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a final word from a tired but fulfilled editor

a foreword

Nam The Elder, Year 13

Dear reader, I greet you with some bittersweet news. The Winter 2023 Green Light
Literary Magazine Edition will be the last issue that Aisha, Narmeen and I will be
overseeing.

Despite the stress and often lack of sleep, I think I speak for us all when I say it has been
a marvellous privilege to head the Green Light team. It's been a journey full of learning
and growth: I think fondly of our first fumbling ventures into graphic design; our awe at
the wealth of rather clandestine talent being submitted to the Glass Cabinet; the delight
that consumed us when we finall?; saw the magazine in its tangible form. It's been
amazing to see our work evolve with each issue.

It is with a deep sense of regret that we bid you farewell. However, it is time to hand
over the torch. With an equally deep sense of excitement, we are handing over the
editorial leadership to Yvonne Gao in 12-8. Hopefully, you will have read Yvonne’s work
in previous issues - if not, keep an eye out for an article with a rather long name in the
following pages... Yvonne, we can’t wait to see what you do next.

I think, considering the turbulence of current times - both in wider society, and on a
more personal level for many of us - the subject of change and growth (metamorphosis
if you will) is particularly pertinent. This conveniently coincides not only settling into
both a new academic year and calendar year, but also with the changing of magazine
leadership (we were quite chuffed about how neatlyit’s all worked out).

We're very proud to present some brilliant writing from our content contributors,
amazing artwork to accompany from our newly bolstered arts team, and uniquely,
pieces from all three of us parting editors.

Thank you very much for sticking with us if you've read The Green Light's work before;
if you're new, welcome!

Forew
Hong-






‘You are not who you used to be. But who
you were, made you who you are.’

Sue Zhao

Ruth Roy, Year 12

In the summer of 2022, whilst I was in India, my family were making our weekly
visits to my mother’s side of the family. With my aunt and I spoiling ourselves
rotten with churidars and ladoo, and my mum keeping an eye on the prices, the
day was going great (excluding the part where my dad had to wait for hours inside
the sweltering car, with the not-so-effective AC). As we were driving back to my
aunt's house, my mum quickly pointed something out, and soon enough we were
pulling over to the side of the road, standing in front of what looked to be a rather
shabby, empty house.

“Tused to live there.”

For the sixteen years that [ have walked this earth, not once had I ever seen my
mum this vulnerable. Knowing that this rotting, shed-like building, with cobwebs
clinging to the corners of the roof, white mould growing on the sides of the walls,
the same walls that knew all her secrets, all her memories, held the same brown
tiles that my mum took her first steps on - was humbling. She probably knew
where the best hiding spots were, where my grandma stashed the TV remote
when my mum was supposed to be asleep, and where my grandad would keep his
packet of cigarettes when he needed his daily smoke. And even though now, a
huge padlock kept the two doors tightly shut, my mum probably knew every
corner of the house like the back of her hand.

That night [ wanted to ask her - how do you do it? How do you cope with the loss
of people and places and things as life progresses and changes? Much like my
mum, [ used to struggle with letting go of people I considered to be my “ride or
dies”; coming to terms with the fact that sometimes you are walking down
different paths, and you will be dismembered if you don't let go of their-hand -
even if that means being left with all this information about them, like-how they,
will only eat while watching their favourite TV show, or how they make the best
pancakes after a sleepover.

Being true to yourself is something that we are never really warned about. No one
ever tells you that you will spend weeks pondering where a relationship went
wrong, what you did wrong, until you come to the sombre realisation that your
time together on this earth might just be over. And that’s okay. Because people
come, and people go, and that's okay. That’s humanity. And, of course, it's going to
ache. But you move on. You move on the best you can. You.move on by being
generous, by being true. You move on by offering comfort to others who-haven't
figured out how move on. You move on by allowing the unbearable to pass and
allowing the relief to come. You move on by finding a channel for your love,
embracing yourself with your own peace. Things change, places change, people
change.

Int :
And that’s okay. You just keep moving forward. Rrinr@ 4









Sita Brahmachari

! kud’r‘a Acharya,

Sita Brahmachari is a talented author who has a way with literature that is difficult to imitate.
Brahmadchari is an Indian-British woman - born in Derby, to an Indian doctor from Kolkata, and
an English nurse from the Lake District. Brahmathari grew up in the Lake District, and
attended school there, which had a profound impact on her writing. The countryside and
folklore in particular influenced her imagination, and its impact can be seen in some of her
writing. Additionally, Brahmachari also claims that her dad’s storytelling and visits to and from
her family in Kolkata were also big influences for her.

Brahmachari studied English Literature at Bristol University and also obtained an MA~in arts
education. After university, Brahmachari began working in a community theatre called-The
Royal Court Young People’s Theatre where she helped young people develop .theit. writing
skills. She then went on to work with many theatre companies such as Talawa, Tamasha and
the Royal Shakespeare Company in order to develop education programmes which focused on
bringing underrepresented and diverse voices to attention. Since childhood, Brahmachari has
searched for some representation of the families, cultures” and -histories that she had
experienced while growing up. However, she soon found that these.experiences were seldom
found in literature or in the arts, and it is now something that she seeks to express through her
own work.

Brahmachari has been Patron of Reading at Fortismere School since 2012 and regularly visits
schools, community groups, libraries and festivals offering talks and creative writing
workshops. She lives and works in North London with her husband, three children and dog
Billie.

Brahmachari’s relatable, easy-flowing way with words ought to guarantee her a spot among
many great modern writers. In my opinion, I believe that the reason Brahmachari isn’'t as
popular as other YA authors such as John Green or Rick Riordan, is because she writes about
controversial and unrecognised (or rather, ignored) topics which are considered taboo in
society. Her books have stories which are easily relatable to most people (things like puberty,
family and budding relationships), as well as being an outlet for those who need emotional
guidance and are going through moments in their lives which most can’t imagine dealing with.

An example of this is a book of hers called ‘Kite Spirit’. The main character, Kite, has lost her
best friend, Dawn, after she committed suicide due to pressure in her private life. Surprisingly,
a lot of children and teenagers in the UK, and all over the world, deal with similar pressures,
which can crumble your mindset. Evidently, this is what happened to Dawn, causing her to end
her life. During this upsetting period of her life, Kite completely shut down, portraying a
realistic response to grief, especially for a young person. Brahmachari highlights how
unfortunate occurrences such as suicide can have a devastating impact of family, friends and
loved ones, something which is not frequently shown in literature. Therefore, Brahmachari
urges readers to seek help and talk to someone about how you feel, which is something that
both characters refused to do, either for a long time or until the end of their lives.

Overall, Sita Brahmachari’s works greatly embody things most people can relate to, such as
puberty, teen romance and even losing a loved one as in ‘Artichoke Hearts’. She also discusses
topics that deserve more attention to the mainstream, such as homelessness, refugees from
war-torn countries and mental health, as highlighted in one of her lesser-known works, ‘Red
Leaves’.

Truly memorable volumes, by a truly memorable author.

a Br achari,
drafAcharya



Day can turn to Night

a poem

Zoya Ali, Year 10

Moon sank, cold and crispin the air, an impenetrable orb.

It's descent, it bears heavy on the trees and their trunks, and they wail.

Their arms ache being outstretched to the heavens, groping for the pervading glow they
absorb.

The moon’s cloak of ebony black velvet drops heavy, it sweeps a harsh wind who prevails.

Poignant memories drip away from a gnarled branch,
Hurrying far away into puddles at first glance,

But after eyes turn away from the ripples beneath,

The soil quenches thirst to thrive, teeming with life and leaf.

The jewels embedded in the sky pin the hopes inside my drawing chest,
If only the darkness turned and, with kindness, it regressed.

But when dawn can turn to night, and when the dusk soon turns to light,
Why can’t we imagine that the liar can change?

[ heave a sigh from its lowering pressure, my eyes may as well stream a woodland dale.
Heart beats in pain, like a sore thumb throbbing,

The moon’s slithers of ethereal light fade blurry in my sobbing,

And, as a gradient of peach hugs the horizon, moon goes,

Becomes a fiery phoenix, and hits mellow on my shuddering body, my frosty nose.

The ravens of night, sing laments before they flee,

The moon’s cloak is now my yellow haven, the heavens cry for me.
And when dawn can turn to night, and the dusk can burn into light,
Why can’t we imagine the sinner now prays?

Sun blazes and it is radiance through balmy breeze,

Beneath the knees I find soft ground so gingerly.

How did the night become day in a spark,

The way the One above forgave the villain and bestowed him a pure heart.

So, since the dawn can turn to night, and the dusk can yearn for light,
How can we imagine a human won’t change?

Day can tu i
ZoyaAli



The Secret History

"Beauty is terror. Whatever we call beautiful, we quiver before it"
Iris Bourke, Year 10

The Secret History, by Donna Tartt, is set in the 1980s and written from the perspective of
Richard Papen, a man reminiscing over the significant events that took place in his college
days, alittle over a year ago. We follow this younger version of Richard, who is finally starting
a new life away from his abusive and poor family in California. He gets accepted into an elite
college in Vermont and moves across the country in hopes of a fresh start.

Upon arriving at the college, Richard is denied entry into an Ancient Greek course because
the professor that teaches it only allows enrolment to a small, handpicked, group of students
that seem almost cult-like. Needless to say, Richard becomes utterly obsessed with the five
students in this group and the professor, Julian Morrow, himself. With a turn of good luck,
and by solving a Greek problem, Richard is accepted into this exclusive group.

Yet, in the prologue, we find out that Richard, and four others from the group, murdered one
of the other students who they supposedly had a very close friendship with. The Secret
History is then told in two parts, one being the events that took place leading up to the death
of their fellow classmate, and then other part being all the events that take place after he is
murdered.

Throughout the novel, especially in the first half, you witness change in all the characters,
each of them becoming more and more morally grey as you read on. The reader gets the
impression that there is some kind of evil among them, due to the sheer bluntness of the
prologue, but it initially remains at the back of your mind, due to Tartt’s hypnotic writing style
that makes you feel as though you are reading the book in a dream-like lull.

Although this book is quite heavy, and I would definitely check the content warnings before
reading, I think the main message in it is about friendship, something that is viewed as
innocent by society. However, Tartt demonstrates how quickly friendships can change, and
how the influence of others can blur the line between good and evil. Tartt accurately portrays
the very human yearning to be accepted by those we admire. At the start of the book, we see
Richard fascinated by this alluring group, and as he eventually gets accepted more and more
into their circle, we see the sacrifices that he must make in order to keep the friendships
intact, as well as the insecurity and paranoia of feeling betrayed by friends, and the feeling of
invincibility when you feel as though you do have great friends. Tartt explores how quickly
friendships can change, and how much people can change whilst holding onto friendships
that they need to let go of. I believe that, although the book is extremely morbid, many people
can relate to Richard’s fear of change and his longing for validation from those he admires,
whilst never really accepting what it has led him to become.

“What we did was terrible, but still I don't think any of us were bad, exactly; chalk it up to

weakness on my part, hubris on Henry’s, too much Greek prose composition — whatever you
like.”

The reason 1 chose this book is that I genuinely believe itis like no other, and it explores
change and fear and friendship in an almost terrifying yet hypnotic way that cannot be
replicated. Each character is so morally ambiguous but also very human, leaving the reader
shocked when they realise how terrible these relatable people, who once seemed,so
admirable at the start of the’book, have become; It leaves you wondering whethegievil was
always lurking within the sgqharacters or if tn; changes that occurred resulted mvz evil.
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The Old Express

a poem

Ruth Roy, Year 12

It’s November now but I'm still stuck
licking lollipops on moss-kissed stones.

I want to be myself again. I want to be eight.

I want to talk nonsense to the earth.

I don’t want all of this to change.

I found my first grey hair at the salon when
I was plucking my brows into shape.

Rudra Acharya, Year 7

The decaying leaves that flow through
The train’s empty window

Birds flew

Boats row

Overcast skies darken the gloomy forest
Wish I was back in the calm of August
When the wind wouldn't freeze

And the plants wouldn'’t die

The steam drifted in the breeze

Beside the fire, I now cry

‘Why? do you ask?

The fake of Autumn, I must unmask
Ghosts and Ghouls

Pinecones and Leaves

They know the haunted train of the woods
But do they know me?

The original passenger of the Old Express
My emotions, [ attempt to repress

On Hallowe’en, along with the trees
Who else died here?

Who else but me...

I'm watching my children climb magnolia trees

as [ plop another slice of clementine down my

throat. I address the older woman by their name,

not as an aunty. I don’t know if my best friend
ended up publishing that poetry book, I don’t

know if my first love ended up married with kids.
I don’t know if my mum still honks when she passes the

cemetery knowing her mother hates being disturbed in her sleep,

!.
3

The Old Expres
Rudra Acharya
Ruth Roy -



Jemima Small vs The Universe

Eleanor Poole, Year 10

In this review I will be looking at Jemima Small Vs the Universe by Tamsin Winter. I love this book,
as it shows how change does not just come from your surroundings or attitude but is also gb
how you view yourself. 2

Many people find it easy to look at themselves and be content, but young people are increasi ly ’/
beginning to doubt their appearances - and as a result, themselves. It’s easy to listen to a TE

about why you should love yourself, but it is so much harder to actually change your m1

Jemima Small shows how people do not change immediately, and that change is actually a slpw a

tiring process. Despite this, each step towards change counts, and the journey is as rewar

important as the end result.

Jemima is a wonderful character who is warm, funny, kind and incredibly clever. In fact, clever 4
doesn’t even begin to express how intelligent she actually is; she has a phenomenal memory and
spends all her spare time memorising and sharing interesting facts with her family and best friend
Miki. However, all these qualities are ignored and disregarded by her fellow students who only view
her as ‘Jemima Big'. Jemima constantly has to deal with bullying and abuse in school from all her
classmates simply for being big, which becomes even harder when she must join the school’s new
healthy lifestyle group, also known as ‘The Fat Club’.

Bullying is a theme central to this story, and what makes it stand out from all other books @a\ this
subject is how the complexities of bullying are portrayed by Tamsin Winter: for exampl
anxiety and fear that Jemima experiences when faced with what would be ordinary s1tuat10n 0
other students, such as her dread of the class campmg trip, trying on clothes in a shop and gom gAto
the beach. Worst of all is an uncomfortable science lesson where her teacher, Mr
introduces the ‘bananometer’ to see how many bananas each member of the class welghs 67 a fun
experiment. He weighs each child individually and then converts their weights into bananas and
writes the answer on the board for everyone else to see. As weird as this may seem, it gives the
reader an opportunity to experience Jemima'’s biggest fear. She ends up trying to hold back tears as
her classmates laugh at her, completely disregarding her feelings or how their words may affect
her.

Despite having to face this kind of behaviour, Jemima shows her resilience time and time again.
Though feeling ridiculed by ‘the fat club’, she still takes part in all the activities and, although she
initially dislikes the instructor of the club, she soon realises that she is only trying to help. By the
end of the book, Jemima even befriends her.

Jemima sets her sights on competing on and winning a TV quiz show, Brainiacs, which is a
competition show for bright children. Through hard work and dedication, she manages to qualify
for the show, despite the many challenges. Lottie, one of Jemima’s classmates, sees that Jemima is
a potential threat to her qualifying for the show, and uses Jemima's size to shame her, attempting
to upset her and ruin her chances at qualifying. However, despite feeling awful and insecure,
Jemima continues in her efforts and powers through. When the results are released and Jemima
sees that she has qualified, while Lottie has not, it gives her the self-confidence that she has always
lacked. Jemima feels empowered by her success, and she slowly begins to gain confidence,
realising how brilliant she really is.

Overall, I think that this book is a gripping and enlightening read that is definitely worth your time.

The themes central to this story can resonate with every reader, and you will find yourself hooked
as you follow Jemima on her journey to be herself.

allvs The
mivers
eanor
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Evie Armstrong, Year11

dried flowers sitting on my shelf

it is september again. the leaves drift by in their hundreds

O @ the air smells of summer. I feel happiness now:
blisteringly so, at intervals in their hundreds

I pull words from my fingers like strings

yet sometimes | see glimpses of myself,
step inside my mind for a moment -
the haze around my vision disperses,

and I feel at once like cut glass
shattered on the floor of my two-tone apartment

0
§ and now the day turns, lamp-light cast across your face
your cold hands follow my shadow
the soles of our shoes patter on the cobbles
and [ remember. and I remember. and [ remember
in the darkness your brass shines gold
vines grow across your neck and
you take our sweet sepia daydreams and scatter them across the brickwork
your lips bleeding into {ni.ne, your laugh a church bell in my brain
Q}E\/Mould press bouquets into my fingertips
and count the leaves, just as their stems faltered

and you would let this candle burn for hours,
and the air was filled with waxy scents, purple and cream and yellow

but I know that glass still shimmers in the darkness

and the wind still blows across barren grass

P so now I breathe in buckets of sky
when it's white and vast and empty

K "4 and I hold out my arms
and feel nothing again

hinge,
Evie A Ton.
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§ Evie Armstrong, Year 11

The Bell Jar is a semi-autobiographical novel by Sylvia Plath. Esther Greenwood, the
protagonist, is a vessel through which Plath communicates her life story to the reader.
Numerous changes occur throughout the novel: during her month-long internship in
New York, she swaps from working at Mademoiselle’s to working for the Ladies’ Day
magazine; the subject of her thesis changes from looking at double personalities in
Dostoevsky's works to investigating twins in James Joyce’s; the benefactor of her
scholarship to Smith college changes from the author Olive Higgins Prouty to the
author Philomena Guinea.

The book details Esther’s growing disillusionment towards the life of academic
achievement that she has previously strived for. She slowly tires of her internship at
Ladies' Day, her only real interest being the food at the expensive restaurants her and
her fellow interns are carted around to, which ultimately gives the group food
poisoning, On her last night there, she, ‘piece by piece, feeds her wardrobe into the
night sky, ‘to settle here, there, exactly where I would never know, in the dark heart of
New York’, her disillusionment reflected in the indifference towards clothes, which
contrasts her fellow peers’ obsession.

Subsequently, Esther finds out she has been rejected from a writing course at Harvard
and must spend the rest of her summer at home with her mother. Her mental health
takes a turn for the worse, and she is admitted to a mental health institute. The novel
ends just as Esther is about to face the examination board of the institute, the
implication being that Esther is released from both the institute and the confines of her
metaphorical ‘bell jar.’

Plath references the idea of a ‘bell jar’ multiple times throughout the book. A bell jar is a
glass jar which typically contains a vacuum, and is therefore a particularly apt title,
since it reflects the emptiness that comes with depression - her distorted perception
of reality through her bell jar, becomes indistinguishable from real life. Plath also
critiques how suffocating society was for women in 1950s America, and how women
were expected to stay at home and raise a family rather than work for themselves.

Be :
vie Ar ong



settmg to setting, and from story to story, and occas1onally even from the voice
of pregen;cil gd her Vp}at ature and long reﬂectlons upo%her past creatlng asense

of an aimless tive. However, in my opinion, this is really what
makes The Bell Jar so great. It captures the zeitgeist of 1950s America incredibly
successfully. As Esther herself is a proto-feminist at times, representing her struggles as

a woman entrapped by the life she feels has already been picked out for

her. The Bell Jar reflects the societal difficulties - as a woman, that come with
every path Esther chooses to go down. Indeed, after Esther goes missing, in part due

to her failure to be selected for a writing course, the newspaper brands her as

a ‘scholarship girl,: Esther’s entire identity has become bound with this academic ideal,

to her evident detriment.

Furthermore, the very first paragraph mentions the Rosenbergs’ electrocution for
espionage, which - as well as being a morbid and rather jarring thought to dwell on -
perhaps foreshadows Esther’s own electroshock treatment, and highlights how Esther,
like the Rosenbergs, refuses to conform to the ideals of the State and consequently
suffers a great deal.
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"I saw my life branchmg out before me like the green fig tree in the story. From the tip
of every| branch like a fat purple fig, a wonderful future beckoned and winked. One fig was
and a happy home and children, and another fig was a famous poet,and
another ﬁg was a brtlhant professor and another fig was Ee Gee, the amaz'mg edrtor [ ]
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It’s not what you can do for Gregor, it’'s what
Gregor can do for you.

A comment on Metamorphosis; or is Metamorphosis commenting on us?

Yvonne Gao, Year 12

“Metamorphosis can mean a rapid transformation from one object to another or a distinct
or even degenerative change in appearance, personality, condition, or function.”

Kafka’s Metamorphosis centers around the transformation of the Samsa family’s sole
breadwinner, Gregor, into a beetle. Or cockroach. Or some other form of unsavoury
crawling vermin (it's what Kafka would have wanted!). Let your imagination scuttle wild.
The novella opens with Gregor's absurd? physical transformation and subsequently
explores the individual, interpersonal and overall transformations of the Samsa family in
the aftermath of the metamorphosis.

The change at the beginning of the book creeps onto you with all of its pitifully thin and
flailing legs: Gregor Samsa goes to sleep as a man and wakes up as a very disorientated
beetle, with his consciousness still locked inside him. However, his first thought following
this jarring transformation is not about how the physical change is affecting him as a
person (or rather, bug) but instead how it affects his job and his ability to financially
support his family. Kafka presents Gregor’s worry over his job as overpowering the concern
for his individual wellbeing. He exposes and scrutinises the expanding capitalist society of
the early 1900s that stripped workers of their humanity in favour of utilising them as
economic assets.

Through the sudden uncertainty that becoming a beetle brings to Gregor’s career, Kafka
prompts a criticism of how people are so strongly defined by their economic worth and
how humans are only viewed as “useful” if they have a commercial value, both in the early
1900s and in modern day society. Gregor’s transformation into a beetle is symbolic as he is
not only unable to perform his function in the family as their sole source ofincome, but has
also lost all ability to do things by himself. The stark contrast of going from the most
integral functioning part of the Samsa family to their biggest burden demonstrates how
Gregor’s purpose of being hangs on his ability to provide for his family. We see Gregor’s
sudden loss of utility and value exhibited through his family’s attitudes towards him: his
mother can’t bear to look at his new form, his father reacts with violent anger and, while
she initially tries to provide for Gregor, even his sister can't conceal her disgust. Although
Gregor’s parents immediately reject him coldly, it is perhaps his sister’s attempts to care
for him that cause him the most pain.

Prior to his transformation, Gregor was the one to nurture his sister’s musical talent, even
planning to send her to music school as a surprise. It becomes tragically ironic that he then
suddenly becomes the very thing preventing her from fulfilling her potential, as she must
stay home to look after her now incapacitated bug brother. Rather than Gregor continuing
to carry out his purpose of being his sister’s care and support, she must now take on that
role for him and he must live with the shame of his dependency. It is this shame that has
the greatest effect on Gregor: the shame of not only losing his utility in society but also
failing the duty he perceives to his family.

rphosis,

Yvonne Gao



This theme of shame is sustained throughout the text, potentially even being the cause of
Gregor’s death near the end of the book. Gregor does his best to stay out of his family’s way by
confining himself to his room, hiding under furniture, and covering himself with a sheet so he
stays out of sight whenever his sister comes to feed him. Concealing himself and attempting to
occupy as little space as possible provides a physical distance between him and his family that
in turn represents the emotional distance between them. Gregor’s own agency in concealing
himself demonstrates that his isolation is not solely driven by his family alienating him, but also
perhaps by the internalised isolation driven by his own shame. Gregor’s devolvement and
isolation prove to be fuelled by his own belief that he is useless just as much as others’ beliefs of
his worthlessness, only serving to reinforce the dehumanising capitalist society growing in the
early 1900s. Kafka demonstrates and critiques that the dehumanisation of people based on their
economic value is so deeply ingrained into society that it is no longer only external pressures
that push this ideology, but that it is exacerbated by complacency. Kafka uses Gregor Samsa’s
transformation into his ‘true’ form as a grotesquely pitiful creature - void of humanity - to
challenge this complacency and urge people to resist the rapidly growing capitalism.

Arguably, the Metamorphosis does not create the division between Gregor and his family but
instead only exposes already-existent issues. Perhaps the Metamorphosis is not so much a
transformation but instead an exposure of the truth: the truth that after Gregor loses all utility,
the basis upon which his family was built falls apart because the Samsa family was ultimately
held together by economic reasons more than any familial affection. This reasoning becomes
clearer as the dynamics of the Samsa family shift to completely exclude Gregor, instead
replacing him with Grete. As Grete’s potential to bring the family financial benefit grows, she
completely replaces Gregor as the “useful” child, even to the point where there is no grieving
upon Gregor’s death because Grete has become a suitable replacement. By utilising this idea of
replacement, Kafka truly exposes the harshness of a capitalist society that treats those it deems
“useless” as replaceable cogs in a machine instead of as humans.

Through Metamorphosis, Kafka is clearly trying to fight the dehumanising nature of rapidly
growing capitalism spawning in the early 1900s. It is interesting then, that Kafka is often
labelled as existentialist rather than just “anti-capitalist". The way we categorise Kafka speaks
volumes about our current society: that capitalism has become so prominent that we align it
with existence itself. While Metamorphosis is regarded as absurd, Kafka perhaps only aims to
critique how existence is inherently tied to monetary value in a capitalist society. It is the way
that we are so quick to label a challenge to capitalism as a challenge to existence itself that
perhaps exposes how our society today is still so blindly entrenched in capitalism, despite our
best attempts to convince ourselves that we are completely aware of it.

All in all, Kafka’s Metamorphosis utilises the private sphere of the Samsa family to comment on
the wider capitalist society as well as to demonstrate how deeply capitalism has infiltrated the
personal lives of people. In addition, Metamorphosis not only serves to critique the society from
which Kafka was writing, but also provides a mirror through which we can reflect on our
society today.

Metam Sis,
Yvonne G



Little Women (2019): How Greta Gerwig
Changes the Narrative

“As a child, my bhero was Jo March. But as an adult, it’s Louisa May Alcott.”
— Greta Gerwig

Emily Turner, Year 12

Reading Little Women for the first time, I instantly knew that it was going to be an all-time
favourite. Alcott’s enthralling tale following the domestic struggles of the March sisters existed
perfectly within the confines of its bound covers; no other medium could possibly capture the
spirit of Jo, the quiet melancholy of Beth or the wrath of Aunt March, quite like Alcott’s writing. The
nostalgia connected with such pieces of fiction almost always result in subsequent film adaptations
never quite hitting the mark. Naturally, I was sceptical for yet another retelling of a perfect classic
- since the novel’s publication in 1868, there have been five previous film adaptations of L.M.
Alcott’s Little Women, making Gerwig’s 2019 release the sixth in line. But I was wrong; it only took
six attempts for a truly great adaptation to be created.

Gerwig makes a one directorial choice which sets her adaptation apart from the rest. It is simple;
in essence, she changes the structure. Gerwig shifts the story in time and place, as opposed to the
original linear narrative. Despite its simplicity, this fundamental change allows the audience to
make far more nuanced observations; by placing the originally separate volumes of the March
sisters' childhood and adulthood in parallel, Gerwig allows for the two parts to converse with one
another - allowing the audience to conceptualise the overarching themes of nostalgia in this
classic bildungsroman.

Colour Grading

Firstly, by exploiting film as a visual artform, Gerwig highlights the distinction between childhood
and adulthood through colour: the former is shrouded in a warm, fuzzy glow, the latter dressed in
melancholy blues and greys. Gerwig’s use of colour grading allows for the contrast in colour to
mirror the contrast in tone, amplifying the emotionally poignant moments in the novel.

There are many instances where this device excels but it would be wrong not to mention the most
notable moment of all. Grab your tissues, as we say goodbye to Beth. In the book, this moment is
already an indisputable tear-jerker; Beth falls ill with scarlet fever in Part One, relapsing later in life
when she loses the fight. The polarities between adolescence and adulthood are clear. The idealism
of childhood is encapsulated in Beth’s recovery and hence Gerwig reflects this visually through the
warm filter over the scene. By contrast, the fantastical realm of youth hardens with the palette.
The cool tones that overlay Beth’s death only serves to remind the audience of the change that has
occurred as the characters have matured and highlights the unavoidable reality of tragedy and
loss. Gerwig ingeniously executes this moment by replicating the two events compositionally,
positioning them adjacent to one another to create a stark juxtaposition of time; in one instance,
Beth lives - in the other, she does not. The audience cannot help but also suffer the family’s loss -
perhaps to an even greater extent than in the book itself.

ittle Wamen (2019),
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Telling a new story

As well as heightening the audience’s emotional engagement with the story, I feel
Gerwig’s change to the narrative structure brings something far more poignant to the
forefront. Most importantly, it allows the audience to recognise the concept of ‘the novel
as a commodity; a book is not solely something that is bought and read, it is part of a
larger capitalist system. This is especially important to recognise when considering the
wider context of the novel: to what extent did Alcott have creative freedom over her
work?

This is introduced from the very first scene picturing Jo meeting with the publicist Mr
Dashwood, making the story very cleverly self-referential; the line between Jo and Alcott
blurs. By establishing Jo's relationship with writing as a vocation at the beginning of the
film, Gerwig asks the audience to be more critical of all future events that are told. Most
notably, I would like to draw the reader’s attention to Gerwig’s retelling of the chapter
entitled Under the Umbrella as for me, this is the moment that truly makes Gerwigs
adaptation superior to all those before it. Jo says throughout the entire book that she
‘doesn’t want to marry, and so I always thought this chapter in the book felt out of place.
Gerwig must have too.

The discussion of a novel's commercial value becomes even more apparent as Gerwig
places Jo’s union with Professor Bhaer in conversation with Jo's publication of the novel
Little Women (an addition to the original story). The sequence of events between Jo and
Mr Dashwood running alongside the engagement appears to serve as a parallel between
Jo's life and Alcott’s own, allowing the story to transcend the realm of fiction. Gerwig
appears to make a commentary on the chapter, imagining why Alcott decided to end Jo's
character with marriage despite her former aversion. The movie’s adaptation of Under the
Umbrella also feels incongruous to the rest of the film cinematically - it is almost too
romantic, emphasised through the rich, Hollywood-esque score and the golden colour
palette. I K

] “I suppose
marriage has
albways been an
economic
proposition.
Even in fiction”
-- Little Women, 2019

Does that seem familiar? It is interesting
that Gerwig chooses a warm colour
grading in this scene, similar to that used
in the March sisters childhood. This
moment therefore also expands the
significance of colour throughout the
movie; it now appears to not only define
childhood and adulthood, but fiction and reality itself. The conflation between childhood
and fiction asks the audience to question the seemingly idyllic youth of the March sisters;
it is now unclear whether the events in the story are fabricated by Jo, as she writes her
novel Little Women. Gerwig therefore draws the audience’s attention to the process of
writing, not just as an artform, but also as a commercial endeavour.

And this is why I view Gerwig’s Little Women as a near perfect adaptation - ironic, given
that it arguably diverged from the source material more than anything previously seen.
Although it is a stunningly shot film, with a stellar cast line-up and exquisite score, this is
not what makes it truly great. Jo March is often viewed as the heroine of the story for her
defiance to confine to her female role as defined by the Patriarchy. But the true ‘free
spinster’ lies behind the pages - in this adaptation Gerwig redirects the narrative to pay

homage to the author herself, Louisa May Alcott.
Little Wo 01
Emily Turn



[ am waiting for my mum to pick me up from Sainsbury’s.
Through the glass I see

a veil of blackness above,

blackness and something else-

bright glaring lights.

They strike my vision.

Rotating glass doors,

and a checkered scarf,

and the grey spotted floor,

and the winter chill creeping inside,

and the white LED light coming from the ceiling,
it's buzzing-

buzzing in my head.

My head which holds no thought.

I hope to find some other source of light "
which may nourish me, <ok
but the moon today is cowardly,

and the buzzing remains.

A senSe OF the metaphysicalimm T EESE———

it bewitches me. S— RN
Kty i o -
Once again, I sit tramsfixed
. B -

by this memory.

Poem,
Narmeen Shahzad
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The Yellow Wallpaper

- \/\
&
Aisha Zia, Year13 i‘aﬁ \

The Yellow Wallpaper is an excellent story and one of the most influential feminist texts of its
time. I initially picked it off the shelf hoping for a quick, easy read, but soon discovered -
despite its length - that there are many layers of meaning that can be unpacked within its
pages. Less than 100 pages long, the short story can be read in under one hour. However,
Gilman still manages to portray a powerful message about gender roles, marriage, and mental
health in this short story. It is incredibly gripping and insightful, and I believe there is a lot to
take fromit, which is why I would highly recommend it to every reader of every year group.

The Yellow Wallpaper is a short story by Charlotte Perkins Gilman, that consists of numerous
diary entries by an unnamed woman, who details information about her health, her marriage
to her husband and, most significantly, the hideous yellow wallpaper that is plastered on the
walls of her new room. The protagonist and her husband take a trip to the country, in order to
improve the protagonist's health and ‘nervous’ temperament. Despite the protagonist insisting
that she needs stimulation - and that she does not wish to remain in the country, or be
confined to the nursery - her husband insists that he knows what is best for her. Spoiler - he
does not.

“You see, he does not believe I am sick!”

Women’s health issues have been dismissed since the beginning of time, and they continue to
be swept under the rug to this day. Women's mental health problems in particular have often
been regarded as trivial and unimportant matters, undeserving of any special attention or
treatment. In Victorian times particularly, any sign of deteriorating mental health was labelled
as ‘hysteria’ by men, who viewed women as overly emotional and irrational beings. Due to an
ingrained misogyny, mental illnesses were often regarded as just being a part of women’s
nature, rather than being illnesses that needed treatment.

The Yellow Wallpaper is an attempt to display the damaging effects of misdiagnosis and
mistreatment of women’s mental health issues, and how men’s dismissal of women’s health
can have catastrophic results. Throughout the numerous diary entries, we see the
protagonist's husband talking down to his wife, often arrogantly infantilising her. John even
suggests that his wife is only ill because she believes that she is, once again showing how her
mental health is overlooked, her struggles dismissed as merely psychosomatic. Despite
insisting that she is truly ill, John constantly shoots her down and claims that he knows best,
since he is a physician. Gilman is showing the necessity of women having autonomy over their
health and being able to make decisions for themselves, rather than their husbands making
these decisions. Indeed, the protagonist asks for the yellow wallpaper to be removed and,
when her husband refuses, it is the very thing that leads to her mental deterioration. While
perhaps more subtle, the dismissal of women's health by men is something that can still be
seen today: making this story as relevant as ever.

“I cry at nothing, and cry most of the time.”

After a few diary entries, we learn that the protagonist has recently had a child - who she
is not allowed to see - and we can infer that she is probably suffering from post-partum
depression, or perhaps another kind of post-partum mental illness. Of course, this is ignored
by her husband, who does not see any need for proper treatment, or for her to see her child.
Gilman may be challenging traditional views of women’s roles as mothers; women were often
only valued in their ability to produce life, but received no care or support after giving
birth, both physically and mentall
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Parallels can be drawn between the way the protagonist is treated and the way that a child
would be treated. The most prominent example of this is the fact that the protagonist is
confined to the nursery. This is where she spends the majority of her time, despite initially
requesting to be moved to another room. Many features of the room make it seem as
though it was designed for children, with bars on the window, and a bed that is attached
to the ground; however, it can alternatively be suggested that these features were installed
by John in order to confine his wife and restrict her actions even further. As we only get the
perspective of the protagonist, who is an unreliable narrator, we cannot trust everything
that we are told. Therefore, although the protagonist believes that the bars and gates were
implemented for the safety of the children who used to live there, this may not be the case.

The husband further infantilises the protagonist by dismissing her complaints and calling
her pet names such as “little girl” and “lamb”, all seemingly tender words of affection,
which in reality do little but belittle her feelings. The infantilisation of the protagonist
prevents her from being heard by her husband and removes any remnants of her autonomy.

“I never saw a worse paper in my life.”

The protagonist is forbidden from visiting her friends or from writing. With no stimulation
other than analysing the walls of her room, she becomes hyper-fixated on the yellow
wallpaper and spends many hours of the day studying it; the majority of her diary entries
focus on the wallpaper, as she attempts to solve the pattern. Soon, her entire life is
dedicated to watching the paper, and she even stays awake all night to watch its
‘movements’ as she becomes convinced that a woman is trapped behind the pattern -
ironically a manifestation of a self-awareness of her own lack of autonomy, but
simultaneously marking a descent into madness.

“I've got out at last!”

For me, the plot twist at the end of the story was completely unexpected. Despite seeing a
steady deterioration of the protagonist’s mental stability, the extent to which she changes is
drastic and sudden. By the end of the story, the protagonist is convinced that she is the
woman who was hiding in the wallpaper, and that she has finally managed to escape. This
perhaps reflects the protagonist's desperation to escape her controlling marriage and be
able to live her life freely. Only in insanity is the protagonist able to escape the restraints
placed on her by her husband and society. Gilman does an excellent job at portraying the
protagonist's lack of freedom, and the reader gets a sense of extreme claustrophobia
throughout the story which is only resolved when the woman is “released” from the paper.

“John laughs at me, of course, but one expects that in marriage.”

The Yellow Wallpaper was actually inspired by Gilman’s own experiences with mental health
and her first marriage. After giving birth to her daughter, Gilman experienced a serious case
of post-partum depression. As a result, she was prescribed ‘rest cure’ by her doctor, who
dismissed her actual needs. The short story was essentially a response to this prescription,
and she sent her doctor a copy of the story.

“Life is very much more exciting now than it used to be.”

Overall, I think this short story is an incredibly insightful and easy read, and I believe
everyone should read it at some point in their lives. Not only is it a fascinating read, but it
also holds important themes that are still relevant today and will be relevant for many years

to come.
The Yellow Wal, er,
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The Shortcomings of An Invisible Narrator:
Nostalgia and Translation in Le Petit Prince

Hong-Nam Vo, Year 13

Nostalgia in The Little Prince

Often likened to and compared with stories such as Paulo Coelho’s The Alchemist and
Charlie Mackey’s The Boy, the Mole, the Fox and the Horse, The Little Prince - a novella
written by Antoine de Saint-Exupéry, originally in French in 1943 - is a similarly
enchanting tale about childhood, friendship, loss and growth. As with many fables, on the
surface, The Little Prince implicitly addresses children. Saint-Exupéry seems to warn the
reader of adulthood - perhaps even lightly vilifying adults for their lack of imagination -
through the fantastical journey of a prince from the stars.

For example, the first chapter demonstrates this in the famous whimsical allegory
about drawings of ‘boa constrictors, whether from the inside or the outside.” The first-
person narration aligns us with the narrator as he recounts his youth and the ridicule he
faced, giving context to his drawing that is mistaken for a hat. Saint-Exupéry
sympathetically sides with children, sharing in their endless exasperation at the absurdity
of adulthood. The polarity between the incomprehensible, narrow-minded adults and ‘us’
is reinforced through the narrator’s use of ‘them’ to refer to the ‘grown-ups’, pitting the
reader against a nameless, homogenous force of cynicism.

However, every time I re-read or reconsider this story, [ am able to glean so much more
from its rich symbolism and subtext. Despite The Little Prince being presented as a
children’s book, there are certainly (rather ironically) elements of understanding that one
can only gauge with perspective that comes with greater age.

Perhaps then, the narrator invites the adult reader to introspect and retrieve their
inner child, to understand the little prince and not commit the crime of being an adult -
or rather, to never commit the crime of forgetting how it is to be a child. Indeed, the
light-hearted dedication reads:

To Léon Werth

I ask the indulgence of the children who may read this book for dedicating it to a grown-up. I have a serious reason; he
is the best friend I have in the world. I have another reason: this grown-up understands everything, even books about
children. I have a third reason: he lives in France where he is hungry and cold. He needs cheering up. If all these
reasons are not enough, I will dedicate the book to the child from whom this grown-up grew. All grown-ups were once
children - although few of them remember it. And soI correct my dedication:

To Léon Werth
when he was a little boy

The humorous tone almost conspiratorially winks at the adult reader whilst gently joking
with the young reader, for the adults will know that ‘hungry and cold and ‘needs
cheering up’ is quite the understatement to describe the state of impoverished wartime
France in 1943. Saint-Exupéry’s playful jibe ‘All grown-ups were once children - although
few of them remember it' - also indirectly encourages the adult reader to subvert his
assertion.

e Prince,
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Furthermore, the fact that the narrator is starving and without water in the middle of a
desert, having crashed his plane, opens up the possibility of events that are recounted being
hallucinations. This makes for an incredibly unreliable narrator, opening up multiple
interpretations to a story that, may after all, be a dream. It also allows for the fantastical
nature of the narrative (i.e., a magical prince travelling to planets that are not privy to the
laws of physics, talking to animals and flowers, and then returns home to his star by dying).

Through the little prince’s astute observations of these adults, we see the pointlessness of
aspects of the adult world: the absurdity of constitutional monarchies (the king); the
superficiality in narcissism (the conceited man); the irony and bleakness of a capitalist
lifestyle (the businessman); the exploitation of honest workers in an arbitrary system (the
lamplighter); the vicious cycle of the mentally ill (the tippler), and the ironic narrow-
mindedness of purely bookish academics (the geographer). The men that the little prince
encounters on his journey through the solar system are almost quite obviously caricatures,
satirising aspects of adult society and facilitating a reflective atmosphere. Moreover, the
little prince’s gentle and not altogether unkind bamboozlement at the grown-ups -
summarised in his frequent description of them as ‘odd’ - does not bitterly vilify the
lifestyles that these people lead, but rather asks the adult reader to reconsider whether the
life that they currently lead is as fulfilling as one might assume.

Saint-Exupéry comments on the wider bleakness and absurdity of society, but also explores
grief and friendship. Seen through the little prince’s taming of and subsequent friendship
with the fox, loss is portrayed as bittersweet rather than an evil. When it is time for the little
prince to leave, the fox says, ‘I shall cry, to which the little prince replies ‘then [taming you]
has done you no good at all'. The fox disagrees, saying ‘It has done me good... because of
the colour of the wheat fields.” His half-finished thought implies that now, each time the fox
looks at the wheat fields, he will be reminded of the little prince’s golden hair — a similar
sentiment to that of the little prince’s when he must leave our narrator to return home
(symbolic of death and bereavement):

“In one of the stars I shall be living. In one of them I shall be laughing. And so it will be as if all the stars were laughing, when
you look at the sky at night... You — only you — will have stars that can laugh!...

And when your sorrow is comforted (time soothes all sorrows) you will be content you have known me. You will aways be my
friend. You will want to laugh with me. And you will sometimes open your window, so, for that pleasure... And your friends will
be properly astonished to see you laughing at the sky! ... they will think you are crazy. It will be a very shabby trick that I have
played on you...”

And he laughed again.’

The universality of love and grief speak to every reader. Saint-Exupéry’s gift of seeing hope
and beauty in every situation again creates a reflective and soothing atmosphere.

Thus, even from the outset, the premise and charming tone of this story creates an
overwhelming sense of nostalgia and introspection that pervades throughout. Saint-
Exupéry does not vilify adulthood, but rather seems to point out the bleakness and
absurdity of many aspects of it; he calls for adults (who were once bright-eyed, curious
children) to revive and nurture in their lives a sense of honour, integrity and wonder.

A problem with translation

The well-loved English translation of Le Petit Prince by Katherine Woods has stood the
test of time. Revered for its quaint, old-fashioned and aptly florid tone, it was the most
widely-read translation from 1943 to 2001, and still has (an albeit niche) loyal cult following
today (source: Reddit). It is the translation I have used so far in this essay and remains

my favourite.
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However, it was replaced in print by Richard Howard’s 2000 translation, intended to be more
literally accurate, clinical and precise. Despite facing public outcry, Howard's soulless version
was released to supersede Woods, and was printed by the publishing company HMH
Harcourt to much dismay. Like everyone’s least favourite child, many lovers of Saint-Exupéry's
novella grudgingly accepted Howard’s translation’s existence, though most of us have either
searched for second-hand versions of the original Woods’ translation, and the more fortunate
amongst us have aggressively clutched at our own precious editions.

The controversy of Howard's changes are best represented in phrases that have been widely
accepted to capture the very essence of Le Petit Prince:

Original : «...on nevoit bien qu'avec le coeur. L’essentiel est invisible pour les yeux. »’
Woods: It is only with the heart that one can see rightly; what is essential is invisible to the eye.’

Howard: ‘One sees clearly only with the heart. Anything essentialis invisible to the eyes.’

To me, this one example perfectly captures the regrettable shortcomings of a translation that
aims to be truer to the original through literal precision, yet disregards the intended tone of
the author.

Although Howard’s syntax and word choices could be considered more accurate (e.g., the
separation of clauses with a full stop as opposed to Woods' semi-colon), it fails to represent
the flow and even meaning of Saint-Exupéry’s words. Additionally, ‘Anything essential is
invisible to the eyes is clumsily translated. It is devoid of any real meaning - of course
essential things are visible! Water is generally considered essential, and I cannot speak for
Howard, but I am almost certain that people with sight are able to see water.

On the other hand, Woods' choice of ‘what is essential is invisible to the eye’ allows the reader
to re-evaluate what is indeed essential, and is fitting with Saint-Exupéry’s overarching
message.

Another example of Howard sacrificing sense for precision is in a passage quoted earlier:

Original: ‘« Quand tu regarderas le ciel, la nuit, puisque jhabiterai dans l'une d’elles, puisque je rirai dans l'une elles, alors, ce sera
pour toi comme si riaient toutes les étoiles. Tu auras, toi, des étoiles qui savent rire!»’

Woods: “In one of the stars I shall be living. In one of them I shall be laughing. And so it will be as if all the stars were laughing,
when you look at the sky at night... You - only you - will have stars that can laugh!”™

Howard: “You though, you'll have stars like nobody else... Since I'll be living on one of them, since I'll be laughing on one of them, for
you it'll be as if all the stars arelaughing. You'll have stars that can laugh!™

Howard chooses to follow the original in using commas to separate the subordinate clauses
‘puisque jhabiterai... puisque je rirai... ce sera pour toi comme si riaient toutes les étoiles.’
However, he fails to consider the fundamental difference between French and English; French
has a unique lyricism that lends itself to this phrasing. Translated precisely (and rather
concisely), this beautifully poetic passage is rendered into a gaudy and distasteful travesty.
Indeed, after reading Howard’s version of this iconic line, the stars were not the only ones
laughing.

By contrast, Woods takes the artistic liberty of slightly changing the syntax and grammar
to achieve a more poetically paced passage.

rince,
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I have one more specific bone to wrangle. The moment where the little prince meets
the merchant selling efficient water tablets is one that I think represents the disposition of
our protagonist very well Howard once again manages to butcher a lovely pensive
sentiment regarding the beauty of everyday life:

Original: ‘«...sijavais cinquante-trois minutes & dépenser, je marcherais tout doucement vers une fontaine...»
Woods: “...if L had fifty-three minutes to spend as I liked, I should walk at my leisure toward a spring of fresh water.”

Howard: “If I had fifty-three minutes to spend as I liked,” the little prince said to himself, “I'd walk very slowly toward a
water fountain.”

The task of translating ‘doucement’ and ‘fontaine’ must initially seem like a simple one.
However, in this case, Howard’s arguably more correct and precise translation fails to
capture the zeitgeist of the story. Firstly, the choice of walking ‘very slowly’ towards
something could be interpreted as creepy, weird, and predatory. It is rather jarring then, to
entertain the idea that little prince might be predatory towards a water fountain. Secondly,
the more literal translation of ‘water fountain’ lacks a sense of whimsical magic and fantasy
present in Woods’ ‘spring of fresh water.’

Woods has been criticised for perhaps translating Saint-Exupéry’s tone too dutifully, and
not being pedantic enough in her rendering of the original work in English. Her translation
is known for the occasional slip in accuracy; the famous ‘Sheep Test can be used to
determine whether a translation referred to the original French or to Woods work.
Furthermore, some people have argued that Howard's translation is a more objective one,
and praised his style for not encroaching upon the individual’s ability to interpret the text.
For example, his controversial translation of ‘des choses sérieuses’ (serious things) to
‘something serious’ as opposed to the well-loved and well-known ‘matters of consequence’
abandons Woods meandering phrase and retains the literal meaning of Saint-Exupéry’s
words. There is a discourse surrounding the advantages of Howard's more ‘ethical’ choices
as opposed to Woods’ own imposed moralistic interpretation of the original text.!

Translation is a difficult art; translators must deal with issues including but not limited to
translating tone, structure, syntax, wordplay. As a reader, I find myself perplexed at
Howard’s incongruous minimalist style. Howard strips Saint-Exupéry’s writing down to the
bare essentials, and I believe - through retreating into the role of an invisible and impartial
translator - fails to convey the most important aspect of the story: the beautiful nostalgia.

The Little
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Zaynab Behzad, Year 12

Ashadu an la ilaha illa illa-ilah, wa ashadu anna muhammadan rasul ullah.

It is our first breath, and all those before,
The intention for those to come

In our hearts, a beating drum

A promise, an oath

Something that grows with growth

Expectations to meet

And a predestined path to greet
Wandering aimlessly through life
Constantly seeking refuge from strife

Always with the niyyah to do good

The intention for your actions to be understood
Seeking validation from all those around

But what you crave is nowhere to be found

"Control what you can”, they say

And accept whatever comes your way
For there is a predestined path for you
And Patience, is a virtue

Ashadu an la ilaha illa illa-ilah, wa ashadu anna muhammadan rasul ullah.

Sabr;
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Old Fashioned Gingerbread Recipe

From 'Little Women'

INGREDIENTS:

¥ cup unsalted butter, softened
Y2 cup white sugar

1large egg

1 cup molasses (not blackstrap)
2 Y2 cups all-purpose flour

1% teaspoons baking soda

1 teaspoon ground cinnamon

1 teaspoon ground ginger

Y2 teaspoon ground cloves

Y5 teaspoon salt

1 cup hot water

METHOD

1. Preheatthe oven to 350 degreesF (175 degrees C). Grease and flour a 9-inch
square baking pan.

2. Beat butter in a large bowl with an electric mixer until creamy. Add sugar and
beat untillight and fluffy, about 3 minutes. Mix in egg, then mix in molasses
until smooth.

3. Sift flour, baking soda, cinnamon, ginger, cloves, and salt into a large bowl.
Gradually add dry ingredients to the molasses mixture, mixing after each
addition untilincorporated. Mix in water until smooth. Pour cake batter into
the prepared pan.

4. Bake in the preheated oven for 30 minutes. Insert a toothpick in the centre of
the cake;it should come out clean. If it does, remove cake from the oven; if
not, bake 15 to 30 more minutes, checking often for doneness.

5. Allow gingerbread to cool in the pan before serving.

Old Fashioned
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Book Recommendations

Atonement by Ian McEwan
McEwan’s 2001 novel explores how
singular actions can mould the future as
the naive misunderstandings of a young
Briony Tallis lead to detrimental,
irrecoverable consequences. A close
examination of love, war, innocence and
forgiveness, this tour de force is a must-
read.

The Song of Achilles by Madeline Miller
The Song of Achilles retells the Trojan
War from the perspective of Patroclus,
Achilles’ most trusted companion. Lyrical
prose propels the reader through this
passionate love story - prepare for your
heart to be shattered.

Here by Richard McGuire
This stunning graphic novel depicts the
passage of time through a singular space;
one room tells the story of Earth's
creation to eventual destruction. It's an
absolute work of genius.

The Growing Pains Adrian Mole

by Sue Townsend
Whilst it doesn't take on the entirety of
our worldly history, this charming little
book is just as worthy of mention. As the
second instalment of the Adrian Mole
series, it is a comical insight into the
preoccupations of a presumptuous
adolescent.

Never Let Me Go by Kazuo Ishiguro
Never let me go follows the growing up
of Kathy in a skewed version of England
in 1990s. The Dystopian novel is a
comment on the inadvertent effects of
science and an examination of the
exploitation of humanity.

Persepolis by Marjane Satrapi
This tense novel set in Iran is a powerful
illustration of life under the new Islamic
Republic. Its heavy depiction of the
social and political tensions within the
1979 revolution in Iran makes it a worthy
and eye opening read for all.

Swing Time by Zadie Smith

An illustration of Zadie Smiths childhood
love of tap dancing, this novel taking
place in the cosmopolitan cities of
London and New York also plays homage
to West African culture. The powerful
imagery of women and the prejudices
faced in society due to privilege is
enticing and admirable.

Catcher in the Rye by J.D. Salinger
Salinger presents us with Holden
Caulfield: freshly kicked out of prep
school and disillusioned with the world
around him. The novel follows Holden's
confused plunge into the adult world and
his stumble through the different
experiences in this alien sphere.

Eleanor Oliphant is Completely Fine
by Gail Honeyman

Honeyman takes us into the world of
Eleanor, a socially subdued finance
clerk, whose life seams to be the same
day on repeat. The novel is a study of
relationships and how they have the
capacity to both hurt and to heal.

Radio Silence by Alice Oseman
From the same author that brought us
Heartstopper, Radio Silence is another YA
narrative, this time following teenage
Frances who coincidentally meets the
creator of the science fiction podcast
she is obsessed with. A book filled with
secrets and discoveries, Radio Silence is a
wonderful YAread.

The Perks of Being a Wallflower
by Stephen Chbosky
Written as a compilation of letters to a
nameless ‘friend, The Perks of Being a
Wallflower follows the withdrawn Charlie
as he navigates high school whilst trying
to keep a lid on his own mental battles.
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AISHA Z (Y13)

NARMEENS (Y13)

YVONNEG (Y12)

ANUSHAP (Y12)

RUTHR(Y12)

ROXYR(Y12)

EMILY T (Y12)

NELLW (Y12)
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IRISB (Y10)

ELEANORP (Y10)
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Meet the Team

MEETTHE TEAM

A co-founder and editor of the magazine you're reading, Nam takes
English Lit, Music and History. Their favourite pastimes lately seem to
include dozing offanywhere and everywhere.

Aisha’sa co-founder and editor of The Green Light. She’s studying
History, English Lit and Economics. In her spare time, she like to read
and sleep.

Narmeen’s an editor for The Green Light and currently studies English
Lit, History and RS. As well as her love for all things literature, she
enjoys things such as jewelry-making, crochet and mehndi design.

Yvonne enjoysreading and listening to music. Currently studying
English Lit, History, Chemistry,and German, Yvonne keeps herself sane
by frequently bleaching her hair and eating minstrels.

Anushaisin year 12. She has alwaysloved reading novels for
the escapism it offers and poetry for the themes that connectus.

Ruthis a year 12 student who's finally published her

poetrybook (yay!") If you couldn't tell already, she loves writing and
reading poems and hopes to become a successful poetlaterinthe
future.

Roxy is currently studying Biology, Chemistry and Maths. Alongside
playing the piano,arthasalwaysbeen one ofher favourite hobbies.

Emilyis studying Biology, Chemistry and English Lit. She loves the arts:
drama, plays, paintings, novels, poetry, films, architecture...to be
honest, shelikesa bit of everything.

Nell'sa complete space nerd and loves anything to do with astronomy,
as well as doing puzzles, reading and classical music. Her favourite
bookis The Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy by Douglas Adams, and
her favourite authors are probably Jane Austen and Philip Pullman.

Evieisa resident].B.Priestley hater and abhorrent poet.

Jessicalovesdrawingin her sketchbook and reading fantasy literature,
when she'snotstuckina reading slump.

Zoya enjoys writingidyllic descriptions especially of nature. She
enjoys drawing and her inspiration for these things is usually from
the want to create somethingbeautiful that she hasimagined and
thenactualizeitin physical form.

Iris’favourite books are the truly devious trilogy by Maureen Johnson.

Eleanorlovesreading,and her favorite author is Terry Partchett; she finds
him very witty,and hisbooks always make her laugh.

Overall, Rudralikes artistic activities, such as paintingand
writing. Also, theylovereading.
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The Thought of Minstrels

HOW TO GETINVOLVED

Application for GL Content Creators
Year 9 and above.

Send in an opinion piece to thegreenlight@aggs.bfet.uk

We are also looking for social media managers; if you're savvy with tech and good at being
popular, email us for an application form.

Submissions to The Glass Cabinet
Year 7 - Year 13

To submit any type of creativity to The Glass Cabinet, keep an eye out for notices for any
contests, or opportunities that will be running throughout the year.

For any queries, please don't hesitate to approach any of the Editors, our Arts Coordinator, or
email us at thegreenlight@aggs.bfet.uk.
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"so now I breathe in
buckets of sky
when it's white and vast
and empty..."
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