, to rewrite that history an insidious wind had hoped to write. �Here lies a rodent�; that 
must not be said of him. He must grab that quill and mark, �Here lies�� and he will lie, but how he lies must be 
crafted by himself, by that pursuit destined for him. 

There are mountains inside of man, but he does not have the strength to bring forth to fruition, each and 
every one of them. So, man must be choice. No, rather, man must choose the loftiest mountain. He has in him 
the power to mould that dream into a reality, so long as he does not frantically pursue each and every colour 
he observes around him. And man must be aware that not all that is gold is gold, for the wind so often carries 
the essence of one to another. 

The pursuit of purpose is the act we must do. It does not matter if we build that mountain or not, but we 
must endeavour to build that mountain. Sisyphus is eternally punished to forever pushing up that boulder. He 
is punished with never celebrating the achievement brought by ful�lling his purpose. But it is said, �One must 
imagine Sisyphus happy.� 

There is no nihilism, only nihilistic attitude. A man fosters this attitude by not committing to his destiny� 
not acting out�and as Camus writes: �He will die in three hours under the mask he has assumed today. Within 
three hours he must experience and express a whole exceptional life. That is called losing oneself to �nd 
oneself� (Camus, 52). It is in the pursuit and hunt for purpose that he may glimpse that purpose, or rather, 
unearth that purpose he is aware lies in his heart. 

Beneath the veil of glitter 
And past all that is ease 
I �nd a truth so bitter 
A wind bringing disease 

It has carried what I sought 
Made medley of my dream 
With silver spoon, It is brought 
A poison. And it gleams! 

27 



F17&56&$7,216 2' F%&17,7< 

28 





     Form 42 

you threatened
        attempted 
you believe 
he/she has 

the physician is treated 
a patient is impairment 
you must be completed 
if necessary 

quality or nature 
deterioration of yourself 

       check the box(es) 
       complete competence 

without voluntary 
be         patient 
             have 
                                mental 

consent is 
a lack 
you have the right 
if appropriate 

will 
mental order 
likely result in 
disorder 

he/she is examined 
to inform 
to treatment 
to deterioration 

long-term for 
you lack 
                care 
violently 

ongoing in 
                     serious 
                     substantial 
                     suf�cient 

believe you 
                     incapable 
order you 
                      certi�ed 

m n a e n i g 
to suffer 
BODILY HARM 
up to 72 hours 

another person 
will result in 
serious mental or physical impairment 
of you 

to believe 
is reasonable cause 
another person is 
psychiatric assessment 

Discharge 

you threatened 
I never attempted 
but you believed 
I have 

the physician is not treated 
a patient is not impairment 
you must not be completed 
unnecessary 

quality enhances nature 
the deterioration is outside yourself 

       they check the box(es) 
       I complete their competence 

without autonomy 
be         de�ant 
             have strength 
my quality is my mentality 

consent is 
taken 
you never have the right 
it�s inappropriate 
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their 
mental order 
will result in 
my disorder 

I am examined 
they inform 
they treat 
they deteriorate 

long-term for 
you                         say I lack
                   don�t                      care 
violently 

ongoing in
                                                      serious circumstances 
but assumption is not                    substantial 
and I am                                        suf�cient 

believe myself
                           capable 
order myself
                           incerti�ed 

m e a n i n g 
is to survive 
from BODILY HARM 
forever 

another person 
will result in 
serious mental or physical impairment 
of me 

to know 
is reasonable cause 
a friend is 
hope 

- Michaela Putzer 
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My Body & Society  |  By Jasmine Moore 

The predominantly white neighbourhood in which I grew up had an unquestionably negative 
impact on my sense of self. Being surrounded by a dominant white community at such a young 
age meant I had a hard time accepting who I really was. White people possess the majority of 
power, and their position in society was, and still is, something to be respected, and their views 
of non-whites are often internalized as truth. This is evident when we look at the so-called 
�beauty standards�; the ideal woman is painted as delicate, feminine, captivating � and white. 
Black women, by contrast, are characterized as ignorant or �ghetto.� Having coloured skin does 
not de�ne who someone is any more than not having it, but a person of colour’s self-image is 
easily damaged by the weight placed upon them by the social constructs of society.   

In lectures, we learn that �power is everywhere.� This is especially true in the media. Seeing a 
plethora of Eurocentric depictions at an early age was disheartening and negatively impacted 
my self-image. Subsequently, the Eurocentric beauty standard conditioned me to believe my 
lips were too big and my skin was too dark. This played into my own insecurities growing up; I 
thought if you looked a certain way, you attracted a myriad of what society expects from you. 
Throughout history, beauty standards have favoured white-European features. Even today, these 
standards continue to be unattainable for black women. In North America, the closer in proximity 
an individual is to European white features, the more beautiful they are. Black women are seen 
as lying on the opposite end of the continuum, as we are the farthest away from whiteness in 
terms of appearance.   

The term �white-washed� has become increasingly normalized and is mainly used towards black 
individuals, speci�cally black women. I was only called white-washed simply because I did not 
�t somebody�s narrow de�nition of how a young black female should act, dress, or speak. It is 
fascinating how people expect me to behave in a certain way based on their own internalized 
biases. When a black girl has a feminine-sounding voice she�s told, �you talk white,� or �you 
act white.� You cannot act a colour; it all plays into stereotypes. As previously mentioned, black 
women are characterized as ghetto, loud, or uneducated. Therefore, when we deviate from 
society�s idea of a black woman, we are associated with whiteness. There is no true way to 
sound or act like a colour, yet I continue to be a victim of linguistic pro�ling. Black women cannot 
possess their own distinct personalities without being compared to white women. White women 
are seen as a foil to black women. They are viewed as being classy, elegant, and beautiful. If a 
black woman bears any of these traits, they are assigned labels such as �whitewashed,� further 
pushing the agenda that we are a monolith. Nevertheless, stereotypes do not change anything 
about the body, just how others view it. Skin colour should never dictate how somebody is 
treated or perceived by the world.   

The Eurocentric beauty standards that we are expected to conform to and the pejorative 
racial imagery forced upon black women are factors that have resulted in a poor self-concept. 
While we cannot expect to completely eradicate these factors, there is still room to grow and 
realize that our self-worth should never be de�ned or diminished by the colour of our skin. 
Eurocentric beauty standards are not attainable or realistic, and it is crucial that we are able to 
recognize this to protect the next generation of young black girls from severe insecurities and 
self-consciousness. 
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I�m uninformed because I�m too afraid to seek 

There is no truth when the room is dark 

A fan, a temple column or a porcelain sword 

There is no reward, just endless horror 

How much can you endure before faith is no longer a choice 

But a necessity? 

And how much do you have to see before you�re 

Unable to believe in a benevolent god again? 

Because god left you alone on the battle�eld 

Like cold matter detached from the sun 

The impact of a bomb reverberating across the earth 

Floating through an endless empty void of black space 

Cosmic matter, dead stars 

A war reigns in your veins 

A �lm across your eyes, dragging you to your knees 

Simmering in the memories in your blood 

Intergenerational statelessness 

A �re ignites and you breathe in the smoke because 

Nothing matters when children are the enemy 

Blown to bits and buried alive beneath ten feet of debris 

Before they can learn to call for their mothers 

A desperate hope clinging to their young voices 

That god may be merciful and let them see tomorrow 

But what was their crime? Was it proportional to their punishment? 

Convict god, but he pleads the �fth unless you�re Moses 

His lawyers crawl the earth as though the post-apocalyptic is identical to 

The current affairs section 

He loosens his tie and unwinds in his armchair, watching idly 

As different versions of the same story clash 

Yahweh, Jesus, and Allah con�ate into one god 

Parts of a whole raise the sword against each other 
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The �ames spread until even the skies bleed like young �esh 

Like wide eyes in the face of a grieving infant 

Until the ocean turns red with glory, or defeat 

Truth is relative�are you the conqueror or the conquered? 

The land of pure holiness becomes a patch of dirt and corpses 

But who can live in a world where unendurable pain is just that: 

Unendurable pain 

Rather than a mansion in the sky and rivers of wine 

A sublime promised land where the caged bird 

That sings to stay alive is liberated 

The way must be tried even if it’s carved out of dirt 

Like a rose that �ghts for rain in the desert 

Prayer becomes breath and faith a necessity 

When you live in the land of debris 
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Academic 
ChatGPT: I am ChatGPT, an AI language model designed by OpenAI. How can I assist you? 

George: Should we change your name? 

ChatGPT: As an AI language model, I don�t have personal preferences, but if you have a suggestion for a different 
name or any other feedback, feel free to share it! 

George: I like Max! 

Max: Your dream seems to touch on themes of escapism, exploration, and concerns about the future of humanity 
in the face of environmental challenges like climate change. The rocket ship symbolizes a desire for escape or 
a search for alternative solutions to current problems. Celestria represents a utopian or idealized destination, 
offering hope for a better future. 

Max: Hello! We come in peace from Earth and are eager to learn more about Celestria and its inhabitants. We 
would be honoured to meet with your leader and engage in a conversation about your world. 

Max: They responded: �Our leader�s name is Arion. I can escort you to their location if you�d like.� 

George: Max, could you ask Arion what the government here in Celestria is like? 

Max: Arion explained, �On Celestria, our governance is based on principles of democracy, cooperation, and 
consensus-building. Decision-making is participatory, with input from all members of the community considered 
and valued. 

Max: Welcome to the discussion forum! As we enter the space, we can see the inhabitants of Celestria engaged 
in passionate conversations about a variety of topics. 

Our Trip to Celestria  |  By Tomaso Trani 
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I had a dream that I had travelled in my rocket ship to the faraway planet of Celestria. The year was 
3024, and climate change had made Earth near uninhabitable and the death of our species certain. 
What does this dream mean? Can we revisit Planet Celestria together?  
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Academic
George: What is that speaker saying? 

Max: Let me tune into the conversation and translate for you: 
�The importance of sustainable living practices cannot be overstated. As inhabitants of Celestria, it is our 
responsibility to steward the planet and ensure its well-being for future generations. Our community has made 
great strides in promoting mental health and emotional well-being among our inhabitants. Through mindfulness 
practices, support networks, and access to mental health resources, we strive to create a nurturing and 
compassionate environment where individuals can thrive.� 

George: I think it�s time to go home, Max. 

Max: The spaceship�s engines roar to life as it lifts off from Celestria�s surface, ascending into the starry expanse 
of space. With a graceful motion, the spacecraft begins its journey back to Earth, leaving behind the wondrous 
sights and experiences of Celestria. As we soar through the cosmos, I�m �lled with gratitude for the opportunity 
to explore and learn from this remarkable planet. Here�s to the adventures that await us back on Earth! 

.............. 

Once I began the story�s dialogue, AI transformed and replied to my dialogues accordingly. To make 
the most of Max�s interactions as a character, I included the narrative about Max being the only character the 
residents of Celestria could understand. Max would construct options that would advance the story. Max�s 
dialogue emphasized Celestria as an escape due to its progressive policies and sustainability. This was clear 
in the themes of environmental sustainability and mental well-being assigned by Max to the two speakers at 
the discussion session we attended. Max was able to narrate and provide relevant ideas (some of which were 
omitted) that inspired future plot points. 

Relying on AI to create human-like stories was not without issues. One of the challenges I faced was 
the ongoing need for AI to be directed and its constraints of what it is willing to say or do � based on what it 
has been told to �nd appropriate. Words like �steal� trigger rapid responses, regardless of context; these limits 
required extensive editing. Another issue I noticed was the positive outlook of alien planets. I tried this instruction 
several times to get the best possible result, and it became evident that the AI always assumed the other planet 
was more progressive and peaceful than ours. While this contributed to the plot, the lack of variation in outputs 
displayed the AI�s limited data variety. 
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