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‘The Green Light' is a literary magazine, intended as an outlet for the creativity
of students who are passionate about each edition’s chosen theme. This theme
for this edition, ‘Spectrum’, was chosen in order to pay homage to
neurodivergency awareness month. Below are some resources if you would like
to find out more about neurodiversity or seek any support.

A society providing support, information and

 National practical advice for more than 700,000 autistic
Autistic adults and children in the UK, as well as their three
Society million family members and carers.
https://www.autism.org.uk /
: A mental health charity aiming to offer support to
young people across the country.
https://www.mind.org.uk/

Kooth is a digital mental health support service. It

gives children and young people easy access to an
ﬂ Ht online community of peers and a team of
e experienced counsellors.
https: / /www.kooth.com/

A place built by those with ADHD for others with i,

A D H n @ aiming to spread awareness and provide support.

https://adhduk.co.uk/
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a first word from the editor
a foreword

Zaynab Behzad, Year 12

Dear reader,

Before we commence, we must address the proverbial elephant in the room; the
departure of Year 13 has meant we must, therefore, bid farewell to our esteemed
editors. Yvonne and Emily, we wish you the greatest success in your future endeavours
and hope our continuation of this literary magazine does justice to the legacy you have
left us. Your dedication to this magazine means every edition following will also be
credited to you and you will always be a part of the green light team, regardless of your
geographical location.

So now, it is my pleasure as Chief Editor to welcome you to the Summer 2024 edition of
The Green Light; ‘ Spectrum’.

This edition hones in on the diversity and creativity present within our school, and
showcases the experiences of those who are neurodiverse, in their own words. We at
‘The Green Light feel this is something which is not nearly spoken about enough and
have attempted to centralise the focus of this edition to do so. The representation of
those who are neurodiverse is something that I personally would love to have had lower
down in school, and I am sure many of you would agree with me. And so, I hope that this
edition in particular allows our readers to develop their understanding of
neurodiversity, and appreciate the plethora of talent present at AGGS, for a long time to
come.

The compilation of this edition was particularly enjoyable due to the abundance of both
artistic and literary expression available to us, and we hope that you could join us in
appreciating the time put in by all our content creators, artists and editors.

If youre new here, welcome! And if you're an avid reader of this well-established
magazine, thank you and welcome back to the Summer 2024 edition of ‘The Green
Light! Enjoy!

Foreword,
Zaynab Behzad



Artwork kindly provided by Zuha Waqar, Year 12



Light vision
“We didn't slow down. We couldn't slow down.”

Meghpori Chakraborty, Year 9

Our surroundings flew past us as we sailed through the air. As one, we hurtled forward with
admirable speed, everything around us blurred beyond recognition- completely
unidentifiable. We had only one destination in mind, and we sped towards it with

unwavering focus. This journey was one that I had never completed before, but I
had heard countless stories, enough to make me giddy with rushes of
excitement. But at the same time, I wasn't entirely sure what to expect

as we caught notice of the target

nearing. I braced with more than slight
nervousness for impact. [ had no idea

what kind of experience this was going

to be. So far, it was smooth-sailing, but this
was as one would expect - after all,

we were only travelling through air.

I could Only hope that we would be

met with no difficulty when getting in.

The large structure loomed just ahead of us.

We didn't know what exactly it was that we were

heading towards. Due to its dimensions, we were

unable to see the corners or edges of the shape, only the face we were set to collide with.
Perhaps it was a huge cube or pyramid; either way, its sheer size was intimidating. Straight in,
straight out. I repeated this mentally, as, undeterred, we caught one last glimpse of the vast
surface before we hit. The impact was jarring, and I felt myself momentarily spin out of control.
I realised worryingly that the same was happening to a few others; we were fanning out while
heading for the second barrier. Separation wasn't something I had expected to encounter, and
the slightest amount of apprehension slithered its way through me, but, following the example
of the others, I remained steadfast. Nobody could deny it if they tried, we were moving further
and further away from each other- careering through the clear material, no longer as a
uniform pack. Suppressing my doubts, I stayed firmly on track, not allowing myself to be
jostled out of order.

Light Vision
Meghpori Chakraborty



The second wall was fast approaching as our next target, and I readied myself once again
with a quick exhale and grimaced. We were moving with astonishing speed, and I felt a
rush of exhilaration pass through me in the moments just before my collision. We didn't
slow down. we couldn't slow down. When I hit, I felt a jerk forcing me out of my previous
position, speeding through the air in a completely different direction. I was still moving in a
straight line, only at a different angle. We were finally out of the constricting material, and I
felt an expected sense of freedom, until I spotted everyone else, far, far away from me. I
found it both terrifying and amazing to watch as we spread apart from each other, no
longer united and moving in the same direction. No longer as one.

In hindsight, I realise that the way that you would view this series of events is
entirely different to the way that experienced it. Gone would be the so
called 'pyramid’, replaced by a glass prism. Our sudden changes in

direction would be what you might
call refraction. Me? A singular
photon, one light particle. All of us
together making, initially, a steady
beam of pure, unfiltered white light,
before becoming the whole
spectrum of colours, spanning
even more than that that is

visible to your eyes.

Dispersion- a beautiful phenomenon

to witness, no matter what the context,

whether in the sky or in a laboratory. One of

the only moments to truly appreciate the

wonderful things that occur all the time, without

your notice, so often without your understanding of the kind of things I do to make them
happen. So complex, yet over in the blink of an eye. An entirely new concept unlocked by
one experiment, performed by one man, revealing to all of you the wide spectrum of
colours and the true nature of them.

Light Vision
Meghpori Chakraborty



I know somewhere is green

a poem

Ayanfe Odusoga, Year 12

[ know somewhere is green

But tonight, my home isn’t a home,

It's my body

Cumbersome and withered from the weight
Of my soul

My soul that is made from reaching and
Falling,

The women before me and the raw core of
my love

But where is my fault?

In my reaching or in my falling

[ think my fault is looking for green

In every inch of your being.

I unpack the moving boxes of your soul
Searching for that somewhere, that

Something

But in this digging, I forget that yours is not
The only home with green grass
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My first and final account: Masking
“A memory of this mask, and how I tried to break free”

Safa Saleem, Year 12
I ask myself once again: will they truly understand?
The pen scratched along the paper, in desperate need of an answer.

There are some days of acknowledgment from them, simply because they recognise me as a
person too. During those days, [ am able to take off this sweltering mask.

I'm not sure whether this is unfortunate or not, due to the way others in this world can be, yet
those days solely appear to be the days when we are together.

I vividly remember that particular day, when the snow swayed and descended onto the rooftops,
and the cars stood still, impatience lingering in the air — at present, I realise that I am grateful
for those moments of tranquillity, void of engines whirring.

We walked down the pavement together, trying our best to ignore the relentless chills clawing
at our faces and the imminent risk of slipping — it was unpleasant, to say the least — and I fear
that I felt too much (certainly more than they would) but perhaps the breeze on that day cooled
down the maska little.

And then the lengthy walk occurred once more, as we ambled home from school. Before we
were about to change routes, he clutched a pair of noise cancelling headphones, the labels
intact so they were clearly brand new. With that ceaselessly beaming smile, he had promptly
commented, “I know you don't talk about it a lot, but these should assist you when sound gets
too overwhelming. I hope they help!”

Speaking of school, it was another issue, but I kept telling myself that he would be there:

Back then, there were countless times when I felt their seemingly prolonged stares persuading
me to do something — to be like them, to not flinch when the noise was amplified too much, to
consistently be able to discern what was a joke and what wasn't, to be able to hold eye contact
with those I wasn't as familiar with, to not have to explain why sudden lack of personal space
was suffocating, such as when they simply attempted to get my attention by tapping my
shoulder a few times—

I'm certain that moving schools is difficult enough as a neurotypical, however, it's usually a
period to remember (potentially even more so) as someone with autism, depending on where
you are on the spectrum.

Masking
Safa Saleem
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Changes in general can be arduous to accustom to, especially when there are other issues, like
not knowing anyone as much as I'd have liked to, or not getting my timetable beforehand so I
could plan out the day — and most of all, not knowing where I was going — I could already feel
the embarrassment of practically walking around in circles, primarily because asking where to
go made me feel like nothing short of a fool. Initially, I knew that asking for directions wouldn’t
assist me in finding my way around the entire area, so it felt like a sacrifice due to showing how
I was clueless in the first place, more than anything else.

This branding of expectation is why I'm etching the words on this page now — it should serve
as a memory of this mask, and how I tried to break free, even if the world still grasps onto
prejudice and agonising misunderstanding. This is the part I've been waiting to write, and I
would like to cherish moments like this for an eternity — with him, I feel unrestrained, like the
mask has stopped burning to my core.

Previously, I felt as though I'd wrongly be perceived as someone, he would have to take care of
in a backhanded way, and yet he understands that I am capable like any other person, but my
so—called ‘flaws’ can be weighted in alternate ways — if they are so much as considered.
Nowadays, the scalding comes and goes, shunned away by my possession of a life which is
closer to the bare minimum — more people have heightened awareness that autism is a
spectrum, and how the unique combination of our qualities should be celebrated as well as
embraced, rather than misunderstood — their prejudice was the very thing which inflicted the
mask upon me, and I believe these burning scars will remain, but I know that they are scars
formed from my struggles as well as my efforts.

I turn back to the past again, currently appreciative of his efforts, through words as well as
actions.

Although his words came after my rather veiled meltdown, because of my previously dreaded
inability to mask my inner emotions (when the surroundings became overwhelming), I learnt to
wear my mask when faced with an unpredictable situation — well, until the asphyxiation
gradually pushed me to the edge. That irresistible coolness undulated as the mask dropped
beneath me, and I glimpsed at the world I so wanted to see as the individual I was, even if for a
mere moment.
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Maybe if I clutched the natural emotions I felt with enough affection, they wouldn’t conceal
themselves and depart again. They came, left, came, left — the same sequence hindered my
attempts to unmask. This persisted until I'd taken some time for myself, and I assume he
noticed since I was more distant than usual:

“I can't discern why it takes so much for them to understand and see the difference between
weakness and capability, since you're just as capable. Even if you look back on this once, please
remember that I will stand with you despite the flaws they assume you have — despite their
misunderstanding. [ hope you can learn to stand with yourself too, since it goes against any
person’s beliefs to see you like this. To see you sculpted into an individual you're not.”

At present, I lean on the silver gilded balcony railing, gazing at the first rainbow in a while.

I am older now, and consistently attempting to grasp on to this peace, so perhaps it won't slip
through my fingers anytime soon.

The rainbow bears all the signature colours, with the Sun beaming nearby, appreciative of the
spectrum forged by the rainbow — it reflects how we are, and have been for many years:
myself being another display of spectrums, and he is the Sun on its calmer days — warm
enough for comfort, and not scorching enough to burn like that tenacious mask.

I can only hope this the world will follow on and combat prejudice, despite the fact that my
time has diminished here — I sit on the spacious chair by the doorway, and my eyes close, the
colours still prancing within my mind.

I am liberated from the mask, I remind myself.

My final thought is a prayer that other neurodiverse people will be able to be rid of it much
sooner — and truly live their lives by doing so — and for everyone to be like the emancipator
he was to me.

To be someone who understands.

Authors note:

Through this piece, I have tried to portray neurodiversity in the most comprehensive way
possible. Whilst my writing could be an appropriate example of how to increase
understanding towards people with autism in particular, it has also been written to
convey how autism is on a spectrum (so can vary from person to person). Please be aware
that it cannot be generalised to everyone who is neurodiverse, it serves as a specific
example to raise awareness about neurodiversity to assist the goal of living in a world
with less marginalisation.

Masking
Safa Saleem



The evolution of light

an alternative take

Olivia Wang, Year 12

When a rainbow is seen in the sky on a sunny day, a young child would most likely tell you
that it was created by the sun and the rain occurring simultaneously. They may go on to
explain that it is because sunlight is comprised @f white light, which refracts through
raindrops to create the vision that appears in the sky.

The nature of the rainbow was not always such a commonly known fact; Newton’s ideas in
‘Opticks’, published in 1704, are the primary source of the child’s knowledge . But what was
thought of rainbows before Newton?

The first Greek philosophers, such as Aristotle, believed that “pure” light (the light from
the Sun) was fundamentally white or colourless and converted into, colour through
interaction with matter. This notion was later overturned in the‘late 1700s, by Dutch
mathematician and astronomer Christiaan Huygens, through the publication of his Traité
de la Lumiéere in 1690, which outlined the first detailed wave theory of light, allowing for
the derivation of the laws of reflection and refraction. Huygens’ wave theory became the
widely acknowledged theory of light, laying solid foundations for Newton’s scientific
discoveries.

Newton’s ‘Opticks’ detailed experiments on dispersion; the separation of light into a
spectrum of its component colours in his famous glass prism experiment. He also
demonstrated how the appearance of colour arose from selective absorption, reflection, or
transmission of the various component parts of the incident lightsWltimately, he argued
that light was a particle - a direct opposition of the prevailing wave theory.

With the emergence of the corpuscular theory, the scientific world was split, with no

movement towards any side. Until in 1803, Thomas Young proposed the double slit
experiment.

The evolution of light
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Young’s slit experiment was an incredibly simple yet elegant method of testing this
theory. He shone a monochromatic torch through a partition with two slits cut out of it.
The theory was that if light behaved like a wave, the troughs and crests of the light wave
would superimpose upon each other, causing an interference pattern of light and dark
bands on the wall behind it. Similarly, if light had particle characteristics, they would
move parallel to each’other, causing two simple strips of light on the wall. (Kipnis, 1991)
When Young conducted this experiment, the pattern on the wall was a series of light and
dark bands - the hallmark for wavelike behaviour. (Young, 1804) This revelation sent the
scientific world into a frenzy, due to the reason that Isaac Newton himself said his belief
in the particle theory. However, there was a problem. When other physicists performed
their own experiments, they found that shining a light on a material can in some cases
cause the material to ionise. This was not too startling a discovery, however, the way it
caused the material to ionise was all wrong, especially with the now widely accepted
wave theory of light, until a new character by the name of Max Plank joined in in 1900.
(Gribbon, 2012)

What Planck had discovered in his work in black-body radiation was an equation that
explained this phenomenon, though it only worked when viewing light as discrete energy
packets - the exact opposite to the wave theory and/the conclusion that Young’s slits
came to. This equation is E = hc/lambda, where h is Planck’s constant, 6.63x10™-34, c is
the speed of light and lambda is wavelength in metres. This unwelcome thought attracted
the attention of the young Albert Einstein who took this equation to new heights. He
introduced the idea of the discrete energy packet in Planck’s equation as a photon, a
particle of zero mass that constantly travels at the fastest speed in the world, 3x10™~8m/s
and derived two famous equations for light quanta:

Curiously, you may have noticed that in these three equations, all stereotypically
“particle” characteristics were on the right, such as energy and momentum, and all
“wavelike” behaviour is on the left such as wavelength and frequency. This is exactly what
French nobility Louis de Broglie found in 1925 in his doctoral thesis, winning the 1929
Nobel prize for it. He reasoned that as these properties are connected in these equations,
wave and particle behaviours are as intimately linked.

The evolution of light
Olivia Wang



Which brings us back to the double slit experiment. Now, /with the theory that light is
quantised if a single photon were fired at the slits, the photon would travel through one
of them and hit a point on the back wall. Obviously, if done again, that photon would
also hit some point. However, if done enough times, the physicists eventually saw the
same interference pattern from the wave-like behaviour show up.

As it turns out that if they were to repeat the same experiment again, knowing where
the photons from the earlier experiment wound up would in no way help deduce where
the next set of photons would end up.

New theories were instantly put together at this point, each trying to explain this
strange abnormality. One concluded that it was as if the photons, when shot through.as
a group, was influenced by the way that they should interact with each other, creating
the bands on the wall. The only way to explain this is if a wave passed through both slits
at the same time, interfered with itself and resolved down to a photon before hitting the
wall. This is called particle/wave duality. What is worse is that if you were to try and
decide which slit the photon passes through, to hit the wall, you would get two slits the
same shape as the slits on the partition. Which is exactly what Young would have
expected to have seen, should light behave like a particle. The mere act of seeing the
particle when it travels through the slits is enough to alter the path it was going to
take.

This astounding discovery led to a new branch of physics being developed - Quantum
Mechanics.

This article was inspired by a book called “In Search of Schrodinger's Cat” by John
Gribbon. It delves deeply into the world of quantum interpretations and light spectra.
As a result, I have decided to take on “Spectrum” from a more scientific approach, using
this book as a platform from which to conduct my own research into light phenomena.
Aside from Gribbon’s book, I also used Kipnis’ 1991 article titled “History of the Principle
of Interference of Light” published in Science Networks and Youngs original paper
detailing his experiment. I strongly recommend reading these sources if you found this
article interesting,

The evolution of light
Olivia Wang



Kaleidoscope

a poem

Sofia Jaberi, Year 10
In the palm's embrace,
a kaleidoscope twists,
Spinning colours , in a dance of existence.
Life's presence mix,
a kaleidoscope ticks,
Each rotation reveals a new instance.

People adapt to these shifting hues,

A kaleidoscope of humanity's views
Diverse and distinct, yet intertwined,
In unseen patterns, connections bind.

From every angle,
a spectrum unfolds,

A tapestry woven, stories untold.
Each soul a thread in this intricate weave,
In the mosaic of life, endlessly conceived.

So twirl the kaleidoscope,
witness the play,
In the symphony of existence's display.
For it's not just colours that captivate the sight,

But the diversity of souls, glowing bright.

Kaleidoscope
Sofia Jaberi



Hidden reflection
‘Who am I?

Hafsa Samad, Year 9

Who am I?

Such a crucial question demands further contemplation.

Am I merely a typical school student? Evidently, I am. Through the eyes of each person who /‘ﬂ}

spots me in my uniform. Does our clothing or manner of presentation define us? ®¢J i|
And the way in which we are viewed? Is it all about perspective? .
\—
Am I ambitious, or am [ compassionate because of my constant /
endeavours to assist and please others? Our actions undeniably .

influence our character.

If someone tells me [ am an unpleasant person, does their comment make

me one? Am I defined by others’ beliefs? Those who view me,

However sternly, through a different lens and see what I do not?

Am I purely what I see in the mirror, reflecting quite literally
everything that I am? It is said that the inside of a person is

generally a contrasting story.

So, do our stories build our character? Is the configuration of my
Personality my familiarities, history and involvements? It is
correct to say that experiences impart authority and individuality

to our actions and words.

Am [ what others regard me as, or am I physically myself in no \_x

more than appearance? After all, our identity is customarily no
more than passports, fingerprints and details. So, am I purely a

list of official facts?

Hidden reflection
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Who we truly are is rather dissimilar. Nobody else defines us; we

are inimitable, incomparable.

In truth, who we are is built upon the platform of who we wish
to be.
The most beautiful aspect of life is that we have separate days

to live it. Consequently, we can wake up each morning and embrace

> the choice to have a new mindset and objective. Nobody’s opinion has the
f:\ {\l‘\“\r\ capability to influence that.
¥\ NG

A JhN

~) Our personality is patently not what others perceive us as. Itis
irrational to believe that the entire world will regard us as flawless.

| We cannot impress everyone.

Likewise, our character is not dependent upon our failures

Fle
\ NA% and errors.

wf—“ Instead, our identity encompasses everything from our passions to our

—y

<
LA “.\ 1~ aspirations, in addition to everything we treasure. It significantly comprises what kind

NJ‘I of person we strive to become, what sort of legacy we wish to leave behind and how we

"ﬂ mature from our mistakes.

We retain the potential to refine our character through the course of our lives; our

decisions define us as well.
So, who am I?

Ultimately, the answer is anything and everything. My judgements,
impressions and beliefs. Every one of my desires and predilections.

My intentions and targets. My competency. Whatever inspires and motivates me.

I am everything I love and care about, as well as the entirety of what is important to me.

Everything that makes me extraordinary, individual and unique.

I am everything that empowers me enough to say...

“This is me.”

Hidden reflection
Hafsa Samad



The spectrum of genres and emotions

‘It’s almost as if we're being warned’

Suha Al Shareif, Year 9

There is a variety of genres in books and movies, which make
us experience a spectrum of emotions. We believe in a
simple formula; horror movies induce fear, comedy
causes joy, romance softens the heart...etc. Yet, when
we dig deeper, we realise that various genres can

lead to a plethora of expected, or unexpected feelings.

Take dystopian fiction for example, most dystopian
books are set in a derelict, futuristic world where people
are oppressed, or everything is in ruins. It's almost as if

were being warned of humanities’ future peril. It's even
in the name ‘Dystopia’, which comes from the Greek words

‘dus’ (bad) and ‘topos’ (place); it quite literally translates to ‘bad place'. So of course, the
expected emotions felt when reading dystopian fiction are sorrow and despair.

Take, for example, ‘The Maze Runner’ series. These novels take place after a deadly illness
has wiped out most of the planet's population, with the surviving few going to extreme
measures to find a cure and avoid the illness- even using the immune as test subjects.
Sounds pretty bleak, right?

Yet oddly, we feel hope when we read or watch dystopian books and films. Why?

Perhaps it is because by the end of the book or movie, the protagonist has managed to
save their world from imminent doom- or has died whilst nobly trying and so leaves a
legacy that lasts for years to come. This occurs in the bittersweet finale of the final The
Maze Runner book, ‘The Death Cure’. Despite several heartbreaking deaths, the surviving
characters finding a haven where they can rebuild society. So, if a world that's evil, ruined
and truly unsavable can be saved, then why can't ours be?

The differing feelings induced by a singular genre aren't just exclusive to the dystopian;
romantic comedies also evoke a range of emotions.

Within this genre, the person you are often dictates your opinion of it. Realists find rom-
coms shallow, and unrealistic. Shallow, as it is often believed rom coms do nothing to
enhance your intelligence. Unrealistic, as love does not solve all problems despite what
rom coms would have you believe.

The spectrum of genres and emotions
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These opinions must be kept in mind when discussing the renowned romantic comedy,
Clueless. At first glance, it would be simple to write off Clueless as another naive rom com
where the protagonists skip off into the sunset after a load of unnecessary fluff and
misunderstandings.

Yet, others revel in the soft beauty of romance and the cheerfulness of comedy. Romantic
comedies can evoke meaningful and weighty emotions such as hope and passion. However,
it is clear these emotions are evoked when one has a second viewing of Clueless. Yes, it
does take a painfully long time for the love interests to realize their love for each other-
but that's why Clueless is so adored. The protagonist goes through a journey of self-
discovery and faces many trials and tribulations, that have us cheering when she realizes
what she had been looking for was right in front of her eyes the whole time. It is the
definition of hope being inspiring. Hope, that one day we might all have such a grand love
story and find the perfect person.

So now that we have dug deeper, it's easy to see that it's not just a simple formula. That
each genre is unique and so is every individual. And that there is a wide spectrum of
emotions just waiting to be discovered, whether we expect them or not.

The spectrum of genres and emotions
Suha Al Shareif
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A Battle of Despair
a poem
Haya Al Sharief, Year 9
Flicked that lighter,
Hoping it would ignite her,
Chip away the frozen knots,
Of her icy heart of rot.
Burnt that skin,
Wishing it would melt her sin,
End the cold pain,
A monster of blue, slain.
Scorched her wrists,
Wanting it to torch her freezing fists,
Thinking it was never too late,
To sear away the hate.
Lit up her bearings,
Needing it to char her feelings,
Destroy her frosted destiny,

Make her finally happy.

A battle of despair
Haya Al Sharief
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BOOK RECOMMENDATIONS

The ‘Percy Jackson’ Series
by Rick Riordan
‘Percy Jackson'’ is a series of young adult
fantasy books that follow the adventures
of a young boy who learns that Greek
mythology is real. Riordan mixes
mythology and modern day challenges
perfectly in this heart warming series.

How (not) to be strong
by Alex Scott
Scotts’ memoir is an honest and raw yet
inspirational depiction of how to get
through life’'s many challenges. She
portrays how being vulnerable can be the
strongest thing you can do.

Convenience store woman
by Sayaka Murata

Keiko Furukura never felt accepted by
society until she began working at a
convenience store at 18 where she finally
found a purpose in her life, Convenience
Store Woman follows Keiko’s life and her
struggles between individuality and
societal expectations.

Under rose tainted skies
by Louise Gornall
Nora is a teenager who struggles with
anxiety, agoraphobia and OCD, Under
Rose-Tainted Skies explores what life is
like when dealing with various mental
health problems.

Geek Girl
by Holly Smale
Harriet Manners may be an expert at
random animal facts, but not so much at
social interactions. Inspired by the
author’s own experiences, Harriet’s rise
in fame as a model and the obstacles that
follow has also recently been turned into
a series on Netflix.

The adventures of Sherlock Holmes

by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle
A collection of twelve short stories
feature private detective Sherlock
Holmes and his friend Dr Watson as
they solve mysteries together with the
help of Sherlock's powers of
observation.

No One Is Too Small to Make a
Difference
by Greta Thunberg

Aged just 16, Greta Thunberg delivered
a speech at the UN Climate Action
Summit that cemented her position as
a powerful voice for young climate
activists globally. Open about her OCD
and Asperger’s syndrome, she calls
them her superpower rather than
something to suppress

Strong female character
by Fern Brady
A memoir about how autism affects
being the stereotypical woman that is
accepted by society and life in
general. ‘Strong Female Character’ is
brutally honest and dark but also
manages to be funny at the same time.

Fantastic Mr Fox

by Roald Dahl
Fantastic Mr Fox follows the story of
three farmers who set out to get
revenge on the fantastic ‘Mr Fox, a
clever fox who has been stealing food
from their farms. This short story is
the perfect way to relive the nostalgia
of childhood.

The Perks of being a wallflower
by Stephen Chbosky
This coming of age novel follows
Charlie’s experiences through high
school, friendship, love and loss.
Chbosky presents the complexities of
growing up through a series of letters.

Book recommendations



Nicole J (Y12)

Ayanfe Odusoga (Y12)
Safa Saleem (Y12)
Scarlett Hughes (Y12)

Olivia Wang (Y12)

Suha Al Sharief (Y9)
Haya Al Sharief, (Y9)

Meghpori Chakraborty (Y9)

Hafsa Samad (Y9)

Ishita Gupta (Y7)
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MEET THE TEAM

Content creators

Nicole is studying Biology, Chemistry and Geography. She's a big fan
of feminist Greek mythology retellings, and also loves baking scones
and spending time in nature

Ayanfe is the biggest fan of Lana Del Rey you'll ever meet and believes
she is basically Sylvia Plath if she had access to the notes app.

Safa is currently studying Biology, Chemistry and English Literature.
Her hobbies include working on novels and reading fiction, although
she finds it incredibly unfair that she can't set foot inside books
whenever necessary (all the time).

Scarlett loves both art and reading and is currently obsessed with
Biscoff spread, shopping on Vinted, and tiramisu.

Olivia is currently studying Maths, Further Maths, Physics and
Chemistry. She has recently developed a love for Lord of the Rings
and is currently reading Where the Crawdads Sing.

Suha is a politics and history lover who is passionate about the culture
of the Middle East, especially Palestine, her homeland.

Haya is a politics and poetry enthusiast who loves the work of her role
model the Palestinian poet Mahmoud Darwish.

Meghpori has always loved reading ever since she was little; her
favourite genres are detective fiction and thrillers (she especially likes
the Sherlock Holmes’s stories). She also loves maths and the sciences,
as well as playing the piano.

Hafsa loves reading adventure novels and her favourite subject is
Computing. She is also a guitarist who enjoys painting and sketching
in her spare

Ishita had a passion for art since the age of 3 and loved experimenting
with colour. In her spare time, she loves to game and read manga.



Editors

ZAYNAB B (Y12)

LILLY P (Y12)

Media and Art

CHI-YAN N (Y12)

Trusted Adult

MISS DEVLIN

With special thanks to....

YVONNE G ( EXY13)

EMILY T (EX Y13)

NELL W ( EX Y13)

MEET THE TEAM

The Big Dogs

Zaynab is studying English Lit, English Lang, and History. Safe to
say she lost her sanity a while ago.

Lilly studies English Lit, History and Psychology. In her spare time
she loves to read and write fiction, as well as listening to music in
her headphones so loud she'll probably go deaf soon.

Chi-Yan enjoys graphic novels, multipack children’s biscuits, video
essays and spending all his money on concerts. Their favourite
authors are Julia Armfield and Rick Riordan.

Trusted Adult, English teacher, crossword novice, music fan and
occasional jogger. Absolutely reads faster than she runs. Currently
reading: Prophet Song, Paul Lynch

Yvonne enjoyed reading and listening to music. She studied
English Lit, History, Chemistry, and German, Yvonne kept herself
sane by frequently bleaching her hair and eating minstrels.

Emily studied Biology, Chemistry and English Lit. She wasn’t too
sure why she chose to study STEM but embraced the chaos.

Nell was the TGL team's token STEM friend who somehow

infiltrated the inner circle to become our social media manager.
Nell's favourite book was The Hitchhiker's Guide to the Galaxy.

Meet the team 2 3



INGREDIENTS
(You'll need 3 times these ingredients
for six sponges)

Rainbow Cake

Rainbow cake recipe | Good Food (bbcgoodfood.com)

125g butter

225g self-raising flower

150g golden caster sugar

3 medium eggs

1 tsp baking powder

Pinch of salt

1tsp vanilla extract

1 tsp milk

Edible food colouring (red, orange,
yellow, green, blue, purple, pink)

METHOD

1.

24

Heat the oven to 180C/160C fan/gas 4. Butter 2 x 20cm round sandwich tins and line
the bases with baking parchment. Tip all the sponge ingredients, apart from the food
colouring, into a mixing bowl, then beat with an electric whisk until smooth.

Working quickly, weigh the mixture into another bowl to work out the total weight,
then weigh exactly half the mixture back into the mixing bowl. Pick two of your colours
and stir a little into each mix. Keep going until you are happy with the colour. Scrape
the different batters into the tins, trying to spread and smooth as much as possible, a
rubber spatula will help you. Bake on the same oven shelf for 15-20 mins until a skewer
poked into the middle comes out clean. Don't worry if the sponges are thin, there are
many layers.

Gently turn the cakes out onto a wire rack to cool. Wash the tins and bowls thoroughly,
and start again from step 1 - this time using another two colours. Unless youre making
the optional pink layer, repeat one more time to get 6 sponges, all of different colours.
Leave them all to cool.

To make the icing, very briefly beat the vanilla and soft cheese or mascarpone with an
electric whisk until smooth. Sift in the icing sugar and gently fold in with a spatula. Be
careful - the more you work it, the runnier it will get, increasing the chance of
splitting.

Smear a little icing on your cake stand or plate - just a splodge to stick the first sponge.
Start with the red, then spread with some icing right to the very edge. Repeat,
sandwiching on top the orange, yellow, green, blue and finally purple sponges. Spread
the remaining icing thickly all over the sides and top of the cake.

Rainbow Cake
Recipe


https://www.bbcgoodfood.com/recipes/rainbow-cake













ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

This project would not have been possible without the
generous help of:

Miss N Devlin (Trusted Adult)

Mrs V Brennan (Reprographics Technician)
The noise cancelling function on airpods
F10
All 17 seasons of ‘Taskmaster’

Mindful breathing exercises

HOW TO GET INVOLVED

Application for GL Content Creators
Year 9 and above.

Send in an opinion piece to thegreenlight@aggs.bright-futures.co.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.bright-futures.co.uk



mailto:thegreenlight@aggs.bright-futures.co.uk
mailto:thegreenlight@aggs.bright-futures.co.uk

“Let me be that I am, and seek
not to alter me.”
- William Shakespeare

Altrincham Grammar School For Girls” Student Literary Magazine | thegreenlight@aggs.bfet.uk
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