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INTRODUCTION

It is with great pleasure that I bid you very welcome to this inaugural Prep Creative Writing Anthology from our Harrow

family of schools.

dent writing and artwork from across the world represents the collaboration, leadership and creativity

he strength of the bonds between the Harrow schools that we can work together,
ymething so dynamic and celebratory.

1 London, it is fitting that the chosen theme for our anthology is
innovative and inspired ways in which Harrow pupils have
o, photography and prose. Whilst many writers have drawn
ory and the Harrow practices and language that we

ieir own future legacies and the historical import of the
vils® work represents the living, breathing nature
d Asia. Unsurprisingly, these young writers
as their experiences starting school and

loubtedly represents their identities as Harrovians
1

] creating it and bringing it together in this collection.

ator, Harrow International School Shanghai

thanks and congratulations to our student editors:

Harrow Chongqing

Harrow Hong Kong
Doris Liu Pia Gargallo
Grace Wu
Arabella Yu Harrow Shanghai
Lucy Ran Piyara Rathnayaka
Jonathan Chen Andrew Liu
Harrow Bangkok Harrow Zhuhai

Pina Voraprasith Angel Liang

Eleanor Gavin Eugenia Leung

Mildy Bumnetpen
Plaire Vijakkhana

Hettie McCargow
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Patience by Bella Pek, Y5
The bell rings,

children swarm from all the doors.
But what looks like an enchanting experience now,
wasn't at all what | thought it was
or what | thought it would be.
The first day of schoaol,
we stood for the headmaster
and capped to the teachers.

Then we all sat down

and | carefully listened
to the talk of the Professors,
while slumped in my chair,
sighing deeply.
In my mind,
1 | was wondering how hard could living in this boarding school be?
The answer was clear:
a simple fun experience,
with no stress,
with no loneliness,

with no lack of friends.

A perfect life of independence,
as far as it is away from my home.
But | was wrong.

My idea was far from truth,
as the first week of school was a struggle.
| grinned smiles to everyone passing by,

but the friendship seemed to never arrive.

The lunch break was the loneliest time,

as the empty space on both sidc}ejs of me left a patch of sadness in my
eart.

My memory was filled with my family,

Wondering what they were doing and missing their laughter.
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| stared blankly alone to the stars,
which provided me at least a soft touch of comfort,
a little dash of courage,
that the next day would be a new start.
But one day,
After two or three unbearable weeks
and after everybody was put into group works and house activities,
Things started to change.
A lot.
One night,

when | was studying for my boring Chemistry quiz,
the boy across my room came to see me.
Most of the other boys,
liked to stay quiet
1 and seemed to keep things to themselves.
They only opened to their friends,
enjoying a jolly old time among themselves.
This boy did not.
This boy,

like me,

was trying to reach out.
He told me his name was Oliver,
Struggling too, in misery and loneliness.
And | realized,
| was not as courageous as Oliver,
to be the first to admit it too.
This was his first time at boarding school,

as it was mine.
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"Patience” cont...
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By Dorzis

Harrow Chongqging
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By Tax1a

Harrow Chongqging
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By Ashes

Harrow Bangkok
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"The Times'" cont...
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"The Times'" cont...
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By Mr Smith Ms Yang and Grade6 students

Chapter 1: The Big Secret

It was a lovely, warm, and sunny Saturday morning. The bees were buzzing about, and the smell of spring was
in the air. The bus was humming and eager to go. The Grade 6 students of Harrow Chongqging were clambering
aboard still half asleep. ‘Where are we going?’ Said Derek.

‘You never listen,” replied Kitty.

‘We’re going to Shanghai,” whispered Alice.

‘Ah, | knew that,” said Derek. ‘Erm... why?’

‘OK everybody, settle down,” announced Mr. Smith. ‘Remember, no iPads, phones, or electronic devices are
allowed, OK?’

‘OK,” everybody groaned.

‘So, Grade 6, who can tell me where we are going today?’ said Mr. Smith.

‘Shanghai!” screamed Derek almost falling out of his seat.

‘Correct!’ replied Mr. Smith.

‘House point?’ said Derek.

‘YES!” Derek’s face lit up. ‘If you can tell me why.” Lucas comforted Derek patting him on the shoulder, ‘nice try.’

The truth is, nobody knew where they were going. The only thing the students knew was that they were going
on a very special school trip to Shanghai. The reason was ‘TOP SECRET’. Rumours, of course, had already
spread across the school like wildfire as rumours often do. A boxing match! A trip to Disneyland! A boat trip on
the Bund! But none of them were true, and the students knew it.

It was about 8 am, it had only been about 30 minutes since the bus had departed from Harrow and they were
already stuck in traffic. Angel didn’t look happy, ‘| don’t know why we didn’t go on the train!” she huffed. ‘Or a
plane,” Daisy added. ‘Or helicopter!” Ryan Zhang was in a great mood and enjoying the bus ride. ‘Come on
everyone, cheer up! This is a great adventure!” Everybody looked out of the windows, at the traffic jam.

Judy who often got motion sickness was sitting at the front of the bus, looking out of the driver’'s window. Mr.
Smith and Miss Yang were sitting in front chatting away and she could hear every word they were saying. ‘So
how do you think they will do in the big quiz?’ Miss Yang whispered. Mr. Smith shook his head. ‘Not too good
I’m afraid,” he replied under his breath. ‘| asked them questions about Keller, Churchill, and Song Qing Ling last
week and they didn’t even know what their first names were. | fear they won’t stand a chance against the other
Harrow schools.” ‘How disappointing,” Miss Yang sighed. ‘1000 house points would have made them very
happy.” ‘Yes, and the trip to Disneyland for the winning school,” replied Mr. Smith.

Judy almost exploded with excitement and couldn’t help but scream a little. ‘EEK!. ‘Are you OK Judy?’ asked

Mr. Smith. Judy stared at him with her hand over her mouth and her eyes wide open. Then silence. Then in a

muffled voice - ‘Motion sickness! Toilet!. She ran to the back of the bus and flung open the toilet door, yanking
Anna inside with her. ‘What are you doing?’ Anna said angrily.

‘I know why we are going to Shanghai!” Judy blurted. ‘| overheard Mr. Smith and Miss Yang talking! It’s a quiz! A
big quiz! Against all the other Harrow schools! We will be asked questions about Song Qing Ling, Keller and
Churchill’ Anna’s mouth gaped open, and her lollypop fell out of her mouth in slow motion, smashing on the

floor into a thousand tiny fragments. ‘We must tell everyone. Go back to your seat calmly Judy and leave this
to me.’ Judy saluted. Within seconds the entire bus knew the big secret of the big quiz. A solemn vow to not let

the teachers know they knew had also been sworn but Mr. Smith could smell something was amiss. ‘What’s all

the excitement?’ he said with a suspicious look on his face. ‘Service station!” shouted Vincent to put Mr. Smith
off the scent. ‘McDonald’s!” Added Ethan.
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"The Big Secret” cont...

The bus pulled into the service station. Everybody charged off as if the bus was on fire. In KFC, they had
gathered in their House groups like three military units ready for battle. ‘What are we going to do?’
‘I don’t even know Churchill’s surname?!’
‘Churchill IS his surname!’
‘Then what is his first name?’ -_

‘Winston,” Kimi said calmly looking at his iPad. ‘Winston Churchill, born in Oxford, England, 1974
“You smuggled your iPad! That’'s very poor behaviour Kimi!” said Ray and snatched the iPad from Kimi and
started typing frantically. ‘Song Qing Ling, born in 1893, in Shanghai.’

‘Gimme that!” said Vincent, prizing the iPad from Ray’s grip. ‘Helen Keller, born June 1880 in Alabama US...
",

‘O? You mean ’'A’, said Rose. ‘No, | mean “Oh”. The battery died.’

‘Tell me you have the charger, Kimi!” Shouted Jerry, panic-stricken and shaking Kimi by both shoulders.
Kimi’s face said it all. ' NOOOOOOOOOOOOOY!.

‘Nooooo, what?’ Mr. Smith came walking around the corner eating a block of Tofu. ‘Erm... Noooooooo
more chicken feet left!’ said Ryan W. ‘Disgusting, yuck. Five minutes and | want you all back on the bus!
Mr. Smith said turning away.

‘Where’s Kimi?’ Kimi was wandering behind the service station annoyed at himself for forgetting his
charger. ‘Stupid, stupid,” he muttered. Suddenly a feeling came upon him. He needed the bathroom.
Glancing back at the long queue over at the service station Kimi decided to use his initiative - as Mr.
Smith often encouraged Grade 6 to do. Amongst a clearing in the trees, he spotted a strange-looking,
box-shaped building with flashing lights. It had danger written all over it, it looked NOTHING like a toilet.
‘That’ll do,” thought Kimi. Kimi stepped inside the strange building. ‘What is this place?’. Inside there was a
large computer with a small screen in the middle. There was an odd-looking curved-screen monitor hung
in the top—right corner of the room. Kimi decided to try and see if he could get more information on
Churchill. He pressed a green button.

<ENTER DESTINATION>
L-O-N-D-O-N E-N-G-L-A-N-D [enter]

<ENTER YEAR>
A thought crossed his mind ‘mmmm’

1-9-4-0 [enter]

The floor began to glow beneath his feet. And then it disappeared as if he was walking in space. Then.
Gone.

Mr. Smith had sent the students off to search for Kimi behind the service station. He had been keeping an
eye on the students and knew that’s where Kimi had disappeared to. Disappeared he had! It wasn’t long
before they found the same strange glowing building amongst the trees. The students crammed
themselves inside. On the curved screen in the corner, there, waving his arms was Kimi in black and white
in... London? ‘It’s a time machine!” Kimi shouted to the students in a faded distorted voice. ‘Come on! Let’s
win this quiz!” Everybody knew what to do and nobody was afraid. ‘FACE CHALLENGES WITH
DETERMINATION’ everybody cheered. House by house they punched in the year and place they wanted
to go and house by house they all disappeared.
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Chapter 2: Our visit to England

The Churchills were transported to London in 1889. We were walking in the center of the
city, but we met a bad guy. He aimed at the sky and fired a shot. All the people ran away
to the alley for safety. But unfortunately, the bad guy found us. The bad guy got out his
gun. ‘Come out children, come out!
‘Quick hide behind this bin!” Ryan W shouted. Finally, we escaped the danger.

Later, we found a school down an alley. ‘Hello? Who are you?’ Judy asked.
‘I am Winston Churchill,” the boy answered.
‘Oh! | know! Churchill, you are my house!” Kimi shouted.
‘House? What house?’ Churchill frowned.
‘A house in Harrow! Said Ryan Z.

“You are Harrow students? | am a Harrow student too!” Churchill clapped. ‘Let me show
you around the school’. We visited the school and told him we are from 2022. ‘What! Are
you kidding me?’ Churchill shouted. ‘No, if you don’t believe us, we can show you an
IPad!” Rose opened her iPad and showed a few pictures of our school to Churchill. ‘Bravo,
that’s marvelous! Churchill clapped his hands again.

‘That’s enough ‘chit-chat’, said Kitty. ‘Here is a latiao.” She gave a bag of long, red, thick
food to 14-year-old Churchill.
‘What is this? I’'ve never heard of it,” Churchill said pointing at the latiao. ‘Just try it!’
Lucas said. ‘It is delicious!” Churchill stretched out two fingers and got a piece of latiao
from the bag and ate it. ‘It is so Hotttttttt!” he said.

Suddenly the Churchills were transported to 1944 to the place where WWII was
happening. We went to fight in WWII with Churchill, but it was so dangerous, so we got a
car for him to go back home. When we got back, we saw Kimi was playing computer
games on his phone! Everyone was so angry! Churchill asked, ‘What's that?’ Kimi
explained and offered it to Churchill to play but Churchill refused, ‘| will never win the
war if | waste my time playing computer games.’

‘Oh, by the way,’ said Judy. ‘Can we ask you some questions about your life? ‘Certainly,’
replied Churchill. After one hour of questions, Churchill looked tired. ‘Ok, | think we have
to go now,’ said Rose. Churchill raised his two fingers as the students walked away. The
students turned around and returned the gesture to Churchill.



i3
7 HARROW PREP ANTHOLOGY/ |\ /0 oo @

"The Big Secret” cont...

Chapter 3: A Miraculous Invention

We arrived in 1956 in America. On the street, there were many adults walking around. No one was paying any
attention to us. ‘Where do we go now?’ said Derek.

‘Find Helen Keller of course,” said Vincent. We reached a crossroads. ‘So which way?’ said Alice."Erm, maybe
turn right?’ said Daisy. We turned right and started walking. 30 minutes later we arrived at the same place
again. ‘We are just going round in circles,” Daisy said frustratedly. ‘We’ll never get to see Helen Keller.
‘We can ask someone,’ said Derek.

‘Excuse me, sir, where can we find Helen Keller?’ said Ethan.

‘Murderer! shouted the man. ‘Why are you wearing a white mask and a bloody scarf?’ (The man had spotted
the Young Pioneers’ scarves). ‘Killer! You must go to jaill’.

‘Ah... sorry...LET’S RUN! Derek shouted. We ran and ran but the man was chasing us and getting closer. ‘Let’s
hide in this house!’ said Alice.

We knocked on the door. ’'Who is out there?’ said a lady.
‘We are just children, let us come in, please!” shouted Alice.
‘Okay come in.’ In the house, there was a lady who was looking at us with no sparkle in her eyes. ‘I think this is
Helen Keller,” whispered Ethan, ‘she has no sight, and she can’t even hear.” Then he turned to the maid. ‘Please
can you tell her that we have come from over one hundred years in the future?’ ‘Over one hundred years in the
future? Interesting,” said the maid. She turned to Helen Keller and communicated it to her in some strange way.

Helen Keller nodded her head and taking her maid by the arm, made several finger movements in the palm of
her hand. The maid replied for Helen, ‘you have ...come a long way; you must ...be tired’
‘Here you are,” said Derek, holding up a hearing aid. ‘This can help you to hear. The maid translated this again to

Helen Keller. ‘Okay... may... l... have... a... try?’ she said on Helen’s behalf. ‘Yes, of course,” Derek said and helped
Helen to wear the hearing aid. Helen Keller smiled, ‘| can hear people talking!” she communicated through her
maid.

‘Oh, that’s not a maid, it’s Helen’s teacher, Miss Sullivan,” whispered Alice.
‘Thank you, children. Tell me. Why have you come from over one hundred years in the future to this point in
time?’ Miss Sullivan said. ‘Miss. Sullivan, can you help us to ask Miss. Keller some questions?’ responded Daisy.
‘Yes, of course,” she replied.

‘So, when were you born and when did you become deaf and blind?’ Vincent asked.
‘I was born on 27 June 1880, and | became deaf and blind at 19 months old,’ replied Miss Sullivan on Helen’s
behalf.

‘Where were you born?’ asked Ethan.

‘In Tuscumbia, Alabama’.

‘What languages did you learn?’

‘English, French, German, Greek, and Latin’.

‘Which school and which university did you go to?’

‘I went to Perkins school and Radcliffe College’.

‘Sorry Miss. Keller, we must leave now,’ said Ethan.

‘Okay, are you going to take this magical thing away?’ asked Helen. ‘Sorry, | think we need to take it,” said
Ethan.

‘Okay, there you are,” Miss Sullivan said regretfully taking the hearing aid from Helen. ‘I just want to tell you, that
| am going to write a book called ‘Three Days to See’ and publish it in 1933’. ‘Great!” Said Vincent.

‘Okay bye,” we all said. Helen Keller waved goodbye as we found our way back to the time machine porthole.
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Chapter 4: The May 4th Movement

Boooooooooooom!
‘Where are we? Why are we here? What’s for dinner?’ gasped Ray. Anna ran to a person nearby, ‘Excuse me,
what year is it now?’ ‘It is 1919, why are you asking?’ said the old lady. Anna replied, ‘oh, nothing.” Anna ran back
to the group. ‘It’s 1919 now! how? We were just in 2022’.
‘I don’t know,” said Angel. ‘| can’t believe that time machine worked’.
‘Who are they?’ Jerry said.
‘That’s what | want to know!” said Ray.
‘Huh...?” Angel said, confused.

‘That group of people there! They are coming towards us,” said Jerry under his breath. It was a group of soldiers
and they looked very serious. ‘Who is this? Get him! one of the soldiers said. ‘Children, have you been hurt by
this strange boy?’ ‘Me? You must be kidding!” replied Jerry, insulted.

“You’re coming with us,” said another soldier, seizing Jerry by the arms. ‘Ahh! No! Help!” screamed Jerry.
‘Stand back, he might be dangerous,’ said the soldier.

‘I want my PS5, cried Jerry. ‘You see? He's a normal child, just like us,” said Ray. ‘Then how do you explain the
clothes?’ The soldier retorted. Jerry was the only one of the Grade 6 students who had forgotten to bring his
Harrow Uniform on the school trip. ‘We at least must take him to see our leader,” the soldiers said and led Jerry
away. ‘What is a PS5?’ whispered one soldier to another. ‘It must be a new powerful weapon,” said the other.

The other students were left stranded. Jerry was gone. What were they to do? Suddenly a beautiful lady
dressed in black velvet walked around the corner. It was Ms. Song Qing Ling. ‘Song!” shouted Ray, ‘Help us! Our
friend has been caught by soldiers!” Song Qing Ling looked confused, ‘Excuse me? Is this about the May 4th
Movement?’ Anna stepped in, ‘Not exactly. Believe it or not, we've actually come from the future.” Song Qing
Ling looked suspicious. ‘| know it's crazy but please trust us,’ begged Angel. ‘Ok | will help you,” said Song. Ray
sprang into action and pulled an A3 sheet of paper from out of nowhere, ‘Ok first we need a plan...

Back at the detention facility, Jerry was being interrogated by the soldiers. The plan went into action. ‘Look!

One of the initiators of the May 4th Movement!” Ray grabbed Song Qing Ling and they started to run which

attracted the attention of the soldiers. While the soldiers were busy looking for Ray and Song, Anna and Angel

went into the detention facility to find Jerry. ‘Oh Jerry, you’re here!” said Anna.

Yes, we found him!” Angel shouted. Ray and Song arrived at the rear entrance. ‘Here we are, now Jerry let’s get
you out,” said Ray. ‘Wait, you found Song Qing Ling?’ said Jerry.
‘Yes, nice to meet you too,” said Song. ‘OK, let’s go!’ said Jerry.

All the students went back to the place where they first arrived. ‘Ok, now how do we get back to the bus?
exclaimed Anna. ‘Look! said Jerry, ‘there’s a crack in the sky!
‘Yes, | can also see Mr. Smith in it,” said Ray. ‘OK, bye everyone! | will remember you all"” said Song Qing Ling.
‘Here is a gift’. Song Qing Ling handed Angel her diary. ‘Yes, now we can win the Big Quiz!" said Angel.
The students disappeared into the sky.
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"The Big Secret” cont...

Chapter 5: The Big Quiz

‘Alright everyone, wake up,” shouted Mr. Smith. The students woke up in Shanghai. It had been a long bus
ride. They were exhausted. A look of confusion passed over everybody’s faces. Had it all been a dream?
‘Mr. Smith you won’t believe what happened to us!” shouted Kimi. All the stories of the students’
adventures were told in great detail to Mr. Smith. ‘You have great imaginations! | should get you to do
some story writing when we get back to Chongqging.” Mr. Smith laughed. He didn’t believe them. Back in
their seats, Angel felt something in her bag. She pulled out Song Qing Ling’s diary. Nobody could believe
it. [t hadn’t been a dream after all!

Inside the convention hall, all the students from the Harrow Schools from around the world were
gathered. It was time for the Big Quiz. The students took their places behind their podiums prepared to
answer the questions.

‘Harrow Schools worldwide, welcome to the Harrow House Character Competition!” Harrow London’s
Headmaster said. All the Harrow Schools cheered. ‘Although this competition is a new one, it helps
students know more about the giants of old and what makes them so important. And | hope, that even if
you do not go home victorious, you will gain knowledge of what kind of people Harrow makes.” Everyone
clapped and cheered again. ‘And now, may the countdown begin!” Numbers appeared on a screen behind
him, starting from 450, and counting down. The students had seven-and-a-half minutes to revise for the
competition. Angel sped read Song Qing Ling’s diary; Derek Double-checked his notes about Keller; Kimi
was busy recharging his iPad with a borrowed charger. ‘Come ON!" he moaned, banging his fist on the
device.

At the sixty-second mark, everyone started to get restless. ‘Really! Does Harrow London have to be 450
years old?’ Ray muttered, pacing back and forth in his house group. Finally, there were ten seconds to
go. All the Harrow Schools started to countdown: ‘Ten, nine, eight, seven...’ the students got into position

at their tables. ‘Six, five, four.... Tension started to build all-around: ‘three, two...’, ballpoint pens clicked on,

fountain pen lids snapped open... ONE!" The voice was like a gunshot, echoing all around the outdoor
exam square. All was quiet except the scritch-scratching of pens on paper. Electricity was in the air. It
crackled off the students’ hair and suddenly, ‘BOOMY’

Everyone jumped! What was it? A volcano? An earthquake? No--- it was a clap of thunder. The trees
swayed in the wind. A storm was brewing. The students were worried. What now? They looked for their
Headmaster, but he just stood there, upon the stage, in the wind, watching them, smiling. And so, it was
all chaos, students pushing tables, running for shelter, looking for belongings, everywhere. But within the
commotion, some students were calmer than others, they got back to their seats, picked up their pens,
and finished the quiz in the pouring rain that had started. Soon, more people followed until there were
three remaining schools: Harrow Chongqging, Harrow London, and Harrow Bangkok. The three schools
gave the test papers to the judge, and soon he announced the results: ‘the winner, of the Harrow House
Character Competition, is: HARROW LONDON?! the 450-year-old school exploded in cheers, cries, and
confetti.

The students of Harrow Chongqging sadly trudged to the bus, for home. No one said anything, no one
laughed or yelled, no one noticed a man run up the stage and whisper in the judge’s ear. The judge
coughed, ‘ahem’. Harrow Chongqging looked back. ‘We have made a mistake in calculating the scores. And

the real winner is...” Harrow London looked back. ‘ HARROW CHONGQING! Congratulations! You will be
awarded 1000 house points per house and a school-paid one-day trip to Disneyland, | hope you like it!

And the students sure did enjoy the trip...a lot!
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"She'" cont...
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"The Elves & the Dark Wizards" cont...
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Once again the three of them creeped back into the danger zone but did Voronwe know they
would still come back for the crystal? At this minute all three of them thought they were in a
dream.

As soon as they went back guards were gathered, some floating from above and some below
prepared for attack and war but why?

“Ummmmm did | miss a chapter? Or am | in a dream right now because if so someone pinch
me. | see thousands of wizards in front of us...” said Arwen trembling

“Maybe we could...ummmm.... RUN?” replied Elva isolated with fear
“Plan B...?” stuttered Arwen
“WE DON’T HAVE A PLAN B” replied the two of them

“Ummm okay, no plan B, no plan B, NO PLAN B!”

Suddenly huge rocks and fires started lightning down at them. Is war coming again...?

War was coming again, but it’s been such a long time since war was going between the elves
and the wizards. Even though the precious stone was stolen there was no point, because
however hard they tried they still didn’t know how to start the crystal.

Legend tells us that the stone is the core of the earth and the key for harmony, the crystal
protects living’s but once the crystal is stolen and not in its right position everything goes into
a mess. War rises again the people down in the ground are fighting and attacking.

War is always inevitable!

Story and artwork by: Doris Kan, Grade 6

Harrow Zhuhai, China



k
ko
g
Ban

W

rro

/ Ha

OLOGY

=

NT

A

EP

PR

\"\"

RO

W" HAR

£e )




1%
' HARROW PREP ANTHOLOGY/ |, Bangkok D,

First Day, Continued...

“Be careful. The words you choose to hurt people, Rose. And you wouldn't want me to tell the teacher this,
would you?" She said this so confidently Poppy was amazed.The girl who is called Rose gave a mocking smile
and walked away with her group whispering.

“Come with me,” the girl said kindly. And Poppy didn't need telling twice; she hurried after the girl without
looking back.

"Poppy, isn't it?” Poppy nodded at the mention of her name. “ My name is Eli. These are my friends Mia, Olivia
and Pauline.”

“Nice to meet you!!"” said the one called Mia kindly.
“And don't mind Rose.” Said Pauline rolling her eyes. “She’s always like that.”
“Uhu” Olivia gave Poppy a smile and Pauline a warning look. &

“What?" Spoke Pauline innocently.

Then all of them went to class. After a few months Poppy became more confident from the time she spent
with her new friends. And the group got closer and closer every day: they became best friends. Poppy
completely forgot about the incident with Rose. And all of them were happy for the rest of the school year.

The end
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"Thicker than Water" cont...

There’s a divinity that shapes the scene. Clarifying and mystifying. We are wrapped in the night, two ghosts, together.
Ma Phae Wah could be there with us—-long, black hair tangling in the wind, an octopus’ tentacles. The air, like the tang
of pine in Maymyo. It’s overwhelming, so clean it cuts my ti.rnat as I swallow it. I am drowning, but I can finally breathe.
A state of grace. And I know that when the light returns, I'll be ready for it.

I exhale. “I'm really glad to see you.”

“Oh, I know,” he says, smug. He blinks, glancing around the unweeded garden, and then moves nearer. Quietly, he says,
“It’s going to sound mad, Nene, but I think I saw—"

“I saw my father today.” It tcumbles out; I need to tell someone.
“Where?” He pulls back, tense, unbalancing me.

I frown. “In my mind’s eye, Henry. I've been remembering a lot recently.” He relaxes. I want to ask him what is gnawing
at him, but the memory still stings at me, raw and sweet. I'm motionless. I can see it.

Glistening beads of rain levitate. The world rights itself. There we are again.

BY ALYSSA WONG
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"Searching for Lunca"” cont...
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"Searching for Lunca"” cont...
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BY SOPHIA HOTUNG

THE

SECRET

GIRL

burdened
by corridors of
tradition i don a bluer
begging wishing
it had
lelg=
buttons
to
hide my chest
from the dubious brows
of the virile rest so i tie
up my locks unwashed
and matted pull them to
a bun and hide it
straw - hatted bury
the bra
and
stash
the stockings
adopt a low voice
swaggering and cocking
my head to and fro as | keep up my
guard grumbling "here sir" down in the
bill yard while in the showers nudity abounds
so i fester in sweat that i am not found yet once
a month when ma nature hovers i'm extra clandestine to
stay undercover avoiding the sceptical eye of the beaks who notice
how often my voice shrilly squeaks but when in class i'm as quick as the rest
though these men would never deem true me the best still i sit and laugh along at the
jokes of women in kitchens deferring to blokes i hate that i'm faking that i'm
a lad too with bulges men'’s rights a urinal loo
SO | pray
every
night
that
no one
will know
of the
secret
girl
who
went
to
harrow

ART BY STELLA LIU
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A LEGACY OF
INSPIRATION ek e

Artwork: Praewa B7
Harrow International School,
Bangkok

Inspiring others
! Never giving up on your dreams
Surpassing your dreams
People who you admire
|dols you dream of being
Racing beyond limits
Admiring people you wish to be
Talented human beings
Including those you love along the journey
Obtain your dreams
Not losing hope

Tanboon N6,
Harrow International School, Bangkok

Inspiring others to
Never give up dreams that

Seem so unreachable

Power comes after

Intense and passionate hard work
Rewards are for those who

Aspire to great things with

Talent and optimism

Innate human strength

Only to reap the rewards for

Not giving up on trials

Goethe 56 and Ping Pong So6
Harrow International School, Bangkok
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O Ny,
\ ¢,

Q
A

% Being Narcissus would be a dream ‘ &
It you were my charming Echo
% In icy waterfalls and lush green glades

We'll run and( run
Till we reach the top Df Mo

ou’ll turn anyonf nto a
Every bicter word le

Turns sweet in
Adorning each [abl¢
Until I can’e sk
Hun ,r :
Because 10 matt

My last worc;! e

No love can |

When '“"‘5 |
Grieved by the
Wh

no :u} 1;

I

et \ I;IH!-_...:".. Wyl
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S 1., 'ﬁilf:-e- one people go to when they're sad.
jut when she feels sad nobody knows |
s tearing herself apart and obody hears.

s o s
J.'.r ?" E . I . ? &
o ~

ke ATV
}» fm'"

-

. aee it ré nto a stream.
p]unvuh m Tvbe glve herself a

She has enotgh (e to
Maybe help @se so thirs
distraction.. £ # |

(74 ff '
Then she_ ’f a rock

st

@ flo the darih, and watch héx heart sink.

Runmncf N tof tle white lies:
She lells her H{:‘”/l/ﬂ just get by.

/
She haséso many scissors in hupva that she'll find b(*du[\ inside her

limbs. |

®
Startled by such odiousness.
She screams into nothingness.
Drowning in her pool of thought.
How could the girl whe always smiles.
Be so sad?

She pricks herself like drops of eriticisingrain.
Watch as into her.skin they carve and engrave.
She has enough pages of insec urities to stitch them inta wings.
Ily close Pnough to the sun. l(hﬁee her tears turn to steam.,

Feel the wax burn on her.shoulders, then mould into thick skin.

Drowning in her pool of thought.
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POON K7, HARROW INTERNATIONAL
SCHOOL, BANCKOK

KELLER HOUSE

HISTORY

One of six houses at Harrow International School, Bangkok, Keller
House is named after Helen Keller, who is a source of inspriation
for all members of this prestigious house.

By Poon

Harrow Bangkok

0
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BY TAN KIU LEUNG

|_LOCKER

She pults her backpack in me.

containing pens ol all the colour of the rainbow.
Cherry red.

neon yellow.

emerald green!

She stores her little hopes and dream-

in the inmost corner.

keeping them protected.

She puts the mountain of
essays. assignments and tasks.
Tucking away the

lears.

|||'l“--li1'r'-.

and stress,

r|'.'||1||wu| TIBIA bﬂtl_\.

Lvery morping

L am awakened by the sound of her lively chattery
and Lhe stories she has to tell.

\nd every evening.

Lam énlichtened with the facts and ligures

ol what she’s learnt in a day.

Lntil one morning she stops.
She had not come.

| am left empty.
with no books.
no bag,

no hope

L carry.
Feeline naked.

The sound ol footsteps echoing through the hallway.
| could hear her approaching,

Leaning in Lo tell me,

"\IHII See.

it is time for me to depart.

| will be off,

oll into the vast world.

To places you won ' believe.
living my dream!

Which il not for vou.

would be obsolete.”

Then.

she delicately hands me

a golden straw hat

with a dainty blue ribbon tied around
and savys:

“But don’t you worry.
because | know that one <L|_\.
you will hold that spark ol hope

for someone else,

ART BY PIA GARGALLO
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