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Introduction: 
 

I designed Honors College Writing at GVCS with three goals: to expose students to 
various forms of writing; to improve the writing of the school's best students by extensive 

practice, peer critiques, teacher critique, and ensuing revision; and to foster creativity. I believe 
you will find much evidence of the achievement of these goals in the following pages. 

 
At the end of each week students presented their writing orally to the class, which then selected 

the better three or four to be published in this magazine. 
 

Glen Dunham 
Physicist, sheep farmer, author, and teacher 
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We expected Honors College Writing to be extra rigorous since it was designed for the  
supposedly "best writers" inside GVCS. And though it really was tough, the class provided 

another space for our creativity to soar and our ideas to expand as we wrote. Everyone was an 
artist, an author, and a storyteller. Through a selective process, we compiled the better qualities  

in one book to show them to you. Please enjoy. 
 

Soeun Lilly Kim, Juwhan Isaac Jung, Faith Lee, Yesung Eric Lee, Gayeon Katherine Kim, 
Matias Valencia, and Juan Carlos Gruning Moore 

Student, author, judge, and sheep 
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Week I

Old Word
VS 

New Word
The assignment was to create our own

neologism—a new word—and expand on an
existing word of our choice.
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Faith Lee (10th) 
Democracy 

A democracy is a form of government in which the people directly vote on new laws and 
control the government. The idea of democracy was created back in ancient Greece and is still 
used by many countries even to this day. There are two types of democracies: representative 
democracies and direct democracies. Representative democracies are made up of small groups of 
people that represent certain areas and the people that live in them. Direct democracies do not 
have any representatives or any middle-men that make laws and instead are governments fully 
controlled by the people. 

The idea of democracy has existed for a very long time and has been used by many 
countries throughout the years. According to History.com, “In the year 507 B.C., the Athenian 
leader Cleisthenes introduced a system of political reforms that he called demokratia, or ‘rule by 
the people.’” At the time there were three main groups in the government. One group decided on 
laws and policies, another group decided on what problems and topics the first group would look 
at, and the last group was made up of jurors that addressed cases in courts. Modern-day 
democratic governments such as America’s three branches of government resemble the three 
groups that were once part of ancient Greece’s democratic government. 

Although both types of democracies share the values of being a government that is run by 
the people, there are some differences as well. According to Thoughtco.com, representative 
democracies are characterized by citizens electing officials to represent them in the government. 
A prime example of a representative democratic country is the United States, since citizens elect 
senators and representatives to represent their beliefs and views in Congress. The President is 
elected through the Electoral College, by which Electors vote on a candidate based on the 
majority vote in the areas they represent. Some benefits of a representative democracy are the 
advancement of minority groups’ opinions and the approval of laws by qualified, knowledgeable 
people. A disadvantage of a representative government is the passing of laws and policies 
favored by the representatives instead of the people. On the other hand, direct democracies are a 
form of government where all laws are voted on by the citizens directly (Thoughtco.com). 
Switzerland is an example of a country with a directly democratic government. One benefit of a 
direct democracy is the ability to vote for whatever policies an individual might want. But since 
everyone’s opinions and beliefs are different, it can be difficult for the public to agree on which 
laws should be passed. In direct democracies, the majority always rules and may not give 
minority groups a chance to voice their opinions.  
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Democracies help distribute power over a country into different groups of people so that 
no one in the government is too overpowered. Some important contributors to democracy include 
Cleisthenes, Baron de Montesquieu, and Thomas Jefferson (Biographyonline.net). Cleisthenes 
was the first person to come up with ancient democracy and his ideas continue to be used today. 
Baron de Montesquieu believed in the separation of powers in a government so that no one 
would hold and abuse the power to control a nation. Thomas Jefferson was a significant 
contributor to the creation of the United States Constitution, which lists the powers and abilities 
of the three branches of government of the United States. Although the concept of democracy 
first appeared in approximately 550 B.C. and many improvements have been made, democracy 
remains as one of the most common forms of government used by countries across the world. 
 
Neologism:  
Porffle (v.): To argue over something insignificant or of little value. 

On one bright and sunny day, many owners brought their dogs to a popular dog park in 
the city. The dog park had toys of various shapes, sizes, and colors for the dogs to play with. 
However, two dogs that were reaching for the same toy broke out into a fight. A girl nearby 
heard the growls and noticed that the dogs seemed to be porffling with each other.  

She thought to herself, “I wonder why they are porffling over one specific toy 
when there are so many others in the park…”  

 
Works Cited 

Longley, Robert. “What's the Good and Bad Side of Representative Democracy?” ThoughtCo, 4 
Apr. 2020, 

www.thoughtco.com/representative-democracy-definition-pros-cons-4589561. 
Longley, Robert. “Direct Democracy and the Pros and Cons of Everybody Voting.” ThoughtCo, 
4 May 2020,  

www.thoughtco.com/what-is-direct-democracy-3322038. 
History.com Editors. “Ancient Greek Democracy.” History.com, A&E Television Networks, 23 
Aug. 2018,  

www.history.com/topics/ancient-greece/ancient-greece-democracy.  
Biography Online. “People Who Shaped and Helped the Growth of Democracy:.” Biography 
Online, 16 Aug. 2019,  

www.biographyonline.net/people/democracy/list-people-shaped-democracy.html.   

6 



 

Gayeon Katherine Kim (12th) 
Integrity 

Honesty, decency, and consistency: these are the rational behaviors of humans that are 
valued. A single word that embodies the meanings of all of these words is integrity. 
Merriam-Webster defines integrity as “firm adherence to a code of especially moral or artistic 
values.” The root of the word integrity is from the Latin adjective ‘integer’ which means ‘whole 
and complete.’ Even though integrity encompasses honesty, it is the radical concept that 
determines whether honesty has wholeness. In other words, when we say that someone has 
perfect integrity, it implies that the person is in total accord with his or her values, beliefs, and 
principles without a single error. However, it is not only individuals who can have integrity, but 
it could also be a group or even the system. Moreover, the values of integrity adhered to by each 
individual or group may differ. Such differences can be seen by the definitions of integrity as an 
ideal for human conduct contrasted to a characteristic of the American government. 

Before discussing further, the term mopistis needs to be defined. Mopistis is the 
combination of the Greek word ‘mou’ meaning me and ‘pistis’ meaning confidence in belief or 
trust. Thus mopistis means an individual's rigid opinion, idea, belief, or perspective of something 
or some phenomenon. It may also refer to one’s set of values. 

An individual’s definition of integrity can be illuminated from the speeches of American 
historical figures: “. . . His integrity was pure, his justice the most inflexible I have ever known, 
no motives of interest or consanguinity, of friendship or hatred, being able to bias his decision. . . 
The whole, his character was, in its mass, perfect, in nothing bad, in a few points indifferent” 
(Jefferson). The “perfect” integrity that Thomas Jefferson found in George Washington reflected 
on Washington’s behavior when it came to decision making; he was not influenced by his 
personal feelings or people around him. Even though “justice the most inflexible” might be 
unfavorable to individuals, his firm mopistis and soundness of judgment, which was his integrity, 
was important in big decisions such as the enactment of laws. In his 1789 First Inaugural 
Address, Washington said, “The foundation of the national policy will be laid in the pure and 
immutable principles of private morality,” showing that he believed that his solid integrity 
should be the foundation of national policy. 

While individual integrity stems from rigid mopistis, integrity applied to American 
society or government can be defined in two ways. The first definition applies when all 
participants are people of integrity and all decisions are based upon moral and ethical principles. 
This “private morality” sometimes collides with “public morality.” Private morality asserts that a 
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private individual should be free from intrusion since his or her conduct is not a governmental or 
societal concern, whereas public morality claims that conduct that affects other individuals or the 
larger society should be regulated by the laws. Therefore revising a law that seeks the modus 
vivendi requires participants to have integrity and firm mopistis. 

The other definition of integrity, as applied to the American government, refers more 
technically to the nature of the government itself: all the various parts should work together to 
form the whole of the political structure. For instance, the Federal Government is divided into 
three branches, Legislative, Executive, and Judicial, “to ensure a separation of powers” 
(House.gov). Ideally, they write, enforce, and interpret laws which they all agree on, therefore 
integrity, in this case, has the meaning of “unification.” 

The particulars of integrity pursued by each individual or group may be different, but in 
the end, the one thing they want is the uprightness of the society that results in the utopia that 
each individual’s mopistis is respected. 

 
Work Cited 

News, Deseret. “In Our Opinion: Trust Is on Trial in America, and Integrity Is the Star Witness.” 
Deseret News, Deseret News, 6 Jan. 2019, 

www.deseret.com/2019/1/6/20662553/in-our-opinion-trust-is-on-trial-in-america-and-int
egrity-is-the-star-witness.  

“Extract from Thomas Jefferson to Walter Jones, 2 Jan. 1814 [Quote] | Jefferson Quotes & 
Family Letters.” Monticello, tjrs.monticello.org/letter/2153. Accessed 8 Sept. 2020. 
“Transcription: Washington’s Inaugural Address.” American Originals, 

www.archives.gov/exhibits/american_originals/inaugtxt.html. Accessed 8 Sept. 2020.  
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Soeun Lilly Kim (12th) 
Intrepid 

Regardless of age, there's a whisper of adventure placed deep inside our hearts. Kids 
fulfil it through their wooden swords, novelists through their writing, and gamers through their 
VR games. People are all―though in differing degrees―adventurous, and the outstanding ones 
are to be referred to as intrepid persons. 

Intrepid associates well with words such as fearless, unafraid, dauntless, daring, 
audacious. Its opposites: fearful and cowardly. The adjective derives from "'unmoved by danger, 
undaunted,” 1690s, from French intrépide (16c.) and directly from Latin intrepidus 'unshaken, 
undaunted, not alarmed.' Also from in(not) trepidus (alarmed) from the root word trep, to tremble 
(Intrepid). Consecutively, the definition itself is fearless; adventurous (often used for rhetorical 
or humorous effect).  

When a word is spoken, it sometimes divides into two sides, either a negative connotation 
or a positive connotation. But with an ambiguous word like intrepid, positive or negative vary 
depending on the context.  

In the positive view, intrepid people may have supernatural powers along their journey. 
Superman, Spiderman, Ironman, Black Widow: you name it. These heroes initially featured in 
paperbacks now dominate the screens with the same love and praise by the audience old and 
young. All heroes facing similar dilemmas don't submit to the opposing forces but rather choose 
to stand intrepidly for justice. Take an example of Superman. Originally from a distant planet 
called Krypton, Superman was sent to Earth as a baby along with superpowers that set him apart 
from ordinary human beings. Fostered by parents with good morals, he was advised to use his 
power to fight against injustice and did so accordingly. Fearless and dauntless, Superman is 
called intrepid with superhuman powers. He is stagnus in his resolve to show justice through his 
heroic actions.  

However, intrepid is not limited to describe a person born extraordinary. Take the names 
of these heroic people: Christopher Columbus, George Washington, Genghis Khan, Zhenghe. 
Though born in ordinary human form without any superpowers, they are praised for their 
intrepid actions and the contributions they made. George Washington, for example, was the 
leading figure not only as the first president of the United States but also as a military general 
that crowned victory onto the heads of Americans during the American Revolution. Most 
importantly, his intrepid decision to cross the Delaware River with his troops gave a turning 
point in the war by raising the morale of every soldier in the Continental Army.  
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In the negative view, however, the adjective intrepid applies to villains that misuse their 
superpowers or endeavor to utilize them in order to satisfy their egos. A prominent example is 
Thanos. He used the gemstones with superpowers engraved in order to reduce the population by 
half. All the journeys he took and the obstacles he overcame made him an intrepid person. Or 
consider the example of someone in the real world: Adolf Hitler. His acts and beliefs regarding 
the great Aryan race are condemned worldwide. However vicious he was, his stagnusness 
steered him into bold actions and decisions, elevating him into one of the most successful 
dictators that conditioned his people. Hitler conceived the Nazi Party, or the National Socialist 
German Workers Party, to control his country Germany and to ill-treat the Jews he abhorred. The 
massive genocides through myriads of concentration camps by one man and his firm 
determination gives him the negative adjective intrepid.  

Intrepid does not always have to deal with superheroes or brave historians that changed 
history. Modern intrepid explorers can be seen in occupations that risk themselves in return for a 
better world. One such is investigative journalists. Risking their lives, these intrepid explorers 
sneak into covert scenes to report their hidden stories. They can be called intrepid. Another: 
police officers. Eyewitnesses to crime scenes, it is their duty to face criminals and protect 
civilians from potential harm. Therefore, along with the absence of sword and blood, intrepid 
people still inhabit the modern world. For intrepid people aren't born heroes, but ones that step 
outside of the comfort circle and stand up fearless, stagnus against injustice.  
 

Works Cited 
“Intrepid.” Online Etymology Dictionary, Douglas Harper, Accessed 8 Sept. 2020. 

www.etymonline.com/search?q=intrepid. Accessed 8 Sept. 2020.  
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Matias Valencia (12th) 
Purpose 

The word purpose is defined as the aim or goal a person has. I decided to focus on the 
definition of purpose expanded to the context of life itself. Many individuals struggle their whole 
lives trying to find an objective that fulfills them, and many even find death trying. This struggle 
is especially powerful on young people transitioning from childhood to adult life, the period of 
time when people make decisions that will inevitably end up affecting the rest of their lives. I 
have lived this inner conflict for several years and, even though I will learn to manage it, the fear 
of the future may never leave.  

“Believe in your heart that you’re meant to live a life, full of passion, purpose and 
miracles.” This phrase was written by Roy T. Bennett, a writer known for helping people to live 
successful lives, in his book The Light in the Heart, which promotes a brighter perspective of the 
word “purpose” by suggesting readers to believe in a greater future. This quote emphasizes 
mental strength over actions required to really feel fulfilled. Positivity is key in finding a 
purpose, but it has to be matched by hard work and dedication. Our actions are what define us 
and what we will be remembered for, no matter how good our intentions are. However, staying 
in a positive state of mind is an aspect that many people ignore when fighting to accomplish their 
goals. Bennet was known for the warmth he was able to introduce in every one of his works, and 
this quote is a perfect example of that: his subtle choice of words, his delicate structuring of the 
phrase, and the positivity impregnated, all help readers believe in a greater future. 

“The purpose of life is not to be happy. It is to be useful, to be compassionate, to have it 
make some difference that you have lived and lived well” (Rosten, 55). The American humorist 
Leo Rosten diminishes the importance of happiness on the beginning of the phrase and goes on 
to list the characteristics needed to achieve his definition of purpose. Personally, I do not agree 
with this quote, I believe that the main objective any person has is to achieve happiness. As 
humans we have a relatively short lifespan and we should follow the paths that bring us the most 
joy. However, achieving happiness would be rather difficult without living in harmony with our 
environment. If helping others and influencing them with a positive mindset brings joy to a 
person, then that individual should maintain his behavior. Being in continuous interaction with 
strangers, I have learned that helping others and being compassionate brings a lot of peace to my 
heart. Through my parents I have learned that you should treat others the same way you would 
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like to be treated and that is a rule I will try to follow every day of my life. 

As everything else, the word purpose has evolved through time. Since modern lifestyle is 
different nowadays than fifty years ago, with uncountable options of life paths to follow, today’s 
youth struggle more with finding a purpose that fulfills them. Many years ago, standards were a 
lot different: any person with a family, land and money was well respected. Now, we know every 
person has a unique purpose combined with personal ambitions. Many live in fear of the future, 
but only a few use that fear as an incentive to work hard determining which lifestyle fulfills them 
the most. 

 

References: 

Leo Rosten. The Myths by Which We Live. The Rotarian, Vol. 107, No. 3. September 1965. 

Roy Bennett. The Life in the Heart. February 2016. Page 31. 

Neologism 

Kairostol (adj.): A person who always intervenes at the best possible time. 

Synonym: opportune 

Origin: The word comes from the ancient Greek divinity Kairos, known as the divinity of the 
propitious moment. 

Example: My mom is so kairostol! She always calls me when I feel sad.  
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Week II

Sonnets!

A Shakespearean Sonnet consists of 14
lines, iambic pentameter, alternately
rhymed. Applying to our own modern

situation or society, we created our own
sonnet.
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Gayeon Katherine Kim (12th) 
 
Longing for You 
 
Rewinding back on memories with you 
Lap-lapping shore was shimmering enough 
to clean forget: time left for us is few 
and we both know our time apart is tough 
 
With you, time flies as fast as rocket blast 
Without, each minute seems more than a day 
I have one question ever to be asked: 
When winter comes would we still be away? 
 
I count D-days we’d meet again each night 
and dream eternal life with summer breeze 
When time has come to bring us back unite 
I promise you best times you’ll ever seize 
 
How much I long for you my summer break 
Until for you to come I will long ache  
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Soeun Lilly Kim (12th) 
 
Only for Intellectual Ones 
 
In but one year we saw ourselves' mishap 
Umbrellas have raised high their cry for rights 
And soon emerged mass ill that swept the map 
Where rose along for justice were black knights 
 
Wise beards once sweat to write the seamless scroll 
But now patrols will grip their hands with guns 
And kings and queens have come to full control 
While pawns with loot and flame go join the scrums 
 
For now death seems the only thing to seek  
Once shake of hand held tight within a tie  
And schools of thought conformed to all the meek 
The civil man has heaved a heavy sigh 
 
May peace and still come find awakened one 
Though maybe fleely shut the ears and run  
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Juwhan Isaac Jung (12th) 
 
Life as a Student 
 
Another day begins and there’s a light 
But I don’t want to go to school today 
So I decide to read a book tonight 
But I just fall asleep and face delay 
 
When I attempt to focus on the class 
You always try to interrupt my rest 
Though I just need to take this class to pass 
Yet you are forcing me to do my best 
 
Then I can only say a word: that’s no 
Though I think I am studying hard enough 
Then you get mad and put me at first row 
Such retribution makes my class more tough 
 
And after I come back and go to bed 
So I already kinda feel I’m dead  
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Knowledge converts to Power, Knowledge
converts to Melancholy. One of these

phrases or both was used to convey our
thoughts about it and persuade the

audience.

Stretching Knowledge 
like Dough

Week III

Persuasive
Essay 
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Faith Lee (10th) 
Knowledge Converts to Power 

British author Jay Shetty once said, “Knowledge is power, and it can help you overcome 
any fear of the unexpected. When you learn, you gain more awareness through the process, and 
you know what pitfalls to look for as you get ready to transition to the next level.” Having 
knowledge and knowing how to apply that knowledge to problems and situations can help an 
individual be more aware of surroundings and make better choices in life. Knowledge can help a 
person gain political and social power as well as sharpen the mind. Knowledge converts to power 
because knowing more information will give individuals an advantage in life and opportunities 
to rise into positions of power, wealth, and strength.  

An example of knowledge being used for political power can be seen in the actions of 
past dictators such as Adolf Hitler and Joseph Stalin. According to Biography.com, “During 
Hitler’s nine months in prison in 1924, he dictated most of the first volume of his 
autobiographical book and political manifesto, Mein Kampf ("My Struggle")...A work of 
propaganda and falsehoods, the book laid out Hitler's plans for transforming German society into 
one based on race.” After fighting in World War I, Hitler joined the German Workers’ Party and 
quickly rose in its ranks. After attempting to overthrow the government, Hitler was thrown in 
prison. There, he wrote his book proficiently explaining his beliefs in a convincing way to attract 
attention and support from the people. The support from the public helped him rise to the 
position of chancellor, from which he skillfully manipulated the strings in the government until 
he became the leader of Germany.  

Joseph Stalin rose to power in a similar way, taking part in the Russian Revolution, 
joining the government, then rising to the top. He, however, did not gain political power by 
getting support from the public. According to Biography.com, “Stalin was appointed to the 
newly created office of general secretary of the Communist Party...He made shrewd 
appointments and consolidated his power so that eventually nearly all members of the central 
command owed their position to him.” Stalin realized that he could gain more power by choosing 
government officials loyal to him so that when the time came, he would be able to seize the 
position as the Soviet Union’s leader. The way that both Hitler and Stalin became rulers of their 
countries shows how they used their knowledge to their advantage to gain power and influence.  

Along with political power, knowledge can be used for influential power and status. 
Apple was able to rise to the top of the market by creating efficient products with clean designs 
that gained the public’s attention. “Although Jobs is often given credit for spending the money 
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and time on marketing, Apple has always been excellent at marketing and branding. The real 
difference between the iMac and all the products preceding it was the beauty and design” 
(Investopedia.com). The workers at Apple knew that to succeed, they would have to create new 
products that were both efficient and pleasing to look at. When they released the first iMac, it 
gained lots of attention and popularity because it was a new and unique design that had not been 
seen before. The designers of the iMac were able to use their knowledge and understanding of 
computers and design to start creating popular products, which in turn helped Apple gain power, 
wealth, and rise to the top of the market.  

Some people argue against the saying that knowledge is power, calling it useless for an 
individual to possess knowledge but not wisdom. One author who disagrees argues, “There’s a 
widespread belief that knowledge is power: the more information we consume, the greater the 
odds of success in our endeavors...Knowledge is given and easily accessible, even to the foolish 
person. But wisdom is earned through learning from mistakes in the real world” (Oshin 2019). 
The author points out that knowledge is simply knowing information while wisdom is knowing 
how to use that knowledge to your advantage. However, a person with lots of knowledge has 
superior ability to apply that information to the situation or problem she is facing. Being 
knowledgeable does not simply mean having access to information, it means having gained facts 
and information through learning and experiences. People gain knowledge and learn how to 
apply it to different situations through these experiences and mistakes, which is why knowledge 
converts to power if used correctly. 

Oshin argues that knowledge is easily accessible and that it is wisdom that an individual 
needs to gain power and be successful. However, not all knowledge is simply available in books 
or online; certain types of knowledge are gained by making mistakes and learning through 
personal experiences. Although the author is not wrong in saying that wisdom is needed to get 
power, she does not mention the fact that without knowledge, a wise person will not be able to be 
successful. After all, no amounts of wisdom are useful when there is no knowledge to recall and 
refer to.  

Knowledge converts to power because people who are intelligent and skilled in applying 
their knowledge to certain situations can use it to their advantage. Knowledge can be used by an 
individual or a group to create new products and rise to the top of the industry or to gain support 
and influence and rise to the top of a country. Power can come in many different forms from 
knowledge.   

19 



 

Works Cited 
Biography.com. “Joseph Stalin.” Biography.com, A&amp;E Networks Television, 4 Sept. 2019,  

<www.biography.com/dictator/joseph-stalin>.  
Biography.com. “Adolf Hitler.” Biography.com, A&amp;E Networks Television, 3 June 2020,  

<www.biography.com/dictator/adolf-hitler>.  
Beattie, Andrew. “The Story Behind Apple's Success.” Investopedia, Investopedia, 28 Aug. 
2020,  

<www.investopedia.com/articles/personal-finance/042815/story-behind-apples-success.a
sp>. 
Oshin, Mayo. “Knowledge Isn't Power. Here's What Is.” Ladders, Ladders, 11 Oct. 2019,  

<www.theladders.com/career-advice/knowledge-isnt-power-heres-what-is>.   

20 



 

Gayeon Katherine Kim (12th) 
Knowledge to Melancholy: Corona-Blue 

In some parts of the world, the spread of the new Coronavirus has left public spaces 
eerily silent. In others, life during the pandemic is bustling as much as it ever was – and in some 
cases even more so. The pandemic surely has brought severe impact economically, socially, and 
technologically. Regarding this unprecedented situation where whole humanity suffers from 
virus, new terminology has come out; for instance, covidiots, “COVID + idiot; for the people 
who break the government guidelines on lockdown and social distancing in the face of the 
COVID-19 crisis”, and infodemic, “– information + epidemic –, the spread of information, some 
of it not so substantiated, contributing to anxiety or speculation, linked to a crisis or a 
controversy” (Dupont).  

Corona-Blue is another “Corona-terminology,” which is a combination between 
Coronavirus and the blues meaning depression. Although it is not an official medical term, this 
word is used to describe a depression due to the interruption of interpersonal relationships or 
anxiety because of the temporary suspension of work. Also, it may refer to apprehension that one 
might become infected with the Coronavirus. Since the virus is not a thing that can be seen or 
touched but seems to spread everywhere, people are searching for more information as 
self-defense against the virus. Corona-Blue surely is a consequence of excessive information. 

It is not the Coronavirus itself that frightens the people, but the 
information―knowledge―about the pandemic. For instance, information like the death rate in 
one’s county or how dangerous airborne diseases are may raise awareness of the virus. As there 
is a term infodemic, the world is flooding with information from print news, radio and television, 
and social media. The information gathered in such a way reaches us, whether true or not, and 
the judgment is ultimately by each individual; it is natural to feel insecure when there is 
information that is possibly exaggerated. Overwhelming information leads people to be 
apprehensive, until the point where most of the people are willing to distance from each other or 
self-quarantine. Such untact may possibly lead to Corona-Blue.  

Statistics also highly support that the coronavirus pandemic impacts people 
psychologically, especially ones who are not infected by the virus. According to the Washington 
Post, Census Bureau data shows: “A third of Americans are showing signs of clinical anxiety or 
depression, the most definite and alarming sign yet of the psychological toll exacted by the 
coronavirus pandemic. … For every 100 American adults, 34 show symptoms of anxiety, 
depression, or both; 20 have symptoms of both anxiety and depressive disorders; 10 show 
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symptoms of anxiety alone” (Fowers & Wan). The research also concluded that a possible cause 
of the symptoms of anxiety or depressive disorders was fear of the virus, which lead individuals 
to isolation, soaring unemployment, and continuing uncertainty. 

The head of the Department of Mental Health Medicine at Yonsei University, Doctor 
SeokHoon Jeong (also a professor there), has commented about Corona-Blue. “The biggest 
problem is anxiety, especially excessive anxiety. A lot of people are getting too much 
information on television or from the newspapers. Knowing and learning about the new virus is 
necessary, but only if it is accurate. It is not desirable to risk psychological harm―which can be 
even tougher than actually getting Coronavirus―by locking yourself up and isolating yourself 
from society due to excessive worry” (Jeong). 

There are some contrary arguments, however, that claims the more information one takes, 
the safer from getting infected, and eventually, people will be freed from anxiety or depressions. 
Indeed, there is a study by Huazhong University of Science and Technology that supports the 
first part of the point; “We found high levels of risk perception, positive attitude, desirable 
knowledge as well as a high level of adopting four NPIs [Non-Pharmaceutical Interventions 
including wearing face masks, hand washing, proper coughing, and social distancing]. The 
relevant knowledge, risk perception, and attitude were strong predictors of adapting the four 
NPIs” (Xu et al.). Even though greater knowledge and NPIs can reduce the infection rate, the 
apprehension about the economic impact, fear about the pandemic itself, and depression that 
comes from preventing processes―such as self-quarantining or social distancing―cannot be 
removed. Therefore Corona-Blues will not easily disappear for a while, even after COVID-19 
ceases. 

The whole world is experiencing an unprecedented war with viruses, and it is a task for 
all humanity to bring COVID-19 to its end. It is our job to endure and survive until then. Crises 
like this will happen again in the next few decades, therefore, the current situation should be an 
opportunity to gather wisdom and knowledge together to learn how to deal with viruses.   
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Soeun Lilly Kim (12th) 
Examination of Knowledge in Two Forms: Power and Melancholy 

Much told from didactic tales and stories, knowledge comes with profound responsibility 
that dictates to either power or melancholy, or both. For instance, when King Solomon received 
Hokma―wisdom―from God, it was also the knowledge he had received, mastering its 
application. Thus, in his role as the king of Israel, Solomon and his knowledge placed him in 
power. Knowledge, which offered him the rational eyes of truth, not only elevated his status but 
left him grievous; he saw the world fleeting, describing all things as vanity: "What does man 
gain by all the toil at which he toils under the sun" (The Bible, Ecclesiastes 1:3). Hence, 
permeated through minds since childhood, knowledge is easily converted through either power 
or melancholy. It is the fundamental root that needs to be identified to find out why this common 
sense of associating knowledge to power and melancholy is so easily understood. Dissecting 
further, knowledge of another person gives power to the recipient, and knowledge of the 
recipient himself is converted to melancholy. 

Knowledge possesses huge influence on others' welfare, leading mainly to power. One 
example is cyberattack. Cyberattacks like ransomware block the access of data from their 
owners, giving them no choice but to buy back access by paying ransom. One of the largest was 
WannaCry Ransomware. Notorious among other attacks, WannaCry Ransomware held hostage 
data of China, Russia, UK, and US, leaving them vulnerable on social security (Fruhlinger). The 
hackers successfully demanded a payment in return for releasing these computer systems. Illicit 
knowledge of foreign computer accounts converted to power to the hackers since it enabled them 
to influence the owners of those computers. In other words, knowledge of personal data of others 
gave the recipients the power to influence.  

Applying to current American politics, knowledge of the result of the election between 
Trump and Biden would empower other politicians. For instance, if it were Trump that had won 
the election, a politician with this knowledge beforehand would get in Trump's line, ensuring the 
politician a promising future in his career, and vice versa. This is not the knowledge of the 
politician himself but of another person (Trump in this case). Therefore, again, knowledge of 
others is converted to power when received by someone unrelated. 

When knowledge is directly related to the recipient him/herself, it converts to 
melancholy. Changing the viewpoint, the victim of the WannaCry ransomware with knowledge 
of its impact before the incident would find himself at loss earlier than others. This person, 
notified that his bank accounts and other personal securities would soon be held captive, would 
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feel the loss beforehand. Such knowledge directly related to the recipient is desolating, 
converting knowledge to melancholy. Similarly, for the American election, Biden knowing that 
Trump would beat him in the election before the results were announced would make him 
hopeless and melancholy. All the campaigns he initiated and the tremendous investments he 
made to win this election would all soon be nothing. Knowledge of the recipient himself would 
only put him in sorrow and woe. 

Through this analysis, it is interestingly ironic that knowledge―what is regarded as a 
gift―may turn either negative or positive depending on the situation. However, exceptions exist 
where one receiving knowledge both directly and indirectly related to him makes him powerful 
and melancholy at the same time. In the Bible, when God decides to grant any of Solomon's 
wishes, the King of Israel asked for wisdom: immense knowledge and its most proper 
application. As a result, with the knowledge of the world, Solomon successfully performed his 
role as a king; the wise judgment of Solomon when two mothers argued that an infant son is 
theirs held him in high esteem by others. However, having acquired the knowledge of fleeting 
nature, he reiterates the word vanity (uselessness) in Ecclesiastes and remains grim or 
melancholy toward the world.  

Similar to the didactic stories which teach people from childhood the significance of 
knowledge, the conversion to power or melancholy was examined. Knowledge of others elevates 
the recipients in power while knowledge of the recipient himself converts to melancholy. The 
former unveils the greed in human nature and the latter supplies a reason why not everyone has 
perfect knowledge. 
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Technical
Writing

Technical writing is a form of essay ranging
from a journal article reporting experimental

results to scientific journalism. We were
given a fictional example (the discovery of

flying pigs) and we all chose to write
similarly, from our technical imaginations.

Please excuse our lies.

Week IV
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Gayeon Katherine Kim (12th) 
The Time-Travelers 

“Only if I could skip the weekdays…” Traveling through time is like a dream that 
humans long hoped for. And on the 20th of last month, our dreams came true. NASA has 
reported the success of launching Arphina, the first time-traveling spacecraft, to Earth in 3020. 

The beginning of time travel dates back to 1905 when Albert Einstein first “determined 
that the laws of physics are the same for all non-accelerating observers and that the speed of light 
in a vacuum was independent of the motion of all observers;” (Howell) which was the theory of 
special relativity. It wasn’t until 1971 that this theory was supported. The Hafele-Keating 
Experiment was a simple experiment in which four atomic clocks were put on earth, and another 
four on airplanes traveling around the world. When the clocks were compared, time had passed 
more slowly for the high speed atomic clocks from the  airplanes. This tremendous discovery 
first supported that time-traveling is possible.  

Since then, NASA has planned to send humans to the future by high-speed space travel, 
such that their time will pass slowly and allow them to outlive a normal human lifetime. 
However, before sending humans, they tested sending subatomic particles to the future using the 
Large Hadron Collider. Scientists used particle accelerators to accelerate protons to 
99.9999999% of the speed of light. Accelerated protons flowed about 6,900 times slower than 
the observer’s time: two hours on Earth are a second of the accelerated proton.  

Because of the success of that trial, in addition to a few experiments with rats and 
monkeys, NASA has built Arphina which can accelerate to 99.995% of the speed of light. 
Building the time-traveling spacecraft tested the limits of mankind. The outcome was 
remarkable: the successful development of high-performance engines, by the engineers in 
YeonTech, allowed propulsion to such extreme speed. The enormous quantity of fuel needed for 
conventional engines was replaced with high-efficiency antimatter fuel. Also, mind blowing 
developments of infinitely renewable food and hibernation beds clearly showed that humans are 
ready for the new challenge.  

On 20 September 2020, Arphina began its first leg of the mission with six astronauts on 
board, heading to Kepler-186f— “the first near-Earth-size planet in the “habitable zone” around 
a star very similar to our sun” (Culler) —which is 500 light-years away from Earth.  
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The artist's concept depicts Kepler-186f , the first validated Earth-size planet to orbit a distant 
star in the habitable zone (NASA Ames/SETI Institute/JPL-Caltech) 
 
Since the spacecraft is traveling almost at the speed of light, scientists are estimating that it will 
take about 500 years (in the time on Earth) to reach Kepler-186f. After collecting samples and 
investigating the planet for one week, the astronauts (only five years older than when the mission 
began) will reboard Arphina to journey back to Earth for another 500 years. Even though it will 
take 1000 years for Arphina’s round trip, only 10 years will have passed for the six astronauts 
since their time is 1/100 times slower than the time on Earth. 

We are living in the most honorable time in human history; time-traveling always has 
been a part of science fiction, but not anymore. However, even though traveling to the future is 
possible, it is impossible to go back to the past. No matter how much technology develops, every 
second that we face is never coming back. We should bless every moment of our lives. 

The first time-traveling mission will not complete until the feet of six humans from 2020 
meet Earth in 3020. How will Earth look in 3020? There might be new technologies or even 
creatures that we have never expected, or there could be no living creatures at all. We can never 
expect what might come next.  
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Faith Lee (10th) 
Mysterious Organisms Confirmed to Exist on the Moon After Years of Searching and 

Speculation! 
Satellite Discovery 2 has captured rare photos of exclusive organisms on the Moon! 

Currently, the most popular topic of news is about a group of living creatures that have been 
discovered there. Eyewitness accounts report these mysterious organisms as well as photographic 
evidence of the creatures and their homes. With all of the evidence and lack of any alternative 
explanations, it seems that there are indeed extraterrestrial creatures on the surface of the Moon.  

Ever since the first astronauts stepped on the Moon in 1969, sightings of dark blurs and 
shadows on the surface were reported but were brushed aside as false. However, recent 
technological developments, such as added depth perception and improved color resolution have 
resulted in satellite cameras capable of clearer photos that seem to show these shadows are 
actually dark creatures living on the Moon.  

Veteran astronaut and space scientist Scott Callaghan reportedly saw the moon creatures 
in 1983, when he landed on the Moon with the rest of the crew on Venus 11 (Lunar Times). He 
reported hearing from the members of Apollo 11 crew that there had been strange sightings of 
dark shadows but did not believe them until he saw the critters with his own eyes. He remembers 
exiting the spacecraft behind his crewmate Lucy Jones when he saw dark blurs on the surface of 
the Moon reflected on the back of her helmet. He tried moving towards them, then saw a blur of 
many tentacle-like limbs and moondust flying up as the creatures fled. Jones had seen them as 
well, and the two of them reported it to headquarters back on Earth. Although the public relations 
department dismissed the information, it was mentioned in the classified files pertaining to the 
discoveries made by the crew of Venus 11, which were declassified and opened in 2001.  

According to The Daily Science Journal, subsequent moon missions have reported odd 
findings of little piles of moondust and rocks arranged symmetrically with small indents in the 
middle, almost like something light and sleek had laid on the small pile and left a crevice. 
Recently a satellite entered a Luna-synchronous orbit over the area where the rock piles were 
found, and photos containing potential evidence were taken only a few days later.  

The satellite, named Discovery 2, took photos every hour for three days. On the second 
day, scientists noticed that there were small indents around the indented piles of dust, and on the 
third day, three photos captured two small black creatures making their way back to the piles, 
which the scientists assume are the moon creatures’ nests. Even with the recent upgrades and 
development of the satellite’s photo quality, it was not able to capture crisp photos of these 
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lurking animals. After analyzing the photos, biologists and zoologists announced that although it 
was not confirmed, it looked like these dark creatures had a sleek, dust-repellent coat of thin, 
string-like furs, eight tentacles for legs, were approximately the size of a large domestic cat, 
lacked bones, and relied on their hard muscles to move around on the surface of the Moon. 
Biologist Michelle Lu commented, “These photos were unexpected surprises. We never expected 
to actually catch these animals on camera, but it worked!”  

Although we have not discovered any forms of life on other astronomical bodies in space 
for decades, these new pieces of evidence and witness’ story suggest that there are indeed 
mysterious creatures living on the Moon. Surely in the future, we will find out what these 
creatures are and how they have been able to survive on the barren Moon in space for so long. 
NASA has already announced plans on sending hovering rovers to silently move across the 
surface of the Moon and get better photos of these mysterious animals, collect samples of their 
nests, and look for potential DNA for scientists to analyze back here on Earth. 

Although satellites and rovers have been sent to Mars, Venus, and Jupiter, people have 
been oblivious to the creatures on the Moon that existed right below their noses. The recent 
photos from Discovery 2 show evidence of the creatures and their homes and along with the 
eyewitness accounts from astronauts Callaghan and Jones demonstrate certainly that living 
organisms really do exist on the Moon.  

 
Works Cited 
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Matias Valencia (12th) 
The Treasure of the Llanganates 

One of the biggest treasures hidden in the American continent has been discovered. The 
treasure of the Llanganatis, rumored to be composed of 750 tons of gold and silver, has attracted 
explorers for five centuries, but nothing had been found until recently. This supposed legend 
perfectly demonstrates the richness of South American culture and the power possessed by 
pre-colonial empires. Unlike many legends, the treasure of the Llanganatis has finally been 
supported with evidence, ending a mystery that prevailed for centuries. A new theory led to the 
discovery of at least the fourth part of the treasure attracting many people from different parts of 
the world to the Llanganates mountain range located in Ecuador. Until two years ago, there was 
little to no hope of finding the legendary treasure, as it had been missing for centuries and all the 
available clues led nowhere.  

The main tool of explorers was a map drawn by an indigenous chief that supposedly led 
to the location of the gold. However, even with the map, expeditions failed to find the rumored 
treasure….until last year. A famous Ecuadorian hiker named Miguel Condor started an 
expedition following the route traced by the map, but instead of looking for the treasure at the 
end of the trail, he stopped constantly during the expedition looking for indigenous vestiges. The 
breakthrough happened when he came across a shield made out of solid gold in an undisclosed 
location of the mountain range. As he continued his search he found more and more objects 
manufactured with precious metals and jewels, and he discovered that the treasures were well 
hidden but located relatively close to each other. 

The story of the treasure started with the arrival of Spaniard Francisco Pizarro in a weak 
Inca empire. Huascar and Atahualpa were both inheritors of the Inca emperor Huayna Capac. 
When their father died, they started a civil war for the throne that ended with Huascar’s death. 
Timing was terrible for the Inca empire, since war had weakened their defenses when Francisco 
Pizarro led his troops to Cajamarca. Impressed by all the treasures possessed by the Incas, 
Pizarro captured Atahualpa. When the Inca emperor discovered the Spanish ambition for gold, 
he offered to fill a whole room with precious metals in exchange for his freedom. Pizarro 
accepted and the whole empire started collecting treasure to save their ruler. It is said that 
Ruminahui, the general in charge of collecting the gold, travelled to Cajamarca with 750 tons of 
precious metal and a considerable number of soldiers. Amazed by the coordination of the empire 
when collecting the treasure, Pizarro feared an attack and decided to break his agreement and 
execute Atahualpa. When Ruminahui heard the news, he hid the treasure in a location that he 
never revealed, even after being tortured by the Spanish. 

The story of the Llanganatis became popular when an English botanist discovered “El 
Derrotero de Valverde”, a map drawn by an indigenous chief that supposedly led to the gold. It 
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was published in the Royal Geographical Society in 1860 and it sparked the interest of many 
explorers. There were many theories surrounding the story: some said that the treasure had 
already been found, others said that it was at the bottom of a lake, and some even believed in a 
curse that prevented adventurers from finding it. Apparently, “El Derrotero de Valverde” indeed 
led to the treasure, but the lack of instructions misguided all individuals seeking to find the 
fortune. 

On January 6, 2020, Miguel Condor started his now famous expedition, and the very next 
day he reported his discovery to the Llanganates National Park rangers. His selflessness has 
inspired praise from the whole world. Instead of keeping the artifacts or pursuing attention for 
his accomplishments, Miguel only asked for the treasure to be restored and exhibited for all the 
people to see. During an event in his honor at the presidential palace, he explained his 
motivation. Apparently his passion for the history of his country outgrew his ambition. In a 
country filled with poverty and corruption, his noble acts fill the population with hope and 
enthusiasm. 

The amount of gold found is still undisclosed but it is estimated that the value may rise to 
seven digits or even more. However, the treasure is not relevant for its economic value, but for 
its cultural and historical importance. The artifacts could contain massive amounts of 
information able to enlighten important mysteries that prevail in South America.  

As for now, the Llanganates National Park is closed to the public until all studies are 
over. Authorities are already arranging a permanent location to display the discoveries. These 
events have brought global attention to Ecuador, with plane tickets and hotels selling out and 
tourism businesses reporting exponential growth. Hopefully this will be the turning point for a 
country of vast history, but fighting internal crises. 

“At the heart of every legend there is a grain of truth.” (Scott). Speculation is a symptom 
of time and it is the best camouflage for the truth to hide. South America is a territory full of 
history, and the origin of legendary stories. Even the most fanciful tales contain even small traces 
of truth, but in the end they were all shadowed by alien ambition. The treasure of Llanganates 
has unveiled the true power of South American ancestors, owners of majestic fortunes that 
awoke an enormous ambition in colonists, which led them to commit unimaginable atrocities. 
After centuries of uncertainty, the treasure has finally returned to the place it belonged. We can 
now enjoy the result of Ruminahui’s bravery, who sacrificed his life to protect the treasure. 
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Descriptive
Essay

We chose to write about an element of
life on campus, going into great detail

and appealing to the five senses to
evoke familiar and relatable feelings

from the other students.

Week V

Different Aspects of Life 
at GVCS
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Yesung Eric Lee (12th) 
My First Day 

August 20, 2019, I stepped into a school called GVCS. During the summer, I stayed in 
Philadelphia, in a pastor’s house. Early that fateful morning, he started the car engine and my 
cheek was kissed with a warm breeze from the window during the long westerly drive.  

We had to find the education building, but we were foreign to this area, so we circled 
around the school for 30 minutes. Finally, we arrived at the education building at around 12:30 
p.m., when all the students were eating lunch. I still do not know why I had to wait in the car for 
a long time, but the school staff told me to do so. I remember the weather of the day: the blazing 
sun shot lasers at me and I was burning. The pastor was talking to the staff without turning the 
air conditioner on in the car, so I felt like a chicken in the oven. Finally, with the pastor and a 
staff person, I moved my luggage into the dorm. Back at the school building, I met with a teacher 
who was in charge of scheduling, my homeroom teacher, Mr. Jason. He was a slender guy with 
black hair that looked like a bird’s tail on his head. After counseling with Mr. Jason, he showed 
me around the inside of the school building and talked about the classes (Art class, History class, 
English class...etc). The structure of the school was rectangular in shape with the big rectangular 
hole at the center. Mr. Jason stopped in front of the first class. He opened the door, and just 
pushed me in, saying, “This is your first class! Good luck!” I stopped for a moment. “What? He 
just put me in the class without any explanation?” The moment was like a two million year ice 
age. . . I could feel everyone looking at me. They were all sitting at the back of the circle. What I 
saw first was the teacher, Mr. Cox, who talked to me first when I got into the room. He was a 
handsome guy with short hair and no beard. The classmates made room for me so that I could 
join their group. Next, I noticed a punk-looking guy and a very miniscule girl who looked 
exactly like Edna Mode from The Incredibles. On my left side, there was a guy wearing an ivory 
shirt with lots of zits on his face, who sighed continuously, which made me think, “Is he mad at 
me?” On my right side were twins, staring at me. They scared me by gazing with huge eyes, like 
ghoulish ghosts. My next class, the last class, was Physics. When I was moving to the next class, 
an innocent girl who was in the previous class talked to me. She was also a junior, and told me 
that I will do well in this school. I was very thankful to her, for she was the first student who 
talked to me kindly. In Physics, she sat next to me. Since my body had been showered in sweat 
in the car, I smelled like vinegar. I did not want her to smell my acid, so I moved my desk slowly 
side to side. Mr. Dunham, the teacher of the class, was a tall guy with a furry beard. After he 
came to the class, he told Yeabin, another girl in the class, to measure everyone’s head 
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circumference. Fortunately, I had the second largest circumference. First was Mark, a chubby 
guy with a black coat. After that, what I remember was going back to the dorm with Issac, a 
short guy who was in the class. 

Dragging my exhausted body, I lay on the soft, fluffy bed. Inner mind said that I had to 
shower before going into dreams, but I ignored it. The bed sucked me like a blackhole that I 
would not escape for seven hours. As I was sucked into bed, I was full of happiness, gazing at 
what will happen tomorrow.  
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Juwhan Isaac Jung (12th) 
GVCS Zoo 

It was a dark and windy night, the night after Friday Night Worship. After cleaning up 
tangled wires and disgusting trash from the audience, I came out from the old chapel of GVCS 
with some teachers. I felt I became blind because it was dark as a blackhole, even the shy moon 
hid behind a bossy cloud. I could see nothing but two small yellow ellipses, and soon realized 
that the two yellow balls were the eyes of a deer! It was such an interesting sight―even though I 
could see almost nothing-because this was my first time being so close to a wild deer without 
being separated by sturdy, wooden fences. After a security man turned on his yellow portable 
flashlight, I escaped the darkness and saw the silhouette of this cute, but enormous, deer. 

There is one thing I can say with confidence about GVCS; there is a vast variety of 
intriguing wildlife creatures here. I am sure I have seen small, speedy squirrels at least a 
thousand times, and brown ponderous groundhogs at least a hundred times. I believe these two 
creatures are the most common animals on campus. Squirrels are everywhere, usually hunting 
food, but when I approach them closely they immediately run away to the tall, thick trees they 
call home. I can also see the groundhog frequently, though not as much as the squirrels. 
Sometimes I stare at the green fields and brown, small, but long, furry groundhogs run across. 
The fur is brown, fluffy, and dirty; the face is like a beaver. 

There are not just these two stupid kinds of animals. Once, a tiny baby rabbit surprised 
me when I was going to an early morning service. It was quite warm that morning. After 
washing my face and changing to comfortable clothes, I strategically escaped from my prison 
cell. I was walking on the broad, rocky road to the education building, and one tiny baby rabbit 
the size of a swift small squirrel was staring at me. We locked eyes for a few seconds, but the 
little one hopped away in surprisingly large leaps when I approached too closely. After that, I 
saw a rabbit again, which looked the same but much larger, probably the mother rabbit. 
However, this one was full of wariness, keeping a good distance between itself and me, and 
when I ran to it, she jumped three meters at once, and suddenly disappeared from my sight. 

Some animals are quite rare compared to those above. It was a Thursday early morning, 
with mysterious, misty fog covering all the fields of the school, and over the thick layer of white 
fog, a stinky smell, which I had never smelled before, penetrated and assaulted my nose. I did 
not know this smell was from a skunk, since I had never experienced this overwhelming, 
hazardous odor. Later that month, I saw a black-and-white small skunk near the sewer next to the 
maple tree. This tiny one hung its head full of anxiety, keeping itself guarded. I heard one story 
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that one exchange student tried petting a skunk (which is cute, but I would have never done that), 
and the skunk sprayed his unpleasant liquid toward this poor student. The student went to the 
hospital and the skunk sauntered away. 

Although studying abroad is somewhat arduous, I am appreciative because I can make 
fascinating memories, though sometimes I do not want to, with those wild animals surrounding 
me. Why are you going to the zoo to watch those animals? Why don’t you look around to find 
the deer?  
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Faith Lee (10th) 
The Weekend, Phones, Soup, and a Book 

Peacefully climbing into a comfortable, familiar bed covered with cozy blankets and 
loosely hugging a couple of soft, pastel-colored stuffed animals on a dusky Friday night is one of 
the best feelings in the world, coming just behind peaceful Saturday afternoons. You fidget a 
little, getting yourself positioned under the blankets as you sleepily talk to your roommate about 
tomorrow, the best day of the week. Tomorrow morning, you will both get your phones! Those 
cold, rectangular devices that were cruelly snatched from you when you first entered the dorms, 
those devices that are so close yet always out of reach, will finally be returned to you both 
tomorrow. You and your roommate say goodnight and lightly pull the thick wires of the glowing 
fairy lights around the room, turning them off and laying in the darkness. You throw the soft, 
thick blanket over your head and close your eyes.  

When you open your eyes again, lift your wrist to your face, and tiredly squint your eyes, 
you see that it is 7:30 a.m. You let out a sigh and close your eyes again, wanting to sleep for as 
long as you can. The next time you open your eyes and stare at your bright, fire-colored watch, it 
is 8:50 a.m., time to get up. Reluctantly, you get up, step on the squishy yoga mat beside your 
bed, throw a comfortable gray jacket on, and stretch while taking a deep breath of the stuffy air 
before turning around and waking up your sleeping roommate. “Get up, it’s almost 9.”  

She slowly but surely arises, and the two of you walk with sleepy steps to your gentle and 
kind dorm parent’s room, where your phones are kept in a small, blue box. At 9:55 a.m., the box 
is placed down on the ground, and you and your sleepy dormmates suddenly become a desperate 
pack of savage wolves, all crowding around the box to retrieve phones and retreat to comfortable 
places. After successfully acquiring your phone, you make several long calls to your loving 
parents and faraway friends before scrolling through social media and playing games you had 
played almost daily before you entered the dorms. After what only seems like a minute, you 
blink your eyes rapidly and look at the time. Three hours have flown by, and it is time to return 
your now-warm, familiar feeling phone back to the sad, cold container. Farewell, until we are 
reunited next week... 

After returning your phone, you wander to the pantry where all the snacks are stored. 
Although you do not have much food, some people have stacks upon stacks of spicy ramen 
packs, wide towers of microwavable cup-baps, and dozens of boxes and bags of sweet cookies, 
fudgy brownies, salty crackers, and various flavors of chips. You look over your miserly pile of 
cup-baps, snacks, and cookies before silently swiping your last seaweed soup and making a swift 
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beeline for the hot electric kettle. In the kitchen, lustrous silver pots crowd on the stovetop, 
containing boiling water, ramen noodles, flavoring, and various diced vegetables from the little 
packets of powder and shrunken vegetables. You fill a fifth of the kettle with cool water and turn 
it on, watching the bluish-purple lights illuminate its bottom.  

Small bubbles start to appear and rise to the surface as the water gets hotter, and the 
whirring sound of the boiling kettle grows louder and louder, covering the faint voices from the 
television and the loud laughs of your dormmates in the large, sunlit living room. You rip 
through the thin plastic wrapping of the seaweed soup cup-bap using a long, sharp, v-shaped 
fingernail, empty the soup packet into the bowl, and push out the cold rice, which breaks in two 
and lands in the bowl with a plop-plop! When you grab the kettle to pour in the calescent water, 
you feel strong heat radiating around the kettle, warming your ice-cold hands. After allowing the 
packed seaweed to expand, you take the small white spoon and break apart the now-soft rice 
block, carefully stirring the contents inside. The strong, salty smell of the soup wafts in the air, 
joining the tangy, spicy smells of the ramen cooking nearby. You head to the study room 
carrying the hot paper bowl of seaweed soup, set the bowl down on a wobbling plastic table, and 
run up the staircase three steps at a time to your messy room and grab a large water bottle and 
hardcover book with a smooth, velvet-like protective cover that you have been dying to read for 
days now. 

Your fluffy jacket swishes around you as you throw the book and bottle on the desk and 
pull out a slightly-rocking purple chair, plopping right onto the cushioned platform. Delicately 
taking the white plastic spoon, you scoop up a spoonful of soup, hoping that it is still warm, and 
swiftly devour it. Immediately, the flavors and textures jump around in your mouth, the squishy, 
thin pieces of seaweed, thicker grains of cooked rice, and the mild and salty soup, which is still 
surprisingly boiling hot! You quickly reach for the water bottle, and the cool, refreshing water 
makes the hot soup more bearable, although your tongue still stings from being burned. After a 
minute, the soup cools a little and becomes easier to eat. Although it is not as tasty as the way 
your father used to make it, you resume carefully eating the seaweed soup, grateful that you are 
able to have something familiar and warm on this chilly day. As you eat, you admire the detailed 
cover of the book, wondering if you could ever design and draw something like that in the future. 

Then, you quickly flip to the first page of the crisp, new book, eager to start reading. A 
routine starts as you become immersed in the fascinating story, you eat a spoonful of soup, then 
read a page or two, flip, and eat a spoonful of soup again. The book’s pages feel both rough and 
scratchy, but also soft and familiar to you. The book smells fresh, slightly woody and brings you 
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back to your elementary school library, where the looming walls were filled with books of every 
genre from floor to ceiling. Your fleecy gray jacket feels like a blanket, covering you and resting 
on your shoulders, providing warmth and comfort.  

After you shake the last drops of the delicious seaweed soup into your mouth, you set the 
still-warm paper bowl down on the table and smile. Having free time like this, reading a book, 
drinking hot soup, and being alone yet not feeling lonely in a quiet, peaceful room makes you 
realize how comfortable you feel at the moment. As you return to your book, you hope this 
peaceful moment lasts for a long, long time.   
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Week VI

Biographical
Essay

The assignment was to write a biography
about a person of the writer’s choice,

focusing on significant events and giving
insight about the person.
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Soeun Lilly Kim (12th) 
Biography of Yueun Grace Hong 

President Yueun Grace Hong was born in Incheon, South Korea on August 10, 2003. 
Living most of her life in America, Yueun owns South Korean citizenship plus US Permanent 
Residency. She is currently a senior at Global Vision Christian School and unlike ordinary peers, 
Yueun had to go through several schools to finally establish herself in the school in Scotland, 
Pennsylvania.  

The parents of Yueun were unlike ordinary ones. When Yueun was just three years old in 
South Korea, they decided to move their family to America to establish a church. Dallas, Texas 
was their destination. Settling in a new place was not easy for Yueun. She found herself 
surrounded by people wearing cowboy boots and jeans, speaking languages she did not 
understand.  

So her kindergarten year was rough. When her class enjoyed a movie night, the children 
including Yueun lay down to watch the screenplay. While everyone was focused on the movie, 
Yueun's hand hit the head of her friend next to her. It was an accident but Yueun did not know 
the difference between the words accident and purpose so she inadvertently said it was on 
purpose. In consequence, she had to run laps.  

After two confusing years in Dallas, Yueun and her family moved to Houston, Texas. 
Three memories of Houston persist in Yueun's mind: she remembers some Korean people she 
befriended; she recalls her disgust at the mischievous rats in her house, and her short stature 
made people think she was a kindergartener. 

Yueun did not last long in Texas. Packing her belongings, she and her family flew to 
another destination where she thought they would settle and allow her a stable school life. From 
the airplane window she saw it: San Anselmo, California. This time, Yueun interacted well with 
her classmates in Wades Thomas Elementary. But the friendship lasted only one brief semester 
before her family moved to San Jose. Beginning Brookside Elementary School in the second 
semester was an immense social challenge. 

 Before 3rd grade, the family moved to Fresno, where Yueun attended West Fresno 
Elementary School. A male teacher there showed great care and consideration toward Yueun and 
she very much appreciated it. But they moved again, to Santa Cruz. She attended Westlake 
Elementary School and built nice relationships there. She met a good friend and started to hang 
out with her everyday after school. The girl was in gymnastics and they would go to the pool 
once in a while. Another friend Yueun made was through the violin she played. The girl played 
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the same instrument so with common hobbies they became friends. Gradually, Yueun was 
joining a group of friends in 5th grade. She started to feel more involved in the community.  

As time passed, Yueun and her group of friends rose up to Missionhill Middle School. 
Besides her closest friend who left the school, Yueun was content with her school life. Finally 
she stayed at the same school for three years and was even elected class president. But then 
Yueun's parents told her that they had to move back to South Korea. Yueun resisted, South 
Korea was foreign to her. That was when she discovered Global Vision Christian School. 
Located in Scotland, Pennsylvania, GVCS had opened just a few years before and was willing to 
accept her.  

Though Yueun was reluctant to leave both her family and friends, going back to South 
Korea sounded worse. Hoping this would be her last move, Yueun sent her belongings to GVCS. 
The school had initiated a summer SAT camp, so while her friends back in California enjoyed 
the summer beach and ice-creams, Yueun was assigned to sit on a hard chair and memorize SAT 
vocabularies. The surprisingly strong Korean culture Yueun experienced added to her negative 
impression of the school. Nevertheless, Yueun persevered and ended up succeeding four 
consecutive years in GVCS; in the end, Yueun befriended everyone and embraced the culture of 
the school. She is currently 2020 President, representing the Student Body and thus contributing 
for the greater good. After entering as a frustrated freshman, Yueun is now ready to put on her 
academic cap, then throw it high to the sky to announce her triumph.  

44 



 

Yesung Eric Lee (12th) 
Biography of Hyesook 

“I could challenge my sadness because I had a dream.” Hyesook Bang was born in 1968, 
in Daejun, South Korea. She went through many hardships in her life, but she overcame them to 
achieve her dream. Now she is a chief executive officer in a design company, working for many 
companies for designing offline advertisements and brochures. 

She was the last child among her four siblings, three brothers and one sister, who she 
always had fun with. Since her father passed away when she was very young, her family relied 
on her mother, who worked really hard to support her children. To help her mother, Hyesook 
also worked in a bag manufacturing factory when she was in high school. She had a dream. She 
was enthused to be an anchor in a news company. But to achieve her dream, she needed to study 
in college. 

The hot summer of 1986 made everyone sweat. Hyesook was a senior in high school, 
putting all her effort into academics. Unfortunately, her mother, working hard on the hottest day, 
passed away. Her mother already had an illness, but she tried her best to care for her daughter. 
For Hyesook, her mother’s death was a shock and a big trauma, since her mother was the only 
one who supported and cared about her. Her family’s financial situation was very difficult. Her 
brothers were all working in other places, and she had no one to support her. 

Meanwhile, she achieved her goal in high school: acceptance to the University of Seoul. 
However, she could not afford to go to college. With a partial scholarship and part time job, she 
could barely afford the tuition. So she moved to her uncle's house, who was a famous pastor in 
Seoul. There, she did all the household chores to save money for housing and food. In college, 
she majored in Korean language and literature, getting A’s in classes. After college, she realized 
that it was too competitive to be a news anchor. Therefore, instead of following only her interest, 
she decided to follow her talent and a secondary interest at the same time, as an advertisement 
designer.  

First, she worked in an advertisement company as a copywriter. She used her talents― 
creativity, passion―for working, even getting compliments from the owner of the company. Due 
to her passion and talent, she was promoted earlier than other people in the company. However, 
owing to the International Monetary Fund crisis, the company went bankrupt and she suddenly 
became unemployed. She did not have any certainty that she would succeed, but she had no fear 
of starting a new thing. She started up a company with some of her colleagues from her previous 
company. 
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Everything was hard when she started to run the company. Since she did not have any 
clients, she flew everywhere to solicit potential clients. With her legwork, she won a big 
contract, but that client also went bankrupt when she finished a project for the company, which 
she advanced money to complete. Since she could not get the money back from the company, 
she became deeply indebted. At the time, she just had her first son, Yechan, which caused more 
stress. She always prayed to God, crying out every day in despair. Every time she prayed, she 
said that God replied, “I’ll not abandon you, and I’ll keep holding you.” With only His reply that 
gave her certainty of her life, she devoted her time and energy to run the company with support 
of her husband. The company grew, and with skills and trust of clients that were acquired for 
years and years, her company remains undiminished for 22 years, even in this pandemic situation 
of 2020. 

Hyesook said, “This is my happiest moment in my life.” With two lovely children, 
Yechan and Yesung, her family is now where she can find happiness and peace. There were 
many obstacles that made her fall into despair, but she never gave up and finally achieved her 
goal. “If you are in hardships, do not avoid, but try to challenge to win your dream.”  
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Matias Valencia (12th) 
Nicolas Valencia 

“If you are authentic to yourself, you have no competition” (Anonymous). One hour 
before midnight, debilitated screaming was heard in the maternity center inside Vozandes 
hospital. The sixth of January in the year 2002, Nicolas Valencia was born in Quito, the capital 
of Ecuador. He was the first child of a newly married couple, full of compassion and enthusiasm 
towards raising their neonate. Little did they know, the newborn would bring the most substantial 
test they would face throughout their parenthood, and it arrived at the earliest stage possible.  

Nicolas was born prematurely, after just six months in his mother’s womb. He weighed 
just three pounds, while the average is seven and a half.  

After spending one night in the arms of his mother, he was taken away by the doctors to 
study his case and determine a solution for all the conditions he was suffering. He was placed 
into a neonatal incubator to keep his vital signs controlled. The scene was peculiar: a newborn 
baby, who resembled a toy more accurately than a human being, in a translucent incubator 
awoke both tenderness and distress in everyone present. Premature kids born with a condition 
that requires surgery do not often survive, and chances were further discouraging for his family, 
as his tiny body made every procedure more intricate. 

Two days after his birth, Nicolas entered surgery. The aim was to unclog his intestine 
since nutrients were not entering his fragile system. His family put all hope in the hands of the 
surgeon, expecting their child to be home as soon as possible. A surgery is an intricate procedure 
by itself, but performing it on a neonate with half the mass of any regular baby added a new level 
of complexity. After four hours of surgery, Nicolas returned to his parents maintaining his 
compact size, but enjoying better health. He soon left the hospital and returned home. 

However, surgeries continued to be a persistent problem throughout his life. By the age 
of 18 he would possess six scars, each representing a new procedure. The most notable problem 
in his health was a slight malformation in his spine. This condition was unnoticeable, but still 
was cause for concern in the family. Countless efforts sought to prevent the spine distortion from 
turning into a more serious complication. Nicolas was examined by dozens of doctors who each 
recommended different solutions. He tried many therapies that varied depending on the 
perspective of each medic. Swimming, basketball, corsets, yoga, physiotherapy, and 
chiropractors were among the treatments experienced by Nicolas. Finally, in August 2020, the 
continuous struggle ended with a surgery that fixed his spine.  

Medical challenges significantly shaped the life of Nicolas but did not solely define his 
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character. He learned to overcome obstacles from a young age and shaped his character through 
difficulties. A high pain tolerance was the result of all the procedures undergone but that is far 
from being one of his most formidable qualities. 

In March 2003, Nicolas welcomed his new brother with a smile on his face and a 
sunflower in his hands. Together they learned the importance of family and to support each other 
through difficult times. Stories from their brotherhood are numerous. Some anecdotes stand out, 
such as the occasion when Nicolas painted his own face and his brother’s arm with permanent 
marker in an attempt to design an improvised superhero costume, or the instance when he tried to 
give his younger brother a new haircut, leaving a noticeable part of his scalp exposed. The truth 
is that deep inside, they both knew that each other was a source of unconditional support, even as 
years took away their playfulness and left a more reserved connection. 

Nicolas enjoyed an exciting childhood, cherishing each moment spent with his family as 
a precious gem. His personality appears to be reserved, but once his mouth displays the contents 
of his mind, his unique perspective of the world impresses everyone smart enough to listen. 
Nicolas possesses a personality unlike any other, he has a clear view of how the world should 
work without fear of expressing it. Alien opinions are not a concern in his mind, all that matters 
to him is remaining true to himself, awaking admiration in many, but mainly in the person 
writing these words. Philosophy is innate in his person, always questioning and examining what 
does not follow his ideology. His unique perspective in pre-established concepts, such as 
religion, education, and relationships, has led to many instances where Nicolas had to stand 
defending his personal beliefs. Intelligence, tolerance, and solidarity are among his outstanding 
qualities, but authenticity is what most distinguishes Nicolas from others. 

Being born in the early 2000s, he still has a lifetime ahead. Many of his goals have 
already been achieved, but the future looks even brighter. He is now following his passion for 
understanding human nature as he studies psychology. This biography will surely be extended in 
the future as Nicolas follows his path, spreading his unique perspective and his authenticity 
everywhere he goes.  
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Week VII

Blank Verse:
Meaning Behind

the Words
Blank Verse is a poem that rhymes but is

not restricted by specific rhyming and
meter requirements. These blank verses

range from relatable experiences to poems
with hidden meanings sprinkled inside.
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Yesung Eric Lee (12th) 
 
Room 1 
 
Three executioners I see inside the door 
Might have a serious problem they soar 
Preparing to execute some scotties 
Thirsting for blood, craving some bodies 
 
Two prisoners I see, waiting nervously 
Might be some reasons purposely 
They are waiting at the front doors 
Hoping to be good enough actors 
 
I see two prisoners slowly going inside 
Before they go they surely cried 
They are bowing to executionors there 
They want God to hear their prayer 
 
“God, please hold and lead me to a good way” 
Right now this is what they are praying  
But the executioners going to slay anyway 
They are tortured and suffering 
 
This is what happens in GVCS 
SO DO NOT DATE IN THE CLASS  
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Faith Lee (10th) 
 
Fool’s Error 
 
Another day, another hunt, another disappointment. 
The tigress sighed and scowled and sneered from her stony throne. 
“Those lucky ducks, I look at them, all full and well while I’m alone.  
They munch and crunch obnoxiously, are they making fun of me?”  
 
“Then would you try another place? It could be your delightment.”  
The sudden voice surprised the cat; she looked up with a groan. 
There on a rock in front of her, a bird as wee as a small pinecone. 
It seemed to smile and raised a wing as it announced a sweet decree.  
 
“Across the sea, follow me, you’ll surely find contentment.  
Many rabbits, deer, and antelope, all with fat and none just bone.” 
With sparkling eyes, the tigress trekked, right into the unknown; 
Great hopes of snoozing, day by day, filled with tasty meals of three.  
 
The tigress sighed, closed her eyes, and felt a slight resentment. 
“I was lied to, I was fooled, I blindly blundered on my own. 
I wish to return to my friends and home; for my rudeness I shall atone!” 
Alas the sea the tigress could not cross, and miserable was she.   
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Juwhan Isaac Jung (12th) 
 
Competition 
 
People suffer from competition 
Easy to find many a rendition 
Practices gather in one piece 
And suffers produce completion 
 
Though the process is crucial 
The results decide your survival 
Though your stress increase 
You need to prove your potential 
 
What is the meaning of life 
Once you hold a knife 
But keep your mind in peace 
Then you could avoid strife 
 
Ask why do we compete 
Find yourself on the street 
Now it is time to release 
Listen to your heart beat 
 
People were to born unique 
Yet learned a same technique 
Fierce fighters soon on their knees  
Break silence and begin speak 
 
People have own mission 
Do not follow the tradition 
Get ready, wear your fleece 
And seek your definition  
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Week VIII

Imago Dei 
and Grapes

“The Image of God.” This assignment was
to explain the connection between

humans, grapes, and the creator, God.
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Gayeon Katherine Kim (12th) 
Why is Grape a Grape? 

Grapes are in the transparent cup. Looking at the grapes, I wonder: “What is grape? Why 
is grape a grape? Is grape a grape because it is grape?”  

It might seem like a stupid question, but there is a simple answer to this. Take a look at 
the previous sentence: “I.” Yes, the grape is grape because I exist. If I did not exist, the grape is a 
cluster of molecules whose existence is not identified.  

Then what are we? If we are indeed Imago Dei then our lives must be precious and 
valuable. However, we cannot give values nor define our lives, just as the grapes do not define 
themselves as food for humans and animals, because existing is something that cannot be done 
alone. For us to be defined, there must be something else – perhaps the absolute being – which I 
would say, God. Through the Bible, He tells the reason for human existence. 

Some things cannot be fully comprehended. For example, if we explain to the grape “you 
are born to be eaten by the animals,” they will never understand. Same for us; infinite things, 
eternal things, matters of God’s sovereignty – these transcend our finite and temporal minds. 
While we can never fully answer the question, “why did God create us?” it helps to recognize 
that the answer will come only as we recognize the character and attributes of God. First and 
foremost, God is a God of love, and love must be demonstrated by showering it upon the object 
of that love. His grace comes only to those who deserve punishment, and the demonstration of 
His love, grace, and mercy stands without parallel among humans. 

Back to ‘I,’ who was staring at the grapes. I reach for the grape and put it in my mouth. I 
chew, munch, and swallow the grape. Now the grape will become part of me after it is digested. 
We know the fate of grapes. Some ‘chosen one’ will be digested and its leftover excreted back to 
nature, some will be thrown out in the trash can, or some will rot and decompose into the soil. I 
would say the ‘chosen particles’ which will be used by me for respiration after consumption by 
the believers are the ‘chosen one’ of God who will be saved after death, whereas the particles in 
leftovers of grapes are the human body that is left on Earth after death. Just like this, God knows 
the fate of humans. However, there is something very important missing in the metaphor: love. 
But in His love He desired reciprocal love, so He created man Imago Dei. Man was given the 
ability to respond to God's love or reject it. In the beginning man enjoyed full fellowship with 
God, but soon rejected Him, bringing the ruination of all creation. This wasn't God's intention, so 
He implemented His plan for creation to fulfill its intended purpose. 

So, why is grape a grape, human a human? “Thou art worthy, O Lord, to receive glory 
and honor and power: for thou hast created all things, and for thy pleasure they are and were 
created” (Revelation 4:11). For we are created for God’s pleasure and His ultimate good will, we 
exist because of God’s love.  
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Juwhan Isaac Jung (12th) 
By Grape of God 

I see a cup of grapes, which contains huge grapes, tiny grapes, and even dried grapes. 
Depending on the mood or mind, I decide to eat different sorts of grapes. Though they vary in 
sizes, colors, and states,  they are all sweet, even the ugly looking ones. God is granting his grace 
as grapes. Even if I may not understand how God interacts with my life through hardships, after I 
acknowledge and swallow those lessons into my esophagus, I feel the sweetness of God and his 
plans. 

In the beginning, God created the world; He spoke “Let there be a light,” and there was 
light. God has a plan for everything, and he adjusts himself to fit into millions of situations and 
incidents. Basically God is trinity: God our father, Christ the son, and the Holy Spirit. We 
usually say that God is always with us, especially the Holy Spirit who stays inside each 
individual's mind if he or she believes the gospel. But we cannot actually notice the Holy Spirit 
in our sight because He is the Spirit. That is the reason why God is working through other 
people, different forms of grapes. It might be hard to notice, but what I realized is that even 
opening my two eyes in the morning is also one form of a grape of God. God can take my life 
suddenly since He is the one who gave life to me. 

God comes to me through people surrounding me. As mentioned before, God has a 
perfect plan for each individual, so people in my life are all part of God’s plan. Each individual 
with God’s will is a grape. When we look at the Bible, the book of John is illustrating how Jesus 
turned water into wine. At the moment, Jesus had not started his ministry yet. However, He 
became the one who helped to continue the wedding party without any troubles. With God’s 
power, He turned water into wine. God's interaction in my life can be found easily. God is a 
grape which approaches me and comforts me amongst my sadness, and fills me with joy so I can 
overcome the world. There is always someone with me and taking care of me, and there is 
someone else always supporting me and grabbing me when I am falling down into failure. There 
is someone always giving me an undeserving love, and there is another one understanding me 
everytime and giving me comfort. Likewise, God is working me in various ways, and the results 
are all full of happiness and joy.  

Recently, for me there were lots of incidents which made me frustrated and exhausted 
both physically and mentally. My younger sister hurt her leg, and I am facing the college 
applications. Several responsibilities put heavy burdens on my shoulders. Even though I plan a 
weekly schedule, nothing goes as planned. When eating the ugly or bitter ones, we cannot 
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understand why these look so ugly or taste so bad. Sometimes it is hard to understand the 
hardships we face, but it is wise to understand that God’s sight is much farther than ours. He will 
strengthen us through the hardships. 

The bottom line is that while we are looking for God, He is already feeding lots of grapes 
with different shapes and colors. I cannot understand at the moment I eat, but soon I realize that 
God is giving me a sweetness in my life. I truly appreciate the many grapes I have received from 
God: guidance and grace, and even my life every day, everytime.  
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Soeun Lilly Kim (12th) 
Imago Dei and Grapes 

I picked up the juicy-looking grape contained inside the plastic cup and plopped each 
drop into my mouth. As the sugary juice of grape bursted on my tongue, I opened the Scripture 
and pondered my thoughts.  

Wine, raisins, jam, jelly, and juice. A fresh ripe grape could morph into any of these 
forms. It all depends on the situation the grape is placed in, whose hand has it gone through on 
its growth. A farmer? A social worker? A mad scientist? Depending on the purpose the grape has 
been fostered for, it will follow the path laid out for it and become something unique. Hence, in 
some aspects, grapes resemble human children. Born as infants, we are exposed to olfactory, 
auditory, visual, tactile, gustatory sensations. We grasp new experiences provided by our 
surrounding environments and explore new scenarios. Our young minds are so passionate and 
energetic that we leave all the doors of possibilities open ahead of us; we accept new concepts 
and new potentials of job occupations and life-long habits. To some degree, I agree with John 
Locke's tabula rasa, a theory that humans are all born in a blank slate of mind; we venture 
forward with new ideas and work to expand them. It is during our youth that we have the 
brightest future and widest possibilities. Grapes seem to intertwine with our human 
characteristics as infants. They too contain the potential to turn into anything: wines, raisins, jam, 
jelly, and juice.  

Imago Dei, or image of God. The origin of grapes and children lies in the work of God: 
"Then God said, 'Let the land produce vegetation: seed-bearing plants and trees on the land that 
bear fruit with seed in it, according to their various kinds.' And it was so." (Genesis 1:11). "God 
blessed them [male and female] and said to them, "Be fruitful and increase in number..." 
(Genesis 1:28). As the creator of these two intertwinings, it is essential to include God in the 
conversation. In this context, God is the owner of grapevine. He starts with the tilling of soil, the 
best soil to support the grape. The Master will then plant the grapevine firmly in the soil and 
press it down to make sure that the fundamental root is established permanently. Grapevines are 
dependent on a certain object. The Master provides a trellis for the grapevine to support itself. As 
the grape takes its given nutrients, it grows to become a fat, juice-compact grape. Each cluster's 
fate depends on the Master. When He wants his first product to be tried by His loved ones, the 
grapes will be found on the dinner table. When the Master decides to sell them into production, 
the grapes will be found on the marketplace. The grape holds a wide range of possibilities. 
Again, the fate of the grown grape depends on the hands of the Master. 
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The same goes with human children. As Genesis 1:28 says, men and women are told to 
prosper and multiply in numbers. Accordingly came human children. They too are pressed hard 
into earthen soil. These children are provided with their own trellis, their parents, for support and 
growth. As the children absorb numerous life lessons and mature, they too have their fates 
dependent on the Master. When God wants a certain person to become a doctor, the child grows 
up to serve medical service to others. When God wants a missionary, He provides the route to 
the child. When a leader is needed, God lays out the perfect throne to be seated. There are a huge 
range of options for job occupations, and fate depends on the hands of the Father. 

God can be misunderstood as in full authority of our fate, like the caste system which 
determines the life-long position before birth. However, God is more of a trellis, a supporter and 
an enforcer on our wills and conduct. God allows us some degree of freedom. Our sophisticated 
thoughts are only available because God has allowed us to think. When young, children are 
exposed to new tastes and objects that influence their choices of interest and later, into their 
future goals. We are thus choosing our own pursuits and interests: inexplicably God has allowed 
us freedom to do so.  

God in Imago Dei is a grapevine farmer. He tills all the soil and plants the grape firm on 
the ground to wait for its growth. When the grape is ripe, His masterful hands collect each 
condition and determine its fate: either wine, raisins, jam, jelly, and juice. Like the fate of the 
children: rail worker, judge, janitor, and journalist. God is the trellis in grapevines. By providing 
a visible trellis on our surroundings, He assists us in accomplishing our will. God is thus farmer 
and trellis; we are grapes on His vine.  
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Anthem
by Ayn Rand

Week IX

The story Anthem describes a dystopian
society that no longer uses the word “I”.

Everything is collective and programmed by
central authority. The main character
escapes that society and rediscovers

individuality. We elaborated on the story
and ideas of individuality incorporating our

own thoughts.
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Faith Lee (10th) 
The Diary of the Golden One 

We are Liberty 5-3000. We live in the House of Peasants, and our job is to plant seeds, 
seeds that will grow into plants, plants that will feed our fellow sisters and contribute to the 
prosperity and wellbeing of all of our sisters in the City. We are very happy; we serve our sisters. 
There is no reason for us to not be happy. We live our days in tacit happiness among our sisters, 
our days are the same, led by a bell that rings in the middle of the City, reminding us to move on 
to our next course as scheduled… Are we really happy? 

It is a sin to look at the opposite gender, the men on the other side of the hedge. They 
clean the streets, tightly gripping their brooms in their large hands, sweeping back and forth. 
There, on the other side of the hedge were Equality 7-2521, who were quite tall, lean, and stiff. 
They had beautiful auburn-brown hair and looked very strong. Their eyes were blank, but behind 
those glass eyes a fire burned brightly. This caught our attention. We were sure to be punished if 
we were caught looking at them, but we could not draw our eyes away. They seemed different, 
from the way they looked to the way they curtly brushed the dust into small messy piles while 
others had small pyramids of trash and dust swept aside. We watched them from the corners of 
our eyes for just a moment before refocusing on our task, throwing seeds out into the soil. We 
smiled to ourselves. Surely, we will see them again.  

Today, something unspeakable happened, but we are recording it here. We know that it is 
a sin to write down words no others write and it is a sin to think what no others think, but we fear 
that if we do not write this down, we may believe it to all be a hallucination. Today, Equality 
7-2521 waved to us. It was a subtle, hidden wave, bringing their hand to their forehead, but 
nevertheless we were thrilled because they had noticed us. The simple motion made our chest 
flutter, and for a moment we lost our breath. It was a strange, new feeling, but it was not 
detestable in the least. We repeated the same motion back to them, and it became our secret 
greeting.  

A week has passed, and we spoke to Equality 7-2521 for the first time! They quietly 
approached the hedge, and we introduced ourselves to one another. We would have been 
punished if we were caught talking with those on the other side of the hedge, but at that moment, 
we did not care. It was a short moment, but we deeply cherished it. We began to refer to Equality 
7-2521 as The Unconquered, for they did not bend to the mere whims of society and had a fire 
burning in their eyes that would never be extinguished.  

Much more time has passed, but today we spoke again, and when we did, The 
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Unconquered told us they referred to us as “The Golden One”. They called us “our dearest one”, 
and it sent shivers down our spine. After all, it was illegal to speak such words. Not knowing 
how to continue the conversation, we offered to bring some water to The Unconquered. We 
acted without a thought in our minds, and when we looked back down at our hands, they held no 
more water. What a day it was. 

Now it is the day after the World Council of Scholars, and the news has spread like 
wildfire: Equality 7-2521 intruded the exclusive meeting of scholars, presented a forbidden 
creation thought only by themselves, and ran away into the Uncharted Forest. We must follow 
the Unconquered One, no matter how tough the journey might be. Maybe we will finally be 
released from the chains of our society. We will carry these words as a dear possession. 

My name is Gaea, and I am free! I have broken the chains that were placed upon me 
from my birth and have escaped from the City that kept me in the dark for so long. A day after I 
followed the Unconquered One, Prometheus, into the woods, I found him, and I promised to 
travel with him. A few days of traveling passed, and before we realized, we stood at the edge of 
the forest. In front of us, on a mountain top, stood a house, created from the Unmentionable 
Times. We live here now, inside a huge house with lots of furniture, space, and other wonderful 
items that were kept from us back in the city. Prometheus was ecstatic when he entered the 
house, and even more excited when he saw the shelves of books that spanned floor to ceiling on 
multiple walls. He told me, “I shall learn many secrets from my books. Through the years ahead, 
I shall rebuild the achievements of the past, and open the way to carry them further.” He is 
intelligent and beautiful, and he knows it. Although I am not as motivated to create new 
inventions, I have agreed to help him in his research and creations. I am looking forward to 
spending the rest of our days here in this house, embracing individuality and love.  
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Gayeon Katherine Kim (12th) 
Anthem: ‘We’ in the Church and in Martin Luther King Jr.’s Letter 

The language of human rights is prevalent in our time. In using this language, liberation 
and freedom are essential. However, it is important to ask what is meant by freedom and 
understand the ultimate goal. As the significance of ‘I,’ individual happiness, and the concept of 
‘we’ are presented in Anthem by Ayn Rand, I question if the individual freedom suggested by 
Rand is the best. To respond to this question, I use Martin Luther King Jr.’s letter from 
Birmingham Jail to seek comparable values with Rand’s, especially on the individual’s freedom 
and meaning of oneself within others. 

“What if our true selves are made from the materials of our communal life?” Stanley 
Hauerwas asks. The human belongs in a condition of shared reality. There may be a bigger ‘we,’ 
different from the ‘we’ in the dystopian society in Anthem. In this bigger ‘we,’ not only 
individual freedom and respect for each other exists but also mercy and love – which, despite 
their fragility, define the loveliness of mankind. This ‘we’ is the foundation of a relationship with 
one another, no matter bad or good. 

One place where the different ‘we’ has begun to emerge is South Korea. As its economy 
becomes more developed and internationalized, there is a significant increase in immigration and 
ethnic diversity. Despite its inclination toward a conservative policy that is found occasionally in 
history, Korea is going through a progression of an opening toward foreigners. This has blurred 
the boundary of “we.” How we define “we” is becoming more and more important and difficult, 
as it decides our attitude to the changing society. 

 No matter how the government defines its people or how the people define themselves, 
the definition of “we” in church traces back to the life, death, and the resurrection of Jesus in a 
Christian manner. 

The community that Martin Luther King Jr. envisioned welcomed one’s own weakness, 
rather than despised it so that another’s weakness can also be welcomed. This embodies the heart 
of Christianity in that a person is recognized, accepted, and loved, not because one is lovable or 
has certain merits, but because that person is one’s other-self. In the last part of King’s 
Birmingham letter, he expresses his disappointment with the contemporary church as it is 
characterized as “the arch-supporter of the status quo” with “a weak, ineffectual voice with an 
uncertain sound.”  

It may be worth reflecting upon how much progress the church has made and what role it 
has played toward building a “beloved community” where a different ‘we’ inhabits. It is the 
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church itself that presents the radically different version and vision of “we.” It is the colony of 
witnesses from different social, racial, cultural, and economic backgrounds, including the weak 
and the infirm all crying out “Amen” together. However, one is not just using church language in 
that one’s identity can be found in a relationship with another. In the wake of the Japanese 
tsunami of 2011, Koreans rediscovered who they are by the act of charity, which transcended the 
historic enmity and exhibited a human sense of justice. Natural selection cannot explain this 
charity toward a once historic enemy. Nor can it be contained within secularists’ language of 
human rights, economic, social justice, and legal equality. Rather, those moments of deep 
recognition give us a glimpse of a very different kind of community beyond all humanly possible 
boundaries, a foretaste of conversion and transformation. In those moments, we are free. 
 

Works Cited 
Hauerwas, Stanley, and William H. Willimon. Resident Aliens: Life in the Christian Colony. 
Abingdon Press, 2014.  
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Matias Valencia (12th) 
Anthem 

The world we live in is far from perfect. Ideological clashes are permanent and lead to 
scenarios where the majority always has the last word, neglecting minorities. Since society’s 
conception, the perfect model of community has been unquestionably clear. Since our birth, we 
are flooded with universal concepts of good and evil. Every person is familiar with such 
concepts, yet harmful behavior has remained a problem in every place of the world. If we judge 
our societies based on those pre-established concepts, the issues poisoning our 
communitarianism are evident. Human behavior shows a constant pattern of self-centeredness, 
neglecting common benefit. Deep inside we can all determine the changes required to improve 
our societies. Nevertheless, there is no sign of change on the horizon. 

Since the issues affecting our livelihood are evident, determining the solutions is as 
simple as finding the antithesis to each problem. To stop discrimination, it is necesary to foster 
tolerance in ourselves and in the people surrounding us. To stop climate change, we should find 
an equilibrium with the environment, learning to protect and preserve our resources. To create 
peace, respect should be practiced worldwide. The answers are known, but implementing them 
on any scale is a different story. It requires people capable of spreading the messages and an 
audience open to change.  

Ideas are the most powerful virus ever known; they spread faster than any other disease, 
disregarding distance or status. Degenerative once they impregnate a subject, they deteriorate 
previous ideology to make space for new concepts, and no matter which treatments are applied, 
they may never leave. Contrary to other diseases, they leave the physical condition intact, but 
attack psyche ferociously.  

The only way to decide which ideas can be considered as harmful is to judge them based 
on pre-established concepts of good and evil. Then, it appears obvious that harmful ideas are 
easier to transmit and harder to cure.  

During man’s whole existence society has sought to achieve absolute harmony, but has 
never come anywhere close. Maybe the true obstacle is human nature itself; maybe chaos is 
imprinted in our DNA, and displacing it equates to making mountains move and oceans remain 
still. At one point, the validity of concepts such as universal respect and tolerance becomes 
questionable. If thousands of years of persistent efforts toward a common benefit have had little 
to no effect, then it may be time to pursue a radically different alternative.  

“I shall rebuild the achievements which are open to me, but closed forever to my brother, 
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for their minds are shackled to the weakest and dullest among them” (Rand). Politics are a 
constant barrier, slowing down genuine enthusiasm for a greater future, and protecting those who 
superimpose individual success. Perhaps, simplifying over-complicated systems that dictate the 
path of our lives is the next step in finding answers to the struggles that strike our societies. 

The image of a perfect society, where all problems have been resolved seamlessly is 
known as a utopia. It represents the ideal interaction between individuals and the environment 
surrounding them. It appears as the pinnacle of human interrelation, as the model that every 
society should aspire to obtain. In reality, such a concept is entirely fictional and impossible to 
achieve. Even if it was within reach, in order to achieve global harmony, a part of individuality 
would be extracted from each person. As long as each individual has the freedom to construct 
their own criteria, there will be conflict. 

By contrast, a dystopia represents a society where everything went sideways, a product of 
uninterrupted bad decisioning converted to chaos. Apparently these two concepts oppose each 
other, but their roots are tied closely. To achieve a utopia, where all conflict has been eliminated, 
freedom would be in question. If freedom is not a constant in the equation, it loses its appeal, and 
the line between a utopia and a dystopia becomes thinner. 

Ayn Rand showed that there is no freedom without individuality. Every person has the 
right to make decisions, learning from the consequences, thus shaping his own future. 
Collectivism dictated Equalitie’s path, oppressing his creativity and his individuality. As time 
has shown, any form of oppression results in the burst of revolution, on an equal or bigger scale. 
A utopia, a society free from conflict, is incompatible with human nature. Humanity has many 
flaws and accepting our imperfections is the first step to overcome them. 
 

Works Cited 
Rand, Ayn. Anthem. 1938 edition. New York. 1938, p40. Printed.  
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Week X

Persuasive
Essay:

Patriotism
We were assigned to write an essay

referring to a famous patriotic quote and
add our opinions about patriotism.
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Matias Valencia (12th) 
Root of Patriotism  

Love is an expression of familiarity over time. It is a concept applicable to everything in 
our surroundings, including the territories we inhabit. Patriotism is defined as love and loyalty 
expressed toward a country. Patriotic sentiment is not defined by the place of birth, but instead 
by the territory we feel most familiar with. The whole existence of patriotism is unjustified, to 
the extent that countries represent nothing more than imaginary boundaries, that only serve to 
divide a species already prone to segregation. 

The population's devotion should not be directed toward a territory controlled by systems 
where personal interests play a major part. All people have attachments to their origins, and to 
the territories that sheltered them. That is where our loyalty should lay, on the culture and 
resources of the land we call home, but not on governments or systems corrupted by egoism. 

Even the American politician Charles Pinckney questioned the roles of politicians and the 
mistakes made while promoting love for the country, “millions for defense, but not one cent for 
tribute.” Patriotic sentiment is the main motivation inspiring armies of soldiers willing to make 
the ultimate sacrifice in the name of their country. However, most conflicts where armies are 
forced to intervene are not detonated by passion toward a country, but by personal ambition of 
high commands who let their pride determine the destiny of countless souls that lay in their 
hands. Risking human lives to satisfy personal interest has no justification. The most influential 
conflicts in history were not motivated by loyalty toward a government. Conviction toward an 
ideology is what sparked the action of characters whose legacy is still relevant.  

Simon Bolivar was the main orchestrator of South America’s independence from Spanish 
tyranny. In the 18th century, his efforts freed millions of people from oppression, and led him to 
become a symbol of freedom all over the world. Thousands were inspired by his motivations, 
and united they were able to defeat Spanish troops. One of Bolivar’s ambitions was to create a 
single country that encompassed most of the South American territories. This idea was not met 
with the same enthusiasm as his fight for freedom, so it never succeeded. People were willing to 
risk their lives to fight for the cause of freedom, but when the idea of forming a mega-republic 
was presented, support quickly vanished. 

“A politician will do anything to keep his job―even become a patriot,” this phrase was 
said by the newspaper publisher, William Randolph Hearst. Our loyalty should not lay in 
political systems or politicians. Authentic patriotism is sparked by the ideology embedded in the 
foundations of a nation. It is an indescribable sense of pride toward a geographical territory and 
all the culture inside it. In some individuals, it is dormant until they find themselves in a foreign 
environment. That is when nostalgia takes over, and when all the flaws existing in the homeland 
vanish to make it appear as a paradise.  
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Soeun Lilly Kim (12th) 
Lines of Patriotism 

The great patriotism rang with the bell of Common Sense by Thomas Paine, starting the 
American Revolution. With general reverence and respect for their own country, the United 
States, Americans would no longer chain themselves to their motherland Britain. Their love and 
loyalty to their own country was a feather in their patriot caps. Thus, patriotism is a beautiful 
element to blow the breath of purpose to people. It combines even domestic adversaries for a 
common goal: the welfare of their own country. The degree of commitment to patriotism varies 
among people. But the particular extent that requires watchfulness is extreme patriotism or 
nationalism: the same love and loyalty to country―but with conviction that other countries lie 
inferior― thus nationalism is an unsavory excess for patriotic people. It creates negative 
conflicts and consequences, causing crime and corruption. Therefore, it is important to keep a 
good distance between good patriotism and extreme patriotism or nationalism. 

Patriotism is a positive force to unite people under one country. Prior to independence in 
the United States, America still kept the name tag of Great Britain. But the long distance and the 
emerging feeling of human rights from the Enlightenment slowly separated the Europeans in the 
Old World and the New World. With orders from the British crown sounding so foreign, the 
United States sought a diplomatic way to obtain autonomy. But with the rejected Olive Petition 
Act, along with Common Sense from Thomas Paine, patriotism was ignited at the heart of every 
American. Regardless of relationship, status, and background, citizens of the United States 
united as one to serve and contribute for the welfare of their country. With Benjamin Franklin's 
famous political cartoon, the Join or Die with sliced sections of a snake representing the states in 
America, the borders between states in America were withdrawn and the farmers and machinery 
workers were united into one. Patriotism inspired men to work toward the common goal: to serve 
their home country; it brought communal joy of contributing to the country. 

 Patriotism commitment, however, differs among people. Imagine the country as a 
corpulent clay jar: some would be pouring their personal oils into the common vessel while 
others would scoop some out to fill their private jars. The contributor is an avid patriot, 
endeavoring to utilize his talent for the progress of the country. The one who scoops oil to fill his 
own jar is a pessimist or a neutral, not possessing an endearing heart toward the country. While 
these distinctions regarding the love of country exist, neither is treading on the rights of the 
other. However, when patriotism goes extreme, it spurs people to focus on a wrong emotion: 
hatred. "Patriotism is when love of your own people comes first; nationalism, when hate for 
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people other than your own comes first," (Charles De Gaulle). Excessive pride in their own 
country causes extreme patriots or nationalists to subjugate countries other than their own. 
Rather than focusing positively on people of their country, a hatred toward foreign people 
dominates. Thus, there is a significant discrepancy between patriotism and nationalism: ardent 
love for country versus ardent hatred for others. Nationalism sparks wars, violence, and crimes. 
Imperialism and the World Wars were driven by countries' nationalism. For instance, Great 
Britain was proud to be "the empire where the sun never sets" during the Imperialistic Era. 
However, the myriad colonies it established on every continent were founded through violent 
and forceful methods and the consequence was brutal for the colonies. 

But nationalism was negative to the British as well. Thousands of British soldiers were 
drafted to fight German nationalism in the World Wars. The dreadful trench war was 
characterized by ghastly conditions and tragic deaths, leaving women and children at home 
weeping and looking to the sky for the return of husband and father. The catastrophe of blood, 
tears, and iron was an unnecessary exercise of nationalism.  

Love of one's own country is a positive force that unites people under one country. The 
patriotism people possess are in different degrees, and it is important to take caution to avoid the 
extreme stance. Extreme patriotism or nationalism evokes hatred, an unnecessary emotion that 
brings devastating results.   
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Faith Lee (10th) 
Patriotism = Lego Blocks 

Patriotism can be found everywhere in small, day to day actions, such as saying the 
Pledge of Allegiance when facing the flag and taking hats off when the national anthem plays. It 
is also displayed when people get together and support the ideas and beliefs that the country has. 
Patriotism is not something that divides the people and instead is something that connects and 
unites everyone in the United States through the love people have for the country.  

Patriotism is defined as an act of showing devotion and support for one’s country. Some 
small acts of patriotism might be going to rallies and showing support for officials, while larger 
actions include voting and responding to jury duty. These actions all show dedication and loyalty 
to the United States and help people connect more to the country that they live in. George D. 
Mardikian claims, “The priceless thing America has given to me has nothing to do with money 
or fame. Some would call it national pride. I call it the dignity of being American.” Patriotism 
brings people together through the love held for the country and allows individuals to have a 
stronger sense of loyalty and pride in America. 

In the United States, there are people who are deeply devoted to the country, its 
fundamental beliefs, and nothing else, refusing to accept new changes and developments while 
others support the country but are open to new ideas and renovations, causing a slight divide 
between the die-hard supporters and those who feel a weaker connection to the country. An 
example of different levels of patriotism can be observed from a quote by Joseph Addison, who 
said, “What a pity is it that we can die but once to serve our country.” There are many 
individuals who might not be as willing to give up their lives in battle, while others are willing to 
die ten times over for the freedom and prosperity for those in America. However, even though 
people have different levels of loyalty and devotion to America, most people respect and partake 
in some patriotism to the United States, like setting off fireworks and celebrating on the Fourth 
of July, thanking veterans for their services and sacrifices on Veteran’s Day, and celebrating (or 
despising) the inauguration of a new president every four years.  

Patriotism can help individuals develop a strong sense of pride and love for one’s 
country. Instead of dividing people and causing disagreements to occur, patriotism allows people 
to support America and connect with others who believe in the same causes and ideas as well as 
boosts the loyalty and dignity of the people living in the United States.   
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Dialogue
Week XI

A dialogue is a record of a certain
conversation between two or more

people.
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Faith Lee (10th) 
Saturday Phone Call Dialogue 

“So, did anything interesting happen this week? We’ve been talking for about thirty 
minutes now but we haven’t talked about how we’ve been for the past week,” JJ commented.  

Faith began nodding even though her mother couldn’t see her action. “None in particular. 
There was a small...disagreement between some of us in the dormitory, but I think that’s it.” She 
pulled the blanket near the end of the bed over herself and sighed, “Nothing really memorable 
happened, except for the fact that I haven’t been getting enough sleep lately. I’m tired all the 
time.”  

“Oh, I see…Over here it’s getting colder, but it’s a little dry.” 
“Are the fires still going on?”  
“Not at the moment; they’ve all gone out by now.”  
Letting out a breath of relief, Faith dropped her head onto her pillow. “Good. That’s 

good. It’s really cold over here too, and it’s only going to get colder, apparently. I’m still not 
used to low temperatures like this. I don’t even know what 45 degrees feels like!”  

Faith heard a smile in her mother’s voice as she replied, “Wow, it will snow a lot over 
there, won’t it? Hope you stay warm and have fun.” 

“Yeah… How cold is it over there in California?”  
“I had to put away the summer blankets and took out the light winter blankets, but even 

with those it was still cold! So I had to bring out the thick winter blankets.”  
“Wow. It must be really cold for California then,” Faith commented as she looked over at 

the winter blankets that she had been using since late September.  
JJ hummed in agreement while looking at Candy, the small dog with sun-kissed fur 

sleeping on the couch. “Oh yeah. I took Candy out for a walk a couple days ago, and when we 
went outside she stuck her head in a bush and wouldn’t come out. She stayed put even when I 
tugged on her leash. I leaned over to see what it was and it was a dead mouse!”  

“Ew!”  
“Exactly! I felt like I was going to faint and pulled Candy away from that bush. It was so 

scary!” The dog on the couch lifted her head as she heard her name repeated numerous times. JJ 
smiled, walked over to the couch, and patted the dog’s head.  

“Well, it was nice to hear from you, Yaena. I’m glad you seem to be doing well there.”  
“Ah...Haha. Yeah, it was nice talking with you too. I miss you and dad and Candy,” Faith 

added. 
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Letting out a laugh, JJ looked over at Candy. Over the phone, Faith heard her saying, 
“Did you hear that, Candy? She says she misses you. Tell her you miss her too!”  

Standing up, Faith said, “Let’s chat more over email later, okay? Time’s already up. I’ll 
talk to you later, mom. Have a nice day, I love you!”  

“Okay, enjoy the rest of your Saturday! Let’s talk later, love you, bye!” JJ smiled as she 
ended the call and pet Candy again. “Aren’t you glad she seems to be doing well?”  
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Soeun Lilly Kim (12th) 
Rough Fur Smooth Fur? 

The gentle yet elegant thumps of stiff leather boots took up the stairs. Sparkling red heels 
clicked along behind. Blight children with killer smiles climbed up the banister. It was another 
day of the sun. 

"And it sure is another day, it is," Stair yawned. 
Apparently, the Stair had a voice in himself and was an everyday observer of those who 

used his classic transport. He was settled inside a prestigious hotel constructed by renowned 
architects and artists.  

"Renzo Piano, Jean Nouvel, Louis Kahn," he would often hymn in pride. 
The building represented wealth and success. It boasted splendid ballrooms, luxurious hot 

spas, high-quality buffets from five-star chefs, and much more. People only entered these rooms 
following their climbing of the stairs, or rather, Stair. And Stair was pleased in his role. 

"Success comes through me!" he cried in delight. 
"Tinkle" The doorbell above the entry rang. In strode an aristocrat with elegant strides 

who greeted Stair with gentle steps on his velvet runner.  
"Good day, sir―oh, it's been a while, Monsieur Wotton! Come to use our spa room 

again?" 
Stair enjoyed his brief encounters with the nobles. It gave him a feeling of being one of 

them. 
"Ting-a-ling" A man in his early-forties, wearing worn-out jeans and rubber boots all 

smeared in mud entered the door. His wrinkles and age spots on his face covered his youthful 
skin and his dry lips suggested that he hasn't had a drink for a while. As he entered the gate, he 
left muddy footsteps everywhere. With a resounding but cheap chump chump chump, the man 
walked up the stairs. 

"Please tell me he entered the wrong door," Stair murmured. 
"Tintinnabulation" The door opened but Stair did not see anyone enter, until...he looked 

down and saw a fuzzball with clear eyes standing in front of him. It was a corgi. The little canine 
did not follow the man up the stairs but instead swirled himself right before Stair and made 
himself home. 

Puzzled, Stair inquired,"What are you doing here?" 
"Why, waiting sir. For my dear Master," Corgi replied quietly. 
"The intruder that just entered my building?" 
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"Intruder?" 
"Perhaps foreigner is a better word. Nobody enters this building with those raggy rubber 

boots. Now, look at my premium velvet, all smudged in dirty mud. My skin treated with olive oil 
is all roughed up because of some sort of grease!" 

Corgi was offended, "Sir, that is a harsh way of saying it. My Master is a mechanic. He's 
here to fix the boiler in the spa room." 

"He sure looks like one," Stair jeered. 
"My Master was a law student once, educating himself in an honorable institution," Corgi 

started to reflect, "but one day, this evil-eyed money-monger got impatient and demanded the 
poor student's tuition fee."  

Corgi, scratching his left ear with his paw, continued, "And that changed my Master's 
course of life: from attorney to mechanic." 

"Could have become a successful attorney and entered the door with polished derby 
shoes," Stair tsked. "But with those dirt cheap boots on, I wonder how he can even stand from 
his failures. Must be a miserable life to live." 

"Actually, the opposite, sir. He's just as content as a hen with a good wife, a good home, 
and a good dog!"  

Stair smirked in disapproval.  
In response, Corgi argued, "My mom once said success in life is fulfilled when you 

permanize these three objects: home, love, and a friend. And see, think about it. He's got all these 
three!" 

It was all silly to Stair. He shared his thought, "You're a poor servant, getting fed chicken 
feed. And here I am, vacuumed and smoothed all day. Now, who sounds like a winner?" 

Corgi replied, "Well, have you got at least one success my mom told me of?" 
"No. But I've got hundreds of noble-blooded visitors, all coming for a stay in my place.”  
"And it's just temporary; they never come back," Corgi stated. 
"Does that matter?" 
"Oh, you don't know the joy of it," Corgi beamed with a smile at the thought. "When in 

the morning, you see Master leave the house, you bark a brief adieu. You're cool with his 
absence because you know that the Master will come back, maybe with a dried jerky in hand. 
Oh, the feeling of excitement when you hear his footsteps getting louder and louder as the sun 
goes downer and downer. And when his same old boots are in sight, you hollar a joyous roar and 
rush all your feet toward him." 
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Stair rejected, "That's pretty awful, standing in wait for someone. Just better to send them 
for good." 

Then after a short thought, Stair spoke again, "Also, it's another awfulness if you have to 
see the 'same old boots'. The same sight only makes it uglier, wouldn't that be dreadful?" Stair 
felt better with those words. 

 
All Corgi did was nod in consent as he traveled back to those happy memories. Corgi was 

patient and respectful of other opinions. All he really cared about was him and his master. 
The clock struck noon and with the luncheon buffet open, groups of people were entering 

the door for a meal. Then chump chump chump came the fatigued mechanic out from the left 
corner, the way to the spa room. Corgi's tail wagged. Going down the stairs, the man beckoned 
his dog and they walked out of the door.  

Incoming visitors glanced at those two and walked up the stairs. Stair felt the noble feet 
pressing on him again. He was back with the sight of premium leather boots and hilly high heels 
worth a gemstone. But these observations were not pleasing to him anymore. His eyes were 
rather fixed on the muddy footsteps the old mechanic had left. The mud now marked deeply 
inside his carpet and his heart.   
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Yesung Eric Lee (12th) 
A Fiction 

Lia accepted my friend request in Hangout. I, nervous and happy, opened the chat room.  
“Hey.”  
“Wow. now we can talk through Hangout!” 
“Wanna phone call?” 
“Sure.” 
….... 
“Hey, Lia,” I laughed. 
“Hi, Yesung,” Lia laughed too. 
I asked, “How is your college application going?” 
“Well… my college essay” - she sighed―“is boomed.” 
“Let me tell you this,” I replied. “You are not alone, mine is too. 

What time is it in Korea?” 
“It is 9:30 AM.” 
“What are ya doing right now?” I asked. 
“I’m at the school right now,” she replied. 
I whispered, “Then, isn’t it forbidden to use your phone in the school building?” 
“Don’t worry,” she whispered. “It is self-studying time right now.” 
“I thought you guys are having class,” I wondered,  “Which classes do you take?” 
“I do not take classes.” 
“What?” I shouted, “Wait, do you have self-studying time for the whole school day?” 
“Yes.”  
“What the...”―I coughed―“hmm.. Interesting…” 
Lia and I first met last summer. We both were in the same academy to study for the SAT. 

There were more than 20 students in a class. I first talked to her during the group discussion of 
SAT reading section problems. She was a skinny girl who had pale skin and little piercing on her 
ears. Initially I avoided talking to her because she looked like an acquaintance I hated. However, 
as time went by and I accidentally talked to her, I realized that she was not what I expected. She 
became a good friend.  

“So… why do you have self-studying time your whole day?” I asked. 
She answered, “Well, that is what the school does. Since we are preparing for the 

National Entrance Exam for University in early December which is once a year, school provides 
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time to study in the second semester (fall semester is 2nd semester in Korea). This is normal.” 
She was going to take the exam, but at the same time, she also intended to take the SAT 

to apply to universities in the US.  
“The college application has not ended, but I am only thinking about going back to Korea 

right now,” I laughed. “Let’s hangout when the Covid goes away.” 
“Sure!” 
I could not hang out with her since I had a lot of studying such as Toefl and essay, and 

also it was her midterm weeks. When I finished all my schedules and plans for studying, there 
was only one week before I went back to the US. Therefore, three days before the flight, I asked 
her out. It was only about four hours, but it was as sweet as honey and as soft as pudding.  
….... 
 “Lia, please pray for my early decision admission.”  

“Of course!” She said, “When are you applying?” 
“Tomorrow,” I replied, “After six months, I’m going back to Korea! 

The time is too fast.” 
“Wow, there is not much time in high school,” she mused, “I graduate high school after a 

month.” 
“And we will be adults!” I shouted. 
“Yes,” she laughed, “I cannot believe that we are now old enough to be adults.” 
There was a silence at the moment. At that moment, I thought lots of things, and all of a 

sudden, I wanted to say something to her. 
“Yesung, do you —” 
“Lia.” 
“Yes?” 
 …….. 
 ……. 
“I miss you.” 
…… 
“Me too.”  
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Gayeon Katherine Kim (12th) 
Perfect 

The eyeliner makes the dark circles less pronounced. The lip gloss hides the trembling. 
The ponytail conceals missing patches of hair. The sweater covers bruises. I might look a bit 
thinner, but everyone will ask about my new diet. My hair might not shine the way it used to, but 
the pink ribbon will distract the curious eyes. One hour of preparation and I look like myself; one 
hour of preparation and no one will know. One hour out of 24 hours. Sometimes I wonder if it’s 
worth it – wasting a twenty-fourth of my day on lying about myself and tricking other’s eyes. 
But then I see my wispy hair and baggy eyes, and I have to do it. 

Checking my makeup one last time, I push my sleeves up, but not past my elbows. I slip 
on a comfortable pair of sneakers – heels are too dangerous with shaky legs – and grab my bag. 
Padding downstairs, I smell the scent of waffles and syrup. 

“Morning, Mom,” I call. 
“Morning, baby,” she replies. “Did you sleep well?” 
“Better than I have been.” 
She sighs, “Any improvement is good.”  
“Of course.” 
“I made waffles.” Her offering. 
“Thanks, Mom. Smells delicious.” And my offering. 
I sit at the table and she hands me a plate. The thought of all that food turns my stomach, 

but I force myself to smile and thank my mother again. She turns around to the sink and fills the 
silence with chatter. When she turns back around, she takes in the plate with a waffle only 
missing a few bites. I smile apologetically, eyes on the empty table. 

“I’m not very hungry this morning.” 
“You’ll need your strength for this afternoon.” She bites her lip. She doesn’t like to bring 

it up over breakfast. I eat another bite. 
“I packed your lunch.” 
“I’m 18, Mom. I can pack my own lunch. You have more important things to do.” 

She reaches for the paper sack. 
“But now I know you’ll have something to eat. And you need to eat, okay? You have to 

keep your strength up.” 
Sighing, I take the bag. I know this bagel with cream cheese won’t be eaten, not any more 

than the one yesterday or the day before. And even if I do eat it, I’ll just throw it up later.  
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“Hon, have you thought about what I said the other day?” she asks. 
I shrug noncommittally. 
“Sweetheart, you can’t hide this forever. Eventually, you’re going to miss school and 

people will start asking questions.” 
“Mom, I have two months left of high school. I can make it ’til then. I’m class president 

and probably valedictorian. I was voted ‘Most popular,’ ‘Most fun to be around,’ ‘Best smile,’ 
and ‘Most likely to succeed.’ People don’t want to know that the girl who’s got it all together, 
doesn’t have it all together. People don’t want to know that girl is dying!” 

“Honey, don’t say that. You’re not dying.” 
“Yes, I am. I have cancer. You heard Dr. Jones. I have maybe a year left. But that means 

I can graduate and then never see those people again. I’ll die and they’ll feel sorry for me, but at 
least I won’t have to endure their pity.” 

“But …” she tries to interrupt. 
“Mom, listen to me! I don’t want to be the girl everyone looks at and whispers, ‘Look at 

her. Poor thing, she has cancer.’ I can’t handle that. I want to be normal. Just for these last two 
months.” 

“Okay,” she whispers. “Okay. Just remember, it’s okay if you don’t have it all together. 
Sometimes things just fall apart and there’s nothing we can do.” 

“Thanks, Mom.” I grab my bag and lunch and kiss her on the cheek. “I love you.” 
“I love you too,” my mom replies. This exchange, once taken for granted, is now a vital 

part of every morning, every afternoon, and every night. Those three little words now mean more 
than an entire conversation. They fill up all gaps and calm disagreements because we both know 
there is now a finite number left. 

Keys in hand, I open the door and blink in the early morning sun. My black car waits in 
the driveway and as I walk toward it, I check my reflection in the tinted window. Perfect. 
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Short Stories

Starting from one of three required first
lines, we unleashed our creativity and

wrote our own stories. We created
characters that encountered and
conquered a variety of problems.

Week XII
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Faith Lee (10th) 
Overcoming Pain 

The surgeon’s diagnosis was precise: “Mr. Lee, in ten days the cancer will destroy your 
ability to speak, but death will be delayed a year more.”  

As Christian heard these words, he felt ice climbing up his legs, keeping him frozen in 
the chair in front of the surgeon’s desk. “My voice will be gone...in ten days?”  

Nodding, the surgeon looked back at his computer and scrolled through the most recent 
files about Christian’s condition. “It does not look like the cancer will affect any other part of 
your body for now, although as the year comes to an end it is expected to rapidly start spreading 
to your neck and down to your heart. I’m sorry Mr. Lee. We will try our best to find a solution 
and help reduce your pain as much as possible, but we cannot guarantee a way to prevent or get 
rid of the cancer.”  

His whole body feeling numb, Christian slumped in his seat with a weak nod. Currently, 
it was January 27, two days before his birthday, two days before he finally turned 21. He had 
known that his condition was terminal, but the doctor’s declaration made his looming death 
much more real and frightening. Worried, the surgeon glanced over at Christian for a moment 
before turning back to his monitor and rapidly typing something. After a moment, he cleared his 
throat.  

“Mr. Lee. In my fifty years of working in the cancer-prevention industry, this is the first 
time I’ve seen such a severe type of laryngeal cancer. It also seems like you have a mutated type 
of hypopharyngeal cancer spreading in your hypopharynx. This will eventually block your 
airway and make it more and more difficult to breathe as time goes on. I suggest that you―”  

“Stop. Please, just stop.” Christian stumbled as he got up, breathing heavily. He felt 
himself panicking but was not able to calm himself down. “I just need some time to organize my 
thoughts. I’m really sorry to interrupt you. Could I come back later?”  

The surgeon nodded calmly, but his eyes flashed with concern. “Of course.” Glancing at 
the clock he continued, “It’s nearly eight. I think it would be good for you to rest at home for 
today and try to calm down. I will be available starting at 7 a.m. tomorrow, just give the front 
desk a call before coming here.”  

Christian mumbled his thanks and bowed before leaving the room and dashing down the 
hallway, reaching the front entrance in a matter of seconds. He slammed open the hospital door, 
barely feeling the cold rush of wind entering the building, and ran toward his small, silver Honda 
Civic parked in the second row of the parking lot. He fumbled with his keys, barely unlocking 
the car door and collapsing into the driver’s seat.  

A wave of panic rose up and crashed into him, knocking the air out of his lungs. Drawing 
in raggedy, uneven breaths, he gripped the steering wheel in an attempt to stabilize himself. After 
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a moment, he felt his panic die down. Reaching into his pocket with shaking hands, he took out 
his phone. It lit up with notifications of multiple text messages from his mother and friends. 
Christian looked at the device with glazed eyes for a moment before blinking to clear his vision 
and weakly typing in the password to unlock the phone. First things first, Christian, he thought 
to himself as he called his mother and held the phone to his ear.  

It rang a couple of times before a loud, clear voice shouted out at him, “Christian! My 
baby, are you alright? How did the checkup today go? I’m sorry I couldn’t go with you today. I 
wanted to drop everything and go with you but there was an emergency surgery I needed to 
perform…” She trailed off, and Christian couldn’t help but smile sadly. His strong, 
hard-working, determined, loving mother had stood beside him when he was first told about the 
cancers in his throat and neck when he was only sixteen years old and continued to stand by his 
side and support him now. He knew she had been praying for a miracle, hoping for a cure, and 
wishing to hear good news about the checkup from her one and only son, and it saddened him 
that he could not give her any positive news.  

“Mother, first of all, hello to you too. I’ve had better days, but I’ve calmed down a little 
so I think I’m fine. The checkup was not the best, I think it’s a good thing that you weren’t here 
today. You would have been very worried. The doctor told me that the cancer will destroy my 
voice box and prevent me from speaking in approximately ten days, but I still have a year to 
live.” Christian trails off at the silence on his mother’s side of the phone. “Mother? Mother, are 
you there?” He asks hesitantly, and he hears a muffled sob. His heart breaks at hearing his 
mother cry. He tries to reassure her, but she accepts none of it.  

“Christian. When you come home, I’ll have your favorite meal prepared, okay?” She 
takes a deep breath. “Do you want to talk about it when you get home? Or I could just call the 
doctor’s office if you don’t feel comfortable…” 

He feels a lump in his throat. “I would rather not talk about it now… If you could call the 
office instead, I would appreciate it. I’ll be there in twenty minutes.” His mother murmurs in 
agreement. The hospital is only ten minutes away, but she knows that he needs some time to 
process the devastating news on his own.  

“Christian, I love you. See you soon, okay?” She says in a soft voice. He hears the 
overwhelming sadness in her voice and feels terrible even though nothing has been of his own 
volition. 

“I love you too, mom. I’ll be there right away.” His mother hangs up. As soon as the 
phone exits the call screen, Christian collapses back into his seat, letting out a large, weary 
breath he didn’t know he was holding until now. What should I do now? I have ten minutes to get 
it together… He finds his fingers automatically opening the messaging app and entering a group 
chat with all of his close friends.  
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 hey guys, bad news. apparently 

 i’m going to lose my voice in 10 days 
 

The replies were almost immediate. Christian read through the replies dejectedly.  
 
 - you’re going to   w  h  a  t ?  
 
- wait wait wait, you’re joking, right? you can’t 
be serious. i thought your condition was  
reversible?  
 
- Guys, he had the checkup today, don’t 
you remember? I don’t think he’s joking. 
 

uh 
yeah, it’s the truth according to my 

surgeon/adviser at the hospital... 
 

He jolted in surprise when his phone suddenly lit up with an incoming call. The screen 
read: Incoming phone call from Angela. Christian felt his heart flutter for a moment but shook 
his head. He had given up on trying to pursue his crush from freshman year of high school years 
ago. They had become close through Ethan, a mutual friend, and he had convinced himself that 
he was satisfied with their friendship. It wasn’t a lie, but it wasn’t the full truth either. He tapped 
the Accept Call button and changed the call to speaker mode. Immediately, a sweet, almost 
angelic voice shouted his name. 

“Christian! Are you feeling okay? Do you want to talk about it? I-Oh god, sorry, I just 
called you because I was worried, I wasn’t really thinking. This was really sudden, wasn’t it? Do 
you need some time to think on your own?”  

Letting out a laugh, Christian replied, “No no, thank you for calling, Angela. I appreciate 
your concern. It would be nice to talk about it a little.”  

“Oh, okay. Will your voice really vanish in ten days…?” Angela asked hesitantly. 
Christian fidgeted. “I guess so. The doctor’s never been wrong before, so there’s no point 

in trying to convince myself that he’s wrong right now anyway. Any advice on what I should do 
while I still have my voice?” he asked, half-joking.  

After a moment of silence, Angela replied, “Well, your 21st birthday is coming up in two 
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days, right? We can throw you a huge party then! It’ll take your mind off of some things, I hope. 
Hmm… How about writing a diary? Or just record your thoughts on paper; you could read over 
them and relive happy memories when you feel sad. Letters or recordings for yourself and your 
family?” Christian hummed in agreement. “If you need any help or want to talk, I’ll always be 
available,” Angela continued softly.  

After talking a few more minutes, Christian smiled as he finished, “Thanks, Angela, for 
everything. I really appreciate it. I’ll keep your suggestions in mind. I have to get going, I’ll call 
you later?”  

“Of course. Talk to you soon,” she responded before hanging up. With a sigh, Christian 
placed his phone in the cup-holder next to him and began the short drive home.  

After hugging his mother, reassuring her that he would be okay, and eating the huge meal 
that his mother cooked up for dinner, Christian trudged up the stairs to his room and flung 
himself into his bed. He hummed, hearing the low sound in his ears and feeling the vibrations in 
his throat. This would all be taken away from him in a little over a week. He felt sick to his 
stomach thinking about it.  

The next day passed in a hazed blur of going to the doctor’s office, listening to his 
worsening condition with his mother, tuning out suggestions and looks of pity from the doctor, 
and slumping in his seat as his mother drove home. Unable to eat, Christian went upstairs 
immediately and contemplated going to sleep before forcing his legs to move toward his desk. 
He rummaged through his messy drawers and finally found a small, empty notebook. He picked 
up a pen and began to write. January 28, 2021. One day before my birthday, and nine before I go 
silent… 

Christian woke with a sudden jolt, realizing that he fell asleep at his desk a few hours 
ago. The setting sun shone through his blinds, throwing vibrant colors of pinks, oranges, and 
yellows into his room. He looked down at the page he had filled with writing before closing the 
notebook and sticking it into a shelf on his desk. He went downstairs for dinner, stuffing himself 
with food and trying to ignore the pitiful and sorrowful glances from his mother.  

After dinner, they both moved into the living room and solemnly talked about the 
spreading cancer that would first take his voice, then his life. His mother was heartbroken, 
repeating that she was sorry over and over again and refusing to release him from her hug. With 
a small smile, Christian pulled himself away from his mother’s grasp and took her hands with 
his. “Mother, don’t be too sad for me. I’ve lived a good life until now, and I’ll still be alive for 
another year, if not longer. Why don’t we just enjoy the time we have left?”  

Wiping tears from her eyes, his mother replied, “Of course, of course. If you ever want to 
talk about it, just come to me, okay?” Christian nodded, whispered a quiet “I love you, Mom,” 
and went upstairs to go to bed. He slept fitfully that night, his sleep plagued with nightmares of 

85 



 

him losing his voice, then suffocating, and finally, dying and being plunged into darkness. He 
woke up several times during the night but managed to fall asleep long enough for the sun to rise 
again. 

 
January 29th. Today was finally the day Christian turned 21. It was a shame he would not 

be able to speak for much longer, although he promised both himself and his mother that today, 
he would try to forget about his worsening condition and enjoy his special day.  

He looks down into the pages of his notebook, reading the plan he has scribbled out. He 
would meet his friends at the Original Pancake House and order a mountain of pancakes, 
waffles, and omelettes to eat in the celebration of his birthday. They will hang out at the winter 
festival, riding some attractions, playing games, winning prizes, and buying lots of snacks. Then 
everyone will pile into a car and drive to Angela’s, who has offered to decorate and jazz up the 
place. Christian knows that he owes it to his mother to be home for dinner and celebrate together 
at night, so he tells his friends that he will leave at four in the afternoon. They all agreed with this 
plan a day ago, and so he starts to get ready for the exciting day ahead.  

At exactly 8 a.m. he arrived at the restaurant and entered to find his friends at the very 
center table, waving their arms and holding balloons. On the table next to them was a pile of 
presents of all shapes and sizes. He waved back and smiled as he joined them at the center of the 
table.  

“Christian! Happy birthday dude! You’re finally an adult. You’re so cool!” shouted 
Nathan, a friend he had met at his university. He smiled and thanked him, responding with a fist 
bump.  

Caleb and Andrew, twins he had befriended in high school, smiled and slapped him on 
the back. “Congratulations! Now we can finally start partying, drinking, and―” They were cut 
off by a louder, high-pitched voice. 

“How dare you try to persuade him into partying with the two of you! He’s pure, unlike 
you guys,” Angela teased, as she smiled at Christian with twinkling eyes. The twins rolled their 
eyes but smiled as well. Last but not least, Samantha and Liam, friends since elementary school, 
got up from the table and pulled him into a tight hug.  

“Happy birthday, Christian. I’m sorry it’s been slightly dimmed by the...problem, but I 
hope we can still enjoy this day together,” Samantha whispered. Liam nodded in agreement, 
ruffling his friend’s hair before stepping back and heading back to his seat.  

Christian, with messy hair and a huge smile on his face, looked at his friends, thankful for 
their never-ending kindness and friendship. “Thanks for agreeing to meet with me today. I know 
some of you have only met a couple of times before, but I really appreciate everyone’s presence 
here. Thank you for the birthday wishes and your condolences.” He trailed off for a moment 
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before looking up with determination, “However, my condition isn’t that bad, and I’ll still be 
alive for another year, so let’s not talk about the cancers spreading in my throat, yeah?”  

His friends sent him pitying glances but he glared back at them teasingly, smiling all 
throughout. After finishing reintroductions and starting to talk more, the group received their 
food and began to dig in. The pancakes seemed to melt in his mouth, and the slight tang of lemon 
was delicious. The egg omelettes were wonderfully soft, squishy, and burst with flavors. The 
waffles were perfectly crisp and sweet, filling his stomach to the brim. Christian felt himself 
smiling wider, confident that today was going to be a great day.  

At the winter festival, called the Soft Snow Festival by locals, the friends travel in a huge 
group, buying tickets, standing in long lines for rides, going to game booths, playing all the 
games in the area at least three times, and winning a cart full of prizes large and small. Everyone 
is laughing and having a good time. Christian is so glad all of his friends are getting along and is 
thrilled that they are all here with him, right here, right now. Satisfaction and gratefulness are 
about to spill over. At noon, the friends all head for Angela’s house, where she has baked snacks, 
decorated a cake, and prepared even more gifts for her friend.  

The reading of sappy birthday cards and opening of presents takes place in the huge 
living room decorated with streamers, confetti, and balloons. Christian thanks his friends one by 
one over and over again, almost moved to tears by their thoughtfulness. He blows out the candles 
on his cake, wishing for this day to be perfect. They spend the rest of the time watching movies, 
joking around, and eating more snacks and slices of cake. 

As it nears 4 p.m., Christian and his friends start to get ready to leave. He waves goodbye 
to all of his friends, thanking them for the great day, before turning around to help Angela clean 
up the house. However, she blocks the front door, preventing him from coming in again. “It’s 
your birthday, Christian. I’m okay with cleaning everything, so you just go home and enjoy the 
rest of your day with your mother,” she says with a soft smile.  

Christian looks at the girl he has liked for almost seven years now and gives her a goofy 
smile. He considers confessing to her right there, but then decides against it after a moment of 
weighing the pros and cons. He wants this day to stay sparkly and happy in his memories, and if 
he confesses, he knows that the friendly relationship they have with each other will become 
awkward one way or another. Instead of confessing, he decides that it is time to let her go and 
finds that he is, indeed, perfectly fine with being just friends with Angela.  

After thanking her over and over, he bids her farewell and gets into his car to head home. 
At home, his mother has cooked up a feast for a king, and that king is him. Christian hugs his 
mother tightly as she wishes him a happy birthday. He thanks her, and they talk for a bit before 
starting to eat. He knows that he has eaten a lot today, but he tells himself that it is fine since it is 
his birthday. He laughs with his mother, telling her how his day went, and smiles when she 
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smiles. She brings out a soft, delicate looking pastry that she has baked and places it in front of 
Christian. He thanks her, and after singing the birthday song and making a wish for his mother 
and him to be happy for the rest of their days, he blows out the candle and they begin to cut the 
pastry.  

The dessert soon disappears, and Christian and his mother move to the living room and 
continue talking, reminiscing on memories, and making plans on what to do during the coming 
weekend. Christian finds his eyes drooping with sleep near midnight. Laughing, his mother tells 
him to wash up and head to bed. He complies, wishing her a goodnight and softly says, “‘I love 
you mom. Thank you for everything.” It is followed by a huge yawn. 

His mother chuckles. “Good night, Christian. I love you too.”  
As Christian settles into his bed and looks back on the day, he thinks that the wish he 

made on Angela’s cake came true, for this day has been the best birthday he has ever had. He 
falls asleep praying that the wish he made on his mother’s pastry will also come true. 

As the rest of the days pass by, Christian finds himself struggling to talk and to hear his 
voice when he speaks. He dreads the day when it would finally disappear and prays that it does 
not disappear before the approximated ten days are up. Fortunately for him, his prayers must 
have been answered because on the morning of the eleventh day after the visit to the doctor’s 
office, Christian discovers that he is no longer able to talk. At first he makes a few rough, raspy 
sounds, but then, nothing. He is fully unable to make a sound. It feels strange, trying to talk 
before remembering that the connection to his vocal cords had been severed by the disgusting 
cancer that is growing in his throat.  

After making a quick trip to the surgeon’s office and confirming that he had indeed lost 
his ability to speak, Christian feels his body go into survival autopilot mode. For a few days 
following his voice loss, he feels nothing as he goes up in the morning, eats, works on pointless 
assignments (a degree won’t do anything for you if you’re dead), zones out for hours at a time, 
eats again, then sleeps. It was definitely unhealthy and damaging. He was in a cycle of misery 
where his body was doing only the bare minimum of what it took to survive. At first, his mother 
had tried to snap him out of it but decided that it would be better to allow her son to pass through 
the five stages of grief on his own and patiently waited for him to return to his original, bubbly 
state.  

A week passes, and Christian finally snaps out of it. He forces himself to remember he 
only had about a year left to live and makes it his personal goal to enjoy life as much as possible 
now, while he still could. He returns back to his normal state of waking up early, greeting his 
mother with a hug, eating meals properly, doing his work, putting in effort for projects, playing 
games, occasionally reading books, and listening to music. He communicates with his mother 
with his phone and a notebook he began to carry around.  
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The months pass by. There are constant ups and downs from living a life unable to speak 
and knowing you are going to die soon, but Christian does not let it drag him down. He has fun 
with his friends, cherishes peaceful moments with his mother, and spends time on his own, 
thinking of all the things accomplished this year and makes plans to do even more things. Soon, 
winter turns into spring, then summer, then finally, autumn.  

 
October is a bad month for Christian. He does not tell his mother about it, but he has 

fallen into a slump, a sudden state of depression and anxiety in the spooky month. It started as a 
little ball of fear of what follows death and rolled into a huge ball of terror, nostalgia, sorrow, 
self-hatred, and negative thoughts and emotions. He appears for all of his meals and still 
occasionally has conversations through writing with his mother, so she has not suspected a 
change. He only barely manages to hold himself together by immersing himself in new hobbies 
and busying his mind by reading books and, at times, drawing any object within his sight. 
 

As December comes again, Christian realizes with a slightly sinking feeling that this is 
probably going to be the last Christmas he would celebrate while still on Earth. It pains him to 
think that his mother would have no direct family members to celebrate Christmas and welcome 
the upcoming year, but he shakes those thoughts away, commanding himself to stop thinking 
such negative thoughts and instead pouring out his heart into decorating the house and making 
preparations for the coming year. He wants to make his mother as happy as possible because 
deep inside, he feels guilty whenever he catches her with puffy eyes or hears her sniffling inside 
her room alone. He knows that nothing had been his choice, but it still hurts to see his mother in 
such pain.  

To cheer both his mother and himself, Christian writes down in his notebook that he 
wants to bake some cupcakes with her. He writes that it would be a fun activity to get their minds 
off of the stressful facts of real life and help bring their spirits up. After decorating them and 
taking pictures, Christian and his mother would hand them out to the people in the neighborhood. 
She smiles and agrees, eager to start baking with her son right away. 

As Christian and his mother messily mix the batter and whip up the frosting, they dance 
along to Christmas carols and forget about their worries and burdens. Tasting cupcakes and 
decorating them is more fun than Christian ever imagined, and he insists on frosting all five 
dozen of them, excitedly squeezing the piping bags and piling frosting onto each cupcake. 
Mother and son go around the neighborhood that afternoon, passing out cupcakes and wishing 
nearby friends a happy Christmas. As Christian covers himself with blankets, he thinks to 
himself that this has been one of the most fun, carefree days he has spent this year. 

Time passes by, Christmas fades into the past, and the New Year comes crashing through 
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the window. Christian dreads the upcoming weeks because he knows that he has to go back to 
the office for more frequent checkups and bad news about the cancers in his throat. However, he 
tries to stay positive by having written conversations with his mother and texting his friends to 
keep his mind off of his looming condition. 
 

It is January 27th. Again. Today’s news is even worse than that of last year, and it gives 
Christian a disgusting, sinking feeling of déjà vu. He can see the doctor hesitating, trying to 
figure out a way to announce the news without completely shattering both his and his mother’s 
worlds. However, the news he hears is too harsh and too sudden. He feels his knees go slack and 
is grateful that he is already sitting in a chair. If he had been standing, he would have surely been 
on the ground by now.  

“Mr. Lee... I’m so sorry to have to tell you this. I hate to give news like this, and I wish 
there were a better solution, but the cancers in your neck and throat have already spread too far 
into the rest of your body and your condition is weakening rapidly. We think you only have 
about ten days left to live before your throat is fully blocked and your lungs collapse…”  

At first, he is shocked silent. He isn’t able to fully comprehend what the doctor just said. 
Slowly, the words and their meaning register in his mind. He can hear and feel his mother 
sniffing and sobbing next to him, but he doesn’t feel the deep, heavy pain or terror that he 
thought he would feel. He is surprised, but after a moment, he realizes that this is just a fact that 
has been repeated to him for the past year. It’s just that now, there’s a closer, more tangible 
deadline to his life. Christian feels a wave of calmness wash over him and gets the feeling of his 
limbs back.  

For a moment, all is still silent as he closes his eyes and thinks about the past year. He 
sees himself laughing with his friends during his birthday celebration, the times they all got 
together at one person’s house to have movie marathons and play games; the calm, quiet 
moments for himself to think about his life and write down his thoughts; the lovely days spent 
with his strong, beautiful mother, and finally, he realizes it. He is at peace. He is satisfied with 
the life he has lived until now. There are some things he would like to change or forget, but 
overall, he believes that he has led a very nice life. He is happy. 

He takes in a deep breath and opens his eyes. Turning to his mother, he gives her a huge 
bear hug. He smiles, sadness, relief, and a glint of happiness flickering in his eyes. They silently 
deliver a message to his mother, reassuring her that he isn’t in pain and that he has accepted his 
predicament. His mother hugs him back tightly, not wanting to let her dear son go.  

The following days pass by slowly. Christian takes the days to really absorb all the details 
about the house, the scenery, and his mother. He finds beauty in the smallest things in life, like 
the way the glass vase shines and casts a soft rainbow in the water that the flowers’ stems rest in 
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and the birds that sing on his neighbors’ roofs in the early morning. 
 He does not have to lie to himself. He is calm, happy, and even cheerful, both worrying 

and delighting his mother. She has not seen him smile this brightly for the past few months, 
which makes her sad to think that she will only be able to see this smile for a week now. She 
makes a promise to herself to cherish her son and show him more love than what she believes 
she is capable of. Since her son has shown his courage in the face of death, she too must be 
brave, if not for herself, then at least for her son.  

 
Finally, it is February 6th, D-Day, or Death Day, as Christian likes to call it. As he lies in 

the hospital bed, he feels himself slowly getting more and more tired. It is getting harder to 
breathe, harder to move, and harder to see. His vision is blurry and white lights flash around in 
the corners of his eyes. He hears faint sobs from his devastated mother next to his bed and takes 
her frail, trembling hand into his. With his other hand, he reaches for his pencil and writes in the 
notebook in his lap: Mother. Don’t be too sad, please. It makes me sad seeing you sad because of 
me. Can you promise me just one thing? 

Christian looks up and sees his mother nod weakly, barely reading his words through 
tears. He smiles and continues to write. I want you to promise me that you’ll continue to be 
strong and live your life to the fullest. When I die, I will finally be at peace. I’ll be able to 
breathe the fresh air, shout, and laugh all I want, right? I love you and I want you to be happy, 
Mom.  

Choking back a sob, his mother embraces him in a hug. “Oh, Christian. I love you so 
much. I’m sorry I couldn’t help you, I’m sorry that you’ve had to suffer through this alone for so 
long. I-I promise to continue living as much as I can. I hope you find peace, I’ll miss you so 
much…” She smiles sadly and leans in to kiss his forehead, then his nose, then his cheeks. She 
hugs him and he weakly hugs her back. As he returns to his position against the pillows, the two 
smile at each other. The smiles are filled with love and express what words would not be able to 
describe.  

He closes his eyes, feeling himself slowly slip away. For a moment, all he sees is 
darkness. Nothing. Then, light. He slowly smiles, then laughs. He can feel his voice in his throat 
and hear his laughter. It is absolutely beautiful.  

Next to her son, Christian’s mother looks up through tears as she hears her son let out a 
small noise, then a laugh before smiling. For just a moment, his voice is back, and it’s magical. 
Then, the monitor goes still. He’s gone. Her child is gone. She lets out a wretched, miserable cry, 
loud enough to be heard outside of the five story building. Already, she feels the coldness 
seeping into his hands, the stiffness building up and spreading. She sobs. Her poor son, too 
young to die, has left the Earth. She is devastated and heart-broken. 
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It is exactly as the doctors had estimated, losing his voice early on but living for another 
year. She looks back at her son, who has closed eyes and a small, playful smile floating on his 
face. She kisses her son one last time and hugs him. Nurses and doctors rush in, then stop at the 
door. Heads bow and prayers are said along with murmurs of condolences and consolations. The 
head doctor who has fought hard to save Christian and battle his condition for six years 
approaches the mother and hands her a neatly taped envelope.  

The letter is addressed to her from her son. Inside, it reads: 
Dear Mother, 

Since you are reading this letter, I assume that I am dying, or already dead. Most likely 
the latter, seeing that I’ve given specific instructions to Dr. Park that he should only give this 
letter to you after I die. First of all, I would like to say, thank you for giving me life and taking 
care of me with such great love and devotion. I really enjoyed being with you and loved life (for 
the most part). My friends were so supportive, you were always right there beside me, I never 
truly felt alone. My only regret is that I have to leave you alone so soon. I wanted to stay beside 
you and support you, but it seems that I will not be able to.  

However, do not be sad. I am at peace now, I promise. I don’t wish to see you here until 
one hundred years pass, at the least! You still have so much to live for, and I want you to be 
happy again. Don’t be too sad! I’ll miss you, and I know you’ll miss me, but find comfort in the 
fact that I’m somewhere up in heaven, happily running around, shouting, laughing, and having 
fun. I won’t be quiet and sad, struggling to breathe like I am now. Be at peace, okay?  

I love you so much. Thank you for everything.  
 

- Christian Lee, your loving son  
 

She smiles as tears run down her face. She makes a silent promise to stay strong and live 
on, for both herself and her son. Her lovely, bright, energetic son. She reminds herself that he 
went peacefully, smiling, glad to be free. She wipes the tears from her face and clutches the letter 
to her chest. Be well, Christian. Until we meet again.  
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Soeun Lilly Kim (12th) 
Rusted Gold 

As his rowboat sank, Eli pondered swimming to the distant shore or just clinging to 
flotsam and awaiting rescue. Mrs. Hunty had been wrong. The jolly round neighbor who brought 
leftover cherry pies to Eli and his father earlier that day, Mrs. Hunty confidently said the weather 
was going to be extra sunny. Perfect weather for her to bake brown sugar cupcakes. But the 
empty blue sky was a disguise of the gloomy grey clouds that brought showers to the dry earth. 
The harsh rainfall was unexpected and the resulting waves so easily flipped Eli's rowboat. It was 
not the best start of Eli's journey. 

Living in the small town called Griffvile―several miles away from New York City―Eli 
was in a miniscule community. The day he was born, he saw the Baker's family, the Fisherman's 
family, the Sewer's family, and many more. And up to this day, age seventeen, he was looking at 
the same faces, just a few added wrinkles of age. His mother left him with his father as she 
passed away from the deadly pneumonia. As the miller's son, Eli worked under his father, 
grinding grain with quern-stones which he always found cumbersome. The other millers in the 
town used the much more advanced windmills to grind their mills, which Eli's father found 
unacceptable. "Son, this quern-stone has been used by our great-great-grandfather, a truly special 
gift passed down along our miller line," his father would tell him. In contrast to his father's 
passion for grinding mills, Eli was never satisfied with his job. Every time he touched the 
handstone, he looked toward the tall buildings and skyscrapers of the main city. He had heard the 
rumors of advanced technologies that arrived fresh out of the boat. He had heard about the busy 
footsteps of urban people climbing up and down the stairs to catch up with their meetings. Eli 
envied greatly Daisy Bvivida, the daughter of the Sewer's family, who stepped out of the village 
through her own expense, claiming that she was heading to study in a law school in New York. 
But whenever he asked how she was doing, his father would reply in a disapproving tone, "That 
poor girl. She was foolish as a cock leaving her family without a note!" The conversation always 
ended with Eli's father's grunt and the whistling of their kettle for hot water. Eli too wanted to 
confidently step out of town with cash in hand. He did not expect to study in law school in New 
York like Daisy. He just wanted to smell the modern air and wear the right black attire heading 
to some company where his co-workers would await him. While the moon was still gleaming 
bright, Daisy was said to have caught the latest train straight to the heart of New York. He 
couldn't do that. All the village people would stop him after they lost Daisy.  

Knock knock. It was Wednesday, the day after Eli's neighbor Mrs. Hunty produced 
massive amounts of magnificent pastries. The gentle smell of crisp bakery wafted in the air as Eli 
hurriedly walked towards the door. Through crumbs all over the entrance, Eli found the puffy old 
woman holding a leftover cherry pie topped with melted butter. After she and her family enjoyed 
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her works of culinary art, Mrs. Hunty always brought some leftovers to Eli's. While Eli's father 
sat down with Mrs. Hunty for a light chat, Eli brought wooden forks for him and his father. The 
golden yellow pie was filled with richly honey-coated cherries, all ready to spill out as Eli 
stabbed the pie with his fork. Now it was three people sitting around the round wooden table 
with the leftover cherry pie placed in the middle.  

Circling around the brim of a teacup with her fingers, Mrs. Hunty spoke, "Well, Eli is 
now as strong as a horse, tall like a goose! He sure is going to turn into a fit miller like his father. 
And he's turning 16, ain't I right? He should start looking for a mate, don't he?"  

Eli's father slowly nodded his head, "Would be nice to find a calm girl..." He looked out 
the window, then back to Mrs. Hunty, "Oh, I just wish my wife was here to take care of all this." 

A small smile arose in Mrs. Hunty's face. "There's someone I know, quite suitable for 
Eli." The stabbing of Eli's fork stopped. He and his father were all ears to Mrs. Hunty.  

Mrs. Hunty continued, "Remember Daisy? The brave young girl who headed to the city 
without telling her parents. Her younger sister, Jane, has grown as beautiful as a lilac flower! She 
sometimes joins me in baking and old Golly! She sure knows what she's doing! Just a few years 
younger than Eli, but that would be no problem."  

All Eli now thought of was Daisy, who left the town.  
But Eli's father’s face lightened and nodded toward Mrs. Hunty to continue. 
And she did, "I've heard the weather today is brilliant! Extra sunny for rowing. Wouldn't 

it be nice if Eli takes her to get some fresh air?" 
Eli was not catching up with the conversation. All he saw was Daisy riding on the train 

heading to the central city. 
At the same time, Eli's father was completely in the same train with Mrs. Hunty. He 

asked Mrs. Hunty to arrange the meeting while Eli was to run to the nearby dock to prepare their 
rowboat.  

Everything happened so quickly. Mrs. Hunty ran toward Jane's house to  prepare her for 
the spontaneous date. She helped roll Jane's hair and took off her gingham apron to put on the 
newly sewed violet frock. Dull wooden buttons were replaced by smooth ivory seashells to 
brighten up her appearance. As Mrs. Hunty powdered her fine skin, Jane imagined walking down 
the aisle.  

Eli took little to no time to prepare himself. He put on his comfortable jeans and 
checkered sweatshirt. He only had one pair of shoes, so he put on his rubber working boots. 
Struttingly, Eli walked down the street toward the dock nearby, empty except for a rowboat that 
gently floated alongside. It was the right space for two people to sit: for Eli and Jane. Eli released 
the tied knot that held the boat to the dock and sat on the left side of the seat. He would have 
Jane sit on the other. Mrs. Hunty seemed to have reported the correct weather. There was vast 
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blue on the sky and the sun seemed to be patiently waiting for Jane to come. Eli dipped his right 
hand into the water and felt the cool temperature disperse into his body.  

"It surely is the best day to row a boat," Eli murmured.  
Although not to the same degree as Mrs. Hunty and his father, Eli felt a little bit excited. 

He slowly rowed the boat by his naked hands.  
"Maybe I'll explore a bit," Eli whispered, "and come back right after." 
He didn't know where the boat would lead him to. He just kept rowing along the lake and 

enjoying the peaceful moments. When his fatigued hands refused to row further, he looked 
around but only saw lines of water. He had gone too far. Then small droplets of rain started to 
fall from covert clouds in the sky.  

As he lifted up his hand to feel the raindrops, he assured himself, "I'm sure it's just a short 
rainfall. It will stop soon."  

But then  he realized the raindrops were getting heavier and heavier. The wind grew 
harsher and harsher. The looming grey clouds on the other side had joined and started pouring 
vast rainfall onto Eli and the lake. As if pouring a cup of water into an empty glass, the rain was 
quickly filling up the rowboat to its brim. He knew it was going to sink in a blink.  

Instead of looking back in search of the dock, he looked forward and saw a shore that he 
had never seen before. He knew he was a bad swimmer, but he had to try. Using his long arms 
and legs, he splashed the water around him and struggled to float for breath. His muscles 
contracted and expanded as he was getting closer to the shore. As the clouds blew a horrid 
lightning, Eli's hand touched the shore. 

Now he was miles and miles away from home. His eyes were tired and his feet refused 
to walk. So he decided to use his knees. Crawling deeper into the mysterious island, he bravely 
entered a forest. When the elevation declined, he rolled himself down the path. Eli was now 
panting for breath. He caught sight of a truck at rest with the back open. His body was too tired. 
He climbed up in the back of the truck and closed his eyes. 

 Bustling noise and the screeching of car wheels woke Eli. He found himself lying in a 
dumpster in an alley. He couldn't see any clear blue skies because the sky was blocked by high 
grey buildings. The smell of strong charcoal and rotting waste permeated the air. Escaping the 
dumpster and the alley, Eli spotted a street sign called GingerHik Avenue. It was the west side of 
New York City! 

Although he was on the poor side of the central city, Eli was excited at the smell of urban 
air. He was seeing new faces and the bustling crowd gave him a feeling that he too had a hectic 
schedule to endure. Then amongst the crowd, he heard a loud yet youthful voice yelling, "Paper, 
paper, paper! The most up to date news is all here! Paper, paper, paper!" Inquisitively Eli 
followed the voice that kept shouting paper, paper, paper and spotted a short boy wearing a 
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thick coat with a bunch of papers in hand. There were people passing the boy by and people 
taking his papers with a few drops of coin in return.  

One of the passersby chuckled, "That newsie has the loudest voice. Can't hardly ignore 
it." 

Eli watched him for the whole day until the sun was fading. As the crowds in the street 
shrunk, the newspaper boy collected his leftover papers and walked left. Eli followed him. The 
newsie was heading towards the alley and turned left when he was met by a couple kids who 
seemed to be of his age. Eli stopped and hid behind a garage.  

The newspaper boy was stopped by three boys with the tallest and roughest-looking one 
standing in the middle. 

The boy in the middle spoke, "Where you heading, little thief? Thought you'd get out of 
this?" 

The newspaper boy just shrugged. He did not seem afraid at all as he spoke, "Keep your 
businesses your own. And I'll keep my own." 

"And who allowed you to sell in our territory?" 
"There is no such thing as your―" 
But his words were stopped by the fist of the boy in the middle. He and his adherents 

started beating up the poor newsie and teared all his leftover papers away. Then the head bully 
took out a small dagger from his pocket and reached out towards the newsie's face when he 
stopped and looked up at Eli, now standing in front of all of them.  

"And who are you?" the leader demanded. 
Without a reply, Eli and his tall feet marched toward the motley bully and kicked the 

leader in the stomach. 
The head bully groaned and backed off when he realized how tall and bulky Eli was. He 

gestured to his friends to follow and ran into the darkness.  
Eli looked around in search of the newsie and found him collecting the torn pieces of his 

papers.  
He reached out a hand and introduced himself, "I'm Eli. You have a place for me to 

sleep?" 
Grabbing Eli's hand to lift himself up, the newsie spoke, "I'm Paul. Follow me." 
Eli soon learned Paul's job and they worked together to sell newspapers in the day and 

buy the next ones in the night. Whenever other newsies approached to threaten, Eli stood up and 
protected him and Paul. They enjoyed each other's company and Eli was satisfied to be part of 
the modern developing society. 

One night, as ordinary as it seemed to be, Paul came back to their lodging with the 
newest paper in hand. As he slowly closed the door behind him, Paul whispered to Eli, 
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"There's going to be a strike." 
"From whom? The Hussians?" 
"No, the Labor Unions." 
Eli was puzzled. He asked, "And what's up with their problem?" 
"Haven't read the news we sell, huh? Man, these workers have been blaming the upper 

class for the mine explosion last week. There are rumors that they're going to hold a strike in 
front of the mine." 

"The miners?" 
Paul nodded. 
The night was dark so Paul and Eli headed back to their bunks. 

 
The sun came up and Paul opened his eyes.  
He called, "Hey Eli, want to sell in the bar this time? I heard the Hartford newsies are 

visiting today. I know you may have no problem with them, but I just thou―" 
Paul looked at the bunk on the opposite side and saw it empty. 

 
⎻⎻⎻⎻⎻⎻⎻⎻⎻⎻⎻⎻⎻⎻⎻⎻⎻⎻⎻⎻ 

 
There was a huge crowd in front of the GingerHik mine: young men and women with 

miner's aprons. There was one tall man who stood among the crowd, shouting. When he cried 
"For the rights of the miners!" the crowd echoed, "The rights of the miners!" The miners each 
held a hand-sewn banner written "Ludlow". The tall man had an angry demeanor, as his brows 
made him seem to be frowning all the time. As more people accumulated each hour, the size of 
the crowd bloated. When the tall man spoke, every eye was fixed on him. 

 "We have come here to voice our rights! The past decades, we thought the chain has 
always bound us since our cribs. But we know that this very foolish thought has darkened our 
bright souls. Now, it is time to put off our chains and shout. Shout for the scarcity of coins in 
return for our labor. Shout for the clumsy fingers of children that exhaust their young flesh 
through labor. Shout for the coughing of the miners through lack of clean facilities."  

"And for the lack of service for the working women!" a woman wearing a green working 
suit added.  

The crowd cheered as they followed the now two leaders heading out to the street. It was 
young and old men, young and old women, and youthful children walking down the streets. As if 
the protest had already been publicized, the streets were empty. Stores were closed and even the 
stray dogs seemed to have hidden away. The energetic shouts of "paper, paper, paper!" had gone 
away with the absence of newsies.  
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Eli, who had joined the crowd and was now walking along the streets, asked a man next 
to him, "What is this all about? Are we getting shot by the police?"  

"Calm down, young man. It's going to be alright. Our protest isn't armed," the man 
answered. Eli was relieved.  

An army of police approached to prevent any potential threats. The crowd of protesters 
however were not intimidated. Instead, they seemed confident; the two young leaders walked 
past the inspectors with their chests wide open. But bang! came the sound of a pistol. Both sides 
were surprised. It was an old woman with a banner held up high who shot one policeman. She 
shouted, "For the children of Ludlow!" The puzzled police immediately took out their pistols and 
shot the woman. The collapse of her body signaled the start of a fight. Although the miners were 
said to have not been armed, they took out their emergency pistols and bullets were shot on each 
side. Eli in the middle of the fight started to run toward the alley but a police officer caught him 
by the collar. He struggled to break free when another shot crossed the police's chest. It was the 
woman leader in the protest. She gestured to Eli to follow and so he did. They ran back to the 
mine where people gathered and went inside the mine.  

Catching his breath, Eli inquired, "What is all this? I thought it meant to be a peaceful 
protest." 

"It was. Until a lunatic went crazy to get her revenge," she answered solemnly. 
She continued, "Now, go back to your place. There's a truck driver I know. He'll take you 

back." 
Then there was the  sound of a truck engine softly vibrating and ready to run. Eli was 

puzzled and wanted to ask about all this situation but was forced to run to the truck with the 
driver's insistence.  

He got on the truck and asked to go back to Griffvile, just a few miles away.  
"And how come you decided to come here during these bad times?" the truck driver 

asked. 
"The attraction toward modern development, modern era," Eli was shy in his answer. 
After about five hours, Eli saw the sight of the hometown he knew. 
"I just wanted to adapt to the new change..." he murmured.  
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Yesung Eric Lee (12th) 
 A Man 

The surgeon’s diagnosis was precise: “Mr. Lee, in ten days the cancer will destroy your 
ability to speak, but death will be delayed a year more.” I knew that I would be destroyed by this 
devastating cancer, but not this fast. I was not ready. 

When I felt gloomy or there was bad news, I always went to the river. When I saw the 
river flowing, I felt like I was getting comfort. I walked beside the river. The water flowed down 
the river fast, not knowing of my eventual, painful death. It made me feel worse. I had no family 
or friends in England, and there was no one to cry for me after my death. What brought me to 
this point? 

I came back home. There was nothing but only dust welcoming me. I put my pills on the 
desk and sat on my couch. I was born in Korea and have a very poor family. This led me to 
decide to be successful. As I graduated from high school, I came here, UK from Korea. I learned 
business in Oxford University, and worked as hard as I could to be a rich person. Finally, I 
became a CEO of an electronics company in the UK. That was the year when I was 32. Now, I 
am 40 years old, leading the company well with a very high income. I want it, then I get it. I can 
buy everything that I want to buy. I had cars, a house, and had fine dining anytime. I was happy 
with my life, but there was something that was missing in my heart. I tried hard to find what that 
was. I thought it was just because I could not be satisfied with anything due to the extreme 
poverty in my past. However, even though I bought everything I desired and some things that I 
didn’t really want, my dissatisfaction did not go away. Then, this damn cancer totally ruined my 
life. This cancer sentenced me to the eternal life of death. It was so ridiculous. 

Three days later, I got a phone call from my personal doctor. He said that I have to come 
to the hospital since there is a very serious topic to discuss. At the hospital, the doctor said, 
“There is one way to avoid the death in a year,” he swallowed, “It is the surgery, but the death 
rate of the surgery is about 80% and about 30% of the patients who survived the surgery are still 
in coma.”  

“I rather die in peace at my house than dying during the surgery, not knowing that I 
died,” I replied.  

It was the seventh day after I talked to the doctor. Eating a good breakfast. I pulled up my 
phone to get a phone call. 

“Hello, Mr. Lee? ”  
“......” 
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“Hello?” 
There was nothing that I could do. The only sound from me was just a harsh breathing. I 

could not say anything. I ran into the bathroom and threw up all the things that were in my 
stomach. What is wrong with me? It was hard to live without being able to speak. There was no 
one listening to me even if someone just robbed my house in front of me.  

I went to the London bridge. “If I fall down here, am I gonna die? Maybe it is better to 
die right now.” When I looked down, the calm river waved to me. I heard that it is painful to 
sucide by falling from the bridge. I was too afraid to die. I wanted this suffering to end but I was 
a coward who is scared of death.  

For the first time in forever, I went to church. Well, I do not remember the last time I 
prayed to God. Maybe it was about 20 years ago when I graduated high school. It had already 
been 20 years since I abandoned my family and friends to get out of my dead-end life and be 
successful. Yes, it was not like studying abroad. I just ran away from my family. I just wanted to 
get away from poverty. However, it was hard for a young man to take the responsibility of his 
father, who abandoned them at the beginning, and to become what he wanted with his family. I 
did not care how my family felt when I left. Now, all I was thinking was how to get away from 
this death as I got away from poverty. I prayed to God, “God, if there is any way to escape this 
terrible situation, please show me the way.” 

That night, unlike other days, I slept right after laying down on the bed. I was in a white 
room. Then, I heard a loud, echoing voice, “Welcome, Mr. Lee.”  

“Who are you?” I replied. 
“I am the ruler of the world and the creator of the earth,” he paused, “So, you asked to let 

you escape from this situation; you do not want to die in a year.” 
I remembered that I prayed about it. 
“That means, I can actually avoid death?” 
He said,”There is the one and only way to solve your problem.” He added, “Just complete 

missions I give you.” 
“In any way, if I can solve this problem, I will do anything for it.” 
As soon as I accepted the offer, the white room disappeared and I was sitting on a dais 

like a judge in court. In front of me, there were two buttons, and each button had a different 
name: heaven and hell. The voice rang the place again. 

“You are going to decide whether people go to heaven or hell. You will see the 
summaries of their lives, and then you press the button when you think that they deserve to be 
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sent to heaven or hell.”  
The first person came into the room. She was an old lady with a staff. The summary of 

her life showed up: she lived her life very poorly, but spent much time helping others such as 
single parent families or the homeless. Well, it was easy to decide. I pressed the “heaven” button. 
Next person came. He murdered 10 people in a year and was sentenced to death. Hell. I pressed 
the button. He shouted to me, yelling that he has to go to heaven. He definitely deserved to go to 
hell. Another man came. He had a happy family, but he killed his family, including himself, due 
to the extreme poverty. They were suffering from extreme hunger and thirst. I knew how that 
felt, but murdering is bad. I pressed the hell button.  

“This is the last one,” again the voice rang. 
“Okay.” 
A man came to the front. 
I could not see his face because his head was down. I looked at the document of his life. 

He was born in a poor family. He went away from his family due to the agony of poverty. His 
family became more poor, resulting in the death of his brother. He died alone.  

Seemed familiar. Well, I had to choose, so I pressed the button. Hell. The man started to 
cry. He pulled his head up. It was me. 

I opened my eyes. I was crying. I tried to get out of my bed and stand up, but my muscles 
were sore and did not support my body. I started to look around. I was in a white bed and white 
room, seeming that I was in a hospital. A doctor came into the room, slamming the door.  

“You woke up!” he shouted. 
“Huh?” 
“You don’t remember? You were in a coma for a year.”  
Then I realized what happened until now: I decided to have that very risky surgery. The 

surgery was successful, but I lapsed into a coma.  
After a month of physical therapy and exercise, I could barely walk on the floor. 

Fortunately, my speaking ability was restored. 
I went back to my home. The tax bills were stacked up in the mailbox. As usual, a heap 

of dust again welcomed me. However, it did not feel like I was at home, but somewhere else, for 
I realized that home was where my family was. I opened my laptop and started to get an airplane 
ticket. Without any knowledge about my family, I got on the plane. As I arrived in Korea, 
everything was different. No one would believe that Korea changed this much within 20 years. 
There were lots of high-rise buildings, and the roads that once were bumpy were covered by 
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asphalt. Twenty years had passed since I left this country, but I still remembered my hometown. 
However, when I got there, there was no small house but big apartments. I walked around the 
apartments to see anything that still remained from 20 years ago. “Maybe one of my 
acquaintances still lives here.” But I could not find anything. As I turned around to go back to the 
hotel, I saw a bridge that looked familiar. Yes. It was the bridge where I always went to see the 
river flowing when I felt bad. When I got there, the river was dry like my heart, that one part of it 
missing. There, an old lady was sitting right beside the river.  

“Ma'am, what are you doing here? It is cold outside.” 
“You do not worry about me.” 
“Why?”  
“I’m waiting for someone,” she replied, “I’m sure that he will come in someday.” 

As I heard that, I sat on my heels to look at her through my anxiety. She had lots of wrinkles, but 
the wrinkles could not hide her beauty.  

The tear that never came out for 20 years ran down my face. 
“Hello.”  
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Matias Valencia (12th) 
Floating 

As his rowboat sank, Eli pondered swimming to the distant shore or just clinging to 
flotsam and awaiting rescue. It had been a long night, his limbs were falling asleep, rebelling to 
the commands of their owner. He grabbed a wooden board that was floating beside him. His grip 
was so tight that an iridescent red line started moving down his palm, onto the wooden board and 
consequently into the ocean. That red path of blood contrasted dramatically the obscurity of the 
cold Arctic waters. It looked as if it was a source of light on its own, illuminating the moonless 
night. He did not feel any pain at all, in fact, his nervous system had bailed after the second hour 
in the water. All his muscles were stiffening, his eyelids were becoming heavier as every minute 
passed. Staying awake required almost more energy than he had left. He fought the fatigue with 
all his will, knowing  that if he fell asleep, he would never wake up. 

The situation he was facing was far from ordinary. He never thought that one day he 
would find himself in a situation as odd as this one. Adventure was not a word that he used 
frequently. Since his childhood, Eli was reserved; he learned to analyze every situation before 
intervening, every action he made was the result of intensive meditation. Eli was always in the 
driver’s seat, any person that he thought may derail his path was alienated from any form of 
interaction. He learned that this attitude led to a lonely life, but he did not care. 

After half a dozen minutes, he realized that the small stream of blood had never stopped, 
instead increasing its intensity, forming a spiral around the person that once harbored the scarlet 
nectar. He was aware of the implications of his condition: the  waters were full of creatures with 
smell strong enough to perceive the scent of blood from miles away. If he stayed at rest the next 
few minutes, his isolated state would soon be taken away by unwanted companions. But 
fearlessly, he decided to enjoy the harmony of the moment. Neglecting the danger he was facing, 
Eli had never experienced a more peaceful moment in his life. There were no distractions around 
him, no sounds to disturb him, no people to judge him. The coldness had taken over his body, to 
the point where it was not perceptible anymore. 

In his mind, Eli had two options, he could either spend his last minutes fighting for his 
improbable survival, or he could cherish his last moments peacefully. He did not need much time 
to make up his mind. The waters he was crossing were far from human interaction. There would 
be no point in leaving the comfort provided by the wooden board, as miniscule as it was. 
The journey that had led to that moment was nothing but chaotic. There was no clear explanation 
of how a person as reserved as Eli would expose himself to such risks. He was too exhausted 
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even to remember the events of the previous week. However his mind was full of harmony. He 
was convinced that his own decision had guided him to that unpredictable destination and, as odd 
as it sounds, that was a cause of great pride in his mind. He knew that alien opinion was not a 
part of his journey, even though it has accompanied him for most of his life. 

As the minutes passed he felt closer and closer to fulfilling his destiny. What happens 
after death has always been a mystery for the human race, and Eli was about to experience it for 
himself. Every minute passed is a minute less of existence; as the year passes the body 
deteriorates; but the mind and soul of a person are in continuous expansion. There were no more 
questions to answer, no more responsibilities to comply, no more problems to resolve; all that 
remained were the emotions embedded into his soul, leaving one by one, dissolving and merging 
with the water and the thick scarlet substance flowing down his hand.  

His mind was completely empty as the emotions drained, however his eyes filled with 
tears. Meaningless drops of water flowed down his eyes, zigzagging through his wrinkled skin, 
meaningless to the extent that they did not symbolize fear nor happiness. It was an involuntary 
reflex performed by his body, rebelling from the control of his brain and using its independence 
to leave one last trace of its existence in this world. 

Despite floating by himself in waters full of creatures capable of devouring him without 
effort, he was by himself. This was no strange feeling for Eli, nobody from his family remained 
alive and his reserved nature had led him into a lonely path. He was fully aware that his absence 
would be trivial considering the chaotic world he inhabits. It appeared that the blood 
accumulated around him acted as a barrier rather than as an invitation for any predators nearby, 
as if even the animal kingdom was aware of the significance of this moment in Eli’s life. He did 
not miss any specific person during this lapse; for him it was fair to live his last moment the 
same way he faced most of his life. 

Suddenly, the first rays of sunlight started announcing the arrival of a new day. For Eli, 
this did not represent a pleasant surprise, nor an increase of hope, it acted as a disturbance in the 
harmony that had brought so much joy to the old man. Why do good things always come to an 
end? To teach us to appreciate the valuable moments. His eyelids becoming heavier and heavier, 
Eli was about to give up and let gravity do its work. However, even if he wanted, he could have 
never left that wooden board; the stiffness of his articulations was comparable to the density of 
the wood. Eli would go on to float for eternity, surrounded by a spiral of blood, tears and 
dissolved emotions; meditating about the significance of his life even though he would never be 
mentioned again.  
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Juan Carlos Gruning Moore (12th) 
Bond 

The surgeon’s diagnosis was precise: “Mr. Lee, in ten days the cancer will destroy your 
ability to speak, but death will be delayed a year more.” I don’t know if my reaction was the 
correct one but I just started laughing from myself and my beautiful luck, then reality started to 
reach my mind. I was standing there in the middle of the room shocked at how fast my ability to 
speak like I did this early morning, “Can I have a hot chocolate and a croissant?” is going to be 
taken away from me in less than two weeks. Like a normal human being, I was hoping for the 
best so I just started asking questions without meaning to Doctor Dunham to see if it was a joke 
or something similar. But he was really serious like he always has been. In that moment all my 
hope was gone from my soul, and confusion and anger replaced it. 

Surprisingly enough my body left the room but my soul stayed there, thinking in the 
moment that just passed. On my way out, I saw a family celebrating the recovery from cancer of 
a young woman. So I joined the party but distantly, sitting at the side of the room. I stayed there 
seeing them celebrating, crying from joy and just being happy. Somehow my mood got better. I 
was feeling OK, I was ready to stand up. I left the room, got in my car to start planning my last 
10 days with a voice. Suddenly a shadow approached me; at first I thought it was a person 
looking for a seat, but then I heard a sweet voice calling me by my name, shocking me, because 
the last time someone with that sweet voice called me, it was my grandmother years ago before 
she lost her voice with some type of disease similar to mine. At first I didn’t respond just in case 
it was not meant for me, but later she called me again. I responded with a nervous laugh and 
asked her if she was calling me; she smiled but not a simple smile like the commercial breaks. 
When that girl smiled at me I completely forgot that I only have 10 days left to speak, then she 
laughed and with that sweet voice that called me first, she said yes and invited me to an ice 
cream. I couldn’t understand two things; how she knew my name and why she just invited me for 
an ice cream, why? Everything was confusing and complicated for a guy that does not know how 
he is going to use his last words, since news like that is not processed quickly. It takes time and 
courage to realize the situation that I am in now.  

Incredibly I said, “Let’s go,” ignoring those two doubts and the coming ones. I really 
didn't care and it does not matter. My life is ending in less than 355 days, I just don't have time 
for second thoughts and start doubting or overthinking things. I open the door. 

“Wait, are you going to leave your celebration or whatever this is?” 
“Yeah, I need some air, but you’re right, wait here” 
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She started running and talked with her mom and came back. 
“All good?” I asked. 
“Yep, let’s go”  
“Hey, one stupid question,” I said laughing while I closed the door. “How did your mom 

let you leave your party and go out with a complete stranger like me?” 
“Well, long story short, since I got diagnosed with cancer, she knew my days are 

counted, so she basically said yes to everything.” 
“Nice, I wish to have parents so supportive like yours.” 
“Wait what?” she said, shocked and confused. “So how do you pay and go through all 

this process?” 
“Good question, I cannot lie, my parents help me with all my treatments and you know 

all my little wishes that they only give it to me for my condition, but not because I earned, so 
yeah I can have all the material ‘support’,” I said making the quotes signs with my fingers. “But 
none of that matters, if my heart is still in need of ‘support’.” 

She looked at me, and opened her mouth but nothing came out. I don’t blame her. I just 
dropped a bomb in a conversation that was so friendly. At this moment anyone is going to think 
that awkward silences will start increasing by seconds and put us in an uncomfortable situation. 
Somehow it didn’t, it only took two seconds for making this moment something unforgettable. 
Maybe she did not have anything to say from her mind, but her heart wanted to shout and talk 
and the perfect way to express all that desire was with a hug. I don’t know what happened but all 
my sadness and anger was taken away from me with just two crossed arms behind my back and a 
chin being peacefully comfortable on my chest. My only wish was that nothing took me away 
from this moment and the image of a six foot guy in shorts and sneakers with an oversized t-shirt 
being held tight by a girl who was one head shorter, with her XXL sweatshirt that ended at her 
knees. 

Before this moment ended I put my head on top of hers and the only thing that was in my 
mind was to propose to her the idea of spending a few days with me. 

“Hey,” I said as softly as I could, “can you help me?”  
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Utilizing what we learned in the class and
employing any style, we reflected on our

high school years spent at GVCS.

Week XIII

Retrospective
Essay
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Gayeon Katherine Kim (12th) 
Retrospective 

I 
I don’t know about others, but I was the one who would pop open my eyes every morning 

and burst out of bed in full joy to go to school ever since I was in elementary school. However, 
North London Collegiate School Jeju, the school I attended before GVCS, was more special than 
any other school that I went to. It was my first boarding school, where everything was set with 
overflowing opportunities to try new things. This school, where I spent more time than with 
family for three years, taught me not only academically but also friendship, love, leadership, and 
community life. It was just like a small society. Every day was delightful, and I was so excited 
about my new days. On the last day of Year 10, as I boarded a plane to fly home, I imagined a 
picture of me becoming the new house captain, the conductor of the Philharmonic Orchestra, and 
walking down the corridor in formal dress and stiletto heels as a sixth form student studying IB. 
Two weeks before the end of such a long summer break, however, the words that came out of my 
mom’s mouth were completely a bolt from the blue; “Your flight to America is on August 19th.” 

I strongly denied it. I wrote dozens of reasons why I shouldn’t leave the school on paper 
and stuck them on the doors, walls, in front of the sink, and even on the ceiling over my parents’ 
bed. I had six hours of conversation with my parents. Still, my mom was firm. I even began a 
hunger strike in protest and didn’t speak a word in front of her. She might have thought I was 
stubborn, but I was desperate; I didn’t want my perfect days to change. Two weeks passed, and 
the school day came―the day I was supposed to be starting the new school year. The next day, I 
clandestinely went to the airport to get on a plane to Jeju Island. When I walked out of the gate in 
Jeju Airport, three other friends who were also leaving school were waiting for me. All wearing 
blue uniforms, maybe for the last time, we rode a taxi and drove one and a half hours to the 
school. I spoke the last goodbye to my dearest friends―especially to the dorm friends who I 
lived with for three years - and teachers. After school, we swam in the pool. Sitting shivering at 
the stairs of the school tower with my friends, I captured every scene of school, knowing that it 
would be the last time with the blue uniform. I left Jeju Island the next day after a sleepover at a 
friend’s house. I was not excited nor having expectations for the new school. I left my home.  
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II 
After the midsummer war, I was semi-forced to pack my luggage to be loaded on a plane 

to America. I had no more feelings. I lost my laughter, and I shed tears every night knowing my 
friends have already started school. I didn’t know who to blame, so I resented myself. After 13 
hours of a long flight and a couple of hours driving, what greeted me was Global Vision 
Christian School surrounded by low wooden fences. It was the first time I wasn’t happy to go to 
school. When a strange brick-like Chromebook was held in my hand, I felt like I got one step 
further away from the school. I could not stop myself from being shocked when I came back 
from school. The dust on the floor from yesterday remained on the floor, and the trashcan was 
not emptied. What came out of my roommate’s mouth began to change my school life 
completely: “Now we are going to sweep and mop the floor, scrub a toilet, and turn in our 
phones and laptops.” Inside myself, I fled second and third steps further away from the school. 
From living life where I simply use others’ hands to the life where I have to take all the 
responsibilities to do laundry, wash dishes, clean my room and the dorm, and even clean the 
school, I realized how disrespectful I was to the cleaners of my previous school. 

It would take five more pages if I were to write how arduous it was to get used to this 
place. Although I was not satisfied with the food, electronics usage limitations, the school being 
indifferent to arts, a paucity of classes, and so much more, the school gave me priceless things 
such as friends, spiritual growth, and time for introspection. I am thankful that my new friends 
helped me settle into this school and gave me precious high school memories. What I realized 
transferring from a school with 120 students each grade to a school with a total of 80 students is 
that because we have a smaller number of students, we meet more often, and when we meet 
often, we become closer much easier, creating a family-like atmosphere; I assume that this is a 
privilege that not every school has. Also, I, who was only focusing on the things of the world, 
came here and learned to focus on God’s world. Furthermore, as this school limits students’ 
communication outside, it gave me more time to think about myself such as what do I like, what 
makes me happy, who do I want to be, and who I really am.  

Although each new start and change can be challenging or even devastating, no one 
knows how it will end: this is what I realized by moving one place to another. The big change 
allowed me to grow a notch, and from this, I will surely encounter unexpected challenges from 
now and beyond; I am prepared to move forward to the next chapter of my life.  
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Juwhan Isaac Jung (12th) 
 
Extreme Job 
 
Four years journey has begun 
Even cloudy weather doesn’t seem welcome 
Still we were watching at the hiding sun 
We ain’t anticipated an outcome 
 
It was the time of struggle 
Suppressed by increasing responsibilities 
Papers on the desk were shuffled 
Though we delighted with new companies 
 
Brain is gassed out to make prototype 
Dorms adorned with endless rule 
Stomach is asking more work with gripe 
We struggle from never ending school 
 
Four year journey has almost done 
It is not the end of the capture 
We prepare for the longer run 
Just the prologue of the bigger chapter 
 
We call this place hell and jail 
But we know this is home and travail  
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Faith Lee (10th) 
Looking Back  

The first day in Pennsylvania just felt like a small, quick vacation. After stepping off the 
tight, packed flight from California, my parents and I drove over three long, boring hours to a 
hotel we were going to stay in for the night. The car was a tiny, shiny silver sedan, and I was 
surrounded by luggage left, right, and even below my feet. It felt like the stuffy car ride would 
never end because the long, flat road seemed to stretch on forever. I soon fell asleep thinking 
about the new school I would be attending for the next year, wondering if I would ever get used 
to living away from home and not being able to see my wonderful parents, talk with my amazing 
friends, or play with my energetic chihuahua-yorkie dog on a daily basis. 

We picked up dinner from a small Thai restaurant and ate at the hotel. Everything tasted 
great. The rice was thin and chewy, the sauce was sweet, spicy, and sour, and the beef and 
chicken were soft and delicious. After finishing our meal, we started to unpack and rearrange our 
bags, stuffing all of my belongings into one bag instead of having it spread out throughout 
multiple cases. My parents and I quickly went to sleep, and we slowly got ready to make the 
drive to Global Vision Christian School. We were greeted at the front and guided toward the 
large building I would be staying in for two weeks. The people helping us were very kind and 
showed us my room for the next two weeks and gave me some information about the school. My 
nervousness grew exponentially after I first stepped onto the school grounds.  

Having to quarantine in a large, four-person room felt unsettling and scary. I could not 
get used to the fact that I would be alone for two long weeks before I got to actually interact with 
other people. The nights were always terrifying because there were huge windows across one 
long wall, and the darkness outside was very noticeable. I kept the lights on until late at night and 
frantically rushed to the small, creaky bed every time I turned off the lights. The days passed by 
much quicker than I had expected, to both my excitement and anxiety.  

The first time I walked into the school with the girls whose names I had not yet 
memorized, I felt a small, sinking feeling of worry. All the people I had seen so far were Koreans 
who talked to each other in Korean. I thought to myself, surely there will be some other people 
who are from Korea that I could get along with? I was very relieved when I discovered that there 
was a small group of people who spoke English comfortably or as a first language. 

During the first few weeks of school, I struggled a lot. It was hard to get used to the 
school, but it was even harder to get used to living with eleven other people and constantly being 
with them. As an only child I was used to being alone and enjoyed having some quiet time to 
think and relax. With a roommate, I quickly discovered that my old way of life would need to be 
thrown out the window. When I explained that I was not fluent in Korean, I had been reassured 
that everything at school would be in English. The information was not completely wrong, but it 
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was not completely right either. Sure all the classes were taught in English, but when speaking to 
one another, all of the students would talk in Korean, and it was hard to suddenly go from always 
speaking English in a school environment to talking to others in Korean. It was a struggle 
memorizing names and faces, making mental notes on who I had to bow to and who I could just 
greet with a small wave or a short ‘Hello’. For the longest time, I couldn’t memorize the names 
of the people that I lived with and felt horrible because they all knew my name but I knew none 
of theirs.  

The first month of life at the new school was the hardest, and I seriously considered 
leaving and returning to California multiple times. However, I decided to stay because I wanted 
to try attending this school and getting used to life here, even if it would only be for a year.  

However, as time went by, I became more familiar with the dorms, the school, other 
students, and teachers, and life seemed to suddenly become much easier and a little more 
enjoyable. I grew closer with the people in our cottages and started talking to other people who I 
saw outside of classes. It was at this point that I realized that life was not too bad after all.  

 I began to see the school and all that it had in store in a more positive light. I enjoyed 
writing fictional short stories and descriptive essays and working on other types of writing like 
poetry and creative research papers. Taekwondo was, and still is, a struggle, especially because I 
was the only one in my grade who was new to taekwondo. Math wasn’t too stressful, although I 
struggled on grasping concepts and studying the night before a test. Art was my favorite class 
because we had creative freedom to incorporate our interests and styles into our projects. I 
worked for weeks on a piece that featured three candy wrappers, all three with vibrant colors and 
lots of highlights and shadows. I still remember feeling very accomplished and proud when I 
finally finished and signed the drawing. Computer science was very difficult and I struggled a lot 
during the first few weeks, but began to find it a little more interesting and enjoyable at times.  

I discovered that there were a lot of things to do outside of just going to school and 
discovered that every Wednesday was a mandatory club meeting day. I was very disappointed 
when I found there was no art club that I could join. I talked with the art teacher, completed club 
formation papers, and begged some of my friends to sign up and help create the club. When the 
club was approved, I felt happy, knowing that I would be able to continue drawing and 
experimenting outside of just art class.  

Instead of only focusing on the bad things, I decided to be positive, try new things, and 
become a better person through this opportunity that was given to me from my parents and the 
school.   
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Matias Valencia (12th) 
Hindsight 

Writing this in the emptiness of my room, I am surrounded by disturbing silence that 
implants a feeling of loneliness in my soul. The only sounds distinguishable are the ones emitted 
by the other remaining students, who are also waiting impatiently for their departure. Sitting 
here, with all this time on my hands, I have the opportunity to assimilate all the events that took 
place in the last months.  

Making the decision of leaving home to study abroad was a simple one. It was clear that 
this was an opportunity for me to grow as a person. Oddly, there was no fear in my system; my 
objectives have always been clear to myself, and my convictions have remained untouched. I 
was told that this decision would be so significant that it would shape my character. I have 
learned that facing life with a strong sense of individuality is the best alternative to reveal the 
authentic character traits of a person. That is not to say that this experience has not been 
enriching.  

To me, this year has been one of tremendous growth, I have come to understand concepts 
that were blurred as close as one year ago. The pandemic taught me the spontaneity of life; the 
things I took for granted were taken away in a matter of days. At one point, I found myself 
longing for activities that I never thought would be missing from my life: visiting my family, 
playing sports, even taking those lonely walks after an exhausting training session. However, 
isolation helped me retrieve that warm connection that I once had with my family.  The joy of 
sharing a meal with my parents reemerged. The time we shared awoke once again the playful 
child that once became dormant for the coldness of his emotions. 

Regarding the last months, gratefulness is the only thing that comes to my mind. Being in 
constant communication with my former classmates and having experienced the same situation 
that they are now in, I understand the frustration they live. Being stuck at home is not pleasant if 
you think of all the productivity lost. I am fortunate enough to enjoy the last year of high school 
as it was meant to be. I had the opportunity to keep practising the sport that has taught me so 
much and that has become such an integral part of who I am today. Considering all the events 
taking place, I am very grateful for being where I am. 

Some individuals will label this year as unproductive; a blank space in their timeline that, 
once it is over, will not be revisited. For those with a stronger sense of morality, this year 
represents the disruption of a whole system; an intangible proof of the fragility of our existence, 
the last warning to change our ways of life. Personally, this year has taught me lessons that will 
forever live in my memory. Generally, this year will be pointed as the detonating factor of many 
impactful issues, but in reality, 2020 has only brought to light long persisting problems that have 
affected our society for decades.  
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Yesung Eric Lee (12th) 
 
Fruit 
 
It is the time to bear a fruit. 
A tree that survived for long ages is getting ready 
The beautiful flower bloomed for a period is now gone. 
But the end of the sepal the special thing is growing 
 
It is the time to bear a fruit 
The tree was threatened by the storms 
Some branches were broken and hurt 
But the storms cannot bring death by blowing 
 
It is the time to bear a fruit 
The tree does not know what he will bear 
Feeling lost like walking in the darkness 
But the tree knows that the darkness is going 
 
It is the time to bear a fruit 
The tree draws all of his nutrition to the one point 
With his friends he is not afraid of the darkness 
And the tree bearing fruit ever knowing 
 
It is time to bear more fruit.  
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Soeun Lilly Kim (12th) 
Paging 

 

Dear Friend,  

The first time I heard about Global Vision Christian School (GVCS) Pennsylvania was 

through my father's long friend who was apparently the manager of transporting South Korean 

exchange students to Pennsylvania. After my family and I left China, he heard that I was looking 

for a school to attend. He suggested applying to GVCS in Pennsylvania. As you know, studying 

in America has been one of the dreams I cherished in my heart. I did fill out the form and am 

waiting for the reply. Some concerns holding me back are the financial parts, the independent 

path I will need to take, and above all, will I get to settle myself in GVCS? 

Soeun Lilly Kim 

Seoul, South Korea 

 

Lilly,  

Although I haven't grown a wisdom beard yet, I know that standing on the starting line 

before the blow of the whistle is the hardest moment to endure. The first step seems to determine 

the rest of your way, the small choice that leads you to God-knows-where. We have been in 

company for a while: many light chats with some teas spilt as we each walked on our own paved 

road. I know the sudden change in your settlement has been a huge impact for both you and your 

family. I have experienced the lost too. It's always hard to watch temporary things vanish. I hope 

you read Ecclesiastes; the constant reminder of "vanity, vanity, vanity" really seems to apply to 

you right now.  

115 



 

I hear that you are looking for a school. It is sad that you had to leave the school in China. 

In our prior conversations, I have sensed the love and care you had toward that school. But the 

past is in the past. Let it stay there keeping its own beauty.  

So you have found GVCS! Possess no worries on whether you will be admitted. I am 

sure they will be willing to accept you, not solely on your merit but on your determination. Also, 

you will be introduced as the daughter of a Pioneer and with that knowledge, the school will try 

its best to fill your financial holes. Yes, I know it is still a burden. But I want you to know, cash 

is created to be counted and coins are created to be counted. In this age of conformity, you 

should be valuing your passion, your desire. Do not let the monetary burden outweigh your 

vision and goals. Do not stay in the corner weeping for the funds your parents gave but stand 

upright and confident with gratitude. It is through utilization of the provided rope you will be 

able to climb the mountain, not through the tiny anchor on your shoulder. 

Leaving your parents to study in a foreign land is what every foreign exchange student 

experiences. I am not regarding this as a light matter. In fact, it is a dreadful scene when students 

leave their parents' nests at such an early age. I know you have never done this except for a 

2-week camp you had in South Korea, so it may sound more intimidating to you than others. 

When I first left my parents to study, there was an ambivalent feeling of regret and excitement 

inside my heart. But as daily life and interactions slowly took hold, I began to mold myself in the 

shape of my vision. Walking in the narrow path where only two feet were allowed, I learned that 

the doors of opportunity opened only through a willing heart. Flying far far away from your 

distant home may be the new chapter of your life where you start to give results out of your 

actions. The decisions are solely made by you with all the success and failures affecting you 

directly. I think it's worth a try to give in to this gamble of life. 
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Besides small intervals of new visitors in your school in China, you have been in the 

same community your whole life. Remember when you talked about how everyone in the school 

knew each other and it was more like a family? Although there may be a discrepancy in the 

duration of time, you will meet a similar community in other places. Keep in mind that the 

people who you will be able to foster relationships with are not limited in one place. Unless you 

block the new beginnings by your own hands, you will be met by people of different countries all 

coming to the same melting pot to build new relationships. Not everyone may be your friends, 

but with the fate that awaits you, you will form good relations with people. In an egg carton, 

there may be empty spots available to place yourself. 

Consider going to a bigger academic playground. You are a small fish swimming in the 

pond and a route toward the vast Atlantic Ocean has been opened. Your first step may be 

hesitant, but you will do fine. I hope to see you. In GVCS PA. 

Soeun Lilly Kim 

Pennsylvania, America 
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Name: Soeun Lilly Kim
Grade: 12

Country: South Korea

My name is Soeun Kim. I was born in South Korea
but as a missionary child, I spent most of my life
in China. My family consists of my mother, father,
older brother, and me. We used to have a pet
hamster. In China, when I attended international
school, I got to use both English and Korean. I
can also speak Chinese, so people say that I am
trilingual. I like reading. I used to prefer fantasies
and adventures when I was young, but currently
I like to read social science fiction more. Other
than reading, I am an avid history lover. I like the
connections and stories that influence the world
today. I also like to interact in a small group. I like
to go downtown and shop for pretty things. I love
to eat ice cream. I like taro and grape-nut
flavors. I like to travel a lot, and I hope to be
exposed to numerous cultures and people.

Name: Juwhan Isaac Jung
Grade: 12

Country: South Korea

My name is Juwhan Jung, and I am an eighteen-year-
old Korean boy. I have a father and mother who are
missionaries in Vietnam and a sister who is a
seventeen-year-old high schooler. When I was
younger, I was mischievous, hanging out with friends
a lot. That was the time when I first tried to solve a
Rubik’s cube. I went to elementary school, achieving
high grades in math and science. I got many
compliments which made me so happy because lots of
people gave me attention. I started to try to get
higher grades to grab people’s attention. At the
beginning of middle school life, I met a friend who
loved solving Rubik’s cubes. Due to my passion about
the Rubik’s cube, I started to solve more complex
cubes. I was even placed second in a competition from
the official World Cube Association. I also love sports,
which make me feel refreshed. Now I’m close to
graduating high school, preparing for college.



My name is Faith Lee, and I was born in Los
Angeles, California, to my wonderful parents,
Heesung Lee and Jihyun Jang. I grew up watching
Disney movies, singing songs with my dad, and
drawing characters and animals with pencils,
markers, and crayons. As an avid animal lover, I
have had lots of pets in the past, including a dog
named Poppy, two turtles named Lily and Taco, and
a hamster named Lollypop. In third grade, after
years of asking for a dog, I finally got a small
Yorkshire Terrier-Chihuahua dog for my birthday
and I named her Candy. When I have free time I
like to draw, listen to music, and take Candy to the
tennis courts and throw tennis balls for her to play
with. I met some of my closest friends in fifth and
eighth grade, and we still keep in contact today. I
am currently a sophomore at GVCS.

Name: Faith Lee
Grade: 10

Country: America

Name: Yesung Eric Lee
Grade: 12

Country: South Korea

I was born in 2002, when the 2002 World Cup was
being an issue. When I was young, I was very sick
by a disease called  Juvenile Idiopathic Arthritis, a
rare immune disease. Although it took lots of time
and effort to cure it, I was gradually recovered,
and now I do not need to take pills everyday. A big
turning point of my life came when I was 14 years
old. I got a chance to live in Canada and I leaped at
the opportunity. While living in Canada, I learned
new cultures and languages. And learning new
cultures led me to decide to study in the U.S. I
studied in a private high school in Maryland, and I
moved here a year ago, spending rest of my high
school year. I really love to sing and play
instruments. I am in worship team as a singer and
used to be in band as a flute player.



My name is Matias Valencia and I am from Ecuador.
I am born into a family who earned everything

through hard work and dedication, while focusing
on important values such as humanity, honesty, and

respect. I am passionate about physics and
mechanics, and aspire to follow a mechanical

engineering career in a renowned institution. I am
also a soccer player and have played in the

formative divisions of two professional soccer clubs.
I've been to Spain and Argentina thanks to my
athletic development. I'm currently a senior in

Scotland Campus Sports.

Name: Juan Carlos Gruning
Moore

Grade: 12
Country: Dominican Republic

My name is Juan Carlos Gruning Moore, and I’m a
proud member of the Honors College Writing class.
I’m a senior at GVCS, originally from Dominican
Republic. It is my first time living in another place
that's not my home, so it is quite an experience. I
came to GVCS with the goal of playing soccer and
being the best in all areas. I'm glad that I took this
class. It really pushed my boundaries, such as
reading and writing, broadened my knowledge, and
helped me improve my English skills. It was an honor
to take this class with all the other students. I wish
well for all of them, and especially the teacher, Mr.
Dunham, who was always kind and supportive to all
of us. You will always find me out there in the field
playing soccer and doing what I love, always
having fun and being ready for anything.

Name: Matias Valencia
Grade: 12

Country: Ecuador



Born on March 23, 2003, in Korea, I was Ga Yeon Kim. It
embraces my parent’s hope that I would grow beautifully in
and out. Besides Ga Yeon, I have three other English names.
First, I was Alice. I disliked it probably because I was
attending Wonderland English-speaking Kindergarten. I
remember my 6th Christmas-eve. Sitting next to the
Christmas tree, I wrote: “Dear Santa, I would like a
telescope.” I loved watching the night sky, wondering what
there might be at the end of it. I was Jenny when my family
moved to San Diego, California in 2012. I loved the people, I
loved the sunlight, I loved boogie boarding, and I loved the
family trip to Universal Studios. The last name is Katherine.
Back from the States, I attended an international school in
Korea and wanted a name that was me. Katherine meant
pure and clear, reflecting on my passion and desire. This is
how I ended up being me now.

Name: Glen Dunham
Position: Advisor
Country: America

Name: Gayeon Kim
Grade: 12

Country: South Korea

My most significant scientific work was a program I
created, funded, staffed, and established two
laboratories to execute. Four different National Security
agencies sponsored it in succession over 15 years. It
culminated in a Red Team role, meaning we pretended to
be the enemy challenging certain US technology. We
won. You can read about it in about 20 years when it
declassifies. 

But now, arguably, I may be doing more significant
work, educating high school students. My goal is to make
them each just like me. Of course, their goals differ, but
probably we will mutually benefit. 

Oops, forgot the family. Gloria and I have eight children,
four by adoption. One is a college art professor, one is a
high school math teacher at an international school, one
is a human resources recruiter, one is a rocket scientist,
one is a mother, one is a policewoman, and two are
construction workers. Gloria and two of the children are
deaf, which pretty much defines our social and religious
life. That’s all!




