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	 It’s	the	end	of	the	academic	year	and	with	it,	the	final	BAISmag	that	I’ve	had	the	plea-
sure	to	edit.	This	issue	has	everything	you	need	to	get	you	through	the	finals	revision	period	(or	
perhaps	a	day	at	the	beach),	from	political	analysis	to	poetry.	There’s	even	some	summer	travel	
inspiration,	whether	you’re	into	adventure	and	adrenaline	(check	out	the	articles	on	Chernobyl	
and	Cambodia)	or	a	more	conventional,	calm	destination	(a	scenic	photo	spread	from	a	trip	to	
Porto,	Portugal).	I’d	like	to	thank	everyone	on	the	BAISmag	board	this	year	for	helping	to	pro-
duce	five	beautiful	issues,	in	particular	Natasya	for	her	incredible	graphic	design	skills.	I’m	also	
happy	to	announce	that	from	September,	Julia	Moore	will	be	the	new	Editor	in	Chief	and	Tim	
Jan	Rozendaal	will	be	the	new	Secretary	and	Treasurer.	I’m	sure	that	their	past	dedication	to	
the	magazine	will	mean	the	handover	will	be	a	great	success,	and	I’m	excited	to	see	what	they	
create!
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Elsa Court 
(Editor-in-Chief)

Dear  Readers, 



“My	biggest	hobby	is	inspiring	other	people	with	my	hobbies”
	 That	is	my	belief
“I’m	motivated	motivated	full	of	life”
	All	part	of	what	I	preach
“Loving	everyone	sets	you	free,	do	it	like	me!”
	 The	promise	of	salvation

I’m	constantly	filling	conversations	with	content.	
Until	initial	sensations	and	inspirations	become	mere	repetitions	of	words.
A	sermon	I	know	by	heart	but	ceased	to	feel.
Like	faith	becomes	religion	and	revolutions	become	institutions,
Enthusiasm	turns	into	arrogance	when	it’s	talked	about	more	than	it’s	lived.

By Sonja Muriel Plüss 

“arrogance”



	 I	 grew	 up	 in	 a	 place	 where	 humanity	 is	
trumped	by	ambition	 for	power	and	 territory.	From	
a	young	age,	I	watched	people	get	shot	and	collapse	
lifeless	 in	 the	dust.	When	 that	kind	of	 violence	 sur-
rounds	 you,	 life	 becomes	 meaningless.	 But	 that	
is	 how	 my	 life	 was	 built:	 amongst	 violence,	 pow-
er	 and	 poverty	 –	 things	 that	 can	 corrupt	 anyone.
	 At	 a	 very	 young	age,	 far	 too	 young	 to	 know	
how	to	make	the	right	decisions,	I	lived	on	the	streets	
of	San	Pedro	Sula	and	had	to	fend	for	myself.	I	 lived	
with	a	friend	of	mine,	who	was	like	my	brother,	and	
together,	we	would	walk	around	the	city	all	day	and	
well	into	the	night.		We	shared	whatever	we	had,	pro-
tected	each	other	and	survived	together.	Sometimes	
that	meant	assaulting	people	with	a	knife	and	forcing	
them	 to	 hand	 over	whatever	money	 they	 had,	 but	
more	 often	 than	 not	 it	was	 stealing	 a	mango	 here,	
some	chicken	there,	pickpocketing	a	telephone	to	sell	
for	a	few	lempiras	at	the	city	market.	 I’m	not	proud	
of	it,	but	I	was	young.	The	streets	of	Honduras	are	a	
rough	place	to	grow	up,	but	it	was	all	we	knew.	It	was	
fun,	exciting	even!	We	had	ultimate	freedom.	Running	
through	the	dusty	streets	of	San	Pedro,	we	were	care-
free	in	our	own	special	way.	We	had	a	river	to	bathe	
in,	 a	 sky	 full	 of	 stars	 to	 lie	 under	 and	watch	 as	we	

fell	asleep	each	night,	and	a	moon	guiding	our	path.
But	 one	 day,	 things	 started	 to	 turn	 sour.	 My	
friend	 had	 started	 stealing	 more	 expensive	
things	 and	 selling	 them.	 It	 made	 good	 mon-
ey,	 but	 it	 was	 risky	 and	 he	 made	 many	 enemies.	
	 One	 night	 he	 returned	 with	 a	 lot	 of	 mon-
ey.	 I	 didn’t	 ask	 how	he	 got	 it;	 it	was	 obviously	 sto-
len.	 The	 following	 evening,	 while	 we	 were	 sitting	
together	on	 the	 street,	 a	 car	 screeched	 to	a	halt	 in	
front	of	us,	and	before	we	knew	what	was	happen-
ing,	 several	 armed	men	 got	 out.	 They	 grabbed	 us,	
hands	over	our	mouths	 to	 stop	us	 from	crying	out,	
and	forced	us	 into	the	car.	The	doors	slammed	shut	
and	the	driver	started	driving	off	at	high	speed.	I	was	
in	too	much	shock	to	move	and	I	heard	a	skinny	bald	
man	next	to	me	say,	“We	need	to	finish	this	mission	
quickly,	we	have	another	one	in	the	other	neighbour-
hood	 tonight.	 We	 have	 to	 eliminate	 these	 pests!”
	 Panic	gripped	me,	my	whole	body	was	trem-
bling	and	I	felt	tears	of	terror	in	my	eyes.	All	I	remem-
ber	 from	 the	 car	 ride	 was	 paralyzing	 fear	 and	 the	
bodies	 of	 the	men	 surrounding	me	 and	my	 friend.
Several	 minutes	 later	 the	 car	 stopped	 and	
someone	 cried	 out,	 “Blindfold	 them!”	

The story of José Jacinto Reyes
 a Honduran street child

By José Jacinto Reyes and Antonia McGrath
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	 They	had	taken	us	to	a	bridge	over	a	river	in	
a	place	 far	 from	the	city.	Roughly,	 they	pulled	us	 to	
the	 edge.	 A	 lantern	 lit	 up	 our	 faces.	 I	 heard	 some-
one	flip	the	safety	off	on	their	gun.	I	was	sure	I	was	
going	 to	 die	 that	 night.	 Suddenly	 my	 friend	 whis-
pered	to	me,	“Tienes	que	saltar!”	You	have	to	jump!
	 He	ran	towards	the	men	and	shouted	back	to	
me,	“Salta!”	Jump!	As	I	heard	the	first	gunshot,	I	leapt	
off	the	bridge.	As	I	fell,	I	heard	three	more	shots	and	
then	 the	water	 engulfed	me.	 I	 swam,	 down,	 down,	
down,	my	arms	pushing	me	forwards	as	fast	as	I	could,	
still	holding	my	breath	and	 traveling	along	with	 the	
river’s	current	so	that	 I	would	go	 faster	still.	After	a	
while,	I	couldn’t	hold	my	breath	any	longer	and	I	came	
up	for	air.	I	heard	more	shots,	directed	at	me	from	the	
bridge,	and	I	dived	down	again.	I	swam	further	and	fur-
ther	away,	disappearing	into	the	darkness,	and	even-
tually	 swam	to	 shore,	gasping	 for	air.	My	heart	was	
beating	fast,	my	legs	and	arms	were	shaking	and	my	
thoughts	were	barely	coherent.	I	had	no	idea	where	
my	friend	was.	But	I	couldn’t	stay	there.	I	decided	my	
best	 option	was	 to	walk	 through	 the	 fields,	 hidden	

by	the	darkness,	and	try	to	find	somewhere	to	rest.
	 I	didn’t	realize	until	 I	 tried	to	stand	up	that	 I	
was	 injured.	My	right	 foot	was	on	fire.	 I	bent	down	
to	touch	it	and	felt	blood	-	everywhere.	I	didn’t	know	
where	to	find	help.	 I	was	seven	years	old	and	alone	
in	the	darkness	with	a	bullet	wound	in	my	foot.	The	
pain	 was	 excruciating	 and	 I	 made	 slow	 progress
	 I	 spotted	 a	 small	 house	 and	 the	 wom-
an	 inside	 helped	me.	 The	 next	 day	 she	 took	me	 to	
the	 hospital.	 The	 doctor	 patched	 up	 my	 wound	
and	 told	 me	 to	 go	 home.	 And	 so,	 with	 my	 foot	
still	 in	 bandages,	 I	 went	 back	 to	 the	 streets.
I	 never	 found	 my	 friend.	
	 Now	I	am	a	cabinet	maker	and	I	have	a	daugh-
ter	to	take	care	of;	I	want	to	give	her	all	the	opportu-
nities	that	I	never	had.	It	has	been	a	long	process	to	
get	to	where	I	am	now.	Most	kids	who	grew	up	like	I	
did	don’t	make	it	past	18.	And	if	they	do,	they	become	
drug	addicts,	criminals,	and	gang	members	because	
it’s	 the	only	 choice	 they	have.	 I	 got	 lucky.	One	day,	
I’d	love	to	go	to	university,	but	right	now	it’s	too	ex-
pensive.	But	I’m	happy.	And,	somehow,	I’m	still	alive.

José believes the men who tried to kill him and his friend were part of the death squads that used to operate 
in Honduras. The killing of street children was purportedly part of a “social cleansing” program. 
Now, alongside his work as a carpenter, José volunteers for the charity educate., believing that only educa-
tion can create long-lasting change for Honduras’ youth. educate. is a registered charity in Scotland and was 
co-founded by Leiden University student Antonia McGrath. Find out more at www.educate-ngo.com.

- 5 - 



	 This	 April’s	 Friday	 the	 13th	 surely	
seems	like	a	very	unfortunate	day	for	the	peo-
ple	who	 hoped	 that	 Trump	would	 drain	 the	
swamp.	It’s	been	exactly	a	year	since	Trump’s	
last	 air-strike	 in	 Syria,	 during	 which	 we	 saw	
similar	 reacti	ons	 like	 to	 the	2018	one.	Many	
famous	Trump	supporters	jumped	the	‘Trump	
train’	 and	 Trump	 tried	 to	 justi	fy	 the	 strike,	
citi	ng	 the	 alleged	 chemical	 att	ack	 carried	
out	 by	 Assad.	Whether	 Assad	 did	 carry	 out	
an	att	ack	or	not	however	wasn’t	 relevant	 to	
the	complaints	coming	from	his	core	base	of	
supporters,	the	base	that	carried	him	through	
the	 primaries	 and	 into	 the	 White	 House.	
The	 relevant	 factor	was	 that	Trump	acted	at	
all,	 even	 though	 he	 promised	 to	 do	 the	 op-
posite.	 At	 this	 point,	 a	 rift		 is	 being	 formed,	
dividing	 Trump’s	 base	 and	 changing	 his	 po-
liti	cal	 movement.	 The	 questi	on	 is	 whether	
Trump	will	 try	 to	 fulfi	l	 his	 isolati	onist	 prom-
ises,	or	whether	he	will	 take	 the	path	of	ev-

ery	 republican	president	 since	 the	 cold	war:	
the	 interventi	onist	 neo-conservati	ve	 path.
	 All	evidence	seems	to	suggest	that	the	
strikes	in	Syria	were	a	betrayal	of	the	promise	
the	 Trump	 gave	 to	 his	 voters.	 Trump’s	 take-
over	of	the	GOP	depended	on	a	desire	to	put	
a	stop	to	globalism,	an	idea	that	the	Washing-
ton	must	prioriti	ze	the	 interests	of	everyone	
around	the	world	as	much	as	the	interests	of	
the	US	citi	zens.This	didn’t	 resonate	 just	with	
the	working	class,		but	with	a	larger	segment	
of	the	‘silent	majority’	who	also	had	enough	of	
seeing	the	government	concern	itself	with	in-
ternati	onal	issues	while	there	were	dire	prob-
lems	at	home.	Isolati	onism	became	the	major-
ity	opinion	amongst	disillusioned	Americans,	
and	 Trump	 knew	 this	 and	 capitalized	 on	 it.	
He	 said	 he	 too	 was	 ti	red	 of	 seeing	 tax-
es	 go	 to	 waste	 on	 wars	 and	 coups	 in	 the	
middle	 east	 which	 only	 destabilized	 the	
region	 and	 harmed	 America’s	 presti	ge.	

Which way, Mr. President?
The recent US airstrike in Syria puts into question Trump’s com-

mitment to non-interventionism
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That’s	why	there	sti	ll	are	Trump’s	old	tweets	crit-
icising	Obama	for	acti	ng	in	Syria	without	con-
gressional	approval	or	criti	cising	him	for	 tak-
ing	any	sort	of	acti	on	in	Syria	at	all.	So,	beyond	
any	 reasonable	 doubt,	 Trump	 did	walk	 back	
on	his	 key	promises,	 no	matt	er	what	 relent-
less	Trump	loyalists	say.	But	why	did	he	do	so?
	 Donald	 Trump	 has	 been	 president	
for	 more	 than	 a	 year	 now,	 which	might	 ex-
plain	why	his	acti	ons	have	so	 far	been	quite	
diff	erent	 from	his	 promises.	We	are	used	 to	
seeing	many	politi	cians	change	from	being	a	
candidate	 to	 a	 public	 offi		cial,	 and	without	 a	
doubt	 that’s	part	of	 the	explanati	on	 for	why	
the	 strike	 took	 place.	 Aft	er	 all,	 even	George	
W.	Bush	ran	as	a	non-interventi	onist,	only	to	
later	lead	America	into	a	war	in	Iraq.	Realpo-
liti	k,	pressure	of	the	internati	onal	community,	
and	the	need	to	appease	certain	special	inter-
ests	always	makes	delivery	of	 such	promises	

very	 diffi		cult.	 But	 the	 concern	 over	 Trump’s	
change	 in	 directi	on	 doesn’t	 end	 there.	 It	
starts	 much	 earlier,	 when	 Jared	 Kushner,	
Trump’s	 son	 in	 law	 and	 senior	 advisor,	 won	
in	a	power	struggle	with	Steve	Bannon,	who	
eventually	 had	 to	 leave	 the	White	House.	 It	
was	 a	 clear	 victory	 of	 a	 globalist	 over	 a	 na-
ti	onalist,	and	a	red	alert	for	many	supporters	
that	 Trump’s	 policy	 towards	 isolati	onism	 is	
shift	ing,	and	the	2017	strike	on	Syria	isn’t	the	
excepti	on.	 The	 appointment	 of	 John	 Bolton,	
a	notorious	neo-conservati	ve	and	a	harsh	in-
terventi	onist	this	year	singled	this	even	more.	
At	this	point,	we	must	seriously	ask	whether	
Trump	 is	sti	ll	only	being	pragmati	c	and	mak-
ing	compromise	with	neo-conservati	ves	only	
to	 eventually	 ‘Make	 America	 Great	 Again’?	
Or,	 is	 he	 genuinely	 shift	ing	 the	 directi	on	 of	
his	 administrati	on	 to	 go	 in	 the	 footsteps	
of	 all	 the	previous	ones?	Only	ti	me	will	 tell.

By Hugo Chadima

Which way, Mr. President?
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	 During	 a	 public	 discussion	 on	 diverse	
leadership	 organized	 by	 Leiden	 University’s	 di-
versity	 office,	 several	 Afro	 students	 asked	 the	
panelists	 questions	 about	how	 to	deal	with	 ra-
cial	 microaggressions	 and	 unequal	 privilege	
that	prevails	within	their	studies.	It	 is	questions	
like	 these	 that	mean	 a	 group	 of	 Afro	 students	
(Afro	 Student	 Association)	 regularly	 meet	 to	
exchange	 their	 experiences	 with	 racial	 micro-
aggressions	 and	 to	 find	 possible	 solutions.	 By	
listening	 to	 these	 students	 and	 observing	 the	
BAIS	program,	 it	becomes	evident	 that	 there	 is	
disconnect	 between	 the	 superficial	 overrepre-
sentation	 of	 Black	 people	 in	 BAIS	 and	 a	 reality	
in	 which	 Black	 people	 are	 misrepresented.	 It	
is	 important	 to	 address	 this	 issue,	 as	 students	
have	 a	 right	 to	 a	 safe	 learning	 environment.
	 BAIS	 is	 celebrated	 for	 its	 diverse	 stu-
dent	 body;	 however,	 the	 implications	 of	 prej-
udice	 based	 on	 race	 that	 come	 along	 are	
not	 addressed.	 	 How	 diverse	 can	 the	 pro-
gram	 really	 be	 when	 Black	 students	 are	 used	
to	 promote	 the	 image	 of	 diversity	 yet	 their	
perspectives	 and	 concerns	 are	 neglected?

H y p e r v i s i b i l i t y
What	makes	 the	BAIS	program	at	 LU	stand	out	
is	 that	 it	 is	 characterized	 by	 a	 diverse	 student	
body.Taking	into	account	the	international	target	
group	of	BAIS,	multileveled	diversity	 is	a	goal	 is	
necessary	 to	 achieve.	 It	 seems	 that	 the	 aspira-
tion	of	BAIS	is	to	give	students	the	opportunity	to	
explore	new	grounds	by	bringing	in	people	from	

all	backgrounds	and	allowing	these	individuals	to	
introduce	their	ideas,	experiences,	and	perspec-
tives	 in	the	classroom.	To	achieve	this	goal	 it	 is	
important	 to	 understand	 the	 true	 implications	
of	 diversity	 and	 inclusivity.	Meaning	 that	diver-
sity	 requires	 the	 active	 involvement	 and	 inclu-
sion	of	people,	their	experiences	and	their	ideas.
	 The	University	has	commissions,	such	as	
the	diversity	office,	that	aim	to	diversify	the	insti-
tution	and	address	the	afore-mentioned	issues,	
yet	is	not	targeting	BAIS	in	particular.	This,	how-
ever,	is	necessary.	Judging	from	BAIS’	social	me-
dia	outlets	and	pamphlets,	one	may	receive	the	
impression	 that	 the	goal	of	diversity	 and	 inclu-
sion	has	already	been	achieved,	as	the	images	on	
these	platforms	are	filled	with	Students	of	Color.	
In	most	of	the	pictures,	a	Black	person	is	at	the	
center,	 which	 portrays	 a	 certain	 care	 and	 con-
cern	 for	 this	 group	 of	 historically	 marginalized	
people.	Yet,	these	visuals	do	not	reflect	the	reali-
ty	as	the	images	used	by	the	program	contain	an	
overrepresentation	of	black	students,	insinuating	
a	 level	of	diversity	 that	has	yet	 to	be	achieved.
	 The	 problem	 is	 that	 these	 are	 not	 just	
pictures	on	a	website.	Rather	these	pictures	cre-
ate	a	narrative	of	utopia,	one	 that	 implies	 that	
there	is	a	platform	for	equal	interactions,	ideas,	
and	experiences.	The	hypervisibility	of	Black	stu-
dents	 is	 used	 as	 a	 tool	 to	 legitimize	 the	 claim	
and	 idea	of	diversity	of	 this	campus.	These	 im-
ages	 exploit	 Black	 bodies	 to	 visualize	 and	 em-
phasize	the	idea	of	a	diverse	and	inclusive	space.	
Yet,	 this	 image	 does	 not	 coincide	 with	 reality.

It is not our differences that divide us. It is 
our inability to recognize, accept, and celebrate 
those differences.

- Audre Lorde

Uncovering the Diversity of 
B A I S
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I n v i s i b i l i t y
The	 reality	 is	 that	 the	 actual	 representation	 of	
Black	perspectives	and	people	in	BAIS	remain	in-
visible.	Yes,	there	are	a	number	of	Afro	students	in	
the	program.	Within	the	teaching	staff	however,	
there	is	one	Black	lecturer	but	no	Black	associate	
professors	and	not	a	single	Black	tutor	or	student	
advisor.	Similarly,	this	holds	for	the	curricula	and	
the	way	that	Black	people	are	underrepresented	
in	case	studies	or	on	reading	lists	(e.g.	high	pro-
file	scholars	such	as	Cheick	Anta	Diops’	Origin	of	
the	African	Civilization	 are	 not	 considered	 aca-
demic).	Rather,	courses	such	as	Cultural	Studies	
teach	 that	 “race	 is	 a	 social	 construct”,	missing	
to	 address	 how	 this	 “social	 construct”	 is	 hurt-
ing	 and	 disadvantaging	 Black	 people,	 including	
BAIS’	Afro	students.	This	is	problematic,	because	
BAIS	prides	itself	with	being	diverse;	meanwhile,,	
there	are	no	programs	or	people	that	can	speak	
to	 the	 protection	 of	 Black	 students,	 as	 a	 non-
Black	person	will	never	fully	understand	the	ra-
cial	microaggressions	Black	people	 confront	on	
a	daily	basis.	Thus	there	is	a	need	for	Black	rep-
resentatives	 that	 support	 Afro	 students	 while	
they	 navigate	 unequal	 power	 structures	 with-
in	predominantly	white	 institutions	 such	as	 LU.
Now	 we	 find	 ourselves	 in	 between	 the	 para-
dox	 of	 hypervisibility	 of	 the	 Black	 students	 in	
the	 representation	 and	 the	 invisibility	 of	 their	
experiences,concerns,	 and	 representation	 in	
the	 curriculum	 and	 teaching	 staff.	 This	 para-
dox	 creates	 an	obstacle	 that	 stands	 in	 the	way	

of	achieving	actual	diversity	 in	the	BAIS	course.	
In	order	to	tackle	this	discrepancy,	the	program	
management	needs	to	address	diversity	as	an	is-
sue	that	goes	beyond	the	implicit	promotion	in	
pictures	 on	 BAIS	 online	 sites.Thus,	 diversity	 ur-
gently	needs	to	become	a	point	on	BAIS	agenda.

As	 Audre	 Lorde	 says,	 “It	 is	 not	 our	 differences	
that	 divide	 us.	 It	 is	 our	 inability	 to	 recognize,	
accept,	 and	 celebrate	 those	 differences.”	 From	
this	we	can	draw	that	firstly,	there	must	be	a	rec-
ognition	that	the	experiences	of	Black	students	
are	different.	By	adapting	a	lens	that	is	blind	to	
race	 differences,	 we	 fail	 to	 tackle	 the	 inequal-
ities	 and	difficulties	 that	 come	with	 it.	 Instead,	
by	 recognizing	 our	 differences,	 BAIS	 can	 start	
to	 implement	 structures	 of	 equity	 that	 leadto	
a	more	 diverse	 and	 inclusive	 program.	 Policies	
like	mentorships	 or	 support	 groups	 specifically	
for	minorities	can	help	them	to	better	navigate	
the	 unequal	 power	 structures	 that	 they	 face.	
Secondly,	 there	 is	 a	need	 to	diversify	 the	body	
of	 educators	 to	 ensure	 that	 a	 diverse	 range	 of	
perspectives	 are	 included.	 Staff	 should	 also	 be	
prepared	and	trained	to	teach	inclusively.		More-
over,	the	curriculum	should	be	more	inclusive	to	
Black	scholars.	Ultimately,	the	university	should	
be	 a	 safe	 space	 where	 Black	 students	 should	
be	able	 to	write,	 say,	or	be	who	 they	are,	 thus	
adequate	measures	 to	achieve	 this	goal	 should	
be	 implemented	 rather	 than	 just	 using	 our	
Blackness	 to	 promote	 an	 illusion	 of	 diversity.

Hypervisibility
The processes that produces the overrepresentation of certain images of blacks and the visual preva-
lence of these images in public culture (Nicole R. Fleewood, Troubling Vision : Performance, Visuality, and 
Blackness).

Microaggression
A comment or action that subtly and often unconsciously or unintentionally expresses a prejudiced atti-
tude toward a member of a marginalized group, such as a racial minority (Meriam Webster).

BY Lis Camelia and Marny Garcia
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	 In	the	summer	of	2017,	I	took	a	bold	step.	
A	step	that,	to	be	fair	with	you,	asked	for	courage	
and	went	hand	in	hand	with	a	lot	of	doubt.	Name-
ly,	 I	was	about	 to	 say	goodbye	 to	 something	 that	
had	 tacitly	 become	 an	 integral	 part	 of	 my	 life:	
Facebook.	 ‘But	what	 is	 the	point?	You	can	always	
reactivate	your	account,	right?’	was	the	reaction	I	
often	got.	Actually,	the	answer	is	’no’.	I	did	not	de-
activate	my	account,	but	I	deleted	it,	irreversibly.	I	
tried	 the	 former	possibility	a	couple	of	times	and	
eventually	always	gave	in	to	the	temptation	of	re-
activating	 my	 account.	 I	 came	 to	 realize	 that	 if	 I	
truly	wanted	 to	 succeed	 in	 the	process	 of	what	 I	
have	dubbed	‘deFacebookinization’,	 I	had	to	erad-
icate	the	very	roots	of	my	Facebook-centered	life.	
	 So,	 what	 is	 life	 without	 Facebook	 like?	 In	
some	sense,	I	would	like	to	answer	that	life	without	
Facebook	is	totally	amazing,	how	much	time	there	
is	left	for	other,	more	productive	activities	and	how	
strong	and	proud	I	feel	about	taking	such	a	decision	
all	by	myself.	Although	there	is	some	truth	to	this,	
I	must	confess	that	it	has	not	been	that	straightfor-
ward.	The	last	couple	of	months,	I	have	genuinely	
lived	through	some	sort	of	rehabilitation.	There	have	
been	times	that	I	was	on	the	verge	of	reactivating	
my	account,	for	it	takes	a	while	before	your	account	
is	 truly	gone.	Quite	a	 lot	of	new	people	have	en-
tered	my	life	recently,	and	sometimes	I	am	secretly	
still	wondering	what	their	Facebook	profile	would	
look	 like.	 I’ll	 never	find	out.	 In	 the	end,	 though,	 I	
do	 prefer	 a	 life	without	 Facebook,	 since	 it	 opens	
up	many	new	doors.	However,	‘deFacebookinizing’	
my	life,	was	far	from	a	straightforward	enterprise.
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	 Now,	nothing	can	be	reversed	anymore:	the	process	of	deleting	my	account	has	been	
completed	and	I	deliberately	decided	to	not	make	any	back-ups.	I	do	think,	in	hindsight,	that	Face-
book	had	become	some	sort	of	addiction:	it	just	went	without	saying,	I	needed	it,	without	asking	
myself	for	what	purpose	exactly.	That	is	what	addiction	must	be	like,	and	now	I	know	as	well	from	
experience	how	hard	it	is	to	rid	yourself	of	an	addiction.	It	genuinely	took	time	to	get	used	to	a	life	
without	Facebook.	Once	it	settled,	however,	I	quickly	realized	that	I	had	made	a	wise	decision.	
	 What	 are	 the	benefits	 of	 a	 life	without	 Facebook?	Generally	 speaking,	my	personal	
relationships	have	become	better	than	they	were	before,	and	although	I	do	not	have	clear	evi-
dence	for	this,	I	surmise	that	deleting	Facebook	has	played	a	role	in	this	positive	development.	
I	now	undertake	active	efforts	to	live	a	genuinely	social	life,	in	which	I	meet	people,	and	talk,	
discuss	or	argue	with	them	in	person.	On	Facebook,	we	rather	live	a	sort	of	virtual	social	life.	I	
messaged	actively	with	others,	liked	their	pictures,	tagged	them	and	mentioned	their	names	
when	I	encountered	something	that	they	ought	to	know.	Too	often,	for	all	that,	I	forgot	to	main-
tain	these	relationships	in	real	life.	From	a	practical	point	of	view,,	deleting	my	Facebook	ac-
count	did	not	cause	any	inconvenience.	Possibilities	of	digital	communications,	namely	are	am-
ple:	Whatsapp,	iMessage,	Facetime,	and	a	very	old-fashioned	email	also	still	works	very	well.
	 Does	 all	 this	 mean	 that	 I	 would	 advocate	 for	 a	 world	 without	 Facebook?	 Well,	
not	 quite.	 Some	 people	 may	 just	 enjoy	 being	 on	 Facebook	 or	 they	 actually	 do	 need	 it	
for	 practical	 reasons.	 I	 believe	 that	 this	 differs	 from	person	 to	person.	 To	me,	 the	decision	
to	 live	 my	 life	 henceforth	 without	 Facebook	 has	 turned	 out	 to	 be	 one	 for	 the	 good.	 But	
what	applies	 to	me,	does	not	go	 for	everyone.	With	 that,	 I	have	 to	wrap	up	my	story.	And	
if	 you	happen	 to	enjoy	 reading	BAISMAG,	 then	please	don’t	 forget	 to	 like	us	on	Facebook!

de facebookization
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 The burnt out carcass of Grenfell Tower is a 
stark reminder of how London fails its working class-
es. I come from Shepherd’s Bush, just beside Kens-
ington, one of the most expensive neighbourhoods 
in London. On June 14th last year, a fire began in one 
of the council block towers, killing 71 people. It was a 
tower block like any other tower block in the area that 
I had never really noticed. But now it seems to peek 
out from behind other buildings like an accusing fin-
ger. The cladding used on the outside of the building 
did not meet health and safety regulations, which al-
lowed the fire to spread quickly up the side of the tow-
er. And if that isn’t bad enough, of the 209 households 
displaced by the fire, 185 have accepted the offer of 
temporary or permanent rehousing, though only 126 
have moved in and a further 24 households are still 
living in hotels, despite the local council claiming that 
they had bought 307 good quality homes in the area. 
 Crime is also getting worse in London - most-
ly it’s getting worse for the working classes. A few 
weeks ago, six people were stabbed within 90 min-
utes in London. The week before, a 17 year old girl 
was mistakenly shot dead by a gang outside Mc-
Donalds. So far, this year has been the most vio-
lent in London since 2005. In the first 100 days, 52 
people have died, most of which have been under 
the age of 30, male. 22 out of those who have had 
a photo released are black.  Everybody blames ev-
eryone else for the spike in crime. The Conservative 
Party blames the current mayor of London, Sadiq 
Khan. The mayor blames police cuts. The chief of 
police blames social media. And social media us-
ers blame a variety of others, including the gov-
ernment, black communities and white hegemony. 
 Disasters like Grenfell and the rise in crime 
happen to the lowest and most disenfranchised peo-
ple of London’s population, to those who are most 
vulnerable to the constant cuts in government spend-
ing and complacency on the part of the wider public. 

Government cuts have affected vast swathes of social 
services, meaning that community centres (which 
would keep kids off the streets) have been closed 
down, and basic community services, such as public 
playgrounds, are at risk of falling into neglect due to 
the government axing spending. Though this would 
not be such a big deal to the average university stu-
dent, it means a lot for a kid with few options. Many 
of the youth who attended these clubs come from 
the lowest rungs of society and from broken families. 
In London, so called “affordable” housing is unafford-
able, and cuts to state school funding have been un-
precedented. Theresa May has now proposed scrap-
ping free school lunches. Failure rates are high, and 
there are few opportunities for success. At one high 
school near my house, the posters for “star students” 
are those that got 3 Cs at A level (exams in the final 
year of secondary school). With grades like those, 
a student can’t hope to get into a good university. 
	 In	this	vacuum	of	opportunities,	many	turn	to	
gangs	in	their	area.	What	you	feel	a	part	of	is	not	your	
school	or	your	youth	club,	but	your	postcode.	Postcode	
wars,	where	kids	from	different	areas	clash,	are	a	valid	
reason	to	get	stabbed.	For	a	whole	class	of	people,	it	
is	normal	to	go	to	prison.	In	fact,	it	is	more	common	to	
go	to	prison	than	not	to	go	to	prison.	Worse	yet,	knife	
crime	 is	 an	 everyday	 occurance.	 Cuts	 to	 the	 police	
force	and	ending	the	“stop	and	search”	policies	have	
aggravated	the	situation.	Stop	and	search	allowed	the	
police	to	stop	and	search	anyone	who	they	deemed	
might	be	carrying	a	weapon	or	illegal	substances,	but	
faced	a	huge	backlash	after	it	surfaced	that	they	were	
disproportionately	 targeting	black	people.	The	 spike	
in	violence	can	also	be	partially	attributed	to	humil-
iation	 on	 social	 media.	 Because	 of	 the	 far-reaching	
range	of	social	media,	being	stabbed	or	getting	 in	a	
fight	which	finds	its	way	to	social	media	creates	a	plat-
form	which	enhances	the	need	for	people	to	retaliate.

By Gemma La Guardia

After Grenfell, who’s left standing?
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However,	 these	 are	 not	 answers	 to	 the	 question	 as	
to	 why	 youths	 are	 carrying	 knives.	 Putting	 more	
police	 on	 the	 streets	 and	 policing	 Facebook	 and	
Instagram	 isn’t	 going	 to	 solve	 the	 actual	 prob-
lem	 that	 we	 have	 in	 London:	 that	 we	 live	 in	 a	 city	
of	 vastly	 different	 realities	-	 the	 poor	 and	 the	 rich.
In	the	same	way,	Grenfell	 is	 linked	to	the	 lack	of	 in-
vestment	 into	 these	 communities.	 Hundreds	 of	
other	 buildings	 are	 built	 with	 the	 same	 shoddy	
cladding	 as	 Grenfell,	 putting	 the	 lives	 of	 hundreds,	
perhaps	 thousands	 at	 risk.	 Though	 the	 local	 gov-
ernment	 recently	 confirmed	 that	 the	 survivors	 of	
the	 blaze	 will	 have	 the	 final	 say	 over	 the	 future	 of	
the	 site,	 and	 that	 it	would	 be	 turned	 into	 a	monu-
ment	 to	 the	dead,	 it	would	 not	 surprise	me	 if	 they	
backtrack	 on	 this	 and	 allow	 private	 developers	 to	
enter	 the	 arena	 to	buy	up	 the	 land.	After	 all,	 Kens-
ington	is	one	of	the	most	desirable	areas	of	London.	
	 What	needs	to	be	done	is	threefold:	firstly,	the	
House	of	Commons,	the	mayor	and	the	police	force	
need	to	stop	pointing	fingers	and	arguing	about	party	
politics,	 and	 act.	 This	 isn’t	 about	 Labour	 or	 Conser-
vative	policies.	 This	 is	 about	 London.	We	are	proud	
people,	but	can	we	really	hold	our	heads	high	when	
all	we	do	is	make	excuses	for	the	underlying	problem	
that	we	 just	don’t	 care	 that	much	about	 the	others	
in	 our	 own	 city?	 Invest	 money	 into	 our	 communi-

ties	and	give	them	opportunities.	Put	more	 into	the	
schools,	 open	 the	 community	 centres,	 and	 make	
housing	 affordable	 again.	 The	 youth	 of	 London	 are	
the	future	of	the	city,	and	to	neglect	them	now	is	to	
neglect	the	city’s	future.	The	working	class	of	London	
are	much	more	important	to	the	life	of	the	city	than	
Russian	 oligarchs	 who	 are	 nabbing	 up	 apartments	
as	 holiday	 homes	 a	 kilometre	 away	 from	 Grenfell.	
	 Secondly,	for	the	media:	stop	the	negative	por-
trayals.	Stop	telling	young	black	kids	that	their	future	
is	 in	 drug	dealing	 and	gangs.	 If	 you	portray	 rappers	
who	have	turned	their	lives	around	from	drug	dealing	
and	have	been	given	an	award	by	the	Queen,	such	as	
Wiley,	as	a	criminal,	you	will	perpetuate	the	negative	
images.	 Instead,	 put	 them	on	 a	 pedestal.	 Celebrate	
their	 success.	 Show	 the	 youth	 that	 there	 is	 a	 path	
to	 success	 and	 money	 that	 doesn’t	 involve	 crime.	
Lastly,	to	all	of	those	in	the	middle	classes,	and	par-
ticularly	the	youth:	don’t	just	appropriate	the	music,	
the	adidas	and	the	tracksuit	for	the	sake	of	being	cool.	
Going	to	Carnival	is	fun	but	do	you	understand	where	
it	came	from?	If	you	want	to	be	one	of	the	mandem,	
go	out	there,	work	with	the	communities,	give	them	
a	 hand	 up	 the	 social	 ladder.	 Don’t	 forget	 Grenfell.	
Change	can	happen,	but	people	need	 to	stop	being	
complacent.	 It’s	 our	 city,	 and	we	 have	 a	 right	 to	 it.	

“Yet mandem sell drugs but mandem know business
The man that steals cars, that man there could fix it.
If I didn’t spit bars, could be behind them in the prison
Tell a kid he won’t be shit, he won’t be shit 
I tell a kid like Will told me, “you’ll make P’s kid”

- Kano

After Grenfell, who’s left standing?
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	 ou’d	 be	 forgiven	 for	 thinking	 that	 the	 most	
radioactively	 contaminated	 place	 on	 earth	 would	
be	 completely	 deserted.	 It’s	 easy	 to	 imagine	 deer	
and	bears	roaming	the	forest,	replacing	the	humans	
who	fled	the	disaster	30	years	ago,	as	tree	branches	
trespass	into	the	dwellings	of	an	area	once	home	to	
120,000	 people.	 In	 the	 years	 immediately	 following	
the	 explosion	 that	 took	 place	 within	 Reactor	 No.4	
of	 the	 Chernobyl	 Nuclear	 Power	 Plant	 in	 the	 early	
hours	of	 26th	April,	 1986,	 the	30km	exclusion	 zone	
surrounding	 the	 site	was	 devoid	 of	 any	 human	 life.	
Yet,	since	2011,	this	post-apocalyptic	reality	has	been	
partially	replaced	by	that	of	commercialised	‘Disaster	
Tourism’.	Today,	 the	entrance	 to	 the	zone	witnesses	
a	 daily	 queue	of	minibuses	 from	 tour	 companies	 in	
Kyiv	(a	two-hour	drive	south),	where	the	checkpoint	
soldiers	 greet	 guides	 as	 old	 friends,	 checking	 pass-
ports	and	permits	while	tourists	wait	in	the	shade	of	
a	coffee	stand.	The	town	of	Chernobyl,	a	name	evoc-
ative	of	ecological	horror,	is	now	the	part-time	home	

to	around	5000	people,	who	are	allowed	to	live	and	
work	in	the	area	15	days	per	month	on	a	rotational	ba-
sis.	Soldiers,	firefighters,	canteen	staff,	hotel	owners,	
shopkeepers,	maintenance	workers	 –	 some	work	 in	
the	zone	for	the	higher	wage	or	to	return	in	some	way	
to	a	town	their	grandparents	or	parents	called	home.	
Upon	 first	 glance,	 the	 centre	 appears	 as	 typical	 of	
many	small	rural	towns	in	Eastern	Europe	–	degraded	
by	declines	 in	population	and	industry	following	the	
USSR’s	collapse,	but	ultimately	surviving.	Guides	lead	
inquisitive	foreigners	and	Ukrainians	alike	to	a	muse-
um,	 memorials,	 an	 Orthodox	 Church	 and	 Ukraine’s	
last	remaining	statue	of	Lenin.	 It	 is	only	upon	closer	
inspection	that	the	majority	of	windows	are	darkened	
not	by	curtains,	but	by	cobwebs	and	 layers	of	dust,	
and	that	nearly	all	vehicles	on	the	potholed	roads	are	
either	tourist	minibuses	or	military	trucks.	There	is	a	
lack	of	 litter	 that	usually	accompanies	urban	streets	
and	 every	 so	 often,	 a	 stray	 dog	wanders	 into	 view.	

Tourism 
After 
the Tragedy

Y
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	 This	 peculiar	 atmosphere	 becomes	 acutely	
unsettling	 upon	 entering	 the	 10km	 exclusion	 zone,	
where	 the	 level	 of	 radiation	 means	 that	 no	 one	 is	
permitted	to	live	there,	even	part-time.	Here	lies	the	
power	plant	itself,	as	well	as	the	town	of	Pripyat,	built	
in	1970	to	house	the	plant’s	workers	and	their	fam-
ilies.	Due	to	 its	proximity	to	the	accident,	 it	was	the	
first	area	 to	be	evacuated.	The	 inhabitants	were	of-
fered	little	explanation	as	to	why	they	had	to	leave	and	
were	given	a	couple	of	hours	to	collect	only	the	bare	
necessities,	expecting	to	return	within	a	few	days	or	
weeks	–	as	a	result,	the	town	resembles	a	present-day	
Pompeii,	with	the	extinct	power	plant	looming	on	the	
horizon	above	enduring	murals	of	Lenin	and	personal	
belongings	still	strewn	across	apartments	floors.	In	the	
1980s,	 the	planned	town	was	 fresh	and	prestigious,	
where	 wide,	 tree-lined	 boulevards	 led	 to	 state-of-
the-art	schools,	swimming	pools	and	cinemas.	Today,	
guides	lead	you	around	a	maze	paved	with	shattered	
glass,	past	gutted	infrastructure	obscured	by	the	creep	
of	the	forest.	Multi-story	housing	blocks	synonymous	
with	 Soviet	 architecture	 prevail	 above	 the	 treetops,	
their	windows	gaping	into	the	sky.	In	wet	weather,	the	
rain	fractures	the	silence	with	a	symphony	of	drips	as	
water	 weeps	 down	 through	 the	 concrete	 buildings	
into	huge,	dirty	puddles,	rotting	the	floors	beneath.	It	
is	a	scene	that	is	at	once	horrifying	and	breathtaking.	
	 Yet	while	photo	opportunities	exist	in	front	of	
the	statue	of	Lenin	or	the	iconic	yellow	Ferris	wheel	
of	Pripyat’s	amusement	park,	tourists	must	not	forget	
that	this	is	not	a	theme	park	or	film	set.		It	is	the	site	of	
one of the most horrendous man-made disasters the 
world	has	ever	seen.	When	the	reactor	exploded,	the	
radiation	released	into	the	air	was	equivalent	to	400	
of	the	bombs	dropped	on	Hiroshima	–	a	figure	even	
more	harrowing	when	considering	that	the	first	fire-
fighters	sent	to	put	out	the	blaze	were	completely	un-
equipped	for	an	explosion	of	this	nature	and	almost	
immediately	received	fatal	doses	of	radioactivity	from	
the	 fire.	 Even	 the	 local	 doctors	 who	 removed	 their	
clothing	 to	 treat	 the	acute	 radiation	 sickness	of	 the	
first	 responders	 suffered	first	degree	burns	on	 their	
own	hands.	 In	the	1990s,	Ukraine	suffered	from	the	
highest	rate	of	thyroid	cancer	among	children	world-
wide,	and	the	exact	number	of	those	who	died	as	a	
direct	 result	 of	 the	 explosion	 is	 still	 uncertain,	with	

official	and	unofficial	versions	differing	hugely.	In	the	
subsequent	days	and	weeks,	 the	Soviet	government	
kept	almost	all	 information	about	 the	nature	of	 the	
accident	hidden	from	its	own	people,	not	wishing	to	
expose	a	mistake	of	this	magnitude,	and	the	interna-
tional	community	only	found	out	that	such	a	disaster	
had	taken	place	due	to	the	radiation	being	detected	
in	Sweden	two	days	 later.	Most	disturbingly,	the	au-
thorities	encouraged	May	Day	celebrations	to	contin-
ue	as	usual,	exposing	countless	people	in	Ukraine	and	
Belarus	to	the	effects	of	the	radiation	in	the	open	air.		
	 All	this	makes	for	a	divisive	issue	when	consid-
ering	tourism	to	the	zone.	The	area	is	an	incompara-
ble	monument	to	life	in	the	Soviet	Union,	as	well	as	to	
death	due	to	catastrophic	human	error.	Some	argue	
that	tours	to	the	zone	exploit	the	catastrophe,	allow-
ing	well-off	tourists	to	gawp	at	the	destruction	while	
both	 tour	 companies	 and	 the	 government	 in	 Kyiv	
gain	 financially.	 Ironically,	 mass	 tourism	 also	 brings	
a	degree	of	 inauthenticity	 to	 a	place	 that	places	 its	
main	attraction	of	being	untouched	by	humanity	for	
decades.	 The	 remains	 of	 staged	 photoshoots	 are	
visible	 almost	 everywhere,	 most	 commonly	 where	
children’s	 toys	 and	dolls	 are	purposefully	 placed	on	
only	the	grimiest	of	windowsills,	diminishing	person-
al	 belongings	 into	 props.	 Some	 tourists	 revel	 in	 the	
danger,	with	reports	that	a	few	had	entered	a	hospital	
basement	where	the	clothing	of	the	first	responders	
had	been	dumped,	to	see	for	themselves	some	of	the	
most	radioactive	garments	on	earth.	The	authorities	
have	since	buried	the	entrance.	Yet,	it	is	arguable	the	
zone	provides	a	unique	opportunity	for	a	region	that	
so	far	has	not	been	touched	by	an	influx	of	tourism.	
With	knowledgeable	guides	and	sensible	regulations,	
an	 encounter	with	 the	 zone	 can	 be	 highly	 informa-
tive	 and	 safe.	 Each	day	 spent	 in	 the	 area	 is	 equiva-
lent	to	the	radiation	received	during	one	transatlantic	
flight,	and	health	and	safety	for	visitors	is	kept	strict.	
For	 those	with	an	 interest	 in	 Soviet	history,	politics,	
ecology	 or	 the	 environment,	 it	 is	 an	 unforgettable	
experience.	 Tour	 guides,	 drivers,	 and	 B&B	 owners	
in	 Chernobyl	 itself	 all	 directly	 benefit	 from	 the	 in-
come	brought	 by	 tours.	However,	 the	phenomenon	
is	clearly	a	double-edged	sword,	and	as	both	tourists	
and	the	forest	inch	into	ever	more	doorways,	the	fu-
ture	 of	 this	 unique	 space	 is	 anything	 from	 certain.

BY ELSA COURT
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What 
Could 
Go 
Wrong? 

BY INDY UDOL
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	 What	could	go	wrong,	flying	on	a	Chinese-made	
Russian-inspired	 passenger	 aircraft	 the	MA60,	 from	
the	Cambodian	capital	of	Phnom	Penh	to	the	touristic	
city	of	Siem	Reap?	I	tried	to	book	this	wicked	flight	via	
their	website,	but	it	turns	out	to	be	a	complete	sham,	
nothing	works.	 I	 tried	calling	 their	phone	via	Skype,	
and	you	guessed	it,	no	one	picked	up.	Rene	my	friend,	
also	an	aviation	enthusiast,	who	happened	 to	be	 in	
Cambodia	at	that	time,	did	me	a	huge	favor	and	went	
to	a	 local	ticket	agency.	Apparently,	he	was	crawling	
from	agents	to	agents,	and	none	of	them	have	heard	
the	Airline	of	Cambodia	Bayon	Airlines.	Finally,	Rene’s	
luck	was	uncovered	when	he	found	an	agency	which	
knew	what	airline	he	was	talking	about.	He	asked	the	
them	that	he	was	buying	a	ticket	on	a	friend’s	behalf	
(thats	me!),	from	Phnom	Penh	to	Siem	Reap.	Now	this	
is	 not	 your	 typical	 ticket	 agent	 here	 in	 The	Nether-
lands	or	 any	other	places	 in	Europe,	who	could	ad-
vise	you	for	your	next	graduation	party	of	any	other	
BAIS	study	trip.	Rarely,	this	agency	received	any	for-
eigners	nor	tourists,	but	 locals	and	expats	alike.	She	
then	asked	Rene	“Why	would	your	friend	fly	on	this	
airline?”.	“This	guy	is	crazy”	he	then	replied,	with	her	
acknowledging	it	as	well.	I	believe	that	she	was	imply-
ing	that	why	wasn’t		flying	with	mainstream	Cambo-
dian	airlines	for	cheaper.	The	ticket	for	this	flight	one	
way	flight	cost	me	$79,	which	is	a	complete	rip-off	for	
Cambodian	domestic	flight	standards	with	such	an	un-
reliable	aircraft	type.	The	purchasing	of	the	ticket,	was	
as	simple	as	handing	the	money	over	(no	credit	card),	
and	a	copy	of	my	passport.	After	the	purchase,	one	
would	receive	a	booking	confirmation	through	email	
or	via	SMS,	but	in	this	case,	he	was	given	a	receipt	like	
those	you	would	get	from	a	mediocre	roadside	South-
East	Asian	restaurant!	Kudos	to	my	good	friend	Rene!
	 The	day	of	the	flight	was	even	more	interest-
ing.	 I	 reached	 the	 airport	 and	went	 to	 the	 check-in	
counter,	and	requested	a	window	seat	as	usual.	The	
ticket	was	handed	over	to	me	by	a	friendly	Cambodian	
ground	staff,	and	I	pulled	off	a	puzzled	face	expression	
while	looking	at	the	ticket,		having	to	find	my	flight	was	
an	hour	longer	than	the	usual	40	minutes	commute	
to	Siem	Reap.	The	staff	noted	me	that	the	plane	will	

make	a	stop	at	Sihanoukville,	an	underrated	Casino	city	
engulfed	with	(dirty)	Chinese	money	and	investment.
	 The	boarding	process	began,	 the	passengers	
on	board	this	flight	were	expats,	locals	and	business	
people.	I	was	the	only	one	who	stood	out	with	a	DSLR	
camera	with	a	tourist	 look	as	 I	have	already	expect-
ed.		The	aircraft	that	will	take	me	to	Siem	Reap	today,	
will	be	the	MA60.	The	MA60	was	introduced	in	2000	
by	Xi’an	Aircraft	Industrial	Co-operation.	Don’t	get	me	
wrong,	the	MA60	is	pretty	new.	However,	as	of	today,	
there	have	been	13	accidents	involving	with	this	type	
of	aircraft	which	took	25	lives.	This	is	considered	to	be	
extremely	severe	for	an	aircraft	this	young.	It	is	so	se-
vere	that	the	New	Zealand	government	advised	their	
citizens	not	take	this	aircraft	in	Tonga.		Anyhow,	I	tried	
to	ignore	the	safety	records	and	the	shity	reviews	on	
travel	blogs,	but	hey,	it’s	my	hobby	aint	it?	On	board,	I	
was	greeted	by	two	lovely	flight	attendants	and	was	al-
located	to	my	seat,	luckily	I	had	no	seat	mate	despite	I	
was	told	that	the	flight	was	full	at	check-in.	Though	the	
seats	were	comfortable	and	there	were	decent	safety	
systems	onboard.	The	smell	of	the	cabin	was	unbear-
able,	 as	 if	 a	 dead	body	was	 left	 in	 there	 for	weeks.
	 During	 the	 flight,	 I	 felt	 extremely	 unsafe.	 I	
was	 sitting	 right	 below	 the	 wings	 and	 next	 to	 the	
poorly	made	 propellers.	 Like	 all	modern	 jetliners,	 it	
has	 a	mechanism	where	 it	will	 provide	motion	 cor-
rection	 while	 flying	 through	 turbulence,	 well	 not	
for	 this	 aircraft.	 Irregular	 noises	 coming	 out	 from	
the	 engines,	 and	 from	 time	 to	 time,	 I	 smelled	 jet	
fuel.	You	know	when	you	are	in	deep	shit	when	you	
can	 smell	 jet-fuel	 in	 the	 cabin	mid-air.	No	 kidding,	 I	
was	 in	a	flying	bomb.	 It	would	only	 take	one	circuit	
spark	or	a	lighter	to	actually	bring	the	plane	down.	I	
finally	arrived	 in	the	first	stopover	destination,	Siha-
noukville,	 I	was	 the	only	passenger	 that	would	con-
tinue	 to	 Siem	 Reap,	 and	 once	 again,	 I	 was	 greeted	
by	 the	 curious	 why-on-earth	 are	 you	 flying	 on	 this	
airline	 look	by	airport	officials.	After	 clearing	 transit	
procedures,	I	then	proceed	to	Siem	Reap,	once	again,	
enjoying	the	smell	of	the	jet	fuel	contaminated	cab-
in,	 feasted	my	 ears	with	 cranky	 noises	 and	 keeping	
a	positive	attitude	that	 I	will	 reach	my	destination...
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There	you	are	again
There	is	nothing	constant	in	my	life

But	my	love	for	you
Don’t	imagine	this	being	said

But	thought	of
Whenever	I	see	a	sun	behind	a	lake

A	cloud	behind	a	mountain
A	flower	behind	a	smile
As	a	river	has	riverbeds

I	have	the	cushion	of	my	thoughts
When	the	faces	of	the	day	are	gone

You	are	the	last	thought	before	my	sleep
This	love	is	anger	and	pity	and	sorrow	and	remorse

As	much	as	it	is	joy	and	calm	and	bliss
This	love	is	inaction
Better	than	action

Because	the	only	time	I	see	your	smile
Is	from	afar,	like	a	mirage

This	love	is	sitting	and	staring
Like	I	am	being	painted	for	a	portrait
But	it	is	you	being	painted,	my	love
And	instead	of	the	flick	of	a	brush
There	is	a	compliment	thought	of

Don’t	imagine	it	being	said

…
You remind me of someone

Someone I kissed again and again
Until the last kiss I kissed

Then I never wanted to kiss again
…

By Kinan Aldaioub
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The	words	love	and	life	are	one
And	I	am	living	so	deeply
Every	time	I	see	you

And	I	have	each	word	here
Each	letter

On	the	keyboard	of	love
And	how	many	words	have	they	made	for	you
How	many	times	did	I	line	them	up	like	stars

So	we	may	look	up	just	once
But	would	it	be	different?

Than	to	look	at	you?
If	they	are	far	and	beautiful

And	indeed	these	words	are	far
Far	from	you,	in	these	pages	you	now	hold

Your	voice	is	soothing
Like	the	tide	calming	the	shore

Hug	after	hug
It smoothes its sands

You	are	my	tide
And	my	words	are	this	shore

And	they	are	both	so	far	and	close
My	heart	is	close

And	your	smile	is	far
And	you	are	like	a	season
When	I	miss	how	you	were

And	twice	regret	that
Before	I	am	glad	of	how	you	are	now

And	twice	regret	that	too
This	love	is	so	much
This	love	is	too	much

That	is	all	that	far	and	close	is
Between	a	lot	and	too	much

Because	my	love	for	you	could	never	be	less	than	much
And	your	beauty	could	never	be	less	than	too	much

Loving	you
Is	a	desire	to	exaggerate

To	let	‘the	other’	know	what	the	truth	is	to	me
Because	sorry	is	he	who	doesn’t	know	your	face

And	even	more	sorry,	he	who	doesn’t	know	your	love
And	most	sorry,	he	who	knows	one	and	not	the	other

And	writes	a	poem	about	it
There	are	you	are	again
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As a person who has ran into some minor issues and failures, I can honestly say 
that being able to consistently write this column since the start of this academic year 
feels like quite an accomplishment. Okay, I’ll admit, issues would be too strong a 
word for something as trivial as failing a test or losing some friends. But, it would 
not be fair of me to deem these events unimportant.
 
Quite often, I find that people have the tendency to brush off things that have deep-
ly affected them as “not a big deal” or “stuff that doesn’t matter anymore.” I only 
recently realised how damaging such behaviour is for someone’s mental health. De-
laying an emotional response or denying yourself of an emotional connection with 
important events usually does more harm than good.
 
It can lead to a sudden emotional outburst, without any clear context.
 
For example: I’m upset about a test I did poorly on, but then I suppress those emotions. 
Later, I stub my toe and I react far more angrily and upset than I normally would. 
(Then again, it was clearly the stupid table’s fault for hurting me with its uselessly 
pointy corners.)
 
Of course, this phenomenon can also occur with positive experiences. For example, if 
a person is incredibly happy with their new phone case, but tries to tone down their 
excitement to avoid looking childish. (But who can resist smiling when looking at a 
blue glittery phone case!)

It’s almost as if becoming an adult requires you to disconnect with your emotions 
and forces you to constantly be stoic and reasonable.
 
Now, don’t get me wrong, I think acting responsible and rational is of the utmost 
importance, but being able to feel your emotions and to express them is of equal im-
portance.

dear no one, 
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Right now, we’re about to enter the final weeks of our academic year. I dare you to live 
them with the fullest awareness of your emotions.
 
Talk to your friends about that bad grade you got and how scared and angry it 
makes you feel. I promise you, it’ll be such a relief to let go of all of those negative 
thoughts. Not only that, it might enable some interesting conversations where you 
and your friends can see different sides of each other. If you want to do a little happy 
dance because you got the last banana muffin in the cafeteria, do it! It’ll make the 
baked good taste so much sweeter! Don’t worry too much about your public image. 
People may think you’re having a seizure when you try to bust a move, but it’ll defi-
nitely make their day a little bit more special. 
 
You can also channel your emotions to make a bold move. Instead of staying in be-
cause you’re afraid of what people might think when you arrive to that movie screen-
ing without anybody else, goo out and do it anyway. You might actually make 
some new friends there! Or ask that cute classmate in your tutorial group about their 
opinion on blue glittery phone cases and if they would like to discuss it further over 
dinner.
 
Don’t be afraid to look stupid, Don’t be afraid to get weird looks from people who don’t 
get it. Don’t let fear paralyse you into making decisions that you think are appro-
priate, but disconnect you from what you truly feel.  (Before some of you take this 
advice to the extreme: PLEASE DON’T DO ANYTHING ILLEGAL OR LETHAL.... 
and if you do, don’t get caught/die.)
 
In a few months it’ll be summer vacation. Take your last chances in uni before it’s 
too late.
I’ll be cheering you on from the sidelines. Love,

Warsha Autar
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