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Introduction by the Senior Editors

Within this edition of Viewpoints exists a snapshot of the lives of 
Reserve students as they were in the 2019-20 school year. Their hopes and 
dreams, thoughts and feelings, come through the pages. This year, we are 
honored to include everything from senior speeches to college essays and 
everything in between. Artwork can be found towards the end of the book, 
and in its final pages we highlight the annual Viewpoints survey.
 This year is a little different than most. When the world shut down 
to stop the spread of coronavirus, we didn’t know what the future of View-
points would hold. We had spent so long in lunch meetings in the library 
talking about specific deadlines for this final month that we were sure 
everything would go as planned. Unfortunately, worldwide pandemics 
don’t really care about things like school publication date plans, even if it 
is for WRA’s premier non-fiction literary magazine. When school was shut 
down (in-person, anyway), we didn’t know what to do. For a while, we 
didn’t even think about Viewpoints. We had more pressing things to worry 
about, like how best to get out of a synchronous class meeting, or whether 
or not people could stand being cooped up with our families for weeks at a 
time. Nevertheless, our thoughts eventually turned to Viewpoints. With the 
help and guidance of our extraordinary mentors in the library, we got back 
to work. Last year, we put this together in person, with meetings taking 
place in the scant free time we had during the school day and in A+. This 
year, we had to use RingCentral to get the final work done. Thankfully, 
Google Docs is ubiquitous, and we were able to access all of the submis-
sions. The Viewpoints survey went out as planned (with added questions 
about COVID-19), and we formatted everything like we would have had 
we been back at Reserve.
 Inevitably when the 2019-20 school year is discussed, the main 
topic will be COVID-19. That’s fair; it certainly was a huge factor in 
how life played out this year. However, we hope that those who read this, 
particularly those who are reading this many years from now, are able to 
use this year’s edition of Viewpoints as a counterbalance to the accounts of 
the somber realities of life in quarantine. Seven out of ten months of the 
school year were spent on Reserve’s campus, with life largely going on as 
normal. The submissions to Viewpoints, which were received throughout 
the year, reflect the life that went on then. 
 To close this introduction, we’d like to thank our amazing library 
mentors. Ms. Bunt, Ms. Raymaley-Hoffman, and Mr. Campbell were 

invaluable this year, and we’re not kidding when we say we could not 
have done it without them. Thanks as well to the new members of our 
staff: Regina Aguilar ’20, Elie Aoun ’21, and Selma Wu ’21. It was great 
to work with you and we know you’ll do a fantastic job next year. And of 
course, we’d be remiss if we didn’t thank everyone who submitted their 
non-fiction pieces and/or took the Viewpoints survey. Without you, this 
book would be filled with blank pages and literally no one wants to read 
that.
 When you’re done paging through this book, spend time with your 
family and friends. You never know how much people matter in your life 
until you can’t see them anymore.
 Now read on. The voices of Western Reserve Academy await.

Sincerely,
 Ellie Frato-Sweeney ’20, Senior Editor
 Suraj Dakappagari ’20, Senior Editor
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Personal Essays and Other Viewpoints    

Notice Me!
Anonymous

I never quite knew why I liked Gossip Girl so much. In my naive-
ty, I might have claimed it was because of the fabulous designer ensembles 
sported by troubled socialites Serena van der Woodsen and Blair Waldorf, 
but more likely it was because I saw a piece of myself in the hyper-privi-
leged, psychologically anguished Manhattanites. Regardless, I sunk deeper 
into the stiffly-upholstered ivory couch as the sound of the show’s intro 
shot through the living room that looked as though it had been ripped 
straight out of a Jonathan Adler catalog. The plotline of Serena relentlessly 
striving for the attention of her absent father thickened when she and her 
best friend, amid a feud, were trapped in an elevator together. Blair, the 
more pragmatic of the pair, refused to let her best friend try to ignore her 
problems through childish debaucheries, such as partying her way through 
Europe over the summer. Upon confrontation, Serena divulged the real 
reason for her juvenile behavior. “Your dad adores you,” she lamented to 
Blair. “All I even remember [of my dad] is him going on trips and coming 
back and bringing me presents.” And that was when it all clicked for me; 
the uninvolved parents, the privilege, the will to do anything just to be 
noticed - I was Serena. 
 I hastily grabbed the remote and paused the show. The aroma from 
the dogwood-scented Michael Aram candle burning on the glass-topped 
coffee table infiltrated the air and choked up my throat like smog. I strode 
out onto the ultra-modern balcony and leaned over the railing, overlooking 
the panoramic views of Belvedere Lagoon, sparkling under the radiant 
sun. The mild breeze ruffled my hair, which had been professionally cut 
and blown out the day before at one of the city’s most upmarket salons. 
Fourteen years old and by no merit of my own, I had the lifestyle so many 
adults toiled for and never attained. Of course, it hadn’t really set in until 
that moment. How would it have? Imposing luxury was the only thing I 
had ever known, my father amassing most of his money at the time of my 
birth. I knew my father worked hard. In fact, each morning when I woke 
around 7 AM to attend my elite private middle school, he had already left 
for the office. Every night well after my sister and I had consumed what 
was supposed to be a family dinner, the door would jingle open once 
again, just like clockwork. Weary from another hectic day on Wall Street, 
my father often dozed off upon arrival, striking up a conversation with his 
daughters being the last thing on his mind. Despite the exorbitant lifestyle 
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he provided me with, no amount of Tiffany earrings or Hermès silk scarves 
could compensate for the emptiness of being the only kid in my elementa-
ry school class whose parents consistently didn’t show up for the Mother’s 
and Father’s Day parties- the only one who couldn’t complete the sentence 
prompt; Mommy and Daddy love me because…
 Eventually, I found my way back into the house, collapsing on the 
same couch. The paused screencap of a puffy-eyed, crying Serena bore 
an uncanny resemblance to the way I looked during each of the count-
less quarrels between my parents and Bryn, my older sister. In addition 
to being almost physically indistinguishable, Bryn and I were practically 
the same on paper; we played all the same sports, earned the same marks 
in school, and even scored within mere percentiles of each other on all 
standardized tests. What wasn’t reflected by these statistics, however, was 
the stark breach between our personalities. While I resorted to a world of 
my own to escape our tarnished family dynamic, Bryn resented my parents 
and never let them forget it. In a way, she was my hero, though her battles 
seldom ended victoriously. She was the strongest person I knew, not even 
flinching when my parents threatened to cut her off time and time again. 
“Go ahead, old man!” she retorted. “I don’t need your money!”
 But I was weak. I’d always been weak; unable to say no, to hold 
my own ground, to directly demand the attention that my parents never 
cared to give me. On some level, just like Serena, everything I did was a 
cry for attention. Only instead of hitting up all the city’s ritzy clubs and 
getting blackout drunk on a school night, I worked. I worked with tunnel 
vision and a chip on my shoulder, just like my father. I worked with all 
my might until I was the smartest and most successful version of myself I 
could possibly be.  But by the time my undertakings had earned me a full 
merit scholarship to a Top 50 boarding school in the country, placed me in 
a sophomore-level honors math class as a freshman, and nabbed me start-
ing spot on the varsity soccer team, my efforts were met with merely an 
unenthusiastic nod and a pat on the back. For all my travail, the only thing 
that had changed was that I had transformed into my father, moving so fast 
in life that I didn’t enjoy being young and beautiful and happy. 
 By the time move-in-day rolled around, I was feeling burnt out. I 
considered acting up, strutting out of the house in a pair of my mother’s 
Manolos with my father’s credit card in hand so that even if my parents 
saw me as a disgrace, at least they would see me. I resisted the urge, 
however, and started my first semester at boarding school, 2,500 miles 
away from all of my problems, or so I thought. Boarding school offered 
me a clean slate, full of friendly people who didn’t know who I was and 

didn’t care. The vast opportunities across campus, academic, athletic, and 
social, distracted me completely from the firing squad waiting at home. 
I might have been blissfully enjoying an iced tea latte at the town coffee 
shop with the company of my incredible, loving friends when Bryn would 
text me anecdotes from the most recent family blowout. Dad’s blowing a 
fuse about MIT again, she texted once. Like even being in their recruiting 
class isn’t enough. Bryn always had a short temper, so I assumed she was, 
to some extent, embellishing the story to her favor. It wasn’t until I flew 
home for the first time, on Bryn’s 17th birthday, that I realized her account 
of recent family events was nothing but the truth. My first night back 
in the city, words were thrown like grenades. I, as I always had, locked 
myself in my bedroom to avoid any conflict. It was no use; the thunderous 
insults flung across the Jonathan Adler living room seeped through the 
walls, looming over me as I tried to fall asleep. I ran the tap in my bathtub 
as I tried to drown out the same exact argument I had heard a billion times 
before; “I can take all this stuff away in a second!” “You have no problem 
saying that because we’re just the children that you have but don’t love! 
You can just pull out any time you want!” Bryn’s words echoed all the 
way down Pacific Coast Highway, and yet my parents never seemed to 
hear her. The entirety of the argument probably lasted about 45 minutes, 
but it seemed like hours before Liv cracked open my door and sat next to 
me on the foot of my bed. “Hey,” she said meekly. “Sorry you had to hear 
that.”

I nodded as a tear slipped down my cheek. My eyes grew red and 
puffy like the screencap of Serena - each time I thought I was all out of 
tears, more came rolling down. I hated that I had to cry, that I couldn’t 
illustrate my feelings in any stronger a way. For as much trouble as her 
mouth ran her into, I envied Bryn’s ability to turn her woes into words. All 
I could do was sit there like a stupid mute, suppressing feelings I couldn’t 
dare convey.
 I diverted my eyes to our reflection in my gold-plated mirror. Two 
young girls, blessed with amazing smarts, looks, and privilege, but at what 
cost? Our happiness? Our value? It was so stupid; everybody claimed 
that the world of Gossip Girl was unrealistic, that if your privilege, finan-
cial and societal, was that immense, you had no right to be dissatisfied or 
damaged. Up until that point, I had always believed it. I’d always pulled 
out the tiny violins for the troubled rich on the big screen before I felt for 
myself the painful irony of swimming in money yet still feeling like a 
dead fish washed up on shore. 
 My story doesn’t have a happy ending like Serena’s, at least not 
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yet. I still loathe breaks from school, and I’m terrified of venturing west 
to face the firing squad. I’m still overly ambitious and petrified of letting 
my parents down. And I may still be weak inside, but I’m hoping that with 
time, like Serena, I can rise from the ashes of my former self and become 
stronger and wiser. I understand that my woes are the Webster definition 
of a first-world problem, that I can’t expect any pity or consolidation for 
being a valiant warrior, because really, I haven’t overcome anything. Un-
like most, I can rest my pretty little head on a down pillow every night, but 
my problems are waiting for me every morning when I rise. For as much 
as they are coveted, trust funds won’t love you. They won’t cheer you on 
at your soccer games or wipe your tears when you’re sad. No amount of 
glorified green paper will ever fill the void. 

On Civil Discourse
Elie Aoun

On February 1, 2017, a group of 150 protesters entered the campus 
of UC Berkeley to protest a speech that was going to be delivered by a 
well known right-wing provocateur named Milo Yiannopolous. The left-
wing protesters abhorred Milo’s message, but rather than engaging him in 
debate or asking him incisive questions in a Q&A session, they dressed 
in full black attire, covered their faces, and arrived at Berkeley intent on 
shutting down Milo’s speech with violence. The protester’s tactics in-
cluded throwing fireworks and rocks at police, tossing Molotov cocktails, 
and smashing the windows of the building where the event was going to 
be held, leading to 6 injuries. The protest ultimately caused a reported 
$100,000 worth of damage and led to Milo’s speech being canceled over 
security concerns. Seeing this stifling of civil discourse on the news in the 
days following the protest was a watershed moment in the course of my 
political development. 

Like many others my age, I started to become politically involved 
during the 2016 presidential election. I saw the increasing political po-
larization between the left and the right, and it was apparent that rational 
dialogue between individuals of opposing ideologies was becoming harder 
to find. Both sides were retreating into their insular echo chambers and 
repeating the same divisive “us vs. them” notions that their own side is 
benevolent and always just and the other side is malicious and wants to 
destroy the country. Civil discourse was being abandoned to the wayside 
as increasingly radicalized individuals claimed that offensive speech had 
to be curtailed “by any means necessary,” an agenda that came to fruition 
on Berkeley’s campus.

Three years ago I watched as Berkeley, once the home of the 
world-famous Free Speech Movement in the 1960s, had to kowtow to a 
small group of violent protesters who chose violence instead of civility. I 
was outraged that these protesters could smash up a university’s campus 
and forcefully cancel a speaker without facing any strong legal conse-
quences. The Berkeley protesters believed that they were fighting for a 
moral cause, but their actions ran against the fundamental principle of free 
speech guaranteed to all Americans. The Berkeley protesters ultimately 
lacked civic virtue and the ability to live in a free society where others do 
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not always conform to their ideological vision.

Civic virtue is rooted in humility and an understanding that one’s 
knowledge of the world is limited and one’s ideas may be wrong. Without 
civic virtue, one may think that they are incredibly intelligent and their 
ideas are always right, leading them to disregard anyone they disagree 
with as stupid or evil. This lack of civic virtue shuts out any possibility 
of engaging in civil discourse where the best ideas can survive on their 
own merit. To have civil discourse with others, one has to understand their 
own limitations and seek the benefit of speaking rationally with those on 
the other side so that people of all political persuasions can help heal the 
polarized political divide that has torn this country apart.

Participating in civil discourse is not only the ability to discuss 
politics with those that one may disagree with in a rational manner, but it 
is more importantly about understanding that the people on the other side 
are also human beings who in most cases want what is best for the coun-
try. Of course, this is not to suggest evil people with malevolent ideas do 
not exist, but it is to say that most Americans, whether they are Democrats, 
Republicans, Libertarians, or something else, are not immoral people and 
genuinely want what is best for the country. The best way to beat out bad 
ideas is to argue against them logically, not ban every individual who 
espouses them from speaking anywhere. By watching the Berkeley protest 
unfold, I learned that civil dialogue, the bedrock principle that allows our 
free Republic to survive, can only come from virtuous people who all seek 
the best for their country and their fellow citizens.

A Different Kind of Avenger
Suraj Dakappagari

 When I was 11, I wore my Captain America costume to school on 
Halloween. He was my favorite superhero; he was strong, he was pow-
erful, and he looked cool doing pretty much everything. I’m not sure I 
looked as cool and the costume my mom bought at Party City for $30 was 
the kind of uncomfortable blend of polyester and nylon that itched my skin 
incessantly, but I loved it. I loved how the vibrant blue and red colors that 
were across the suit caused a stark contrast with my dark brown skin. 

On that day, I walked into my classroom as the superhero I 
dreamed to be, and saw my fellow classmates’ eyes slowly settle on me. 
But rather than see excitement and envy, I noted confusion and alarm, and 
a shadow of disgust, as if I had committed an inexcusable act. 

“No, ” Joanna Dipronio said to me. “You can’t be Captain Amer-
ica, because Captain America is American, duh.” Joanna was known for 
being sassy and opinionated, and I wasn’t equipped with the right defen-
sive shield to protect me from what she said.  I maintained my silence, 
trying to think in the next five seconds how to defend the fact that I was 
born in this country, but all I could say was, “I am American.”

“No,” she said. “You’re not like AMERICAN American.” 
As I got older, I got used to statements like this. I was the only 

Indian kid in my school, and out of fear of being ostracized or what I 
thought was self-preservation, I allowed this coded racism to occur. But 
not on that day. I took out my colored pencils and a single sheet of note-
book paper and unknowingly began my first act as the superhero Joanna 
said I was not allowed to be.  After five minutes, I had placed a cheaply 
made rendition of the Indian flag beneath the star and confronted my vil-
lain. “I’m Captain India America, and who are you supposed to be?”

I don’t remember what Joanna was for Halloween that day, but I 
remember that this was
the first day that I decided not to let someone else dictate who I was and 
what was acceptable for me to do and be. I am brown and I am a theatre 
kid, I am brown and I like beef, I am brown and I enjoy wearing pastel 
colors, I am brown and I am an athlete, I am brown and I love superhe-
roes, I am brown and I am American, I am brown and I belong right here. 
It is these types of experiences that drive my passion for social justice 
and politics. As president of my school’s Desi club, I am able to provide a 
space for South Asian students to celebrate their cultural heterogeneity and 
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help them wear their own flag with pride.  However, It is not always easy 
to display that same sense of strength and courage. There have been times 
when I have been weakened by a distasteful Indian accent, the all too com-
mon tech support joke, or by the absurdly inappropriate terrorist joke and 
I would just shrug off that kryptonite. Sometimes the world’s villains will 
try their hardest to break the shield, and they will succeed temporarily, and 
all I can do is lay there and take the beating, but the important response is 
to fix your shield, proudly wear your armor, and wait for the next battle, 
ready to save the world, and all the color in it.

What If Aliens Exist?
Isabella Folio

 Is there life beyond Earth? Humans have been asking this question 
for centuries--even longer if you count certain entities from ancient my-
thology. We gazed up at the stars and wondered to ourselves, “We can’t be 
all that exists, can we?” And wouldn’t it be cool to find extraterrestrial life 
somewhere out in the universe?

Well, the answer to that might be no… just not for the reasons you 
may expect. We’ve oftentimes treated the potential existence of so-called 
aliens as problematic. Countless science fiction films, such as War of the 
Worlds and Independence Day, were based on the premise that life outside 
our planet was full of malice and would try to wipe us out. But we need 
to consider the fact that the universe is massive and constantly expanding. 
If life hasn’t been discovered yet, it would have to be unfathomably far 
away and could only spread at a speed relatively slow to that of the uni-
verse. With this in mind, what race would waste valuable resources and 
time expanding solely with the motivation of destroying other species? If 
alien life does exist far, far away in the universe, the only logical reason it 
would have for destroying life on Earth (assuming it adheres to the same 
logic as us) would be to take resources from our planet. Basically, we’d be 
animals to such a race — small, simple beings that are potentially cute, but 
not as important as their own survival. 

But there’s a fair chance that this debate over the intentions of life 
beyond Earth doesn’t matter. The true danger lying in wait for us may 
not be another species. There exists a widely known theory that there are 
certain barriers to life. Life is already incredibly rare and can only prosper 
in very specific conditions, much like how Goldilocks’s porridge cannot 
be too hot or too cold. Keeping that in mind, once life does form, it has to 
reach and pass certain milestones or “barriers”. This is part of what makes 
the difference between an orangutan and a human, why we are so evolved 
as we are. We have passed that barrier. The reason we cannot find life on 
other planets may be because no other form of life has passed the barriers 
we have. Or, leading us to the more malicious option, a barrier lies in front 
of us that possesses the ability to wipe us out, hence why the discovery of 
extraterrestrial life would be quite a bad omen. Cheery, isn’t it?

If that doomsday option is the case, we still have a chance for 
salvation. We haven’t found life outside of Earth, yet. This is important 
because the absence of life may support the earlier stated theory that we 
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could be the first species to pass the barriers inhibiting life from flourish-
ing. This means that we have a shot. So, let’s all hope that we’re the only 
or one of the very few systems in our universe. And if we do find aliens, 
hopefully they will be benevolent.

An itemized list of the contents of a dusty box in my attic that I found 
while cleaning

Ellie Frato-Sweeney

ITEM 1: A letter from when I was seven addressed to the President. Topics 
discussed: Sweden’s single-payer healthcare policy, the swine flu vaccine, 
my recent sickness, and how he could best reach me with a response.

ITEM 2: An issue from my second grade newspaper, The Ink. Article title: 
“An Interview with Mr. Traycoff the Reading Teacher.” Key quote: “Why 
do you have a moustache?” “Because they’re cool.”

ITEM 3: An old Webkinz stuffed animal. Type: frog. Condition: let’s call it 
“well-loved.” 

ITEM 4: My first grade New Year’s Resolution sheet. What would I 
change in the world? I would make “peace for eternity.” Why, I was 
asked? Because “the USA wastes money on artillery for war when there 
are starving and homeless people to help [instead].” 

ITEM 5: A poster for my elementary school student council election. On 
two of the four corners was a crude drawing of my face, while on the other 
two, there was my twin brother’s face with a line through it.

ITEM 6: The results of that election… Let’s move on. 

ITEM 7: A letter to Starkist from my little brother Carter. Date: 2012, 
when Carter was five. Key passage: “PLEASE stop using big nets to kill 
dolphins/green turte turtles. You are hurting the world, though you don’t 
mean to.”

ITEM 8: A letter to Starkist from me. Date: the same day as Carter’s letter. 
Key passage: “I am very concerned, and so is Carter. You may have gotten 
a letter from him already. Anyway, back to the point…”

Back to ITEM 7: “Carter”’s letter to Starkist. Handwriting analysis: same 
as mine. Conclusion: I forged a letter in Carter’s name and then referenced 
it as my own.

ITEM 8: A printout of an email. Key passage: “Dear Mrs. Libby Fra-
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to-Sweeney, On behalf of the State Department, we would like to congrat-
ulate you on your selection as a Fulbright Distinguished Teacher to Viet-
nam. You and your family’s half-year stay will foster new understandings 
between two cultures and help to…”

ITEM 9: A plane ticket stub.

ITEM 10: A crinkled 20,000₫ banknote, roughly the equivalent of 80 US 
cents. 

ITEM 11: A book my friends in Vietnam had printed of pictures of all of 
us together going out to eat, walking around Hanoi, studying in school 
together, or just laughing.

ITEM 12: My acceptance letter to Western Reserve Academy.

The dusty box is full, but my life didn’t end there. I went off to a 
boarding school where everyone is passionate about their interests and 
there are tons of opportunities to pursue them. Over my almost four years, 
I have participated in political debates and gone to see candidates speak, 
worked for three years and counting as an editor for the school newspaper, 
The Reserve Record, studied abroad in Guatemala speaking only Spanish, 
and, along with my twin brother, was elected student body co-president. 

There was a myth in my mind that I had only recently cultivated 
these passions. But when that dusty box came down from the attic and I 
saw everything inside, I realized that the story I was telling wasn’t new, 
but one I had been writing all my life. Since this discovery, I’ve realized 
that no matter what I do in life, I’ll have a strong foundation. While I may 
be putting the contents back in the box, I won’t be doing the same with 
what they represent. And whether I go into politics or computer science or 
film or Spanish or anything in between, I’ll know who I am and where I 
stand. 

Oh, and I’ll probably have to fill a few more boxes.

14,000 Things to Be Happy About
Elizabeth Hoffman

1. Stepping on crunchy leaves
2. Planning trips with my friends
3. NYC at night

Most people would tell you that it does not take much to make me 
smile. However, there was a time when I based my happiness solely on 
the big picture; I was often unfulfilled unless my life followed a particular 
path that resulted in a major event or achievement, and I did not believe I 
was “happy” unless this task was completed. My desire to live up to these 
goals was exhausting, and I grew tired of constantly working for a smile. 
Little did I know that a coffee run was enough to change the lens through 
which I viewed my own happiness. 
 “Book swap!” the sign read. “Take a book and leave a book, no 
money involved.”
 Half listening to the story one of my friends was telling, I gazed 
past her head to the bookshelf and quickly scanned the assortment of texts. 
My eyes eventually landed on a thick, white book about the size of my 
hand. After politely waiting for her to finish, I stood up and crossed the 
coffee shop to pick up the volume.
 14,000 Things to be Happy About. The Happy Book by Barbara 
Ann Kipfer.
 The first page contains a short note from the author: 
 “This book represents 20 years of recording all the little things 
that make me happy… I hope you will find, as I did, that happiness comes 
from noticing and enjoying the little things in life.”
 I flipped through the pages and discovered a never-ending list of 
the most obscure details. Initially, I was puzzled. Why would someone 
take joy in the position of their head as they bite into a taco? I didn’t un-
derstand how something this trivial could feel satisfactory, as there was no 
substantial end result. Despite my confusion, I was drawn to the list. The 
coffee shop conversation became background noise to my new fascination 
with “the little things.” My best friend helped me hide my treasure in the 
back corner of the bookshelf when I realized that I did not have anything 
to swap it with. At the end of the day, we both ran back downtown to make 
the exchange. I didn’t realize I was holding my breath until we left the 
cafe. After what had seemed like ages, my prize was safely in my hand.

4. Tennis court sunrises
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5. Hearing someone say, “This reminded me of you.”
6. Stargazing 

 I told people about my find for days. I loved watching my friends’ 
faces light up after they read each peculiar description. A group of us made 
a pact to pass around the book when we had each finished it, so everyone 
could share in the happiness it had already given me. After all, with some-
thing this delightful, how was it fair for me to keep it all to myself?
 One night after sharing the Book of Happiness (as I now like to 
call it), my friend and I began pointing out the small details in our lives 
that make us happy, the things that we often take advantage of. We mar-
veled endlessly about oddly specific things that left us smiling uncontrol-
lably. I remembered a new notebook that I had received for my birthday, 
and scribbled “stepping on crunchy leaves” across the top of the first page. 
We spent the next three hours filling this journal and authoring our own 
version of 14,000 Reasons.

7. Cheesy tourist pictures
8. Listening to Hamilton in the car with my brothers
9. Freshly cut pineapple

 It was not until I had my own list that I truly appreciated Kipfer’s 
for what it is worth. Where I once felt like I needed trophies and recogni-
tion, I now appreciate that life’s quirks are what truly make me happy. The 
best parts of life are, in fact, the little things.

A Tale of Twos
Josephine Houska

The first time someone asked me what I wanted to be when I grew 
up, I responded with “Ballerina-Fisherman.” The second time, it was 
“Chocolatier-Forensic Anthropologist.” I have always been a walking 
paradox. For most of my life, being curious just meant being all over the 
place. I got involved in everything just because nothing could satiate me. 
It took me a long time to draw connections between my conflicting inter-
ests, but when I finally zoomed out I was able to pursue my passions with 
a newfound purpose.

By junior year, the infinite nature of potential had begun to take 
a toll on me. To ease my choice paralysis, I persuaded myself into be-
lieving that I wanted to be a veterinarian. After all, it pleased my parents 
and it was easier than feeling lost. I shoved that vague, persistent feeling 
of uncertainty beneath mounds of homework and weary smiles. While 
this was going on, I spent my free time taking online psychology classes, 
leading Students Who Care (a club that promotes mental health advocacy), 
and working with the school therapists to create a new leadership position 
for peer counseling. After a particularly enthusiastic meeting with my 
club advisor, she asked me if I wanted to go into psychology. Instinctive-
ly, I brushed off her comment and told her my plans for the future. Yet, 
her words stuck with me for days following our discussion. Everything 
clicked into place when I realized that all of the projects I have pursued on 
my own deal with mental health advocacy. My goal to educate and provide 
comfort to my community remains the same, but now I am ready to ma-
neuver this path with clarity. I know that if I can affect at least one person 
for the better, I will be making tangible changes on a larger scale as well.  

Recently, I have been making those positive changes on the stage 
with shows like The Laramie Project, a play about the murder of gay 
Laramie resident Matthew Shepard. This was the first time I had ever 
been cast as a lead in a show, and I was excited about the exposure and 
responsibility that it presented. However, I never would have expected the 
profound impact that the play had on me and everyone around me. For 
one, as a member of the LGBT community, the subject matter hit close to 
home. Beyond that, the cast felt a responsibility to tell a story larger than 
ourselves, and that sense of duty made each and every practice well worth 
the emotional toll. I recall nights where almost entire audiences left the 
auditorium in tears. It even went so far as to encourage the most popular 
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senior boy to come out in front of our whole school. During his speech, he 
eloquently said, “Anything less than love and acceptance for all people is 
deadly.” For weeks after, students were emailing us art they had made that 
was inspired by our rendition of The Laramie Project. Our community felt 
whole and connected in a way that it never had before or since. For the 
first time, I felt like I had made a difference in the world. 

My passion for both psychology and theater has helped me under-
stand the ability that a person has to be an influencer. To be a student is to 
be both a teacher and a creator, learning and sharing how to improve the 
world in a variety of mediums. Together, art and science provide per-
spective and balance; and on some level, I think that the ballerina-fisher-
man-chocolatier-forensic anthropologist in me always knew that. 

Super Sleuth
Josephine Houska

Ever since I was a little kid, I have been obsessed with mysteries. 
Whether it be conspiracy theories, supernatural lore, unsolved true crime, 
or what have you, I could never seem to get enough. By second grade, my 
bedside bookshelf was stuffed full of every ghost story and forensic science 
book I could find, and nearly half of them were falling apart from overuse. 
My mother fostered this peculiar morbid curiosity of mine, partly because 
it belonged to her, too. In fact, I always joke that she let me watch Monk (a 
dark detective show) long before she allowed me to watch the popular Nick-
elodeon comedy Big Time Rush. Since I was about three, we indulged in our 
shared passion through HER Interactive’s Nancy Drew computer games. The 
graphics are sub-par and the storylines are a tad fantastical, but as far back as 
I can remember they have been one of my favorite ways to kill time. When I 
was too small to see our boxy desktop computer from the office chair alone, I 
would sit on my mom’s lap and watch her navigate the games. As I got older, 
watching turned into a team effort, and eventually we were competing against 
each other to see who could solve the mystery first or get the fastest time on a 
puzzle. 
 The problem with getting older is not that the enthusiasm ever fades, 
but that you have less time to devote to these kinds of things. It has been 
harder and harder to find the time to finish that Steven King book I bought 
last year or to sit through an episode of Billy Sarian’s “Murder Mystery and 
Makeup Mondays” on YouTube. Part of being an adult is learning to prior-
itize, even if that means setting aside some of the things that you love. So, I 
have had to postpone a few novels, movies, and Wikipedia deep-dives, but I 
always make time for Nancy Drew. Everyone has a hidden nerdy secret, and 
mine is that I have logged at least 300 hours playing the somewhat cheesy yet 
totally underrated Nancy Drew PC series. I can intimately recount the history 
of the novels (did you know Carolyn Keene is a pseudonym?), and I am a die-
hard Hardy Boys fan by proxy.
 Unlike my mom, who has played everything from The Legend of Zel-
da to Hitman, I have never been much of a gamer. However, the Nancy Drew 
games have helped me to keep a part of my childhood alive that I am scared 
to lose. While I thoroughly enjoy school and all of my extracurriculars, the 
voracious curiosity that has helped me to excel in those areas has its origin in 
my love of whodunits. In the wise words of Walter Karig (the ghostwriter of 
Nancy Drew in 1932), “I don’t promise to forget the mystery, but I know I’ll 
have a marvelous time.”
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College Essay
Nadia Konovalchik

When someone first looks at my application they read about a 
white female who has gone to a private high school for the past three 
years. Her dad went to that same private high school and went on to get an 
Ivy League education at Columbia University. Some words that may pop 
into their heads include: privileged, entitled, spoiled, etc. This is all true 
but does not tell the full story.

I am the daughter of two drug addicts. My father and mother 
started using the year I was born, and I was left in the dark from all of it 
until the 8th grade. That was the year my father was escorted to jail for 
heroin. With my mother out of the picture and in rehab, I was left to fight 
for myself in court. I went to custody battles with my aunt, but since I was 
only 15, I could not be emancipated. I thought this was my only option 
because the court only saw my aunt as a plausible candidate for my guard-
ian. She, like my mother and father, also struggled with drugs and was a 
raging alcoholic with a poker face to kill. For the next two years, I was 
used as a pawn in her twisted plan to have full authority over everyone and 
anyone. I was her punching bag. When she didn’t have something go her 
way or she was too far into her medicine cabinet I became not a person, 
but a place for her punches to land and her words to penetrate. I struggled 
daily knowing that once school was over I would have to find somewhere 
to go so I didn’t have to go home. At the end of my eighth grade year I had 
a party for myself - not to celebrate a happy time, but to celebrate that I 
made it out alive. 

When I applied to Western Reserve Academy the summer after 
middle school my heart started to grow back. I started to feel the light 
inside of me shine again. After every milestone in my application, I would 
become more whole. This was again part of my aunt’s plan. She drove me 
to interviews and helped me set up Skype calls and right when I thought 
I would finally get away, I got a call from Admissions. It was August of 
2017 and I was laying down on my bed when my admissions representa-
tive told me my application had never made it to Reserve. As I hung up the 
phone my 16-year-old self looked at my aunt in confusion. “Why didn’t 
they get my application?” I asked. Her reply will never escape my mind, 
“You didn’t really think you could leave that easily did you?” 

My time with her came to an end in the summer after freshman 
year. I took control of my education, made sure my application to WRA 

was submitted early and became myself again. My dad eventually got 
healthier and was released. I gained my confidence and power back. After 
a lot of work and effort, I finally made it to the school of my dreams and 
was pursuing my interests while making lifelong friends at the same time. 
I was given a second chance and I would not let this one slip away. 

The experiences I had in that house did not result in a weak girl 
who can’t handle hardships, but a confident young adult who is wise 
beyond her years and understands more than most think. Moving forward 
I plan on using these experiences to help provide aid to those who are in 
need. I have used my rough patches to make me remember how special 
life really is and I want to make others feel the same. Taking control of 
your life is hard without a helping hand, that is why I extend mine fully for 
anyone in reach.
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Am I a Woman Now?
Vivien Marmerstein

A quiet hallway, long hair and ill-fitting jeans, a purple floral shirt. White. 
Cold. Empty. I felt his cool, piercing stare on my back as I hurried down 
the stairs, trying to escape. Pure confusion welled up inside of me. He 
shouted my name as I ran, a reminder that he would always be there, in the 
back of my mind, calling out for me. The man catcalling me in the street, 
the teenager yelling through the rolled-down window of his car, all of 
them, all of them are just him in the end. Why would I wear that shirt? 
For the rest of that year, I could not leave my classroom by myself when 
there was a chance he would be somewhere waiting. I started wearing 
jackets, and my form-fitting tops became lost—but far from forgotten—in 
the depths of my closet. For the first time, I was terrified to be a girl, alone 
in a scary, silent world.

A new bra, whiskey and vodka, twinkling lights. My height had not 
changed much—I was still just shy of five feet, unfortunately—but I had 
matured in other ways. At a crowded event filled with family and friends, 
I ran into that woman, the same woman who now encourages her twelve 
year old granddaughter to drink. She was already a few glasses in, sure, 
but it still sent shivers up my spine when she looked me up and down, 
sizing me up. Literally. She commented that I had grown and matured 
so much since I had last seen her. And, no matter how I tried to deny it, I 
knew my height had hardly changed.

The stars, a wooden bench, a huge house in the middle of nowhere. Just 
him and me, me and him, existing in that moment. I spotted the Little 
Dipper, then he found Orion’s Belt. We talked until we thought the others 
would finally notice we were gone, and then we kept on talking. I became 
lost in the evolving darkness of the night sky, the sparkling stars, and the 
never ending moment. The cool breeze awakened my senses, and as I lay 
there, I could not help but smile at the boy who had been my best friend 
since the long-gone days of his vivid blue hair. With him, I could be my 
young self that I had to monitor so carefully around others. I could take 
care of myself for once. I felt free.

Another big house, a lake, the stench of fish and knives. There were only 
three families on the trip, including my own, and every night the adults 

pressured me to help prepare the catch of the day. I could not even handle 
the smell coming from the lifeless fish that my father had caught, let alone 
even begin to think of the gruesome process of cleaning it. I was already 
so grown, they’d tell me. It was time to learn my place, my role in society, 
they implied. I could not help but wonder why I was told to help when 
the teenage boy sleeping just down the hallway had to be asked to even 
take his own plate back to the kitchen. In an otherwise serene place, as the 
sun set over the reflective lake and the sky went from blue, to orange, to 
purple, to a deeper blue, I bit my lip and my face reddened as I fought to 
conceal the turmoil inside me. The lake was still peaceful, but my rebel-
lious thoughts brewed an anger, a passion, a hope even, that still lives 
strong within me. A hope of escape.

Velvet seat covers, a ten minute drive ten minutes too long, a sign of 
hope. Suffocated in the backseat of a car, held hostage by expectations. 
My grandmother, aunt, and uncle had me trapped in an inescapable bub-
ble as they tried to explain to me that I only wear makeup for men. They 
described that someday, supposedly—when I find the right man—I would 
understand the desire to change myself for someone else. At that moment, 
my fists clenched in anger and frustration, a helping hand reached down 
to pull me over the walls I had begun to build around me. My grandfa-
ther, with a kind-hearted smile in my direction, confidently projected that 
I could do whatever makes me happy, makeup or no makeup, man or no 
man. My grandmother, aunt, and uncle remained silent. For just a second, 
my suffocation eased and I could see the ray of sunshine that came through 
the clouds.

A masked smile, two cups of Jell-O, green war paint. I could smell the 
still-drying paint on my face, remnants from creating something for the 
first boy who ever told me he loved me, and an hour later I would be 
cheering him on but I would not be happy, I could not be happy because 
a grown man tried to tell me what to do with my body, a grown man told 
me to wear a different shirt, a grown man thought it was okay to comment 
on my body and my clothes and I still took the Jell-O when he offered it to 
me because what else could I say, how could I tell him no
I didn’t know what to say to him so I didn’t say anything, I just left more 
confused than before and I tried and tried to accept myself, to come to 
terms with my body, but I keep thinking back to his puppy-dog face, fake 
smiling eyes, and stark white jacket which haunt me to this day because it 
is because of people like him that I still struggle to wear that damn shirt
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And five months later when his heavy hands touched my shoulders as he 
attempted to squeeze past me in a crowded room I shuddered under his 
touch as I tried not to cry, tried not to leave right then and there because I 
couldn’t handle his touch and I told myself there was no reason for me to 
react like that, that he didn’t mean anything by it of course he didn’t mean 
anything by it but it still hurts me all the same, it still makes me feel small, 
and weak, and powerless, and that feeling is heavier than the impact of 
his hands because it stayed with me and weighed me down, heavier and 
heavier as I tried not to drown

I am still terrified. I am terrified to write this, to tell my story, to encoun-
ter his long hair, to hear his emphatic voice, and sometimes even to wear 
that godforsaken shirt. I am so scared that I can’t even write it all. I cannot 
write what he said to me that cursed day, the day when I first discovered 
what it meant to be a woman. Sure, if you had asked me to tell you, I 
could say it. Maybe I would add a little smirk, a light-hearted comment, 
and that I’ve heard he’s changed and he no longer says those things. But 
still, I cannot write the words he said to me. Perhaps if I could summon 
up the courage, all of this would make more sense to you. But every time 
I write it, I delete it, and every time I delete it, I know that it will remain 
forever ingrained in my mind, and never on paper. 

A vacant hallway, the smell of alcohol on her breath, a starry night sky, 
knives and expectations, hope, fake smiling eyes. 

Is this what it means to be a woman? Am I a woman now?

We Are Like This
Miranda Namiotka

After the spotlight faded and a picture of Matthew Shepard was 
projected on stage, my fellow cast members and I moved from our final 
tableau positions in the play, into a single file line. We descended the 
central staircase of the stage and walked through the audience, exiting 
the theater after our opening night of The Laramie Project. We decided 
that the standing ovation should be for Matthew, not us. As I walked out 
through the center aisle, I expected the audience to start clapping immedi-
ately and to see proud smiles and jolly faces. I assumed that the audience 
would join us in the lobby and exchange flowers, gifts, and compliments. I 
had come into play practice every night and practiced my monologues for 
hours. After all my dedication, I expected a celebration. 

But this play was different. It was as if someone pressed mute on a 
remote to silence the entire theater. The faces I saw had erupted into wa-
terfalls of tears and frowns of deep sorrow. I had not anticipated this kind 
of reaction. I had become so familiar with the play’s subject matter that it 
had lost its effect on me. Playing Reggie Fluty, the cop that initially found 
Matt, I described his physical state when found on the outskirts of Lara-
mie, Wyoming after being beaten and left to die in freezing temperatures; 
but it was just another monologue for me. I perfected the tone of my voice 
and my lines so that I would perform well for my theater teacher. I wanted 
to impress my audience rather than tell Matthew’s story. My goals were so 
childish. 

Over the weekend of performances, I grew up in the sense that I 
realized the beauty and importance of the play and what I want to do with 
the rest of my life. I want to be a catalyst for change in my community. 
Two major events brought me to this realization. The first was when a girl 
in the grade above me approached me after opening night. I had never 
spoken to her other than a friendly “hello” as we walked by each other on 
the sidewalk. Her face was red and blotchy, her cheeks still wet with tears. 
She pulled me into a tight hug and told me how moved and changed she 
was by my performance. I would have never spoken to her, but the play 
brought us together. The second was the week after opening night, when 
one of my castmates came out as gay to our entire school at an assembly. 
He was inspired by our community’s strong and progressive reaction to 
the play and Matthew’s story. 

This was no longer just a play. 
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The Laramie Project was a catalyst for change at Western Reserve 
Academy. We brought together our community to address a problem in 
society: the ignorance and fear of those different from us. This two-hour 
play described a pointless horrific act, but also gave hope that we can stop 
future hate crimes. The play showed a large range of opinions, but never 
forced people into judgment. It taught us how to love each other. 
After experiencing powerful words and their potential to affect an entire 
community, I wish to continue making change through the English lan-
guage. My passion for theater and writing has developed into love. Hope-
fully, I can continue studying and performing pieces like The Laramie 
Project to share with my community. I want to educate, reflect upon, and 
improve the world around me. 

College Essay
Lily Nicholson

I was in the midst of my high school experience while my sis-
ter was nearing the end of hers. At the age of 14, I had just gone off to 
boarding school 700 miles away from home and was starting to adjust to 
the drastic changes Reserve made me undergo. One fall day, I headed to 
volleyball practice as I had every day for the last two months. Everything 
was normal until the news came. My advisor, Mrs. Skinner, pulled me out 
of practice so my mom could call me to tell the details of the horrific in-
cident. When her raspy words poured out of her mouth it seemed as if the 
entire world stopped. She broke the news to me like ripping off a bandaid, 
making every hope I’d had for the past 48 hours he’s been missing disap-
pear. I melted into the ground, sobbing, terrified of the world. I was left 
feeling numb, but then I remembered my sister, Reeve.
 When this entire situation first took place, I thought that when 
you are a senior in high school you would have your whole life together. 
Now that I’m 17, the same age Reeve was when her boyfriend committed 
suicide, I can strongly say that is not the case. As this day approached, I 
couldn’t help but think about how I wasn’t ready. I didn’t want to face the 
sadness this time entails and was tired feeling helpless. Of course, this day 
had to happen, and ironically it happened to fall on my senior night this 
year: a time for our last home game to celebrate the accomplishments of 
the seniors on the volleyball team. However, this game wasn’t just any 
game for me, it was my chance to win back this day for my family.

As my parents flew in to watch this “magical night,” half the 
school was dressed in green and white to witness what we thought was 
going to be another loss. It wasn’t the game itself that was so important to 
win, but the moments leading up to the game and everything in between. 
Realizing I was surrounded by so many people I love, I was in pure and 
utter bliss. Things continued to improve when our long losing streak was 
cut short by our 3-0 win. I was so thrilled that I became blinded from the 
fact that my family and I were finally free from the agony, which made me 
realize that this day was never really cursed at all. 

Although one of the worst experiences my family has gone through 
took place on this day, that doesn’t mean I have to face it in fear every 
year. I learned that a day is just a day. There will be thousands if not 
millions more to come after that, and as each new day takes place, anoth-
er opportunity to learn and grow comes with it. As Reeve spent her days 
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living for Jack, I spent mine living for her, doing all the things she missed 
out on. I learned to cherish the people around me more and to appreciate 
the little things in life. 

Supplemental Essay
Naphat Permpredanun

“Any fool can criticize, complain, and condemn—and most fools do. But 
it takes character and self-control to be understanding and forgiving.” ― 
Dale Carnegie, How to Win Friends and Influence People

Choosing a location was the topic that my class fought over when we had 
to arrange recreational activities for the Gifted Math Camp. Each party 
tried to prove the other wrong, and subsequent conversations of blaming 
each other only worsened the situation. The atmosphere felt childish, yet 
extremely toxic. If one party did not get what they wanted, they boycotted 
the other. 

On my first attempt to resolve this conflict as a class leader, I criticized my 
friends for being unreasonable. I laid out all the reasons why we chose Pu-
rimas Beach was the perfect choice. I kept repeating the same reasonings 
over and over again. “It was cheaper. We could arrange a myriad of activ-
ities in this large field. The majority voted on this and we should follow 
this decision.” However, as I kept pushing my points, the opposing party 
did the same thing. Feeling offended that my opinions were not listened to, 
I talked faster and louder. Eventually the conversation became heated and 
counter-productive. 

Consequently, almost half of the classmates who preferred indoor activi-
ties did not show up to any meeting thereafter. It was impossible to ar-
range activities amidst this childish conflict. Moreover, the site surprised 
us with dangerous spots like spiky weeds, mud pits, poisonous insects, 
and things that we had not expected. With half the number of the class, it 
was impossible to finish exploring this 12-acre green field, marking every 
dangerous spot, and setting up all the activities within two weeks.

Seeing that I was considerably stressed out by the prospect of the activi-
ties failing, my dad suggested to me to be more understanding. As I was 
on my defense, saying they were the ones at fault, my dad handed me the 
book “How to Win Friends and Influence People” that soon would trans-
form my understanding of people management. As I read it, I felt bitterly 
ashamed of my pride and vanity, and how incompetent I was as a leader. 
I was precisely the fool who criticized, complained, and refused to look 
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from others’ perspectives. The book showed me why the world needs more 
good listeners who have compassion to resolve conflicts. 

When I confronted my friends who boycotted the activities again, I strug-
gled  to put away my pride and vanity. As I muttered “I apologize that I 
did not listen well enough,” the embarrassment almost made me regret 
immediately. Nevertheless, in the awkward silence, my message surprised 
them and defused our tension. Afterwards, it was easier for me to admit 
my mistake that Purimas Beach was too big that only the site exploration 
could exhaust our team. It turned out that my friends willingly cooperated, 
and apologized for almost sabotaging our activities. Ironically, I soon real-
ized that the reason my friends were so adamant was also because they felt 
like they were not listened to. My justifications that attacked their posi-
tions similarly hurt their pride and vanity. In the end, this apology mended 
our friendship and allowed us to work collaboratively as a class again and 
finish this project.
 
Since then, I always press my lips hard every time I have the urge to 
judge, criticize or lash out at someone whom I believe has done something 
wrong. I know that my words could hurt their pride and vanity. While facts 
and reasons are just as important as someone’s pride, the key is to present-
ing them without sabotaging someone’s point of view, and allowing them 
to consider the contradicting argument. Before I criticize anyone, I must 
have the compassion and empathy to look from their perspectives-- the 
qualities that would allow us to resolve any conflict in this world.

Senior Speech: Behind the Scenes
Naphat Permpredanun

0

Naphat (Aut) Permpredanun, the confusing person
English teacher who says “OK, Thank you” everytime I see
Angles in Writing, Thinking, and Analysing
26 February 2020, 103 days after the scene.

1

“What is your strength?”, I was asked for a college interview. At that time 
I had tons of cliche answers: leadership, diversity, and so on. However, be-
fore I answered the interviewer, I thought of a speech and replied: “Maybe 
care for other people?”

2

“Aut has a senior speech”, Noah, the student president, announced my 
name 

I stood up and walked from the chapel seat to the podium, with the vacant 
thought. Applause and cheering from many people I knew, but what I 
heard was my heartbeat from anxiety. I went to the podium, staring back at 
200 students and faculty from WRA.

When I came to WRA, or Western Reserve Academy, what I did was like 
the freshmen. I started with the choosing courses. Mandatory english, ab-
solutely. The STEM courses, Math and physics, are chosen as the second 
and third courses. I had to choose 6 courses, so I thought for a while. I re-
plied “economics, French, choir” as the last answer. Going for fall sports. 
Football, absolutely not. Cross country, what is it? I thought of myself like 
the soliloquy in the play. I said to myself “let’s risk on this one”, and then I 
chose cross-country, and I followed with track-and-field for the spring.

After a month in this school, there is an announcement from Ms.Barth : 
“Seniors, please sign in for a senior speech.” I thought that everyone had 
to sign in for it, so I signed as fast as I could because I didn’t want to de-
liver the speech too soon. I sent a request for 15 November to be a day.
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I started a speech “It’s a rainy day on October 22, the day after Stephen 
Markley read Ohio in the chapel, that I started thinking about this speech. I 
felt a little bit uncanny because I thought I have nothing imminent enough 
for the speech.” Even though it seemed funny, this was what I used to 
think before I delivered a speech.

I sat in my bedroom, thinking about what I should write in the speech. 
After typing and erasing for half an hour. The last word my mother gave 
before I departed from Thailand appeared in my head “When you go to a 
new place, let’s try something new.” I recited this phrase in my heart and 
thought “Let’s share this idea to everyone.”

There was a habit called sesquipedalian, using unnecessarily big words in 
the work but conveying wrong meaning. I was acquainted with this habit 
because I used to think using these words made the writings elevated. This 
habit dwindled with help from my English teacher and I haven’t put much 
into weird words now, except for some words I love, such as uncanny. 
Why? I still don’t know.

3

“If you work perfectly on your job, you are an admirable labor. But if 
you know how to present , you are the favourite among co-workers”, My 
father had told me since I was nine. 

I didn’t understand at that time how versatility lost great presentation. 
However, I nodded and replied “OK, dad. I trust you.” Then I ran back 
to my room, working on a pile of school works, especially STEM, and 
listened to the song, “It’s Time” from Imagine Dragon.

This song is my favourite song for the sake of answering the question. I 
was obsessed with listening to music, but in a random genre. I always have 
a problem answering a question “What is your favourite genre?” or “What 
is your favourite band?” because I thought every genre has its dominant 
point, so I loved every genre I listened to, especially Acapella. Howev-
er, when I tried to sing any song, my friends said “are you mumbling?” I 
laughed but I knew that they told the truth, the hurtful truth. So, I stopped 
singing and rejected learning any instruments because they will lead me 
into singing again, which I knew wouldn’t be good. 

I have a bad skill playing any sports team, and soccer is one of them. 
However, I was assigned to play as a left back in my high school. What I 
know is that if I run as fast as I can to prevent other side’s attackers from 
shooting, I will contribute something for the team. Therefore, I followed 
the ball as much as I could, stopping the attack from the other side well. 
Even though my team lost 3-2, my coach says that “you do a very good 
job today”, I feel proud of myself, not for playing soccer, but for running. 

I used to suffer in my primary school about a weakness in running from 
bullying. There was a mafia group of 4-5 students who loved teasing weak 
students, both on physical strength and agility. They would attack the 
weak both verbally and physically, such as smashing our heads or tackling, 
then sprinting away. I never caught them up, and this vicious cycle contin-
ued until the end of my primary school. I tried to practice my running, but 
I didn’t have much school and house space to train it.

For my entire life, my education circulated around science and mathemat-
ics because I used to crave calculating, leading to obsession on physics 
and the others followed. I have never studied any foreign languages apart 
from English, and I had no interest in them until my best friends studied 
Japanese. They started using Japanese in our conversation, and also some 
jokes. Even though I understood some of them from Japanese cartoons, I 
still felt left behind when all of my friends were laughing and I just pre-
tend to laugh.

4

“A ship in harbor is safe, but that is not what ships are built for”, a quote 
from John A. Shedd, an American writer

At first, I decided to study in Thai medical school, but before taking the 
standardized test, I participated in King’s scholarship for 5 years in the 
USA. For this competition, I had to compete with 2000 high school stu-
dents for 9 seats of the name “King’s scholar”. After I knew how hard it 
was, along with many smart peers, some of them I admired in their skills 
and their versatility, I thought that I had no chance to achieve this. 

On one hand, I wanted to relinquish my attention on studying for this test 
because I have to prepare for an essay response, which drained much of 
my energy. On the other hand, I thought even though I was not granted a 
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scholarship, I would feel well for an admission exam. Therefore, I tried 
preparing for it as much as I could and joining the exam.

However, in the middle of January while I was sitting in the cafe with my 
friends, I got a message from my mother. It is a list of students who were 
granted a scholarship. What shocked me most was that I found my name 
there. “Naphat Permpredanun”, without any misspelling.

I started reading some English detective books to prepare for English 
reading in the USA. So I started with Agatha Christie’s work, the murdet 
in the oriented express. However, while I was following what the story is 
about, I found the dialogue of the main character “Je crois que vous avez 
un erreur”. At that time I thought “What are these fancy phrases?”

I also watched many TED Talks to prepare my listening. While many 
people loved a presentation about how human mental work and how you 
should prevent a mental illness, what I loved most was the TED Talk “This 
is what happens when you reply to spam email” by James Veitch. The 
reason, just because it was funny, and I wanted to be like him

5

“Get Busy” was the last word before I left the podium.

After I told them that I have no idea what I should talk about, I told them 
how I enrolled in some sports without knowing what it was, how I ended 
up here, and how my life continued in this school. I did mention some 
friends : Oba, the energetic guy in French class, and Jacob, the cross-coun-
try captain (and also track) who played “Life is a Highway” while running. 
What I thought was this speech was not a senior speech, absolutely. This 
was surely a piece of words crumbling, like putting some Sriracha sauce 
on the ice-cream, and putting some jokes in it. People may laugh a bit but 
they wouldn’t like it. People will give me a standing ovation, but they 
won’t cheer on it. The result; however, was the big opposition.

Cheering sounds filled the chapel, at least in my ears. Many peers sitting 
beside me congratulated me, while I had never talked to them before. After 
the chapel, I got compliments all day, which seemed shocking to me. At 
least I got a compliment from my English teacher, which was rare enough 
for me to buy some lottery tickets that day and get a prize. 

I used to think that after I delivered a speech, nothing was going to 
change. I would be a sluggish boy appearing in as many places until I was 
tired. No one will remember this word-crunching speech. However, the 
last compliment I got from my peer was seven days after the speech, and 
by the president himself. I felt shocked by it, so I asked him “Why do you 
think my speech is good”. He thought for a while and replied:

“Well, I think you care about many people, at least it’s not a speech about 
just you yourself”
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Black Holes and Lorentz Transformations
Alex Shi

When asked the question “What happens when you fall into a black 
hole?”, most people only think about what happens from the perspective 
of someone outside a black hole (after all, no one has fallen into a black 
hole). However, what does it look like from the perspective of someone 
falling into a black hole?

Falling In
When something falls into a black hole, the gravitational force of the black 
hole will accelerate the object towards the black hole. The gravitation will 
also make the time of the object become slower relative to everything else. 
Eventually, the object will approach the speed of light falling towards the 
centre of the black hole and its time will slow down so much that it ap-
pears to stop to everyone outside the black hole (it will also be disintegrat-
ed, but that doesn’t matter). Because gravity makes time slow down, we 
can know that anything falling into a black hole would be “travelling into 
the future” since everyone else’s time is passing faster compared to some-
thing in a black hole. But to see what happens to the object from its own 
perspective, we need a new perspective.

Lorentz Transformations and Spacetime Diagrams
To see the universe from the perspective of something at a really high 
speed compared to you, we need to use Lorentz transformations. Lorentz 
transformations are a way to see how special relativity affects differently 
speeded objects. A spacetime diagram normally shows snapshots of the 
universe (or whichever part you are interested in) over time. This means 
you need an extra axis to draw the whole diagram, so it’s impossible to 
draw a 3D spacetime diagram in our three-dimensional universe. To make 
it simple, I will use a 1D universe (a line):

He decides to move right:

We could draw his spacetime diagram like this:

Here, t represents time and is on the y-axis (yes, that’s not a mix up) and x 
represents the x-position of the 1D guy. The units I chose here are seconds 
for time and light-seconds as a measurement of distance for x. The red line 
would be the “world line” of the 1D guy.
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In this graph, we can see a ray of light (γ) and two people, one of whom 
(2) is moving. Because light will ALWAYS travel at 299,792,458 m/s in a 
vacuum, we need to find a way to transform the graph so every line except 
lines at 45º can change their angle. Luckily, there’s an easy way to do this, 
we can extend/contract the graph along an angle of 45º:

But we also need to make sure that no space is created/destroyed, so we 
need to also contract/extend the graph 90º to the first contraction:

This is how Lorentz Transformations work, and to see the world from 
another perspective, all we need to do is transform the graph via Lorentz 
Transformations until the world line of whoever’s perspective we want to 
take is vertical.

In this example, we are in the position of person one, but we want to know 
what the universe looks like from the perspective of person two. Here’s 
our view of the universe:

Now we apply the Lorentz Transformation (I used some funky functions 
of SketchBook):
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The world line of person two is now vertical (it may look slanted because 
your brain gets confused by the axes), but the world line of light is still at 
45º, which means we didn’t break any rules. We can now see the perspec-
tive of person two.

Visualisation of Falling into a Black Hole
Here we can see person two falling into a black hole:

Let’s see what it looks like from person two’s perspective at point A (dark 
blue line represents the slope of person two’s world line at A):
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If we continue the transformation to point B, where person 2 is approach-
ing light speed, when this happens, the only way to keep light travelling at 
45º is to compress/stretch the graph so much that it becomes a line:

Person two is now so fast that according to their perspective, the universe 
has already ended (this is the same as why light experiences the universe). 
So in a way, you could say that person two has lived until the end of the 
universe.

Conclusion?

If you want to live forever, jump into a black hole. You would die, but 
when you die, time and space would also have ended, which means you 
lived until the end of the universe.

Superheroes “Saving” People
Alex Shi

In a lot of films with superheroes, the superhero ends up having to save 
someone/something from a fall. For simplicity’s sake, the someone/some-
thing shall henceforth be referred to as a person, since they are the most 
common thing superheroes catch.

Usually, the hero flys/runs beneath the falling person and catches them. 
When the hero catches the falling person, he or she completely stops the 
person mid-fall and puts them down safely. The rescued person ends up 
dazed, but physically fine. However, such a feat would most likely not 
have such good results completed in real life.

Catching with both arms
This can be simplified to a box landing on two rods:

Let’s say the person is 50 kg and has been falling for five seconds. This 
means he/she would have a speed of 50 m/s when the superhero catches 
him/her. If the superhero stops the person in a tenth of a second, the accel-
eration he/she would experience would be:

a = ∆v ÷ ∆t

a = (50 – 0)m/s ÷ 0.1sec

a = 500m/s2
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This means the force would be:

F = m × a

F = 50kg * 500m/s2

F = 25,000N

The superhero swoops in and catches the person, the points of contact is 
shown here in red.

Distributed among both arms, this amounts to 12,500 N at both contact ar-
eas. This would be enough to snap the spine. While the hero would be able 
to save the falling person from slamming onto the ground, he/she would 
snap their spine and paralyze them.

Catching with both hands
This can, again, be visualised as a box falling onto rods.

Since superheroes are usually smart enough not to do this with humans, 
let’s say that he/she is catching a falling vehicle, which has been falling for 
two seconds.

a = ∆v ÷ ∆t

a = (20 – 0)m/s ÷ 0.1sec

a = 200m/s2

F = m × a

F = 1,500kg * 200m/s2

F = 300,000N

Let’s say the superhero’s hands are 100 cm2 each, meaning the total area 
is 200 cm2.

p = F ÷ A

p = 300,000N ÷ 0.02m2

p = 15,000,000Pa

This is enough to completely deform the chassis of the car, and the super-
hero would probably end up making a hole in the middle of the car while 
the rest of it continues falling.

46 47



Conclusion
So how should superheroes save people?

One solution is to grab the person and slowly slow down their fall, so they 
don’t experience massive acceleration. Another solution is to just use a 
large net.

College Essay
Ilyana Smith

“I want to do that!” I was three years old and at an Oktoberfest. 
My little finger pointed at the dancers polkaing around the floor, a blur of 
lederhosen and brightly colored dirndls. I have now been a member of that 
same German dance group for fourteen years. In that time, I have per-
formed at festivals across the United States and even in Canada. 

However, what has resonated most with me from these fourteen 
years has nothing to do with a one-two-three step, complex choreography, 
or even celebrating with my friends after a good performance. Instead, it 
has everything to do with my life outside of dancing. 
 My German dance club, the German Family Society of Akron, was 
founded not by immigrants directly from Germany, but by Donauschwa-
ben, members of a German-speaking ethnic group who settled the Danube 
River basin in the 1700s, particularly in what would become Yugoslavia. 
Following World War II, these people were killed or forcibly expelled, and 
many survivors made their way to America. 
 I learned the story of the Donauschwaben as I was brainstorming 
projects for my Girl Scout Gold Award. Everything clicked, and I said, “I 
want to do that.” Over nearly three years, I created a seventy-minute docu-
mentary about the Donauschwaben. 

During that time, I interviewed a number of survivors of the ex-
pulsion. One of the most compelling speakers was Anna Koenig, who was 
eight years old when her family fled. She spoke very powerfully about the 
Donauschwaben identity, saying, “There is not another nation, another 
country as hardworking people as the Donauschwaben. The saying was, 
‘You can take everything away today from the Donauschwabe. Tomorrow, 
he has it back.’ Because they were very, very ambitious.” What she said 
was incredibly moving for me because she had described me. Or rath-
er, she had described who I wanted myself to be. Even though I am not 
Donauschwaben by blood, I still share the same drive and work ethic that 
Frau Koenig described, and I apply it to everything I do. 

“I want to do that,” I said, when I heard about my high school’s 
riflery team. Although I had never shot a gun before, I asked my dad, an 
Army combat veteran, for tips to improve my chances of making the team. 
After making the team, followed by three seasons of self-imposed extra 
practices and conversations with my coach on how to improve, I enter my 
fourth and final season as captain of the team, thanks in large part to that 
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Donauschwaben drive to be the best I can at whatever I do. 
 About a year ago, I discovered my school’s partnership with the 
city of Heidelberg, Germany, which hosts the Heidelberg International 
Summer Science School. “I want to do that,” I said, and got to work on my 
application. I was ecstatic when I was selected for the program, and my 
experience in Heidelberg was made even more incredible by my own cre-
do that I would make the most of the experience I had worked so hard to 
earn. I learned so much from my time in Heidelberg, both from my intern-
ship and from my fellow interns, who came from all around the world. 
 As with my endeavors in the past and present, I always try to apply 
that Donauschwaben drive not only to succeed, but to excel, in my future 
goals. It was a number of years ago that my parents first showed me the 
film, Apollo 13. It was what first inspired me to work at NASA: I stared 
into the screen, enthralled, as the leader of NASA’s Mission Control, 
legendary Flight Director Gene Kranz - played by Ed Harris - declared, 
“Failure is not an option.” with such conviction and so uncompromisingly 
I could not help saying, “I want to do that.” 

Boring but Beautiful
Allison Weinzierl

 For about a year now, I have gone almost every Sunday night to 
Frost Road with my best friend Zack. Frost Road is just like any other road 
in Ohio with the deepest potholes, many horses on either side of the road 
roaming the farms, and plenty of corn fields. And Zack is just like any 
other highschool guy as he is a part of the marching band, loves to work 
on cars in his free time, and pole vaults on his school’s track team. After 
living in the small city of Hudson for our whole lives, Zack and I started to 
run out of fun things to do together. We had explored different cities, eaten 
a lot of food, and watched countless movies with each other. But one day 
we decided that we did not want the same routine, so we went for a drive 
with no real destination. 
 As the sun started to go down during our drive, we decided to park 
on a gravel pathway to admire the sunset. The sunset was amazing. The 
top of the sun was just above the earth’s horizon and the vibrant colors 
were radiating out for what seemed to be miles above our heads. We sat 
in his car with the sunroof open and relaxing music playing in the back-
ground and just talked to each other about topics ranging from aliens to 
afterlife to colors and to our feelings. After the sunset was over, and the 
sky became dark, we put directions leading us back home into our phone 
maps and arrived home 20 minutes later. This turned into a routine for 
Zack and I once a week, and we loved it. We never became sick of seeing 
the astonishing sunset. 
 After about 6 months of going to Frost Road every week with the 
sunset over our heads, Zack turned to me and asked, “why does seeing the 
sunset never become boring but our routine does?” and we both sat in si-
lence thinking about this question. We could not answer the question very 
precisely, in fact we could barely answer this question at all. We tried an-
swering it by discussing the vibrant variety of colors along with the specif-
ic weather needed to see a breathtaking sunset, but nothing really seemed 
to fit the answer that we were looking for. Once again, we went home and 
forgot about the question until next Sunday when we drove off again, with 
the same routine as the previous months.
 But this time, we rode to Frost Road in complete silence. No mu-
sic, no talking, no nothing, just awkwardness between two best friends. As 
we approached Frost Road, he asked the mind boggling question again, 
“so why does seeing the sunset, no matter how many times we have wit-
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nessed it before, never become boring but our routine does?” he said with 
a more genuine and significant tone. After plenty of pondering about this 
subject and arguing the reason, we came to the conclusion that life does 
not turn boring, we just become used to it, which caused us to pay less 
attention to the details around us. We talked about how Zack and I became 
so routinely used to all of the activities that we were doing that we stopped 
enjoying them. When we watched movies, we were watching them just to 
pass time and because there was nothing better to do. When we went to go 
eat food, it was because we knew that we would enjoy the food as we had 
gone a thousand times before. When we explored different cities, it was 
because we had been bored with all of the other activities we had done 
before. 
 So we spent the rest of our Frost Road trip thinking about how 
the happiest people view life as the rest of us see sunsets. How the most 
genuine and elated people are those who are excited throughout their 
routine even if they have been through it a thousand times previously. Just 
like how we all have seen plenty of sunsets, but still are very excited to 
see them again. As Zack and I left this Frost Road trip, we made an active 
effort to romanticize our lives, even down to the smallest details. We start-
ed to enjoy the old activities that used to bore us, we started to enjoy our 
drives to school and started to enjoy our same old routine because life was 
not boring, we were just used to it.

After a year of going to Frost Road, with the same routine, we still 
do not find the sunsets boring. We used to only go there for the destination, 
the sunset, but now we romanticize the drive there, the drive home, sitting 
in the car even after the sun had already gone down, and everything in be-
tween. And this is how I have learned is the best way to live life to become 
the happiest, most selfless, and thankful person that I can be. I have looked 
forward to lunches, preparing for bed, and even washing my face every 
morning because life is not boring, we are just used to it. Looking for-
ward to the little things as if they are as beautiful as a sunset has endlessly 
released me of unnecessary stress and worries. 

Staying Put
Allison Weinzierl

Like many high schoolers, I spend time on social media. One night 
several months ago, as I was scrolling through Instagram (after I had com-
pleted all my homework, of course!), I read a post that made me pause and 
actually think! The writer of the post posed the question: “would you rath-
er go into the future with $1,000,000 or go back to the past with all of your 
current knowledge?” While the answer to this question might be simple 
for some, it is not so easy for me. My story and the experiences that I have 
been through make the question a bit more complicated. 

Several years ago, I woke up with an intense headache like I had 
never experienced before. Little did I know that morning, that this was 
only the first day of a headache that would last for nearly a year. It would 
also change my life in positive ways that I could never have imagined. 

My journey with migraine headaches began in April 2015. For the 
next year, I was in and out of hospital emergency rooms, the offices of 
neurologists, dieticians, massage therapists, chiropractors, and acupunctur-
ists, as well as numerous laboratories and medical testing centers. I en-
dured brain scans, MRI’s, and intravenous infusions of heavy painkillers. 
The doctors also recommended that I experiment with removing gluten, 
artificial sugars, various food dyes, and preservatives from my diet. I tried 
it all, but for 12 long months, nothing eased the pain. I came to dread ev-
ery medical appointment because they usually meant more needles, more 
tests, and more questions with no answers. Throughout this very scary 
and exhausting journey and all the medical appointments, however, there 
was one thing that I could always count on – that there would always be 
a caring, friendly, warm, loving nurse to help ease my fear and make me 
comfortable. At every appointment, it was the nurses who took the time to 
listen to me and make sure I knew that they were there if I needed them. 
They eased my fears by cracking jokes, bringing me snacks, turning down 
the lights (even when they weren’t supposed to!), and covering my body 
with warm blankets and my head with cold compresses. Some of them 
even danced and sang sweet songs to me! It was in the midst of this dark 
time in my life that I realized that I wanted to become a nurse so that I 
could be the one who comforts and cares for a sick person who is scared, 
anxious and in need of compassion, a friendly smile, and a gentle touch.   

So, this brings me back to that question posed by Instagram. After 
hearing my story, it probably seems obvious that I would certainly choose 
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to go back to the past with the knowledge that I now have. After all, I now 
know that removing dairy from my diet would have stopped my migraines 
within a week. However, as I contemplated the choices presented, I re-
alized that neither was a good option for me. Yes, returning to the past 
would mean that I would have to endure the horrible pain and uncertainty 
of a year-long migraine again. And going into the future would mean that 
I could have avoided the migraines altogether. However, without those mi-
graines, I never would have met the amazing nurses who took such good 
care of me and stirred in me a passion to become a nurse. At the time, I 
wanted nothing more than to fast forward through the pain, but I am cer-
tain that everything, good and bad, happens for a reason. I am grateful that 
this happened to me and I am grateful for the nurses who showed me what 
it means to be a true caregiver. And for just that reason, I think I’ll stay put 
right here, just where I am meant to be. 

College Essay
Zachary Zelman

Many of my intellectual interests are derived from our family 
dinner table. As far back as I can remember, these conversations have 
centered around topics such as economics and the role of education in 
upward mobility, topics that spring naturally from my mother’s life story. 
At age eighteen, my mother, now a research analyst and business owner, 
was determined to pursue a college education. For the next six years, she 
worked and attended classes at night, earning first an associate’s and then a 
bachelor’s degree. Subsequently, equipped with a university education, my 
mother lifted the circumstances of her entire family, supporting my aunts, 
my grandparents, and, ultimately, my two siblings and me. Our dinner 
conversations and other descriptions of her experiences during and after 
college have made me curious about the connection between education 
and economic mobility, as well as the obstacles faced by women-owned 
businesses, both connections I hope to continue exploring in college.  

My contributions to these family dinner discussions of late have 
involved bringing up topics that we’ve discussed at school, in courses 
such as International Relations and French. One issue in particular that has 
preoccupied me recently has been the welfare of the Jewish community in 
France, where Jews make up less than 1% of the population yet are the tar-
gets of over 50% of hate crimes. I keep thinking about how social media 
have fueled these statistics by hosting some of the biggest perpetrators of 
hate speech when businesses such as Facebook and Twitter could instead 
be agents of positive social change. One of my goals for my education 
is to research the impact corporate decision making has on social justice 
worldwide.

Other popular dinner topics arise from books we’ve been reading. 
One that has led to several lively discussions is Yuval Harari’s 21 Lessons 
for the 21st Century, which offers guidance on dealing with the uncertain-
ties of an artificial, intelligence-driven future. Instead of worrying about 
the future, Harari suggests that we concentrate on gaining a deep under-
standing of our behavior and our minds. My curiosity about this topic has 
led to my interest in exploring the connection between human and organi-
zational behavior.
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Lastly, during my freshman year, history became the class I looked 
forward to most as it included thought-provoking discussions about the 
parallels between the fall of the Roman Republic and the post-Cold War 
United States. This class shaped my understanding of history and its 
importance in analyzing current events. Subsequently, when I studied the 
causes of the Great Depression in U.S. History last year, I reflexively drew 
parallels to the 2008 Financial Crisis. I am always seeking out more such 
connections.

We always end our family dinners by sharing something that we 
are grateful for. So often, my first thought is how thankful I am for the 
opportunities my education has given me: to be introduced to great works 
of literature, to learn from inspiring teachers, and to understand the impor-
tance of critical thinking. My hope for the next four years is that I continue 
to learn and to grow.

My Memories, My Identity, and My Parents
Zachary Zelman

Introduction
         When I approach graded writing, I do my best to be methodical in 
nature: I first gather my sources, whether they be quotes, or class notes, or 
research. I then examine the body of this data to form a cohesive thesis, 
outlining my writing before I begin to write a draft. When I tried to imple-
ment this process for this paper, however, I found that doing so was not 
conducive to the structure of this paper. I found that my memories are not 
methodical; they do not necessarily “fit” into a grand story or narrative. 
They are distinct, different moments in time, each with their own subjec-
tive meanings relating to who I am today. So as I continued my writing 
process, I decided to stop trying to “tie it all together.” Instead, I simply 
chose the moments that stand out, and I left the “resolution” unresolved. 
So here they are – a VIP tour gone horribly wrong. A heart to heart mo-
ment of learning to turn my worries into a work ethic. And a home run that 
changed everything. These memories collectively examine my academic 
motivation and my relationships with my parents. I am Zach Zelman, be-
cause of these subjective moments in time. 
 
Memory X – The VIP Tour
      I walk through the spacious, dimly-lit room. I run my hand along 
the carpeted wall to my right, feeling the soft patterns of the neatly-knit 
fabric brush against my skin. I continue trekking forward, following my 
parents. Over the wall, I see hundreds upon hundreds of impatient faces. 
They stand in an orderly fashion, each in their own place in the ever-grow-
ing, seemingly never- ending queue. Sweat pours down their exhausted 
faces. The hall is hot, far too hot. They are all waiting. But we’re not. I’m 
ten years old, but I know that I am somehow different from all of
those faces.

The moment we arrived at Walt Disney World earlier this week, we 
were greeted by a kind-looking, plump man with a beard called Doug. He 
stood behind a stroller, guiding us to the monorail entrance from our hotel. 
Doug’s purpose seemed simple enough; whenever we approached a ride at 
any of the theme parks, we zipped past the main entrance, proceeding
instead to each ride’s exit. Doug then showed the ride attendants his “mag-
ic ticket” – a piece of paper tucked in his lanyard. And voilà. We were on 
the ride. I later learned that this “experience”
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is commonly dubbed a “VIP Tour.”
By now, this arrangement seems perfectly acceptable, even reason-

able, to me. It is all I have known in my four days at the happiest place on 
earth. It operates almost seamlessly. When it does not work, such as when 
a mother carrying her baby proclaims, “Hey, why are you allowed to cut 
the line!,” Doug leaps into action, whisking my sisters and me away from 
the justice-seeker and onto the ride. Save for such rare “incidents,” all of 
the faces over the wall remain but an abstraction of my imagination.

So this is the situation as we continue forward, approaching the 
front of the line of Epcot’s Soarin’ ride. When we entered the “fast track” 
queue a few minutes ago, the wait time for the main queue was shown to 
be 240 minutes. We walk for a few more moments, then stop as we wait to 
be let onto the ride. I lean my body against the wall. My eyes scan the hall 
once more. Now the faces are excited, relieved even. They are so close to 
the front of the line. They can taste their fifteen seconds (okay maybe it is 
thirty seconds, who knows) of adrenaline that they are about to experience.

My mother seems to notice my curiosity, for she walks toward 
me, and puts her soft, tender arm around my back. I turn toward her, my 
hazel-brown eyes making contact with her eyes of the very same color. 
“Zach,” she demands, “what’s on your mind?”

“I dunno,” I reply. “I just keep looking at all of those people over 
there. There are so Many.”

“Yes. A lot of people like to go to Disney.” Her response does not 
settle my thirst for further understanding.

“But is it fair to cut in front of all these people?” I pose my ques-
tion innocently, in my high-pitched, pre-puberty voice.

Immediately, my mother responds, “Do you want to stand in that 
line?” I look over at the faces once more. Then I shake my head. Vigorous-
ly.

“Well, remember this: if you don’t get into Harvard when you’re 
older, you’ll be standing in lines with the masses like that for the rest of 
your life.”

I have no idea what the relationship between standing in line and 
getting into Harvard might be. Nevertheless, I reply, “Don’t worry, mom, I 
will!”

Her statement begins washing over my little body. As I again look 
into the crowd over the wall, there is now one face that stands out among 
the throngs of otherwise anonymous park- volcano begins erupting within 
me. My breath quickens, my skin shivers, my legs shake. Seeds of panic 
are taking root.

“What do I need to do to get into Harvard?” I ask carefully. My 
cheeks are a bright shade of red. Uncertainty and fear are filling my previ-
ously innocent voice.
“Straight As!” she barks.
 
Memory Y – Write it Down
      My mind races from one thought to the next. I have an exam to-
morrow. It is worth one- hundred points. I have never had an exam before, 
but now it is sixth grade – the grades “matter.” My body is tense. My 
breaths are short. I know I am going to fail. I can see the endless lines, the 
tired faces, waiting for me far in the future. Such images are familiar now. 
Academics and fear are synonymous in the dissonance that is my mind. I 
need help.
      I put my backpack down by the kitchen table, determinedly march-
ing off to my mother’s in-home office. As I approach the door, I hear her 
speaking in an emphatic tone. She must be on “a call.” She always is.
      I open the door and walk into the room. My mother sits in a chair 
on the other side of the room, facing a brightly-lit computer screen on a 
desk. The semi-circular shape of the wall behind her desk makes the room 
feel distinctly royal. It is as if we are in the grandest turret of a great
man’s castle. The windows above her desk look out over a sprawling, 
neatly-mowed lawn. Also in the yard is an abstract sculpture of many 
blues and purples. Between my mom and me are a couch and two large 
chairs. Our family dog, ZZ, sits lazily by one of the chairs. 
      “Mom!” I say. My tone is filled with panic, anger, and fear. My 
mother points toward the phone she is holding up to her mouth and ear. 
We lock eyes; her pointed squint of disapproval leads me to sit down on 
the couch. I am to wait in silence. I look around at the walls of the office. 
Along with family photographs, there are newspaper clippings, maga-
zine articles, awards too. The Wall Street Journal, The New York Times, 
Forbes, Bloomberg, Barons – they all hail Ivy Zelman. She is a “contrari-
an,” she is the “number one housing analyst.” 

My mother continues speaking on the phone. I do not even try to 
decipher the “business talk,” instead, I do my best to ignore it as I get up 
and walk over to where ZZ lays, sitting down next to her. I run my hand 
through her soft, black, and white fur. I focus my attention on the acute 
feeling of stress centered in my head. It is best compared to a headache –  
a piercing, urgent feeling that something wrong must be righted.

Finally, it seems, my mother hangs up the phone. She turns her 
chair away from the computer, toward me and ZZ.
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“What is it, Zach?” she asks in a tone so clearly marked by annoy-
ance and impatience.
      I try to speak clearly, slowly: “I have an exam tomorrow. I don’t 
know how to study.” Soon, however, my speech has deteriorated into 
mumbled gibberish and tears. I feel the small drops of liquid run down my 
cheeks. I bury my head in my lap. My mother rushes over to me. I let her 
pull my body into her arms. She runs her hand along my back, whispering 
“breathe” into my ear.
      “You’re okay, honey. It’s just a test. One test.”
      “But but but but,” I stammer.
      “Stop,” she says softly. “Take five big deep breaths with me.”
      I do as I am told. Each breath seems to carry with it untold power. 
The tension in my head, my chest, and my shoulders begin to melt away. I 
feel my mother’s warm torso touching my head and neck. I sense the soft 
couch underneath my legs and bottom. The tears remain, but I feel some-
what at ease.
      “Okay,” she states in a loving, motherly tone. “What’s on this test 
tomorrow?”

“It’s not just that,” I moan, “it’s everything. School. Homework. I 
just feel like I can’t do it anymore. I worry about my grades so much. And 
I feel so much pressure. Like college and all of that stuff. Do you remem-
ber when you told me. . .” The anonymous, drained faces of the line
appear in my head once more.
      “Yes yes,” she interrupts me, “I remember when I told you you 
have to go to Harvard if you don’t want to wait in lines when you’re older. 
But I’ve told you a hundred times Zach, I didn’t mean it literally. I prom-
ise. Of course, getting all As and going to Harvard is great. But that isn’t 
what really matters. What matters is who you are.”
      “But what does that even mean,” I begin.
      “Well, we are both huge worriers, Zach. I’m sorry I passed that 
trait onto you. The way I’ve learned to deal with it is by putting my 
worries to action. That means whenever you start worrying about a test, 
assignment, or anything for that matter, just start doing the work. And as
you do the work, you’ll stop worrying.”
      “That’s what you’ve always done?” I ask incredulously.
      “Ever since before I was in college, honey. I’ve told you your 
grandparents divorced when I was 18, right? Well, for a while there, I 
really didn’t have much. I heated my apartment using my oven. And I was 
always so worried. And like I’m telling you to do now, I started putting my 
worries to work. I started going to night school, and in every class, I would 

sit right at the front of the lecture hall, raising my hand and asking lots of 
questions. One time, a professor threw an eraser at me when I corrected 
something he had done incorrectly!”
      “Really,” I say.

“Yes, Zach. So what it comes down to isn’t the grades, but your 
work ethic. If you focus on the process, on how you study, then I promise 
you your worries will dissipate, and the grades will come in turn.”
      “But how should I study? There are over 150 terms on the exam 
tomorrow. Should I just read through them a few times?”
      “No, never just do that. I remember people doing that in college, 
and they always studied for hours but never did well on exams. No, what 
you need to do is simply write down the terms. Over and over again. Quiz 
yourself. Until you know them all by heart.”

I look my mother in the eyes. “Okay, I will.” 
“And Zach, do you promise me you know that I didn’t mean what I 

said at Disney?”
“I promise.” This time, I state my promise with conviction. 

Memory Z – The Feeling of Conviction: A Baseball Story Revisited  
Baseball is America’s greatest pastime. That is a fact. Such a state-

ment coming from me would provoke immediate criticism from my father: 
“You cannot present a subjective statement as fact, Zach.” But, Dad, I just 
did. “The evidence makes the argument,” he would say. Well, okay, here is 
my proof.

It’s November 2nd, 2016. To my right stands my father. On nights 
like tonight, the only thing that matters in our relationship is what is 
happening right in front of us: Rajai Davis is walking back into the bat-
ter’s box. There is no arguing, no criticism to be found here at Progressive 
Field. When it comes to Cleveland Sports, we set aside our differences, at 
least for the duration of the games.

Tonight specifically has been a long time in the waiting for my 
father and me. In my albeit short life thus far, I have come to learn what 
it means to be a Cleveland Sports fan: it is to have a memory filled with 
heartbreak. The drive, the fumble, the hit, the move, Red Right 88, the
shot, the decision – all are painful memories possessed by my father. It 
goes unsaid that this game cannot join the list.

Right now, however, it looks like it might. Cubs Dexter Fowler’s 
first inning home run was not a good start. Then there was our own Jose 
Ramirez getting picked off at first base in the second inning. And then, in 
the sixth, fireball reliever Andrew Miller gave up a long ball,
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beginning the funeral at a score of 6-3. 
The evidence has clearly been enough to convince my father that 

our chances are just about up. Still, I join in clapping to the beat of the ral-
ly drum. Such is the hope of Cleveland sports fans. Even just a sliver of it 
pumping through my veins has power. Indeed, I believe hope is precisely 
what has kept my dad and me connected. It is a hope not only for Cleve-
land’s sports sorrows to end but also for our own confrontations to cease 
someday, a hope for a father-son relationship worth having. Maybe this 
game will be the one that finally makes a difference.

I turn toward home plate. Cubs pitcher Aroldis Chapman throws 
the ball. The response to his pitch is a sound that every fan in the suddenly 
silent stadium knows only too well, the thwack of a bat making perfect 
contact with a ball. Forty thousand fans watch in stunned silence. My
eyes are fixed upon the ball barreling toward the left-field standing area. It 
reaches an apex—it is suspended in the air for a moment before it collides 
with a sea of outstretched arms.

The momentary silence gives way to a roar. It is a deafening roar, 
a cacophony of shrieking, stunned joy. I hear the signature booming of the 
home run fireworks. A barrage of colors flash in the air over center field. 
Rajai Davis trots past second base, pumping his fist into the air. He has 
just tied Game 7 of the World Series.

My father picks me up, throwing me over his shoulder. I feel his 
warmth against my chest. In this moment, all I can see in my mind’s eye 
is a little boy. He is being yelled at by his father, for some unimportant 
offense. It is an image that has, for so long, been so distinct in my mind. 
This time, however, the image does not make me tighten my wrists. My 
heartbeat does not quicken in a dose of resentment. Rather, with my father 
holding me to his chest, the crowd still reverberating all around us, I 
release my tension. My shoulders drop, my heartbeat slows. I feel calm, 
I feel forgiveness. I let go of that little boy’s pain, once and for all.  It is 
time to move on. When my feet return to the ground, my father takes my 
face in his hands and says, “Moments like this happen once in a lifetime, 
Zach.” 
 
Synthesis

Two hours later, I was faced with a hard truth- the Indians lost. 
8-7 in the 10th inning. The game indeed joined the list of heartbreaking 
moments in Cleveland sports history. And yet, for a moment during that 
painful loss, it felt as though the world came together. I felt close to my
father for the very first time. And since that day, our relationship has im-

proved. Why that is the case comes down to tangible changes in how we 
interact, in our sincere efforts to improve and love one another. But that 
does not discount the home run, a defining moment of joy and presence in 
my life. So, Dad, that is why baseball is America’s greatest pastime. 

As I write this sentence, I am three days away from receiving an 
admission decision from the University of Pennsylvania. I have “worked” 
for an acceptance letter, toiling over my class- work for three-and-a-half 
years, working to earn a blemish-free high school transcript. It may
seem from afar that the line has stuck with me since that day long ago. 
But, I believe it has not. While I may never enjoy waiting in endless lines, 
doing so has become much less onerous since I stopped being in such a 
needless hurry. I’ve taken my mom’s advice, turning my worries into an
academic experience that I would not trade for anything. Like my mother, 
I too sit at “the front” of my classes, jumping into discussions headfirst 
and making the most of my educational opportunities. I am forever grate-
ful to have her as my role model; she is the quintessential example of a 
woman who fulfilled the American Dream. So now I can say this with con-
fidence: whatever that letter says this coming Monday, I know it does not 
define me. Further, while these subjective memories may serve to explain 
who I am today, I do not see my identity as solidified or constant. Instead, 
it is forever-changing, as I try to live each day with openness, gracious-
ness, and presence. While it is always good to look back and reflect on 
where I have been, I know that my story is only just beginning. 

*Post-note: I was rejected (outright) by UPenn.
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Senior Speeches

Julia Ashley

Good morning everyone! Today I will be giving my senior speech - and 
I’m a little nervous, so please bear with me!

Growing up, my parents encouraged me and my sister Brooke to try lots 
of new things. And a side note, Brooke will be running for student body 
president later this year, so please vote for her! 

Anyways, both of my parents had gone to West Point (the US military 
academy), and were very active. I think that their love for doing things 
outside has rubbed off on me. Overall, I have tried a variety of sports: 
horseback riding, soccer, swimming, adventure racing, and even the three 
days that I spent on the girls’ tennis team my freshman year (before I was 
cut -- of course -- and went onto play soccer). I transitioned from my mid-
dle school in Arlington, Virginia to Western Reserve Academy (as my Dad 
was still serving in the Air Force and we moved quite frequently). 

I was ecstatic to attend such a prestigious school! I remember bouncing 
off the walls when I received my acceptance letter (my parents even got a 
video of my reaction). While I have always been a hardworking student, 
adjusting to the new classes, workload, and grading narrative was difficult 
for me. My freshman and sophomore year, I mostly spent my time focus-
ing on work and struggled a bit to make friends. I was a little caught up 
in spending too much time thinking that I had all this work to do (when 
actually I realize now that I was just holding myself back). 

In the late summer and spring, I didn’t really feel the effects of my focused 
efforts towards my school work, but when the seemingly endless winter 
season rolled around, I would sometimes feel a little lonely or bored. Now, 
it was nothing too major, just sometimes on the cold weekends where I 
wished that I had someone to talk to or something to do. In these long 
winter months of my first two years here I just worked through my small 
bouts of seasonal sadness. It wasn’t really until mid-winter of my junior 
year that I realized I needed to change my habits. 

Being an avid lover of nature and the outdoors, I remember sometimes 
having to force myself out of the bubble of my dorm room and go outside. 
I would even call my mom sometimes, and she would verbally force me 

64 65



to go out and enjoy some sunshine. While the first few times I tried this 
I wanted to just turn around and go back to my room, I came to find that 
just being outside in nature (or as close the ‘nature’ as I could get on the 
Reserve campus) really helped to strengthen and better my own mental 
and emotional wellbeing. And it wasn’t much -- just maybe a 10 minute 
walk or so here and there every other week -- but in the long run of a few 
weeks or months I really saw an improvement in my overall mood during 
the long cold months of winter. 

Another thing that really helped me was joining the Cross-Country team 
my junior year. While I was initially pretty scared of what Mr. Warner 
might do to me in practice, and all of you who had him for freshman year 
English know what I mean. I came to find some great friends on the team.

Now to preface, cross country is a hard sport!, but it is also really reward-
ing. It was the most time that I had spent outside in nature since I had 
come here to Reserve. During warm up and cooldown runs, I felt really 
happy to have made some friends. And looking out at either the morning 
dew or darkening clouds and grassy fields really made me happy. I en-
joyed the sheer amount of nature that I was exposed to -- whether it be 
previewing a course before a race or leaving our practices in the evening. 
Being a part of the cross-country team was where I found some of my best 
friends and truly discovered my love for being outside in nature. Being on 
the team has made me a better person.

I remember running one of my last meets for Cross Country back in Oc-
tober. We had travelled to the Laurel School --- and for those of you who 
don’t know it, it’s the school with the green track, super-hot bathrooms, 
great soccer fields, and an alligator as a mascot. Anyways, all of us on the 
team were exhausted and nervous. We had finally reached the school, but 
along the way our bus had broken down, and we had waited in a Macy’s 
parking lot for about 15 minutes on the bus in the rain for a second bus 
to come and pick us up. While I secretly hoped that our meet would get 
cancelled and we could go home, that turned out not to be the case (as a 
cross country meet never really gets cancelled unless there is a tornado or 
huge thunderstorm). Eventually, we all arrived at Laurel and hauled our 
bags over to the far bathroom overhang -- getting quite wet on our walk 
from the bus (as it had started to mist). Only about 20 minutes later we had 
warmed up and were ready to go for the start of the race. 

I was nervous (but that was a constant for everyone at a cross country 
meet). The little gun went off, and I ran after my teammates Clara, Kim-
berly, and Joy - trying to keep up with them. Hi guys!!! Thanks for giving 
me something to look at while I tried to catch you! :)

And anyways, as I ran, the rain worsened to a hard sprinkling, and I re-
member having to blink quite often so that I could still see clearly. Lau-
rel’s course was cloudy, wet, muddy, and the surrounding air was about 
50 degrees or so (since it was early October). I was covered in sweat, rain, 
mud, and leaves. I was also running to try and catch up with my fellow 
teammates who continually ran about 10 to 20 yards in front of me. Run-
ning a 5K is a lot of work (for me 3.1 miles sometimes felt like a long, 
painful eternity!). But I struggled on through my gasping breaths and tired 
legs, and was only 20 seconds away from a personal record!! And all this 
happened in spite of me having to run through the worst course and weath-
er conditions of the whole season… !

Now, any time that I stopped and tried to not think about my own pain I 
saw the beauty of Laurel’s cross-country course. At one point I ran over 
footbridges, ducked under tree branches, and even scaled a tiny, muddy 
hill. All while doing this in the rain, of course. The fact that I was im-
mersed in nature made that race both a painful, yet fond experience for 
me. I look back on it now as one of the most transformative experiences 
that I have ever had.  

To close, I guess what I’m trying to say with this story (and everything 
else) is that every now and then, try to take a second to look outside of 
yourself, your homework, your schoolwork, or whatever it is that is trou-
bling you, and take a minute to find your ‘nature’. Try and find the thing 
that makes you happy on cold days, and that allows you to see a bright 
side even if you end up running through rain and mud like I did. If you are 
able to find that thing -- whether it be your friends, teachers, food (I love 
food!!), family, pets, sports, art, dance, music, or any other thing -- you 
will be a more happy, grateful, and compassionate person because you 
were able to stay true to yourself. 

Thank you.
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Sophie Borrmann

When I first came to WRA, I was 2 days old and coming home 
from the hospital. But rather than tell you stories about growing up and be-
ing a student at Reserve, I will try and sum up my experience like a recipe, 
which should not surprise any of  you who know me.

First, let’s start with some ingredients:
Add approximately 1856 students from about 30 countries
Then 215 teachers, 18 of whom have been here my whole life
And 3 heads of schools
3 family members on campus at any given time
18 years of dining hall food (or roughly 5,000 meals)
Measure in 35 plays but only act in one
Combine 5,000 cookies baked and given out
With 504 morning walks to school in with Libby
Next comes 12 hours spent in the library studying for Honors 

Chem
152 crush-o-grams sent (slightly less received)
Add 20 Pods on the hill
To 15 hours spent playing four square on the patio
At least 200 dogs pet
And 76 hours of soccer games played, and more than 5 times that 

amount watched.
Next is 4 lion dances at Pad Thai
Combined with 20 ringings of the victory bell
Then, 9 Madrigal feasts - I skipped a few… 
And 18 vespers - NEVER missed one
32 fac brats that have come and gone - 7 of which are in the senior 

class
12 French exchange students
Mixed in with 10 mixers 
4 free days
3 undefeated seasons of D squad soccer
4 homecomings
1 prom 
A dash of grit and resilience
And A pinch of joy at the end.
At this point,  be careful not to forget a first varsity goal, countless 

sledding runs down the cross country hill, a handful of best friends, falling 

in love, and hours spent in Open Door. Now let that sit for 1 to 18 years 
and you’re left with one unique Reserve experience.

Of course, that’s my personal recipe. In the end, no two recipes 
will look the same. Some people are here for one year, some are here for 
four, I have been here for eighteen. We all start from a different place, but 
in the end we all leave with something special--a time in high school filled 
with unforgettable moments; a time where you will feel the most you’ve 
ever felt and learn so much both in and out of the classroom. Be your best, 
bring your A game, and keep an open mind. 

Here is one thing I keep in mind when I am making a recipe - You 
can always add more but you can never take it away. But let me pause 
for a second because based on the number of fire trucks I have seen out-
side of Woodhouse when some of you don’t add water to your microwave 
Mac and Cheese, I believe the cooking metaphor might need a little ex-
planation. So for context, you can always say, add more salt to batter, but 
once you have poured too much in, your batter will stay way too salty. You 
can always join another club, make a new friend or go to the next dance, 
but you can’t take back the things that you have done and no one can take 
them from you. At WRA you are given the opportunity to learn from mis-
takes and take the bad with the good as you move through your time here. 
In the same way each ingredient is crucial to the flavor of a recipe, every 
experience at Reserve is part of what makes it your own. Some things 
have changed while I was here, and I was not happy about all of them, but 
they made my Reserve experience mine.  It took me a long time to realize 
that you cannot let little things ruin your day or ruin an experience, it is all 
about looking at the bigger picture and for the good things that make it all 
worthwhile. (I am still working on this) It’s like how vanilla on its own is 
disgusting and not something you want to eat, but when you add it to the 
dough it gives it flavor and comes together with other ingredients for a 
delicious result. 

So this I believe - We all still have time to add to our experiences 
here, some of us have 112 days left. You can always add more if you look 
for the opportunities, so don’t dwell on that which you cannot change. I 
look forward to seeing each addition I can make before commencement 
comes and I hope that you will all help in making these final days memo-
rable.
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Suraj Dakappagari

This is a picture of my cousin Aditya, he graduated from Rice University, 
then from Baylor Medical College and now works as a radiation oncol-
ogist at The University of Chicago hospital, making a lot of money. This 
is a picture of my other cousin Varun, he also graduated from Rice and 
now works as an options trader in Chicago, making a lot of money. This 
is a picture of my brother, Ajay, he was on the pre med track, graduated 
with a degree in biomedical sciences, took the MCAT, passed the MCAT, 
decided he didn’t want to be a doctor, transferred to study business, and 
now has a job working for Goldman Sachs, the best investment bank in 
the nation, and will eventually make a lot of money. Now at this point 
most of you are probably wondering why I just showed you pictures of my 
extended family, others of you may be pondering why I shared details of 
their careers with you, some of you have probably already zoned out and 
are wondering why there’s a slideshow of random brown people on the 
screen. Before I get into that, you’ll need some context. Hi! I’m Suraj, I’m 
17 years old ,a senior, obviously, I love performing, I play volleyball, and 
my absolute favorite restaurant is California Pizza Kitchen. Also, in case 
you were confused by my vanilla complexion, I am in fact Indian. Grow-
ing up in a South Asian household meant a lot of things: I always had 
access to the best food on the planet, family gatherings were always way 
too loud, and there was always an eighty percent chance that Z TV was 
playing in the background. But for me growing up, my identity as a brown 
person always culminated to one central idea: success, both professional-
ly and financially . These three people that I just showed all of you have 
always acted as the pillars of success in my family. Throughout my entire 
childhood, my brother and I were always told to be like Aditya and Varun. 
“Study hard, get good grades, and you can be like them” they would say. 
And when Ajay started to get his career on track, he joined that group. If it 
wasn’t my family members, I would constantly get compared to other high 
achieving members in my community, as if there was some secret list that 
ranked all the Indians in Northeast Ohio. The overall lesson my young self 
took out of this was that failure was not an option, and I took that obliga-
tion with pride. As a first generation American, it was my responsibility 
to take advantage of every opportunity that my parents did not have. How 
could I, after my parents used limited resources to attain a higher educa-
tion, jumped through every loophole to come to this country, and made a 
comfortable life for themselves here, disrespect their journey by failing? 

Failure was not only not an option, but inconceivable. It was not enough to 
simply do good in school, I had to beat out the other kids who were trying 
to do the same  thing, make their parents proud. All throughout middle 
school, I would try to earn the highest scores, suffering in anguish when 
my goals were not met. One of these instances was when I scored very low 
on a math test in eighth grade, it was the worst I’d done that year. I wasn’t 
the best at math and spent endless hours leading up to the test trying to 
prepare for it, but when I got the test back I hit a block. I didn’t want to go 
to class anymore. I failed, there was no point. Eventually, I got over this 
and promised myself I would never allow myself to commit such an aca-
demic blunder ever again. Plans though, have a funny way of not turning 
out the way you intended. During my junior year at Reserve, I endured 
a failure that hit me especially hard. I failed the JWE. Yep that’s right. I 
didn’t kind of fail it. I didn’t barely pass it. I straight up failed the Junior 
Writing Exam. This hurt me especially hard because humanities subjects 
were supposed to be my thing. I always thought that even if I couldn’t 
crunch numbers perfectly, I could always write a compelling argument or 
create a cool story. On that day however, I hit the block again.  I failed, at 
something I thought I was good at and I entered my emotional pit again. I 
didn’t talk to or text anyone during that Christmas Break, and when I came 
back I literally did not speak to a single one of my friends on the first day 
because I was still sad and embarrassed. The key difference here though 
then in eighth grade, is that Reserve gave me the ladder to climb out. All 
of the  English teachers I talked to afterward assured me that this was not 
the end of my writing chapter. They made it clear to me that failing this 
test did not define my capabilities. With their help, I learned from my 
mistakes, wrote a number of high scoring essays that semester, and yes, 
passed the JWE. This moment was the first time where I really understood 
the value in failing. Whenever I would hear the sentiment that “it’s ok to 
fail”, I always thought that was nonsense and that it didn’t apply to me. 
Now, this is to all my fellow brown kids and parents that may be watching. 
Ever since we were young, we give ourselves the highest expectations, 
which is an amazing thing. We should always want to do our absolute best 
and achieve great heights. The problem is when we become so obsessed 
with perfection that we don’t know what to do when the ideal expectation 
isn’t achieved. We tend to think that if we do not attain the highest result 
in a certain subject or field, then we have no business doing anything in 
that area. I failed the JWE and I’m in CL English. I failed the JWE and 
I’m one of the Senior Editors of the Viewpoints magazine. Western Re-
serve Academy’s Premier nonfiction literary magazine. Please submit to 
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Viewpoints. Now that I’m done with that shameless plug, let’s move on. 
When Emmanuel Jal came to Reserve two weeks ago, he said that “failure 
is the most infinite source of knowledge”. A chance to learn from your 
mistakes to continue your passions, not abandon them. Additionally, it 
doesn’t help that we’re always comparing ourselves to each other. Why is 
it that we’re so concerned in exceeding other people’s accomplishments 
instead of focusing on our own learning and achievement? It took me a 
while, but I know now that my intellectual path is not determined by the 
obstacles on it, or by the other people walking it. So this I believe, Failure 
is not a roadblock, it’s a stop sign. It’s a chance to pause and navigate the 
challenges in front of you so you don’t crash, regardless if other people 
may pass ahead of you. Be your own pillar of success, your own compara-
ble standard. This is a picture of me, Suraj, he’s driven, passionate, moti-
vated, watches way too much Brooklyn Nine-Nine, and he’s a failure, and 
that’s ok. Thank you.

James Doh

As the subway train approaches the station, I lean my head toward the 
track, hoping to see a shiny car with a light-blue stripe, an electronic 
screen displaying the destination in neon orange letters, and bright head-
lights illuminating the tracks. Instead, I am greeted by a rusty red-striped 
car, cloudy, dim headlights, and a clanky old destination card reading 
“Seoul Metro.” Disappointed, I walk back to the bench and take a seat 
next to my father. “Let’s wait for another one,” I say, as we let the fourth 
subway train pass.

When I was in kindergarten back in South Korea, my dad and I would take 
Line 4 of the Seoul subway every weekend. Not because we had anywhere 
to go, but because I simply loved riding the subway. Sounds crazy, but 
riding the subway was basically my life. I loved it! It was so cool! I even 
had a favorite train model—the shiny cars made by this company called 
“Korail.” We always waited until a Korail train arrived, often letting many 
other trains pass although there were plenty of vacant seats. As a young 
subway aficionado, I took pride in distinguishing the Korail trains from the 
ones made by another company called “Seoul Metro,” and I only wanted 
to ride a train that met my standards. 

This tendency extended beyond the subway. At dinner, I avoided any 
dishes with mushrooms, sitting as far as I could from the dreaded fungi. In 
kindergarten, I was partial to the chair with a picture of my favorite anima-
tion character, Crayon Shinchan. I enjoyed being able to have control over 
my own life through my discerning eye and particular choices. 
When I first arrived at Western Reserve Academy my freshman year, I 
rarely left my comfort zone and only did the things I liked. I can’t count 
how many days I didn’t go to the dining hall because I only liked Asian 
food, so I would literally order Noble House almost every night to the de-
gree that I one day saw on my receipt, “VIP 10% off.” Thank you, Noble 
House. You have very nice wonton soup. 

I was able to stay in my comfort zone until I realized something brutal that 
Reserve has: a three-sport requirement. As someone who only knew how 
to play soccer, I had no idea what I was going to do in the winter and the 
spring seasons. I did get away from playing a sport in the winter by joining 
the good old Pioneer Pep Band, but in the spring, I had to play a sport. So 
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I decided to join track and field. And among many different events, I chose 
sprinting because I was confident about my running skills from playing 
soccer. But when my Coach Manoli unexpectedly asked me to join the 
hurdle team, something I had never done before, my world came crashing 
down. 

Not surprisingly, my first hurdle experience was a mess. I fell over count-
less hurdles at every practice, and even broke one. The wounds on my 
knees never seemed to heal due to repeated falls. Even worse than falling 
over three hurdles during an actual race and embarrassing myself, I pre-
vented my team from a chance of placing. I was forced to sit and watch 
my relay teammate, run alone on the course after all the other teams had 
finished. But instead of ridicule or anger, my teammate, Jack, told me, 
“Everyone makes mistakes. I admire you for never giving up even after 
falling.” Nnamdi added, “Yeah, with a little more practice, you’ll be amaz-
ing.” The unexpected encouragement from my teammates, despite my aw-
ful performance, boosted my inner spirit and confidence. Even though the 
hurdles hadn’t gone my way, they taught me about my own limitations and 
the support of my team, and made for an interesting story. I was inspired 
to work hard, continuing to fall but improve, and ultimately became one of 
the best hurdlers at Reserve.

My experience with the hurdles also led me to try other new things outside 
of my comfort zone and take risks that didn’t particularly appeal to me at 
first. When asked to play the alma mater on the piano for Morning Meet-
ing, I agreed although I had only been playing the piano for two weeks. 
When my friends asked me to rap in Korean at the open mic, I happily 
accepted the request, though I had never rapped before.

Standing at the station, I still pay attention to the little details of each train. 
But now, I don’t let my preconceived ideas prevent an opportunity for 
adventure and individual growth. Though each train I ride may not be a 
Korail one, I get on to see what awaits, and how I can make my experience 
better through my own efforts and the people I meet along the way. 

Ellie Frato-Sweeney

 When I came to Western Reserve Academy, I knew it would be 
a transformative experience day in and day out, but I expected there to 
be some singular moment that summed it all up. Some event, or class, 
or dance, or game, that said “this is what it all meant”. For the past three 
and a half years, I sat in the chapel pews just like you listening to senior 
speeches full of these moments. And for most of those three and a half 
years, I had no idea what I was going to say in this speech.

My time at Reserve isn’t just one thing, one moment. It’s that one 
Saturday night freshman year when Dr. Pethel knocked on my door and, 
to be friendly, asked me what I was doing, I got embarrassed about my 
Netflix habit and lied and told her I was studying for the bio test, and she 
made me play Scrabble with her in the common room with because she 
clearly thought my life was super sad. It’s the afternoon last year I spent 
with the softball team making a music video to “We’re All In This To-
gether” from High School Musical that culminated in us all holding hands 
and running in a circle. It’s the bus ride back from a Chicago Model UN 
conference freshman year where Noah kept texting a senior girl pretending 
to be a guy she had met in her committee, dropping increasingly obvious 
hints that it was him but her not getting it for four hours. It’s staying after 
musical rehearsal every night to turn off the lights and ending up gossip-
ing with Ms. Karam and Mr. O’Sullivan about whatever the drama is that 
week. It’s having Sunday morning doughnut/CLUSH studying sessions 
with Ilyana before every test. It’s Ms. Boesch insisting on making me din-
ner at her house when we had remedial Honors Physics lessons. It’s listen-
ing to my roommate since sophomore year Ana Villada turn to me every 
night at 11:30 pm and say, “Well, time to start my French homework!”

It’s all of those things and more, but it’s also all the routine. All the 
walks over to the dining hall and the late nights spent on homework. The 
time spent on the couches in Seymour during A+ or eating mollycakes 
with my advisory. I wanted to capture all of these things, but there was 
no way to sum everything up at once. But then someone reminded me 
about my video. You see, since the middle of sophomore year, I’ve taken a 
one-second video every day using the app One Second Every Day, which 
I highly recommend. When compiled, it shows a chronology of my life. I 
realized it said what I couldn’t, so I figured I’d show you. You’re about to 
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watch some excerpts from my daily one-second video. The whole thing is 
over fifteen minutes, which is way too long to bore you all even for me, 
but I hope this 2 minute excerpt spanning from December 31, 2017 to this 
past week gives you some sense of what I’m talking about:

(Scan the QR code with the camera app on your phone to play the video. 
The clips start at 2:44)

As you saw, some days are funny, some are monotonous, some are 
just Andrew Huang cutting up tacos with a fork and knife, but all represent 
what my time at Reserve has meant to me. So this I believe: big moments, 
the ones that stick in your head for years to come, are important, it’s true. 
But equally if not more important are all the little ones. Find your own 
way to remember and treasure these small moments, because they are the 
ones that can truly represent an experience. Thank you.

Noah Frato-Sweeney

NOAH
I get the sense that many of you think that I don’t talk about myself 
enough. Don’t worry, I’m sure you will hear enough of that in the near 
future, but today I’m going to stray from that path a bit by talking about 
other people. To me, life is all about the relationships you build with those 
around you. The way that you interact with certain people, the trust and 
adventures you share, those will be the aspects of your life that take you 
the furthest. So for the time that I’ve been given to specifically talk about 
myself, I want to showcase the relationships I have with those around 
me. Without further ado, I’d like to call to the stage: me, as portrayed by 
everyone I know.
(Ellie takes the podium)

ELLIE
I did not want to go to Reserve. In fact, I didn’t want to go anywhere. 
However, my annoying little sister was pretty keen on attending, and I 
didn’t want to seem dumb by comparison. Sorry, I didn’t want to seem 
more dumb by comparison. So I hopped along for the ride. The Camp 
Wise orientation is where I was introduced to a lot of my classmates early 
on.
(Ellie sits down as Noah Luch takes the podium)

NOAH LUCH
On one of my first days on campus in the memorial gym, the Morgan 
Leaders asked all of the freshmen to line up alphabetically. It was here 
where I learned that there were two other Noahs, Noah Goad, and Noah 
Luch, the weird quiet kid at the time that turned out to be one of my clos-
est and most trusted friends. But then Noah Barnes came to the school two 
years later and ruined our entire dynamic.
(Noah Luch exits as Ellie gets back to the podium)

ELLIE
After Camp Wise, I had to settle into life at Reserve.
(Ellie sits down as Mr. Gilbert takes the stage)

MR. GILBERT
I had many shared experiences with Mr. Gilbert that year, like living in 
Woodhouse, where I would watch him scold John Rizk every day, or hav-
ing him as a coach on the C-Squad Soccer team, where I would watch him 
scold John Rizk every day. I learned a lot about myself from Mr. Gilbert, 
who had a big impact on me freshman year, but I think I learned even 
more about John Rizk.
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(Mr. Gilbert exits as Ellie takes the podium again)
ELLIE

I also had to get used to living with my roommate, James.
JAMES

James and I lived well enough together, even though I’m pretty sure he 
hated me. (clears throat)
James here. Yeah, I did. (clears throat)
But James and I finished the year on good terms, and he still gives me help 
with my math homework sometimes.
(James sits down as Ellie takes the podium)

ELLIE
Finally, sophomore year rolled around, and I moved into North Hall, eager 
to start the school year.
(Ms. Karam takes the podium)

MS. KARAM
My sophomore year, I joined choir- eager to improve my chances of 
receiving a part in the fall musical. However, what started as just a class I 
had to pick up to fulfil an art requirement turned into much more: evident 
from the fact that I dropped it this year to take Creative Writing. I’ll be 
back next semester though, maybe this year will be the one where I learn 
how to sing harmony. (Ms. Karam speaking as herself) He’s gotta learn 
how to sing melody first.

ELLIE
As the year went on, I decided to focus my attention on other extracurric-
ulars.
(Ellie sits down as Mrs. Ong takes the podium)

MRS. ONG
That year, I was cast to be a part of The Laramie Project. It was not only 
one of the more meaningful experiences I’ve had as a person, but also 
where I met some of my closest friends. Laramie was the first time I rec-
ognized that I could actually mean something- on stage and off, and to this 
day, no other group has made me experience a sense of belonging quite 
like that one.
(Mrs. Ong exits as Ellie takes the podium)

ELLIE
The classroom, however, was not as successful.
(Julia takes the stage and Ellie sits down)

JULIA
That year, I made a point to become especially close with my classmates, 

like Julia Clarke. Julia and I muscled through Spanish and History togeth-
er, which was fun, but in the subjects themselves, it was quite apparent 
that I was *ahem* no bueno. It was our mutual struggle in the subject that 
eventually crafted our friendship, which is part of the reason why chal-
lenging yourself can be so rewarding.
(Julia sits down as Ellie takes the podium)

ELLIE
Finally, I became an upperclassman. But doing so meant I had a small 
surprise waiting for me just down the hall.
(Ellie sits down as Carter takes the podium)

CARTER
(breathes in heavily before a long exhale) Carter was at Reserve now. 
Classes were harder, expectations were higher, and the prodigal son had 
made his return to Woodhouse. Living down the hallway from Carter 
definitely had its benefits though. I was now able to steal his food, steal 
his laundry money, or sometimes even ask him how his day was. And then 
steal his food and laundry money.
(Carter exits the stage as Ellie takes the podium)

ELLIE
And although my Fantasy Football team, Sweeney’s Weenies, came in 2nd 
Place that year, life as a junior certainly had its rough patches.
(Ellie sits down as Libby takes the podium)

LIBBY
I had many junior year highlights, like struggling in physics, struggling 
in CLUSH, dropping CLUSH, struggling in US History, and struggling 
on the JWE. But in the midst of this, there was one bright spot. (clears 
throat) Colin North. I’ve had multiple classes with Libby Hoffman every 
year here at Reserve, and yes, it’s been difficult, but Colin has always been 
there to brighten my day. Stay classy my friends. (Looking back at Noah) 
You’re going to pay for this.
(Libby exits the stage as Ellie takes the podium)

ELLIE
That spring, I continued my journey to be the best athlete WRA has ever 
seen by taking my talents to the baseball diamond.
(Ellie sits down as Mr. Hoffman takes the podium)

MR. HOFFMAN
I’d spent three years in the WRA Baseball program, but my junior year 
was by far the most memorable. We went on to tie the program’s long 
standing win record, and I felt like I really made an impact, as I had the 
worst batting average on the team by a good margin. It was also the season 
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that I asked the coach’s daughter to prom, and I don’t know if it was a 
coincidence or not, but in the following three games, I only played one 
inning. 
(Mr. Hoffman exits the stage as Ellie takes the podium once more)

ELLIE
That time of year, I grew closer with one of my friends in a very unexpect-
ed way. 
(Ellie sits down as Ananya takes the stage)

ANANYA
I am not Suraj Dakappagari- he’s in India right now. I can’t imagine why 
Noah chose me to fill in for him, but I certainly have a few ideas. (clears 
throat) Suraj and I have always had somewhat of a rivalry- mostly be-
cause I was jealous of his success as a D-Squad soccer player. But that all 
changed the spring of our junior year. We finally clicked. He and I still dis-
agree on many issues, like whether or not the member of the car with the 
aux cable is permitted to play disney music (I’m sure you can guess which 
side he’s on), but I can now say he’s one of my closest friends.

ELLIE
I now interrupt your regularly scheduled storytelling for a tangent on Vijay 
Sastry.
(Ellie sits down as Vijay takes the podium)

VIJAY
Everything I’ve ever written has had some mention of Vijay Sastry in it. 
In the homecoming video, I made Vijay get hit in the crown jewels four 
times. In my student body president campaign, I said that meeting Vijay 
was one of the worst things to happen to me at Reserve. These are jokes of 
course, except for that last one, but there’s a message here. I’m not exactly 
sure what it is, but- it’s something. Thank you for your friendship Vijay, 
I’m not sure why you still treat me with respect, (to Noah) me neither, but 
I’m very thankful for it.
(Vijay exits the stage as Ellie takes the podium)

ELLIE
Senior year kicks off. I get to live in Bicknell, where one of my best 
friends is just a few flights of stairs away.

HENRY
Living in Bicknell has been my best residential experience yet- by far. I 
can hear Ivan, Andrew, Ramsey, and Peter making uncomfortable amounts 
of noise right up against my wall when I’m trying to sleep, or get de-

stroyed by the A in dodgeball, but most importantly- I can live around peo-
ple that I love, like Henry Ong. Not only can I watch Henry do all of our 
class projects for Calc BC without any of my help, (pauses to glare back at 
Noah) but I can also ramble on for hours about how intelligent, funny, and 
dashingly handsome he is. So here goes-

ELLIE
(cutting him off) Thank you Henry, that wasn’t in the script anywhere. 
Then came Footloose.
(Ellie sits down as Griffin takes the stage)

GRIFFIN
For a while, I thought of Griffin as the tall guy with cool socks. He still 
is that, but I found out more about him during Footloose. Our characters 
were good friends, and it took no time at all for us to build that same 
relationship. I think that we most strongly connected, however, after the 
two of us choreographed a trust fall during a musical number. On opening 
night, Griffin was nice enough to let me fall straight onto the floor. He then 
did the same thing the very next night. Thank you for keeping me *ahem* 
grounded.
(Griffin leaves as Dr. Borrmann arrives at the podium)

ELLIE
And finally, a message from Dr. Borrmann, my advisor.

DR. BORRMANN
When I got the notification of who my advisor was, I immediately looked 
him up on the WRA website. In his picture, I saw that he was wearing a 
bow-tie, so I figured he must be cool. I was right. In four years in Dr. B’s 
advisory, I’ve had many amazing experiences, like our annual pumpkin 
carving gathering, in which this year, Dr. B. was nice enough to forgive 
Matthew Randazzo and I for knocking down his power line with a foot-
ball. Now I’ve never been one to call people out, so I won’t say something 
like “Matthew was the one who threw the football,” because that would go 
against my core values. Regardless, thanks for a great three and half years 
Dr. B. Here’s to a whole lot more cheesecake.

NOAH
Those are some of the meaningful relationships I’ve built at Reserve. 
I’ve often said that the thing I like most about this school is that I know 
everyone I walk past on Brick Row, and can stop to chat with them about 
anything. In the midst of being in a competitive academic nature, we often 
lose track of what matters the most, because part of what makes Reserve 
so special is the ability to be around so many intriguing people. When we 
all go off into the real world, your ability to connect with those around you 
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will be much more helpful than your ability to get a 1600 on the SAT, an 
8 on the JWE, or read a book. Take advantage of everyone around you, 
regardless of how big a role, and good things will follow. So this I believe: 
You’re impacted by the people around you more than anything else in your 
life, so don’t block them out. Reserve prepares you for the future in many 
important ways, but few are more important than your ability to create 
relationships. When I came here as a freshman, I never would’ve thought 
that I could be so lucky to get to know so many great people, but all of you 
here have made that come true. Yes, even you Vijay. Thank you

Clara Fu

Four years ago, when I stepped into Reserve’s campus as a fresh-
man, I had to recognize that I was lonely and scared. As a freshman varsity 
runner for cross-country, I spent almost every Saturday in a van on the 
way to a different meet. Because cross-country meets all started really
early, everyone in the van was sleeping (well, not Mr. Warner, who was 
driving!). However, on the way back to school from the meet, it was often 
the time when my teammates relaxed and began to chat or joke with each 
other. As the only non-native speaker in the van, most of the time, I had 
absolutely no clue what they were talking about or why they laughed at 
something that I thought was not funny at all. Since Mr. Warner didn’t 
allow us to use our phones in the vans, I couldn’t join the conversation or 
use my phone to listen to music in order to kill time.

So, I figured out what I could do: pretend I was sleeping. When we 
were on the way back from the Avon Early Bird Invitational, I was pre-
tending I was sleeping again. Then, Mr. Warner, who was quietly driving 
the van, suddenly checked on me and asked someone around him, “Is
Clara still sleeping? Why do I feel like she was always sleeping…” When 
I heard my name mentioned, I opened my eyes slightly and looked to the 
front. I was seriously startled when I saw Mr. Warner’s face in the rear-
view mirror. Then I closed my eyes as quickly as possible and prayed, “ 
Jesus, please let him just drive this van and ignore me.” Mr. Warner really 
gave me a hard time when I was a freshman, which is why I never gave up 
a single chance to joke with him later on once my English skills improved.

It is actually really funny to reflect on how a girl who pretended to 
sleep all the time later on became the co-captain of the same team. I have 
met difficulties. Besides the language barrier, I have also developed chron-
ic shin splints, a runner’s death sentence. All my personal records were 
made my freshman year. I have mixed feelings when someone said, “Wow, 
Clara, I looked at your time in your freshman year. You were really fast!”

When a sports specialist told me that I was on the edge of stress 
fractures, almost everyone around me began to tell me that I was just on 
a high school running team and that it was ok to give up. Legs are more 
important they would say. Of course, I agreed that legs are important, but I 
just didn’t want to give up at that point, and I continued on.

82 83



Through my experience in cross-country, I learned that even 
though I might never be able to determine if the road ahead of me is hard 
or easy, I am the only one who can decide whether I will go or not.

We tend to think there is always “one next time.” I would never 
have known my last track meet was actually in May last year. I thought I 
still would have a whole track season to go.

My senior year ended in such an abrupt way that I had absolutely 
no control over. The only thing I could do on that Friday, March 13th, was 
to hug my friends and teachers and say goodbye to them. I could only con-
trol what I could control, giving hugs and saying goodbyes.

I’ve had over a month to begin “looking back” and letting memo-
ries crystallize what Reserve was or is for me now. Here are a few specif-
ics of what Reserve is for me.

For me, Reserve is a tremendous amount of love and help that I 
have received.

For me, Reserve is my three-year roommate Julia Ashley, who 
used to get up 30 minutes earlier than me on weekdays. Careful not to 
wake me up in the morning, she never turned on the light for a single time 
after she woke up. She would dress in the dark or use the flashlight on her
phone. You are the best roommate ever, Julia.

For me, Reserve is Alex Bayliss, my three-sport teammate and 
biking buddy. She once walked to Dave’s in winter to buy me a sandwich 
for dinner simply because I complained about the dinner on the menu that 
evening. I still remember when she handed me that sandwich in the dining 
hall. It was still warm while I touched the foil that wrapped it. Although 
Alex is younger than me, I always felt like she was my mom. I could never 
ask for a friend more caring than Alex.

For me, Reserve is Suzannah, who once waited on the bench in 
Wilson Hall to give me a Christmas gift after I just left my French final 
exam. After I finished the exam, the first thing I saw was her smiling face 
and the well-wrapped gift of fuzzy socks in her hands.

For me, Reserve is Vivian Chen, who, at first, dragged me to eat 
breakfast every morning, although later on it became me dragging her. We 

are each other’s greatest motivation for eating breakfasts.

For me, Reserve is Andrew Huang, who helped me with biology in 
freshman year every Sunday morning after brunch.

For me, Reserve is Joy Tian, who is my cross-country and track 
buddy, joined me her freshman year to ice bath and gradually developed a 
great skill for digging ice.

For me, Reserve is Mike Wang, who helped me with physics 
questions. I still remember one time in the library when he explained some 
physics questions three times and I still didn’t get it. He dropped his pen 
on the table, raised his head, looked at me and said, “Clara, I am not angry, 
I am just disappointed.” I have to admit that when he said that sentence I 
low-key wanted to throw him out of the window of the library. However, 
then, he picked up his pen, and explained how to solve the question again 
until I understood.

For me, Reserve is Olivia Robinson, my four-year cross-country 
and track buddy. I remember when I was at my low point during sopho-
more year, Olivia gave me a hand. She made me believe in myself. Olivia 
is one of the most amazing people I’ve ever met in my life. She is a
talented runner, insightful writer, fantastic singer, and most importantly, a 
good chef. I still remember the velvet-like texture of the lemon raspberry 
cake that she made during Easter. My life at Reserve would not be com-
plete without you, Olivia. I believe you will succeed no matter where you 
go in the future.

For me, Reserve is Madame Borrman’s French help session in 
Culter on Tuesday since freshman year and her banana bread and choco-
lates during A plus. I remember the summer breeze when I walked from 
Ellsworth to Culter to meet her for grammar help as a freshman. I remem-
ber the freezing snowflakes when I walked from Long House to Culter for 
essay help as a senior.

My Reserve is a sky filled with a constellation of people, who are 
shining stars of encouragement.

They have become part of me.

These four years felt fleeting. Back to my freshman year, after my 
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last cross-country meet in Andrews Osborn, Mr. Warner patted my head 
under the tree near the finish line and told me “Kiddo, you got a long way 
to go.”

Now, even though I am finished at Reserve, I think he’s still right: I 
still have a long way to go.

At the end, I just want to say, Thank you all for those memories. I 
will carry you guys in my heart no matter where I go.

Elizabeth Hoffman

 I want to go to space. I want to get in a rocket ship and fly around 
the moon, out past Mars and Jupiter and explore the stars and the plan-
ets and the entire solar system. I’ve had this fascination with space for 
a while: I love going outside with my friends and listening to music and 
stargazing and talking about what could be out beyond what we can see. I 
want to explore beyond the world that we know, and see what is out there 
in the parts of our galaxy that no one has been for. I want to leave Earth, a 
place that is familiar to me, and go out and explore something new.
 But I don’t want to go to college.
 Today three of my friends told me that they were ready to go to 
college. They were ready to try new things and see what life is like be-
yond WRA. Three people in one day, all telling me that they’re ready to 
leave a place I’m not. I don’t get it. But, then I remember that I want to go 
to space. Isn’t that like the same thing? Isn’t college just space, but on a 
smaller scale?
 A lot of my friends lately have spent a lot of their free time on 
supplements and other college work. I, however, have no motivation to 
do any of my newly discovered supplements. I keep telling people that 
it’s because I don’t have the time, or just because I haven’t come up with 
a response or simply because I don’t want to put in the effort required to 
write all of these essays. In reality, I don’t want to write these because one 
of these supplements could be my ticket out of Reserve. 
--
 Everything you just heard was written on October 26, 2019. I have 
never really been one to write in journals, but for some reason on that day 
I felt the need to write down everything I was feeling. Five months ago 
I was scared about the future, and four years ago I found myself in this 
same situation. After my 8th grade graduation, I dreaded the idea of going 
to high school. I had been with the same group of people for the past nine 
years of my life, and I did not want that to change. However, I had always 
known that Reserve was in my future. After all, I have spent my entire life 
on this campus. While I have moved between a few different houses, they 
have never been more than a couple hundred feet away from each other. 
This was a place that I knew…. I could name every building, every dorm, 
every different gym in the MAC. But I didn’t know the people; I knew MY 
people. My small group of friends who I had grown up with for the past 
nine years.
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Now fast forward to the end of March. When the decision to switch 
to online classes was initially made, it took me about a day to process what 
would happen to the rest of my senior year. Even with a two week distant 
learning period, our return to campus would mean only one month left in 
our time at Reserve. I and the rest of the senior class held our breath as we 
waited for the inevitable cancellation of the remainder of the spring. After 
the call was made, it seemed like the summer between WRA and col-
lege that I had dread for the past three years was already here. Within the 
matter of days, the senior spring I had been waiting for the entire year had 
disappeared. I was suddenly brought back to the place that I was in five 
months ago. Back then I wanted to go to space because I knew that when 
I came back to Earth I would have Reserve, the place. I dreaded going off 
to school because in my mind I would not have this safety net to fall back 
on. The mental timeline that I built for myself still allowed me two more 
months to cope with leaving Reserve, but the empty campus made it seem 
like I had already left. One day out of boredom I went into my camera roll 
and scrolled all the way back to the fall of 2016 where I found the first 
group picture I took freshman year with my new friends.
 When I first arrived as a student at WRA, I was automatically at a 
disadvantage. I had decided to do Irish Dance as an alternate sport in the 
fall, and while I was looking forward to the idea of avoiding preseason, I 
did not realize that I would not have the built in opportunity that Reserve 
provides for us to meet new people. Therefore, when I arrived at the MAC 
gym before heading off to Camp Wise, I found myself surrounded by a 
grade that had already established different groups of friends, and I did 
not know who to sit with. I was suddenly terrified for the next three days, 
I had no idea how I was going to make new friends. Luckily for me, the 
bus for camp was running late, so the student leaders decided to try dif-
ferent orientation games in an attempt to keep us occupied. I was able to 
meet lots of new people because we shared the same birthday month, the 
same first letter of our name, or even went to middle schools that played 
each other in sports. However, after the games were over, I noticed a quick 
separation back into the groups I first saw when I entered the gym. 
 The next three days at camp I attempted to make new friends, but 
I had no idea what I was doing. I left feeling like I hadn’t really found a 
group who I fit in with, and I was dreading the first few days of classes. It 
wasn’t until about a week into September that a friendly face who I had 
talked to once or twice invited me to join him in the big study room during 
our free period. Despite my hesitations and anxiety about meeting new 
people, he encouraged me to join him and his friends. 

My Reserve experience started on this day in the library where I 
was introduced to some of the people who I would soon call my closest 
friends. We went on to adventure throughout our four years: we went to 
each other’s sports games and performances, we traveled across the coun-
try and the world, we went to concerts and Broadway shows and movies, 
we played hide and seek and made gingerbread houses, we stayed up until 
five AM looking at the stars, and we woke up at five AM to watch the sun-
rise. We laughed and danced backstage during the musicals, we celebrated 
each other’s endless accomplishments, and we cried when we realized 
how little time we had left. 

So now, here I am, telling you all of this after reflecting about why 
I do not want to leave the place that I love most. After these four years, 
Western Reserve Academy has become so much more to me than just a 
place. The community built on this campus transformed my school into 
my home, a second one to be exact, when the people I met here grew to 
be my family. I found a home in the riflery team, the casts for the school 
productions, my advisory, my classmates, and most importantly my best 
friends, both the ones I met that day in the library and those I have met 
every day since. 

Your Reserve experience is built on top of a foundation that is 
made up of the people you surround yourself with on campus. These four 
years are so much more than just an academic experience if you connect 
with people who will take you outside of your comfort zone and push you 
to be the very best version of yourself. Take advantage of every oppor-
tunity that our school gives you to build connections that will last you a 
lifetime. Even though my time has come to leave this campus, I know that 
I will never leave the people and will forever carry the countless memories 
with me. While I am still terrified to start something new next year, I am 
confident that the relationships I have built will remain as we all begin the 
next chapter of our lives. Because of Western Reserve Academy, we are a 
family. And a family doesn’t stop being family once they leave home.
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Josephine Houska

 Josephine “Joey” Bella Houska is an absurd, almost believable 
character. Those who don’t know me well recognize my by my short gin-
ger hair, my offbeat style, the phrase, “Goooodmorning beautiful people of 
Reserve” or, if none of that rings a bell, they’ve at least seen me running 
around campus with a comically large bookbag and a frantic look on my 
face. Those who know me a little better will think of a few more things 
when they hear my name. For one, there’s the fact that I leave that same 
bookbag anywhere and everywhere, including but not limited to stairs, 
benches, streets, fields, couches, and gardens. In spite of my bad knees, I 
can never, and I mean never sit in a chair normally, and I have a notori-
ous sweet tooth. Did I mention I’m also a try-hard? It’s a little obnoxious. 
Now, my closest friends know that if I’m feeling low, I’m likely wearing 
red lipstick and heels to compensate. They know that I once listened to 
Mr. Brightside for four hours straight during one of my marathon study 
sessions and I went pescetarian (not vegetarian) because I couldn’t give up 
crab rangoon. 
 Although, if my life were a novel, at least the cheesy coming of 
age novels set in highschools, by now I would have learned to let go of my 
perfectionism, I would have found where I fit in, and above all, I would be 
happy. For three years, I believed that I would come up here and explain 
how I learned to stop and smell the roses like Elizabeth Wren or Charlie 
Kolodjay and many others before them. However, this is not one of those 
speeches. I want this to be genuine and I cannot honestly say that I have 
learned to go easy on myself. It is the second semester of my senior year 
and just four days ago I had to take a mental health day because I was so 
stressed out about school that my hair was falling out. Last weekend, I 
missed the All Night Read because I stayed home to study, yet again, and 
I may or may not have three red bulls waiting at home as I anticipate more 
upcoming allnighters. In case you didn’t know, my barely sustainable 
work ethic has been a constant throughout my Reserve career. For a long, 
long time, I strived to be perfect, then perfectly imperfect, and now, even 
though I don’t consciously subscribe to either of those goals, I still get 
dizzy worrying that I am not enough or not doing enough. Brené Brown 
once said, “Perfectionism is very addictive because it is very seductive. 
It’s so great to think, ‘There is a way to do things where I can never be 
held in judgement by other people, that I can totally escape criticism.’ But 
that doesn’t work.” Logically, I know that, and yet still I wake up between 
3 and 4am each morning to do more schoolwork.

 It took me a while to come to terms with the fact that senior year 
does not have some magical quality that will solve all of my problems, 
but, on the other hand, it also isn’t a deadline for personal progress. I 
mean, there’s no graduation requirement that demands that I be happy 
and confident or else I have to take an extra semester. I’m not there yet, as 
hard as that is to admit, but I know that I’m on my way, and for now that 
will have to be enough. I may not be where I thought I’d be, but perhaps 
I am where I need to be. And, in my own small way, I am improving. For 
example, the last time I had exams, instead of studying 12 hours per exam 
as I usually do, I managed to reduce it to 6. And you won’t believe this, 
but once I showed up to philosophy without having done the reading… 
Sorry, Mr. Sacha. All this is to say that slow progress doesn’t mean no 
progress. Sometimes, just coming out the other end alive is all we can do, 
and I promise you that in itself has value. Even if you veer off the course 
that you originally intended on taking, as long as you stay true to yourself 
you will be okay. In fact, I would argue that you need to deviate from your 
10 step plan to success if you ever want to discover what it feels like to 
love what you are doing for the sake of doing it, and not just for the result. 
Coming into Reserve, I was dead-set on becoming cross country captain, 
playing first chair saxophone in the band, and heading off to Brown for 
journalism. Instead, I’m diving captain, I am far more passionate about 
acting and choir than I ever was about band, and I am on my way to my 
dream school, William and Mary, to study psychology. I never was able 
to give less than 120% on anything that I did, for better or for worse, but 
I am so grateful for having dove headfirst into all of the opportunities that 
just looked like distractions at the time. These chances I took, whether 
it be trying out for my first play, or joining SWC because Danny Mylott 
bribed me with candy, ended up proving to be far more rewarding than any 
of the activities that I had planned on committing to Freshman year. 

So, no, I am not quite happy. I am still grappling with issues and 
anxieties from my past that I simply couldn’t outgrow, no matter how 
badly I wanted to. But I am proud, and more importantly, I’m hopeful. 
I am not a storybook character if just because my story isn’t over yet, if 
you’ll forgive me for that cliché. WRA is just one chapter in what I foresee 
being a much longer work in the making. Mr. Peterson, who was a teacher 
here my freshman year, summarized this idea in a brilliant speech he gave 
at the academic award ceremonies. He said: “For you are not books—
pages silent and unknown. You are stories—stories in the writing, read 
and known by friends, family, teachers, and those in our future waiting to 
behold us, perhaps moments from now, perhaps tonight, and most certain-
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ly in the years ahead.” Thank you for reading and knowing my story at a 
distance or by my side. Here’s to having hope. Andrew Huang

For those of you who haven’t talked to me, there is really only one 
thing you need to know, and that is “I am a loser.” and I reminded myself 
of that every day freshman year. After muddling through my tumultuous 
middle school career, fate had brought me to a boarding school in Ohio. 
Middle school had been easy; I earned good grades with very little work, 
and I anticipated WRA to be the same. However, when I realized I was 
lagging years behind some of my peers, I felt like the biggest failure in 
the world. I was struggling academically. I was the only Asian who was 
bad at math. When I told Peter Rong the math level I was in, he thought I 
was telling him a joke. In English, I managed to read through The Odys-
sey without comprehending the storyline or the characters. The countless 
rewrites were not enough to salvage my grade. And then there was sports. 
I “joined” Cross Country, Swimming and Tennis, but I was pushing the 
physical limit of how bad someone can be. I remember distinctly when the 
swim team was working out at the gym on a cold winter night, and Enzo 
invited me to do bench press with him. My feeble arms were no match for 
the 35lb bar. Surrendering to the force of gravity, the bar and I crashed to 
the floor...  much like my ego did. I had quickly given up. I was certain 
that this is emblematic of my future - lagging behind everyone and always 
the underdog. I locked myself in my dorm and detached myself from ev-
erything.

I was ashamed. I was ashamed of being me. I was jealous. I envied 
my friends’ accomplishments. I was angry. I scolded myself for not trying 
harder. As winter break approached, I booked the first flight home. I want-
ed to escape Reserve. This mentality has stuck with me for a year, and it 
was definitively the worst year of my life. There is no glory in being last. 

But on the New Years Eve of 2018, as I watched the fireworks light 
up the night sky, I made a solemn resolution. Returning to Reserve in the 
second half of sophomore year, I decided to make some changes in my 
life. Nothing can be solved until it is faced. I no longer dodged cross coun-
try practice at all cost, I embraced the never ending 800 repeats. Before 
and after the cross country practice, I would go to the gym to get some 
good bench press sets in. Last year, I would always be the first one up and 
the last one to sleep in my dorm, partially because of my intrinsic moti-
vation to go out and be productive, but mostly because of the exploding 
microwave and infestation of stink bugs in my Wood House room. During 
the winters, I would wake up at 6am to get breakfast and work until class 
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starts. And it worked. Slowly but surely, I started lifting more and more 
weight. 45, 90, 135… I no longer speed walk with my head down when 
passing before the gym, and it is a transformative experience.

It is not easy to change what other people think of you. As an 
underdog, it is incredibly easy for people to look past you. They will not 
see you coming, as you rise, as you work tirelessly every single day. It is 
a long and difficult journey, one that requires incredible work ethic and a 
huge amount of effort. But the underdog story is also a powerful one. I am 
Andrew Huang, and I was the dog underneath the trash, underneath the 
pain, and I fought hard to come out of it. Now that I am almost at the end 
of my high school career, I start to reflect back on this experience, I no 
longer see my early ineptness as a stain on my personal history. Instead, I 
am grateful for the setback, for it has taught me how to deal with failure 
and to be tenacious. I am grateful that I was lost, for it has taught me how 
to make plans and how to execute them. I am grateful that I was put down, 
for it has taught me how to strive for success. So for this I believe. No 
matter how much acclaim or trouble you have had in your life, it is all in 
the past. As cliche as it might be, this is a great place for everyone to take 
risks and to work hard. The second half of the game has just started. Fight 
on Reserve. 
Thank you

Nadia Konovalchik

I grew up in the city of Lynn, Massachusetts. With a crime rate 
104% higher than the state average and a poverty rate 30% over I hope 
you can imagine what it would be like for a little girl. My childhood was 
sparked with adventuring through the streets of my neighborhood and 
playing manhunt with the other kids on the block. It was a time of simplic-
ity for me. I remember every little thing that happened in Lynn. I remem-
ber walking a mile at the age of 6 with all my friends just to go to CVS 
and buy a bottle of nail polish for a dollar. My best friend Jennifer and I 
would save and collect our nail polish to later climb onto my wooden lad-
der in my garage and throw them onto the cement and grab the little silver 
balls inside. I had a fascination with everything back then and I was wide 
eyed in my world. The city of Lynn has a non official saying, “Lynn, Lynn, 
the city of sin, you never go out the way you went in.” This can be inter-
preted as a bad thing and for a while that is all that came to my attention. 
I only thought of all the terrible things I witnessed growing up, but now I 
see an optimistic view. It’s right. Going into Lynn I was naive and unsure 
of myself and the world. Leaving an environment that most would never 
think of living in makes me appreciate everything I have now and every-
thing I was given. Lynn makes me who I am today and who I will become. 
As Ernest Hemingway once said, “Now is no time to think of what you do 
not have. Think of what you can do with what there is.”

I think about this quite often in my everyday challenges. I strive to 
bring deeper meanings and understandings to other community members 
in hope for advancements within all of us. I would not be as proud of the 
person I am today if it were not for the little things in Lynn.

So this I believe, appreciate everything. Every friend you have, 
every teacher who has helped you along your journey, every parent, guard-
ian, or mentor who has guided you and molded you into what you are 
today. Appreciate life and happiness because we are lucky to be where we 
are. 
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Sonia Lau

As some of you may know I came to Reserve my junior year, I thought 
that it was rare and I thought I would stick out like a sore thumb because 
of it until I learned it was fairly normal to do so. Since I was a little kid, I 
thought I had the plan that I was going to have my life all set. My home 
or so I thought, Canadian International School of Hong Kong I thought 
I would graduate with my class of 2019 and move onto become whatev-
er it was I wanted, as a child, it was wanting to be a chef which I chose 
differently or I even wanted to become a cop and be a detective. Since 6th 
grade, I had a rough time fitting in, even though I grew up with all these 
kids I met most of them when I was 3. After that, my best friends Annabel 
and Suzanna left in 8th grade, my protection and security in having friends 
left with them. I was left to start my freshman year knowing people, but 
feeling completely alone. I did what I could to blend in. I sat with the new 
students that I thought were oh so cool, but they caused more problems 
than anything. I was an outcast again. That led me to start finding differ-
ent options for schooling. I felt that it wasn’t the place for me anymore. 
I wanted to find somewhere that I could be myself, not dread every day 
and not feel so left out. I desired a place where I didn’t feel like it was my 
fault for being excluded. I met with a counselor to go over my boarding 
school options as I would apply in April and May. We went through lists 
and offers from different schools, but my mom and I agreed that Western 
Reserve Academy was the only real option that best fit me. I applied and 
went through the process with the interview and everything, just nervously 
waiting for either a rejection or acceptance, then I finally got the news and 
turns out as you know accepted I mean I am standing before you now at 
WRA. I am emotional as many of my close friends know, but I remember 
crying when I found out that I got in and it was tears of joy but also feeling 
so much relief knowing I didn’t have to step back into the school that gave 
me years of dread and I was so relieved to not have to speak to those peo-
ple again. I knew that meant I had a new start and hopefully make friends 
and build up my personality and happiness again. I arrived at Reserve in 
the fall of 2018 and made new friends and new experiences. I have en-
joyed every moment here and becoming the person I am today. One of the 
key things I have learned from my educational experience is that I knew I 
always wanted to be a teacher, but I feel as if I have more of a purpose and 
definitive reason for being a teacher.

Teachers at Reserve have shown me what a great teacher is supposed 
to be, a teacher who understands the students and understands that not 
everyone is going to have a perfect day. It is at Reserve where I learned 
the type of education work that would best suit me, and made me realize 
how influential teachers can be on your success. Reserve has given me 
the opportunity to bounce back and somehow be able to get into Trinity 
College through the Early Decision I path. I am incredibly lucky to attend 
Reserve and receive the education I need. I am very thankful to my family, 
and for my Reserve family for welcoming me with open arms. I would 
also like to thank Ms. Chen for teaching me the right skills for the future 
and how to be a better human being. She is one of the most inspirational 
teachers I have had and I aim to be a teacher like her someday. I aspire to 
be a caring, trustworthy and mentor and teacher to my future students. I 
hope to guide them with their amazing future that everyone deserves. This 
I believe, be who you are and understand that things may be rough, but 
they do happen for a reason. Figure out your purpose in life. Not every-
thing you do has to go exactly to plan and sometimes it is better than the 
plan you originally had.
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Miranda Namiotka

I originally had three ideas about what to make this speech about 
that I debated between for some time. My first idea was to tell you all 
about my fears of living up to my father’s reputation at Reserve. Mr. 
Namiotka is known as a very calm and collected, quiet, scholarly Latin 
teacher. Do you know anyone who doesn’t like him? He does occasionally 
let out the tiniest bit of anger when my brother, Gehrig, and I fight over 
the t.v. or when my sister, Nora, and I fight over the front passenger seat 
in the car. But he is always thoughtful about everything he says and does. 
Sometimes I am a lot like him. For example, I am very quiet in most class-
es because I do most of the thinking in my head and only speak when I 
have created a polished monologue to express my thoughts. In most cases 
though, Miranda Bear becomes her mama bear. My mother is also one of 
the smartest and most caring people I know. Unlike my father though, she 
lets out her passions and feelings more often than not. I have the best of 
both worlds. When I am talking about something I am really passionate 
about like the band, Why Don’t We or Mindy Kaling, the best actress and 
comedian on the planet, I make sure my voice is heard. I was worried that 
when I arrived at Reserve in the fall of 2016, I might embarrass my father 
because I would say something that sounded unintelligent or explode at 
a random topic. Now, nearing the end of my Reserve career, I think I’ve 
only embarrassed him a tiny bit and hopefully haven’t tarnished his repu-
tation. This could have made a really good speech topic, but I felt I needed 
more depth in the story.

So, the second idea I had was centered entirely around my rela-
tionship with Henry Ong. I first met Henry at a faculty ice cream social 
at Cutler in August 2006. I was four years old at the time and Henry was 
five. He would remind me many times over the years of that one year age 
difference between us. At this party, all of the faculty kids were playing a 
big game of kickball. When it was my turn up to bat, I kicked the ball as 
hard as I could and it hit Henry right in the stomach. I knocked the wind 
right out of him and he fell back onto the grass. Once he got up, he walked 
toward me. Five year old Henry came right into my face and said, “If you 
ever hit me with a ball again, I will kick you in the you know what!!!!” I 
started sobbing and had no idea what that meant. My mom had to explain 
to me that it was okay and that I did not have a “you know what.” From 
then on, Henry Ong was my arch nemesis. I would play soccer with all 
of the faculty kids on the Ellsworth patio after dinner and Henry would 

always make me be the goalie. This was bad for little Miranda because 
it meant that I would miss out on all the action in the middle of the pa-
tio. For my whole childhood I would try to avoid him at all costs. Okay. 
Pause. Then during the speech I would use this story as a metaphor for 
my growth during my time at Reserve. Leaving Hudson Public School 
Miranda for Western Reserve Academy Miranda and stuff like that. Then, 
I would end the speech by going back to the story and explaining that 
at some point my and Henry’s relationship changed. I couldn’t give you 
an exact date, but all of sudden Henry Ong was not my enemy anymore 
and maybe could be a little fun. The finale of the speech would be some-
thing like, “Four year-old Miranda would have never guessed that she 
would make her KFAC stage debut as Reggie Fluty in the Laramie Project 
standing less than a foot away from her childhood arch nemesis, Henry 
Ong, playing Aaron Kriefels.” Pretty epic right? But I threw this idea out 
because I thought it was a little weird to make my speech entirely about 
Henry.

Finally, last week while brainstorming with my mom, I realized 
what I actually needed to say in my speech. My first idea was about ex-
pectations. The second was about growth. And the third is about a break-
through. So here it goes: I was terrified about my junior year at Reserve. 
The warning and caution myths I had heard about junior year in high 
school made me tremble. I signed up for the infamous CLUSH, was going 
to take Latin III (which is entirely translating-ew), going to have to start 
the college process, and take the JWE. The first three months of the year 
weren’t actually all that bad. My grades were still outstanding, I was a 
setter on the JV volleyball team, and I had gotten a lead in the Winter play. 
Then, November came. My great aunt, Patty, had suffered from brain can-
cer since 2011. I had become used to hearing my family discuss her MRIs, 
follow-up surgeries, and little incidents that she had. We were always 
worried but she had survived 7 years longer than she was supposed to. She 
was a walking miracle. In the fall of 2018, things became more serious. 
Patty was getting into car accidents, could no longer walk up and down 
stairs without falling, and was losing her memories. My grandmother 
flew back to Massachusetts to be with her sister. Eventually we got a call 
from my grandma explaining that things were not looking good and that 
we should drive up to Worcester. From then until November 12th, when 
Patty passed away at 59 years old, I was in a strange mindset. I had never 
experienced someone close to me passing away before. When we finally 
arrived in Massachusetts, Patty was in a medically-induced coma because 
of her pain, so I could not speak with her. For those four painful days, all I 
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wished for was to talk to her. My head was filled with thoughts of, “When 
was the last time I spoke to her in person? Did I talk to her on the phone 
for her birthday last month?” I had so much regret which made it even 
harder for me when she passed. I love you, Patty and I miss you. 

As my family was preparing for the funeral and burial processes, 
I looked for something to help me cope with Patty. I had just been cast as 
Myrtle Webb in Reserve’s winter play, Our Town. I had brought the script 
with me to memorize lines during the long car ride to Massachusetts. I 
found myself reading and re-reading certain lines from the play that really 
stuck with me. The whole play was about life and death. Relating Emily 
Webbs’ story to my life helped me understand what I felt and gave me 
some comfort. 

Eventually, we returned to Ohio and I returned to junior year. Two 
weeks after I returned, I had to give my pressure presentation for Ms. Don-
nelly’s junior English class. During the presentation I discussed pressures 
from my family. I had a big family photo on one of the slides. After seeing 
Patty’s face in the photo and then discussing my family dynamics and my 
love for them all, I burst into tears. I struggled to finish my presentation 
because I was out of breath and occasionally letting out whimpers. After 
I finished the presentation, Don gave me one the best hugs I have ever 
received. Thank you so much for that Don. And she also gave me a 7 on 
the project! 

After my raw reaction to my presentation, I started to evaluate my 
life and wonder whether I was doing everything right. I did not want to 
have any regrets like the ones I had with Patty that had brought me to tears 
in front of all my classmates. My priorities and values started changing. I 
wanted to spend more time with my family because I did not want to take 
advantage of the happiness and love they gave me. I realized how exhila-
rating it was to perform on stage and to read literature by Toni Morrison, 
Maragaret Atwood, Virginia Woolf and other amazing writers. Yet, as the 
year went on, I noticed that I had always put more effort into the endeav-
ors that did not give me as much joy like math, yoga, and softball. I had 
been through one of the most difficult things one can experience in life. 
I wasn’t concerned that I didn’t know every answer to my CLUSH daily 
reading quizzes like I was before November. 

After all of my reflection, I was eager to spend the summer touring 
colleges that would help become the new person I wanted to be. I wasn’t 
concerned with going anywhere with a famous name or low acceptance 
rate. I found Clark University that was ranked #3 in colleges for students 
who want to change the world. The school is the embodiment of every-

thing I was looking for. The cherry on top is that it is located in my birth 
city surrounded by my extended family. 

Fast forward to August 2019. I was just about to begin my last year 
at Reserve as a student and as a fac brat at my home. My sister was an 
incoming freshman and I was finally going to be able to share my Reserve 
experience with her. Now looking back, it should have been clear she was 
not as greedy for quality sister time as I was. Last year, I examined my 
life. Senior year, I was ready to implement the necessary changes. I am 
taking both Latin and Greek rather than a science and loving it. I have 
thrown myself completely into the theater. I even voluntarily performed in 
the Shakespeare contest again unlike sophomore year when it was man-
datory to do so in Mrs. Ong’s acting class. Thank you so much, Mrs. Ong, 
for all that you have done to support my love of theater. I enrolled in Ms. 
Maseelall’s English class again because she inspired and influenced me so 
much freshman year. She is the reason I am majoring in English in col-
lege. Thank you, Ms. Maseelall. I decided to surround myself with friends 
who support my passions and try as hard to be my friend as I do to them. 
I’ve challenged myself to not be so afraid to stand up for others when I see 
injustice, racism, and bigotry in the world. A shy girl can call people out 
too. So, this I believe: life’s too short to waste time doing things that don’t 
give us joy or add value to our life. Hug your mom, dad, sister, brother, 
grandmother, grandfather, great aunt, best friend, boyfriend, girlfriend, 
cat, dog, and tell them how much they mean to you. Audition for that play 
even if it means you’ll miss out on a couple hours of sleep every once and 
awhile. Read one more chapter of that book you love even if that means 
you only complete half of your math homework. As one of the most prom-
inent figures in my life, Angel, from Buffy the Vampire Slayer once said, 
“Passion. It lies in all of us. Sleeping.. Waiting.. and though unwanted, 
unbidden, it will stir… open its jaws and howl. It speaks to us… guides 
us.” Thank you. 
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Francis Ong

This past Sunday, after a long hard day of doing absolutely nothing 
beyond procrastinating on both some english and econ homework, SAT 
prep, the crafting of a gajillion college supplemental essays hanging over 
my head like a guillotine’s blade and, of course, the writing of this senior 
speech, I finally managed to sit myself down at my desk at around 8pm to 
get some serious work done. Then, as if by some form of perverse magic, I 
somehow found myself transported to my basement where I spent the next 
hour and fifty-six minutes watching one of my all time favorite movies, 
Arrival. Now for those of you who are behind on your movie watching, 
yet are intent on catching up at some point, fear not! I will not spoil the 
movie for you. (Although I should point out that this movie came out 
almost three years ago, so you better get going.) I can, however, safely 
tell you all this much, Arrival, is a sci-fi adventure about a linguist, Louise 
Banks, who along with astrophysicist, Ian Donnelly, is recruited by the 
military to see if she can establish communication with alien lifeforms 
who have suddenly appeared at various places around planet earth aboard 
twelve mysterious spacecrafts. Banks works to uncover the reason for the 
aliens’ unannounced arrival on Earth, while simultaneously struggling to 
understand the meaning and purpose behind her own life. Without intend-
ing to, the unplanned viewing of this movie led me, like the main character 
of the film, to think about the purpose of my own life. 

Growing up, my older brothers always seemed to know what they 
wanted to do with their lives. From an early age they loved watching 
movies. They still do. My oldest brother, Simon, has at last count watched 
1,393 different movies. To the great annoyance of my father, he has pur-
chased nearly 500 of these movies on iTunes, significantly adding to our 
family’s credit card debt. I think Simon has long known he was one day 
going to move out to LA and try to make it as a screenwriter. He finally 
followed through on this dream about a month ago, having graduated from 
NYU’s Tisch School last spring. My other brother, Elliot, on the other 
hand, has always had his eye on the stage. He performed in some nine 
plays and musicals while a student here at WRA. (Yeah, I know, nepotism, 
right?) Anyway, now he too attends NYU as a student in the Tisch acting 
program. He will almost certainly join Simon in Los Angeles when he 
graduates in 2021. In stark contrast to my brothers, however, I never really 
had any idea about what I wanted to do with my life as I was growing up. I 
still don’t. 

I think Reserve tries to encourage its students to pursue their own 
unique personal passions while still requiring that everyone also acquire 
a broad-based academic background just in case those childhood dreams 
someday come crashing down around them. You never know when that 
dream of being a rock star might suddenly flame out and you’ll be glad 
you know something about English, or Biology . . . or even Economics. 
Think of it like those highwire acts in the circus. You, the student, are the 
performer standing high above the gathered crowd below. Reserve is the 
Ringmaster. The Ringmaster wants nothing more than that you should im-
press the public who is nervously watching as you make your way across 
that thin wire. The more ambitious your path across the top of that tent the 
more impressive will be the feat if completed successfully. Raise the wire 
by another few yards and decrease its diameter by a few millimeters and 
the audience will start biting their nails as they wish you onto success. The 
better the spectacle, the more pleased the Ringmaster will be. Still, he isn’t 
a monster. He doesn’t ultimately want you to fall without any chance of 
recovery. So a safety net has been supplied. It is spread broadly beneath 
you so as hopefully to capture you no matter how far you may fall from 
your original destination as you first set out across that wire. 

This may not be a perfect metaphor, but it’s probably not that bad 
for a guy who has struggled on the Reading section of the SAT. In any 
case, I think this is Reserve’s goal behind the academic curriculum and 
student culture they have created here. They want every student to develop 
specific interests while still keeping open other options. Unfortunately, in 
my case, I’m not sure I have ascended very high up the ladder of personal 
passion in that tent. I fear I may still be standing on a small platform just 
a few feet above the crowd with several tightropes stretched out before 
me, most of which I can barely make out in the dim lighting of the tent, 
and I’m afraid of taking that first step. That is to say, I’m not sure I have 
yet found an area of interest in my life that I have been able to nurture into 
anything approaching a passion. I haven’t narrowed down my interests 
like I think Reserve has wanted me to do. Despite my spending my whole 
life on this campus--18-plus years and counting--I haven’t been able to 
do what many of you have done in under four. So, as I finally began the 
process of looking at colleges this past spring I figured it was about time I 
got serious about deciding on my passion. I needed to make a choice and 
step out onto a wire.

From a pretty young age I did have one interest that tended to 
dominate all others: soccer. I went through a stage in my life, seven years 
or so, where I seldom wore anything other than a soccer jersey as a top. In 
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fact, I think my narrow and unwavering tastes in fashion forced my par-
ents to pay out quite a bit of family treasure on overpriced replica jerseys. 
Playing organized youth soccer also consumed a good deal of my time. 
I had practices several days a week with games on Saturdays. From late 
spring until early autumn my team would practice and play outside. As 
the weather got colder we would move inside. I loved it. I not only loved 
playing soccer, but I liked watching it too--though not so much at the 
professional level. No, what I loved most was watching the WRA soccer 
team. I came to almost every home game and many away games as well. 
Every opportunity I was given to practice with or watch the newest hot-
shots of the program I would gratefully accept. This included being the 
ball boy at nearly all of Reserve’s home soccer matches from the ages of 
10 to 14. I was there to witness every accomplishment the team achieved 
such as watching Reserve become league champions four years in a row, 
watching the 2012 team’s undefeated season, and watching Ryan Hassel 
break Coach Haller’s long-standing scoring record during the 2014 sea-
son. I was also there to witness more sobering events, such as the 2012 
team’s game against University School where Reserve’s center back, Joe 
Blanda, was involved in a head-to-head collision with an opposing play-
er. Joe was sent to the emergency room where, after a CAT scan and an 
MRI, it was discovered that he had a malignant tumor. He was diagnosed 
with Glioblastoma, a type of brain cancer. He fought a valiant battle with 
that dreaded disease for two and a half years, “livin’ life” as he would say, 
until he finally succumbed to the beast and passed away on April 9, 2015. 
And just like for so many of the soccer games in which he played, I was 
there on the day of his funeral to pay homage to Joe, a survivor, a person-
al hero, and (at least from my point of view) a friend. I guess what I’m 
trying to say is that the Western Reserve Academy soccer program is much 
more than just a required sport for me. It is more than just another team 
on which I compete. It is more like a family to me, and I’m so grateful I 
have been able to be a part of this team these past four seasons and deeply 
honored to finally have a chance to help lead it as a co-captain. Boys, I’m 
thankful to have you all as teammates this season. It’s been a good one so 
far, and I can’t wait for what’s still to come. I don’t know just how we will 
finish out the season, but I’m sure no matter how our record plays out over 
the next few weeks, we will remember these days for the rest of our lives. 

In spite of all this, however, when I sat down with my father a 
couple of months ago to discuss the possibility of my playing soccer in 
college, I was unsure about just how I viewed this prospect. For so long 
I have loved the sport and the excitement that comes along with playing 

it, but my inner monologue was beginning to whisper doubts. Maybe I’m 
not cut out to play at the collegiate level. Maybe I no longer love the game 
enough to warrant committing to it for another four years. This decision as 
to whether or not to play soccer in college was beginning to tear me up in-
side. It still does. My future remains unclear to me. My hopes and dreams 
for college--let alone my life beyond that--are still a bit of an unknown.

So as I get ready in less than a year’s time to move on from the 
lawn’s wide sweep to what I hope will become my second home (as WRA 
has up to this point been my first and only home) I am anything but sure 
about the myriad of choices ahead of me. Naturally, I am going to have to 
make a choice. I don’t think my parents are going to allow me to just hang 
out in my basement for the next four years. People would talk. And, de-
spite my uncertainty about it all, I do have a list of prospective colleges for 
which applications will sooner or later be submitted. While I do not know 
just what my future holds in store, I remain confident that I will have a 
future and things will all work out for me well enough. 

This I believe, one doesn’t have to have a precise destination in 
mind in order to enjoy and take something meaningful from the journey. 
After all, I’ve been walking along for eighteen years now, not knowing 
exactly where I’m heading, without too many psychological injuries along 
the way. A little more rambling down the road probably won’t do too much 
harm in the long run.
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Naphat Permpredanun

It’s a rainy day on October 22, the day after Stephen Markley read 
Ohio in the chapel, that I started thinking about this speech. I felt a lit-
tle bit uncanny because I thought I have nothing eminent enough for the 
speech. Familiarity with the school? I still got lost 3 months ago at Re-
serve. Leadership, Success, or Prestige?  I am still the last place in cross 
country and never be a leader on any activities. However, my three-month 
experience in Reserve conveys me one thing : it’s worth trying everything 
new.

In Thailand, I’m one of the most introverted students in my high 
school. When it comes to the activities I joined, it was always the aca-
demic competitions  like “Mathematics Contest”, “ Physics Quiz”, and so 
on. If someone asks me “Why don’t you join something fun like sports 
and choir?”, I always replied to them with negligence, “I don’t think I can 
do stuff like that,’’ even though I had never tried these activities. Also, 
because in Thailand parents mostly expected their child to be the best in 
academics only, I just thought that I would not have any problem if I don’t 
try these activities. 

I have carried this idea until I studied in 11th grade, I started to find 
opportunities to study abroad for further knowledge and career. Consid-
ering myself a top-tier student in academics, I didn’t hesitate joining in 
summer scholarships that offered high-school students to study in the 
USA. At first, I thought getting this scholarship must not be hard because 
my academic level exceeds what the scholarship expected. However, this 
is true only in the first round. After I passed the first round, or the admis-
sion exam round, I had to participate in the interview round to be granted 
a scholarship. I was also confident on my overall performance in the class 
that I had done nothing wrong and must pass this round easily. But this 
thought came to demise when the committees asked me about the activ-
ities I have done. I answered them how good I was in the math competi-
tion, how smart I was to solve physics methods. 

However, The committee commented “We don’t want students 
who can only solve physics, but students who can bring those physics into 
society.”
This phrase altered my mindset entirely. My thought that only studying 
could bring me to my dream collapsed after my name wasn’t included in 
the scholarship finalist announcement. So, I started to change myself in the 
12th grade by joining everything I wanted. I started by devoting myself 

as a leader of the class. Then, I tried to play every sport I could play at 
that time, joined every activity I could, and supported my friends at any 
chance. What I received in return for these trials wasn’t only the scholar-
ship I received after grade 12, or the applaud from my teacher and friends 
about my devotion, but also the new life that I had never perceived in the 
other 2 years in my high school.

Because I felt that my experience of trying everything didn’t put 
forth enough, I carried my hope for a new experience with my Delta flight 
to the USA. But inside this excitement, I was scared of being neglected 
from my incompetence because I didn’t know much about American’s per-
ception. Even though I knew that Reserve had an opportunity for everyone 
to try what they wanted without any restriction, I still was concerned that 
my skills would be an aggravation for the community. 

So on registration day, I hesitated to enroll in anything that would 
be challenging for me , such as choir and a third language that I had never 
tried. Thanks to Ms. Skinner who encouraged me to try these activities, I 
finally registered in these courses. Then, when it comes to sports. I read 
the list of sports I could enroll in the fall. I looked through it and found 
“cross-country”. Even though I didn’t actually know what it was, I just 
thought it should be fun trying things that I had never tried, so I chose it. 

Despite my confidence at the registration day, I felt that I might 
make class and sport team worsen from my lack of skills. However, when 
I stayed with the exciting atmosphere of choir class with Ms. Karam, the 
fun French class with Ms. Bormann and Oba, and the craziness of cross 
country team when Jacob Grossman plays “Life is a highway” while we’re 
running, I knew that doing everything in America wasn’t hard as I thought. 
Since then I tried to join many things, such as some reading in queer theo-
ry that I never thought I will participate, craving pumpkins in Pierce house 
which was fun to me, many weekend activities that this school offers and 
this senior speech that I’m talking.

This I believe. “A ship in harbor is safe, but that is not what ships 
are built for.” A quote by John A. Shedd, an American writer. Everyone 
here could continue what they already know, but here at Reserve, we are 
encouraged to grow. We have to sail beyond the harbour. If you have the 
opportunity to try something new, then do it. Don’t be scared of the un-
known. The more we experience, the more we grow. Lastly, I would like 
to leave you with two words from the song the choir sang for Mrs. Buck’s 
installation : Get Busy. Thank you!
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Olivia Robinson

I have this tradition: every Sunday morning I go to Johnny’s Diner 
with my mom. This is the time when we catch up on Mr. Ed and meet our 
syrup quota for the week, sure, but it’s also where I reflect on memories 
of the past seven days. Johnny’s is the constant I revert back to and never 
let go. On the back wall by the jukebox, there are mirrors that reflect the 
patrons’ smiles and daily specials board. And in those mirrors, I see myself 
grow and change through the surface, my hair growing longer, my Reserve 
shirts slowly being replaced with college apparel. It’s almost time for me 
to say goodbye, and leave my beloved town for a while. But in that mirror, 
something never changes:  my mom always sits across from me, never 
leaving the frame and always by my side. 

And this is the way it’s always been. When I was six years old, 
I  received my first connection with Reserve: as a faculty child. For elev-
en years, I lived in Morley Cottage, seeing classes arrive and graduate 
through my bedroom window. I would watch in earnest, hoping someday 
it would be my turn. But I wouldn’t have received that chance without my 
mom. I wouldn’t stand in front of you as a member of the senior class to-
day. Entering eighth grade, I saw this place as a transformer - a catalyst for 
change. I had seen it firsthand; no student I met never came out the same, 
and I wanted that same experience. 

I now realize that Reserve transformed me too, in more ways than 
I could have imagined. I emerged as an athlete, challenging my former 
exercise habits, or lack thereof, and became a distance runner, gaining 
discipline and focus from a devotion I didn’t know I had. I began to chal-
lenge myself academically, not always receiving the highest grade, but 
immersing myself in topics that changed my insight of the world. I learned 
humility, seeing myself struggle while others thrived in certain pursuits but 
accepting that fate because they helped me strive to be better. But again, I 
wouldn’t have experienced these memories without my wonderful mom. 
Reserve was the plane and she gave me the ticket. You can’t forget some-
thing like that. 

I don’t know what comes next. Where I will be in a year, month, 
or even a week since I see myself as a different person every day. On 
Wednesday, I could be breaking a school record for the cross country 
team but Thursday could present me with a failed test. Some days, I’m the 
hero and others I’m the weak link. Like Johnny’s, my past may remain 
constant, but my present and future self never seem to stop changing. But 

despite the outcome of a particular day, I know I am an academic, athlete, 
and artist here and I’m fiercely proud of that.

I have an aspiration for myself and the community: to never for-
get where we come from. For us to remember the places in which we are 
loved and respected. This I believe: None of us go through Reserve alone. 
Our start is the inspiration for the pursuit of the future. And while none 
of us have it all figured out yet, no matter how hard we may try, our pasts 
remain constant and true. So never let them go. 

Thank you. 
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Eliza Rusnak

I spent a lot of time being angry the past few months. I was angry 
with the choices I had made and angry with the choices others have made. 
I was angry about the way situations involving me had been handled. And 
I was hurting. A lot. But in my anger and pain, I gained a better under-
standing of myself, as well as the world around me. This is a common 
theme that I have discovered; it is through the greatest struggles that the 
most valuable lessons are learned. I do not like to acknowledge the fact 
that I have struggled a lot, not just in the past few months, but in the past 
few years. However, rather than focusing on the fact that life has been far 
from easy, I want to focus on what I have learned, in the hope that it can 
help all of you. 
 Transferring to Reserve my sophomore year was quite difficult. It 
seemed to me that everyone had already formed their groups of friends 
and I was scared to put myself out there. It didn’t make things any easier 
when the lack of space on Ells 2nd caused me to live on Ells 3rd. This 
gave me little opportunity to get to know the people in my own grade. 
However, living on Ells 3rd did give me the opportunity to meet and get 
to know Miss Williams. It was Miss Williams that helped me see that in 
order to get the most out of Reserve, I had to fully commit myself to the 
school. I was going home every weekend; missing out on chances to make 
more friends and become closer to the few that I already had. It was not 
until my junior year that I truly understood the importance of giving in 
order to get. I wasn’t going to get anything from Reserve if I wasn’t going 
to give anything. So I began to stay at school on the weekends, participate 
in the activities, and I tried to spend less time alone in my room. As I gave 
more to Reserve, Reserve gave more to me. I built wonderful relationships 
with friends; but one, in particular, has had an enormous impact on me, 
she is someone who is willing to be by my side through everything; good 
and bad. 
 In the past three years, the adults at Reserve have been incredibly 
influential as well. I had never had teachers and administrators care for me 
the way they do here. The teachers provided me with the opportunity to 
become a better learner, and I noticed a difference in my attitude towards 
going to class almost immediately. 

All of this led me to be excited to return to school in August. How-
ever, there were multiple situations over the past semester that tested my 
strength, my ability to bounce back, and my resilience in more ways than I 

can count. I came to school with the idea that this was going to be the best 
year yet. But, just a few days after returning to school, it felt as though my 
world had been turned upside down. I had lost the ability to trust others, 
and the excitement that I felt about coming back was gone. It was by way 
of this situation, though, that I discovered that a seemingly destroyed 
friendship can be healed with time. If someone wants you in their life, 
they will fight to get you back. You do not have to forgive and forget to be 
able to move past something. 

But just as I began to realize this, I was faced with another conflict. 
I started to lose all hope that I had for a good year. I began to lose faith in 
the idea that telling the truth is always the right thing to do, because of the 
pain that doing so caused me. But again, I was able to learn from the hurt, 
anger, and frustration I was experiencing. If you believe what you are do-
ing is right, that it is the best thing to do in a situation, then you should not 
regret the decision you make. It is important to follow your instincts, and 
though there may be consequences, it is even more important to be truth-
ful. I had a lot of difficulties recovering from this situation, and the pain 
from it led me to make decisions I otherwise wouldn’t have. I was sudden-
ly aware that this was not new for me, and it was typical for others to react 
the same way that I did. The strong and painful emotions I was feeling 
caused me to look for validation, and in this search, I made poor choices. 

I was again faced with an incredibly stressful, agonizing, and un-
comfortable situation. I encountered a great amount of judgment, and the 
humiliation I felt weighed heavily on me. It took time, but I slowly began 
to realize I was blaming myself for things that weren’t my fault. You can 
not control the choices other people make, no matter how strongly they 
affect you, and you ultimately can not control the way other people view 
you. If people do not want to change their opinion of you, then trying to 
change it is not worth your time. 

All of these lessons I learned through my experiences are exceed-
ingly important, and my outlook on life is forever changed because of 
what I have gone through. One thing I have learned, however, stands out 
from the rest. The pain I felt caused me to lose sight of the things that 
really matter in life. The joy that being here at Reserve brought me was 
gone, as I could no longer see the good side of things. I often found myself 
sitting in my room, wondering why I even continued to go to school here. 
All I could think about were the painful memories I had. I had dug myself 
a hole so deep that I needed help to get out of it. 

Not so long ago, I was speaking with Dr. Kent, and I expressed 
my feelings towards being here at school.  As I told him that I no longer 
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liked being here, he looked at me like I was crazy. He explained that every 
time he saw me around campus, I was smiling and laughing with friends. 
I realized I was so focused on all the pain I had gone through that I could 
not see that I was still surrounded by the people I love the most. It is the 
friends I have, the teachers, the people who care about me, that keep me 
here at school and make me want to be here. My friends have stuck with 
me through everything, and I am so eternally grateful to have people like 
them in my life. And that one friend that I spoke about earlier, the one 
that is willing to be by my side through everything, it is for her that I am a 
better person, and it is to her that I owe a lot of happiness. She has shown 
me that it is possible to bounce back, to still experience life the way I want 
to even after being hurt over and over again. 

So this I believe: pain is inevitable. We will all be hurt in life, 
whether it is because of the choices other people make, or because of the 
choices we make for ourselves. But it is so crucial that we do not let the 
pain overtake us. There is always light to be found, and you can not lose 
sight of that fact just because the darkness is so great. Albert Schweitzer 
said, “In everyone’s life, at some time, our inner fire goes out. It is then 
burst into flame by an encounter with another human being. We should all 
be thankful for those people who rekindle the inner spirit.” To those of you 
whose fires have gone out, remember, it can be rekindled, you just have 
to find the right people to help you do it. And to the people who have kept 
my fire burning, thank you. 

Elizabeth Siegenthaler

Two years ago today was my first day at Reserve. 

Looking back at young, naive, cynical, Ella from sophomore year, 
I can not believe that it has only been two years. While writing this speech, 
I was not really sure what changed because in many ways, I am still very 
similar to who I was. I am still a perfectionist, I am still very competitive, 
I still let others under my skin, and above all, I am still extremely hard on 
myself.

After pondering this for a few hours, I realized that while I have 
not completely shaken these character flaws, I have vastly improved upon 
them. I believe that I owe most of this improvement to Reserve. I have 
grown up at Reserve, even if it just means that I now behave like I am 13 
instead of 9.

Before coming to Reserve, I was a bit of a wild card. On the golf 
course, if I hit a bad shot or played a few bad holes, I would throw my 
clubs or storm off the course. On the soccer field, I was known to argue 
with refs and even get into fights with fans. In school, I would get so angry 
at myself if I got anything wrong and I let other kids bully me and walk all 
over me because I was afraid that I would get in trouble if I said anything 
back.

When I came to Reserve, I struggled. I did not really trust any-
one, I had a hard time living with a roommate, and I was troubled by the 
rigorous academics. My lack of trust in people contributed to my difficulty 
making friends. Having never even lived on the same side of a house as 
anyone, I was unused to any noise or light when I slept. With the exces-
sive amounts of light and noise emanating from her side of the room, my 
roommate was preventing me from getting sleep which only furthered my 
untrusting state. At my old school, I was taking all honors and AP class-
es, yet I never really had to study or work for any of my grades. I quickly 
realized that it was not the same at Reserve and failed my first of many 
tests in Math 43. Because of all of this, I was really down on myself. But, 
somehow, with the help of many wonderful people at Reserve, I was able 
to pick myself back up and change my thought process and view of the 
world. 
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I am proud to say that since then, I have not thrown one golf club, 
stormed off one course, or argued with a single ref. I have not fought with 
any fans, and I am now very vocal if someone says anything negative 
about me or someone I care about. I have become more trusting, learned 
how to study and work, and can sleep through anything. When I get a bad 
grade now, I simply say, “Meh, I’ll get ‘em next time” and move on.

I owe all of this growth to Reserve and the people I have met here. 
My life has been forever changed and I will never forget that. While I 
sometimes claim that I don’t, I love Reserve with my whole heart and I 
would not be the person I am today without it. I am proud of the two years 
older, less naive, mostly optimistic Ella that I have become. Thanks to this 
experience, I now know that no matter how hard life gets, I can overcome 
and become better than I was before.

So, this I believe: Take your time here and use it to grow. Appre-
ciate the hard times you have been through and how far you have come. I 
leave you with this: In the wise words of Dwight K. Schrute, “I am ready 
to face any challenge that is foolish enough to face me.”  and I owe that to 
Reserve.

Ilyana Smith

When I came to Reserve almost four years ago, more often than 
not, I thought of high school as a means to an end. Four years isn’t a very 
long time, right? You muddle through high school, you do the things that 
make colleges want to accept you, and then you go to college. And that’s 
what actually matters. College is where you learn how to do important 
stuff that actually helps you in your career; high school teaches you gram-
mar and algebra. Important, yes, but not quite as useful to someone want-
ing to work at NASA as, say, astrophysics or thermodynamics. So my plan 
was simple: I’ll work my butt off in high school for four years so I can go 
to a good college and learn that important stuff.
 So what do you have to do to make colleges want to accept you? 
Well, do extracurriculars and get good grades. 

So, freshman year when I went to the club expo, I signed up for 
almost every club there. Legitimately, I could probably count on one hand 
the clubs I didn’t sign up for. So why did I sign up for so many? Well, 
I heard most of them wouldn’t actually do anything - and that certainly 
ended up being accurate. Also, there were scary upperclassmen pressuring 
me to sign up, and freshman me was pretty scared of scary upperclass-
men. But in the back of my mind there was always the thought that this 
might be that one thing that would get me into my dream school. And, yes, 
I think it is a great idea to sign up for a whole bunch of stuff, to try new 
things, but you should be doing it because this might be that one thing 
that would spark a lifelong passion, not because of college applications. 
Because one thing I really wish I’d known is that there are only ten spaces 
to list activities on the Common App, and some schools with their own 
applications have even fewer activities that you can list. So if you, against 
my advice, are doing activities just so you can put them on your college 
applications, please do yourself a favor and don’t do more than ten of 
those! But, really, find those things you actually care about and do those 
things. You’ll have a lot more fun, and you’ll be much more able to write 
college essays about activities you enjoyed, rather than trying to write an 
essay about how much fun you didn’t actually have doing something you 
did only because you thought it looked good on your college apps. 

At the same time, try new things. I know it sounds like I’m contra-
dicting myself, but I’m just trying to say that as long as you’re trying new 
things because they look fun, then go all out. This is your time to try new 
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things, and I can tell you that doing so is low risk, high reward. I almost 
didn’t try out for riflery, but joining that team was one of the best decisions 
I ever made. And, I was able to write a lot of college essays about my 
riflery experience. 

So what about the “getting good grades” part? Well, freshman year, 
that was going phenomenally. I mean truly. I had a pretty intense middle 
school experience, so freshman year was a breeze - except for Math 33 
with Mr. Closen, I’m not going to lie, I definitely struggled in that class. 
But by the time I finished my winter exams freshman year, I was feeling 
really confident. I still thought of high school as merely a means to an 
end and I was an eighth of the way through and things were going great. 
It seemed like my whole muddling through high school plan was going 
to be fun and easy and way quicker than I could have hoped. That feeling 
continued through the rest of freshman year, but unfortunately for me, that 
feeling had more or less fizzled out by a few weeks into sophomore year. 
Sophomore year, junior year, senior year, have been really intense and dif-
ficult for me. But at the risk of being a hypocrite, I’m going to tell you that 
it is important to find a balance between school and other things. Relax 
once in a while; it’s worth it. 

In that same vein, I remember growing up how my parents would 
talk about people they’d been friends with in high school and who they 
still talked to and were friends with. Some of their closest friends are 
people they met in high school. High school isn’t about getting into col-
lege. High school is about building a foundation that will support you in 
college. You learn life lessons - for example, it’s a really bad idea to drive 
downhill towards a cliff in an old jeep with no brakes; thanks, Mr. Ong, 
maybe that’ll save my life someday - and yes, you learn grammar and 
algebra. But most importantly, you find the people that will support you 
as you go off to college. So surround yourself with people who make you 
happy and enjoy the journey with them. Make those memories that you 
can look back on and smile about when you’re feeling homesick in col-
lege. 

I want to thank everyone at Reserve who has helped me make 
those memories - Elizabeth, for being a freaking awesome roommate in 
Heidelberg; Ellie, my birthday buddy, for sticking with me through ev-
erything; Regina, for watching scary movies with me and always making 
me smile; Jasmine, for being my Board Game Club pal, and, of course, 
Andrew for being awesome. And I want to thank everyone else who has 
been in class or sports with me or said hi to me in the hallway or flipped 

my hair (cough, cough, Vivien); you guys are what I’m going to remember 
about my Reserve experience, and I think I’m going to look back on a lot 
of happy memories. 

So this I believe: Look around you. Your four-year journey through 
Reserve with these people is what matters, not whether some stupid col-
lege decides to accept you. So make the most of it. Don’t let Reserve be a 
plane ride to college that you just sleep through and forget about once you 
reach your destination. Make Reserve a hike through beautiful scenery 
with people you love that you will remember forever. Nothing you do in 
your life should be considered more of a means to an end than an experi-
ence to be experienced and to be carried with you for the rest of your life. 
Yes, of course, try new things and do a lot of awesome stuff - just don’t 
do any of it for what anyone else - including a college admissions officer - 
will think of you.
 Thank you. 
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Matthew Stefan

 Growing up, I frequently heard the phrase “Carpe Diem” or “Seize 
the Day.” For a while, my Dad would say these words to me as I left for 
school in the morning, or sign his texts with the phrase in the afternoon. 
The truth is, I never really understood what this meant or why he would al-
ways say it before I left. Of course I knew literally what the phrase meant, 
but I really did not see how it applied to me or to my time at Reserve. I’ll 
come back to this…

As a freshman, it seems like your time here at Reserve will last 
forever, and that you will have the opportunity to do and to try everything. 
You spend your time waiting to move onto the next year, to new classes, 
or to the next break. My attitude about Reserve during freshman and soph-
omore year was exactly this. I could not wait to move closer to the front of 
the chapel, or to obtain all of the new things that come with time here, and 
I always thought there would be more opportunities to try new things. I 
lost interest in a lot of things during these first two years. I focused just on 
completing the work that needed to be done so I could move onto the next 
phase. As a result of this, my work in school and my involvement outside 
of the classroom were seldom beyond average.

This changed for me in my junior year, though. As the year be-
gan, I reflected on the first half of my time at Reserve. I realized that the 
months had truly flown by. I could not believe that I was half way through 
my four years here. I tried to change my perspective on what it meant to 
do school work, and attempted many new things. This was not particu-
larly easy for me. It meant working much harder than I had in the past, 
often sacrificing time I could spend doing other things. I worked hard to 
improve in Golf, even though the sport had clearly given up on me. And 
I changed my approach to Riflery. Junior year also brought with it many 
new friendships and solidified existing ones. I had always liked Reserve, 
but finding meaning and purpose in the work greatly benefitted my happi-
ness and enjoyment of every day.

While balancing academics and life outside of the classroom was 
often difficult, I always felt that I had a meaningful connection to the peo-
ple around me at Reserve. I have made amazing memories with the people 
here. From spending hours in Woodhouse freshman year, to travelling to 
New York with some of my closest friends, these are all things I will never 
forget. Looking for the meaning in each day made it much easier for me 
to appreciate daily interactions with the people around me. I realized that 

some of the most genuine and memorable moments came from simply a 
walk to class with friends, a free period spent laughing in the library, or 
waiting in the long lines at lunch with a teacher.

Now, as a senior entering my last semester at Reserve, I have 
a much better understanding of what my Dad meant each time he said 
“Carpe Diem.” He was much wiser than I to realize that my time here was 
so short and this was his way of urging me to make the most of every day, 
moment, and opportunity. 

So this I believe… as the days go by, it is easy to get caught up in 
the busyness of Reserve, but it is important to search for the meaning and 
purpose in each day, no matter how long or busy it may be. The truth is, 
it is hard to know what will make this place special to you, but there will 
always be something. Your time at Reserve is finite so make the most of 
every day and opportunity that you are offered, because eventually it will 
be your last. Always seize the day. Thank you.
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Ana Villada

Dear Mami y Papi, 
 I have never given you the proper thank you, so here it is: 

 You guys immigrated to America with my older sister about twenty 
years ago. I know now that you did it because you want me to be born into 
a world where anything was possible. I know now that there were many 
conflicts in Colombia that were hard to understand at the time, but the one 
thing you did know was that it was time for you to leave. Growing up, I 
thought my life was normal. I thought everyone spoke a different language 
at home, that no one got to meet their grandparents because obtaining a 
visa is impossible sometimes, and that everyone had to help their parents 
translate growing up. I was maybe in the third grade when I learned this 
wasn’t the case. I was also upset that this wasn’t the case. Growing up 
in a neighborhood where 70% of the people are hispanic, it was easy to 
think I was normal. Why would you ever let me think I was normal? It is 
not normal to not have parents to help you with your english homework, 
it is not normal to have to be put in the ESL (english as a second language 
program) because you only speak Spanish at home, but it is certainly not 
okay that it took me seventeen years to realize that my life was so easy in 
comparison to yours. 
 Papi, it was 2014 when you became a citizen. At the time, I did 
not know the amount of money, studying, and dedication it took to re-
ceive that American flag. I just know that the joy I saw on your face was 
unlike any other, and it was because you knew you were safe. You arrived 
to a country where you did not know the language 100% but you still 
were brave enough to attend college here. You tell me how you were the 
smartest in the class but no one ever knew because words were not your 
strong suit. You tell me how after twenty years of studying the language, 
it is still terrifying when you have a presentation at work because you are 
afraid the only thing people will hear is your accent.  I remember when 
I was told I would need surgery to repair my ACL, you were so angry at 
me. You would have done anything for me not to have that surgery. But 
it was only later that I learned that my grandfather, your dad passed away 
mysteriously in a routine surgery, and that during those two hours that the 
doctors operated on my knee, you sat in the corner of the waiting room, 
silent, praying that you would still see me tomorrow. You have had to say 
goodbye to your sisters from afar because it is so expensive to travel to 

Colombia. You are the most hardworking man I know. You show me your 
love in the smallest ways, like texting me right before my flight leaves to 
New Jersey every single break, asking me what my Colombian food order 
is. You were not the most ecstatic when I was accepted to Reserve, but 
when I saw you tear up saying goodbye to me four years ago, I knew that 
you were just nervous about if my love for you would become any less. 
I can tell you that it has not papi. You have taught me just how beautiful 
love can and should be and I thank you for that. 
 Mami, it is not a surprise to anyone in our family that I am a big 
mama’s girl. And although you might not say it, everyone knows I’m 
your favorite, which is why I could never fully explain our relationship in 
this letter. Unlike Papi, you were the most supportive person while I was 
applying to Reserve. Even though you have never had the most steady job, 
you managed to not work every Friday for about two months and drive me 
to boarding school interviews because you knew how badly I wanted this. 
You worked cleaning houses for about ten years because it was the only 
job you knew how to do. When I am home, for about the first five morn-
ings you will always come into my room, smile at me, and give me a kiss 
on the forehead. You don’t think I ever notice, but I do, every time. I know 
you tear up a little whenever you can tell I am upset about something, and 
although you don’t notice, whenever you tell me you have a bad day over 
the phone, I feel devastated afterwards. There are no words that could 
describe the love I have for you. I love you the most not when you say I 
love you, but when you come home from work and ask me to take a nap 
with you, when you send me a kissy face emoji whenever I have a quiz, or 
even if it is just how you hold my hand at midnight on my birthday every 
year and tell me about the day I was born. Last year there was a time when 
you were so sick that I considered leaving Reserve, because I knew I had 
to take care of you. When I told you what I had been considering, you held 
me and said, “no, you have worked too hard and you are going to graduate 
from that school for us”. So just know that every time I have an accom-
plishment, I do it for you. For the woman that would sacrifice her whole 
life just to see me smile. There’s a house we drive by a lot, a big blue 
house, and whenever we pass it, you and I always talk about how I am 
going to buy you that house when I become a successful lawyer, and just 
know mami that I will be sticking to my word. 
 You both have sacrificed your entire lives so that I may have the 
opportunities I have today. You two are the reason I wake up every single 
morning and have the motivation to go to school. So who cares if I am not 
normal? I walked into Reserve wanting to be that skinny blonde girl that 

120 121



never had to worry about money, but I have realized that I am so beautiful 
the way I am thanks to the both of you. There are not enough gestures in 
the world to show you how thankful I am for the life you have given me, 
but I hope this is a start. Te amo y perdon que no lo digo más. 

        Tu hija, 
        Anita 

Querida mami y papi,
Nunca te he dado el debido agradecimiento, así que aquí está:

Ustedes emigraron a Estados Unidos con mi hermana mayor hace 
unos veinte años. Ahora sé que lo hiciste porque quieres que nazca en un 
mundo donde todo es posible. Ahora sé que hubo muchos conflictos en 
Colombia que eran difíciles de entender en ese momento, pero lo único 
que sabía era que era hora de que se fuera. Al crecer, pensé que mi vida 
era normal. Pensé que todos hablaban un idioma diferente en casa, que 
nadie conocía a sus abuelos porque a veces es imposible obtener una visa, 
y que todos tenían que ayudar a sus padres a traducir mientras crecían. Tal 
vez estaba en tercer grado cuando supe que este no era el caso. También 
me molestó que este no fuera el caso. Al crecer en un vecindario donde el 
70% de las personas son hispanas, era fácil pensar que yo era normal. ¿Por 
qué alguna vez me dejaste pensar que era normal? No es normal no tener 
padres que te ayuden con tu tarea de inglés, no es normal que te pongan en 
el ESL (programa de inglés como segundo idioma) porque solo hablas es-
pañol en casa, pero ciertamente no está bien que Me llevó diecisiete años 
darme cuenta de que mi vida era tan fácil en comparación con la tuya.

Papi, fue 2014 cuando te convertiste en ciudadano. En ese mo-
mento, no sabía la cantidad de dinero, el estudio y la dedicación que se 
necesitó para recibir esa bandera estadounidense. Solo sé que la alegría 
que vi en tu cara fue diferente a cualquier otra, y fue porque sabías que 
estabas a salvo. Llegaste a un país donde no conocías el idioma al 100%, 
pero aún así fuiste lo suficientemente valiente como para asistir a la uni-
versidad aquí. Me cuentas cómo eras el más listo de la clase, pero nadie lo 
sabía porque las palabras no eran tu fuerte. Me dices que después de veinte 
años de estudiar el idioma, todavía es aterrador cuando tienes una pre-
sentación en el trabajo porque tienes miedo de que lo único que la gente 

escuche sea tu acento. Recuerdo que cuando me dijeron que necesitaría 
una cirugía para reparar mi LCA, estabas tan enojado conmigo. Hubieras 
hecho cualquier cosa por mí para no tener esa cirugía. Pero sólo más tarde 
me enteré de que mi abuelo, tu padre falleció misteriosamente en una 
cirugía de rutina, y que durante esas dos horas que los médicos me oper-
aron la rodilla, te sentabas en la esquina de la sala de espera, en silencio, 
rezando para que Aún me verías mañana. Has tenido que decir adiós a tus 
hermanas desde lejos porque es muy costoso viajar a Colombia. Eres el 
hombre más trabajador que conozco. Me muestras tu amor de la manera 
más pequeña, como enviándome mensajes de texto justo antes de que mi 
vuelo salga a Nueva Jersey cada descanso, preguntándome cuál es mi pe-
dido de comida colombiana. No eras el más extático cuando fui aceptado 
en la Reserva, pero cuando te vi llorar diciéndome adiós hace cuatro años, 
supe que estabas nervioso por si mi amor por ti sería menos. Puedo decirte 
que no tiene papi. Me has enseñado cuán hermoso puede y debe ser el 
amor y te lo agradezco.

Mami, no es una sorpresa para nadie en nuestra familia que yo sea 
la niña de una gran mamá. Y aunque no lo digas, todos saben que soy tu 
favorito, por lo que nunca podría explicar completamente nuestra relación 
en esta carta. A diferencia de Papi, fuiste la persona más solidaria mientras 
que yo applique a Reserve. A pesar de que nunca has tenido el trabajo más 
estable, lo arreglastes para no trabajar todos los viernes durante unos dos 
meses y me llevastes a las entrevistas porque sabía lo mucho que quería 
esto. Trabajaste limpiando casas durante unos diez años porque era el 
único trabajo que sabías hacer. Cuando estoy en casa, durante las prim-
eras cinco mañanas siempre entrarás en mi habitación, me sonríes y me 
das un beso en la frente. No crees que lo note, pero lo hago, siempre. Sé 
que lloras un poco cada vez que puedes ver que estoy molesto por algo, 
y aunque no te das cuenta, cada vez que me dices que tienes un mal día 
por teléfono, me siento devastado después. No hay palabras que puedan 
describir el amor que tengo por ti. Te quiero más no cuando dices que te 
amo, sino cuando vuelves a casa del trabajo y me pides que tome una sies-
ta contigo, cuando me envías un emoji de cara de beso cada vez que tengo 
un cuestionario, o incluso si es solo cómo tomas mi mano a la medianoche 
de mi cumpleaños todos los años y me cuentas sobre el día en que nací. El 
año pasado hubo un momento en que estabas tan enfermo que consideré 
dejar la Reserve, porque sabía que tenía que cuidarte. Cuando te dije lo 
que había estado considerando, me abrazaste y dijiste: “no, has trabajado 
demasiado y te vas a graduar de esa escuela por nosotros”. Así que solo sé 
que cada vez que tengo un logro, lo hago por ti. Por la mujer que sacrifi-
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caría toda su vida solo por verme sonreír. Hay una casa por la que pasamos 
mucho, una gran casa azul, y cada vez que la pasamos, tú y yo siempre 
hablamos de cómo voy a comprarte esa casa cuando me convierta en un 
abogado exitoso, y solo sé mami que seré siguiendo mi palabra.

Ustedes dos han sacrificado toda su vida para que yo pueda tener 
las oportunidades que tengo hoy. Ustedes son la razón por la que me le-
vanto todas las mañanas y tengo la motivación para ir a la escuela. En-
tonces, ¿a quién le importa si no soy normal? Entré en Reserve queriendo 
ser esa chica rubia delgada que nunca tuvo que preocuparse por el dinero, 
pero me di cuenta de que soy tan hermosa como soy gracias a ustedes. No 
hay suficientes gestos en el mundo para mostrarte lo agradecido que estoy 
por la vida que me has dado, pero espero que esto sea un comienzo. Te 
amo y perdón que no lo digo más.

Tu hija
Anita

 

Allison Weinzierl

I am the youngest in my entire family. No younger cousins, no 
younger siblings, nothing. I had so many people to look up to. I had all 
my cousins who were doing amazing things, adulting things. I also had 
my brother and my sister. Of course, my sister (Katie) and I bickered a 
lot. And I mean A LOT. We were only 2 years apart in age and we had 
relatively the same interests. We fought about taking each others clothes, 
having equal space while sharing a couch (so bad that my dad had to often 
put duct tape down the middle so that we didn’t cross the middle), and 
mostly about how she acted like my mother, because she was older, but 
in my defense, only by 2 years. But oh did I take it for granted the things 
that she was trying to protect me from and teach me and help me through. 
Then there’s my brother, Michael. He’s 8 years older, into drumming, the 
ocean, and a hot cheeto enthusiast. He was always the one who helped me 
through tough times and seemed to care about me more than anyone I had 
met. As a young girl, him and I had nearly nothing in common, but he was 
my best friend. He often wrestled me and tried to convince me that he was 
just “playing” with me. As I got older I became closer to my brother and 
further and further apart from my sister, because I didn’t want to listen to 
the hard to hear advice that she was trying to tell me. 

From freshman to sophomore year, I was not the happiest person. 
I wanted to stay home to sleep (all the time), I had the biggest attitude, I 
did not enjoy the places and people I was around, and oh did I cry a lot. 
When I was a freshman though, my sister was a senior. When I was sitting 
alone at dinner in Ellsworth, she would invite me to the senior table or she 
would come sit with me, she would try to help me in various subjects, and 
she would even come to the bathroom with me when I felt the need to cry. 
I hadn’t realized how helpful, selfless, and patient my sister was towards 
me because I didn’t want to hear the things that she was trying to tell me. 
I kept questioning how could I trust someone only 2 years older than me 
and whether or not she really been through so much more than me that 
I could believe her words. While this was happening, my brother was in 
Saudi Arabia, halfway across the world, doing more adulting things. He 
would answer my texts 5 days after I sent them but his advice was the ad-
vice that I mostly wanted to hear and waited for, and it was surely the most 
thorough and comforting. 
I hadn’t realized until recently how unheard and frustrated I was making 
people feel when I refused to listen to what they had to say, especially 
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my sister. This build up of feeling voiceless and misunderstood got to a 
point of anger, for both of us. It was a build up of little events that she had 
been trying to help me through when one of them I came to a solution “by 
myself”, something she had told me a thousand times before. But it kept 
happening. Of course, it’s human nature to be a little selfish, we’re all the 
main characters in our own stories and everyone else plays a minor role, 
but that shouldn’t take away from the fact that you’re allowed, and en-
couraged to listen to others, even if it’s hard to hear. As my sister went off 
to college, my life appeared to seem easier as she wasn’t trying to always 
help me every second of every day. As the days went on I realized that I 
had wanted to see her more and more every weekend because honestly, 
I lowkey missed the motherly like advice that she was trying to give me. 
During her sophomore year at college, she was having a tough time, so 
tough that she transferred schools, and maybe this was because her friends 
there weren’t fully listening to her, and I hadn’t realized how big of an im-
pact that just simply listening to people can have on them. I realized how I 
was making her feel when she explained to us how the people around her 
were making her feel, and how now she has people who listen to her and 
go to her for help, she is thriving. And I realized that if I started listening 
to her also, I could make her feel more loved and understood, and it helped 
me.  

As my brother and I are still very close, I highly regret not listen-
ing to my sister for the past 18 years. Someone so thoughtful and patient 
was sitting right in front of me holding and shaking my head trying to 
voice her message through to me. But I just didn’t understand it. I didn’t 
WANT to understand it. Now, a senior in highschool, I’m still relatively 
bad at listening and processing things that I don’t want to hear, but I mean, 
who is really good at it? But I can tell you that compared to a few years 
ago, I am far better at listening to everything that people have to say about 
me, even when it’s hard to hear. And now I want to get out of the house 
(most of the time), I have WAY less of an attitude, I enjoy the people and 
places I am, and I cry a heck of a lot less because I’ve become better at 
listening to not only the people but the world around me.

So, this I believe, listen to the things that are hard to hear, because 
I PROMISE those are the things that you need to listen to. But don’t just 
hear them, listen to them, understand them, and use it to the best of your 
ability to help grow yourself, your thoughts, and your actions. Because I 
promise, although it may not seem this way, the people who are telling you 
these things care the most about you and are sitting right in front of you, in 
plain sight. 

Jasmine Wheeler

Let me start this off by telling you a story of frustration. 

This summer, I received an email telling me that my classes had finally 
been scheduled for my senior year. Excited, I opened the email, only to 
find that I had not been placed in creative writing. Now, this may seem 
like a mild frustration to some, but keep in mind: I had been trying to 
schedule this class for three years. Coming to school here at Reserve, I 
was certain in one facet of my identity: I was a creative writer. I knew that 
I wanted to make this fact painfully apparent both to the student popula-
tion and to colleges, so I petitioned Mr. Gilbert to let me take the class as 
a sophomore. While I got his initial approval, the other classes I wanted to 
take tessellated just so that I was unable to fit it into my schedule.

No worries, sophomore me thought at the time. I’ll have junior year to 
take it. And so I worked through the year, grinding through with the hope 
of this elusive class serving as a light at the end of the tunnel. Until, again, 
some strange combination of courses again shut out creative writing. The 
disappointment stung a bit more this time, but still I pushed through anoth-
er year thinking, again, No worries, I’ll have senior year to take it. Until 
I didn’t. Scheduling is a very difficult art, especially when I have a weird 
spread of electives that only take up one track that interest me greatly, so I 
do not begrudge the academic office for this whatsoever. 

Still, I spent a lot of time aggravated by this scheduling snafu, but through-
out the course of the year, as I’ve reflected on just what I like about the 
process of fiction writing, I’ve started to wonder if it’s… actually been 
a bad thing that I couldn’t get placed in. Let me make a disclaimer: the 
fiction-writing courses offered at WRA are top-notch, and the guidance 
available from Mr. Gilbert is invaluable to any avid writer. However, 
for where I am in life, and for the role that writing plays in keeping me 
grounded, taking a course on writing for class would have been the worst 
move for me. 

From my first short story in third grade, about FBI agents stopping a Sovi-
et bombing of Central Park (surprise surprise, I know), I knew that writ-
ing was my creative passion. Never mind that my continuing inability to 
draw and my clumsiness at piano also made crystal clear that other artistic 
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pursuits would never truly be my main labor of love. I casually enjoyed 
the process as a child, but once I threw myself into high school at a secular 
private boarding school after a life of Christian homeschooling and a year-
long stint at CVCA, writing became my way of staying sane. No matter 
how grueling the workload, how stressful the schedule, how overwhelmed 
I would become by talking to so many people after a life of relative intro-
version, I was and am always able to take comfort in writing. 

What particularly draws me is the element of control that it offers over 
itself. I may not be able to control hours of homework piled on by an over-
aggressive course load. I may not be able to make the sports requirement 
here disappear, as much as I may want to at 3:45 when I’m still sitting on 
my bed working up the will to exist much less run around for two hours. 
I can’t eliminate my social anxiety, as convenient as it would be when I 
find myself terrified to strike up basic small talk before morning meeting 
for fear of sounding strange. In the world of writing, however, every detail 
remains at my discretion. I have the ability to create people, flesh out 
their interests and appearances down to the last quirk, before hurling them 
through whatever intricate plot I may devise over the course of months 
through careful planning. The sensory images, the deeper themes, the 
shallowest “fluff”, all lie within my control, and offer a way to obliquely 
remind myself that I have agency within my own life. 

Throughout my high school career, I have worked on two main worlds: 
one grounded in the height of the Cold War dealing with questions of 
humanity from the perspective of a clone, and one about the dangers of 
an obsessive rivalry between two government workers in 19th-century St. 
Petersburg (shocking as I’m sure this content may seem to anyone who 
knows me a little bit). Some might wonder why I have two such disparate, 
simultaneous projects - it’s to help me when I feel such a strong procras-
tinatory instinct that I don’t even want to work on writing. I can usually 
convince myself to work on one of the two, and from there I can ease my 
way into my work for the evening and quell my anxieties about the work I 
need to finish. 

With this in mind, I started to realize that perhaps it was some sort of 
divine intervention, or if you don’t like that, some happy coincidence, that 
I didn’t get what I wanted in this circumstance. This I believe: find that 
special something you fall in love with that keeps you sane, and keep it 
separated from the insanity. Writing is my way of keeping me calm when 

my workload becomes too insane. If writing became a part of the insane 
workload… well, that would defeat the purpose entirely. It is for the best 
that my writing remains strictly in the sphere of self-publishing short sto-
ries and helping to review and publish the work of my comrades here. This 
allowed me to gain valuable insight from both Mr. Gilbert and the writing 
community here at WRA, while allowing this necessary work-love separa-
tion. And in the process of staying sane and getting work done, I’ve devel-
oped art that I am truly proud of and can’t wait to share with the world. 
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Chloe Zelch

Panic has always been a familiar feeling for me. Since I was a child, 
whether sitting in church or singing in a choir, the sensation of my breath 
becoming trapped in my throat as my vision tunneled and I ceased to think 
always accompanied me.

I had hoped to leave this pattern behind when entering high school, but to 
my dismay, it was no different upon attending Reserve. When I was first 
accepted as a freshman day student, my mother was overjoyed that she 
would be able to have a “preppy” child. I was excited for a fresh start and 
an opportunity to shed my anxiety.

Upon my first day at Reserve, I felt too many eyes on me— a complete 
projection of my own anxieties and discomfort in my presence. I had an 
ever-so-familiar panic attack. This was a pattern that continued, and I 
failed to become any better for my entire freshman year. Going to school 
became the source of my worst anxieties and I became more sad and hope-
less with each passing day. I wish I could just go back in time and give 
scared, overthinking 14 year old Chloe with brown hair, Ill-fitting glasses 
and a plethora of insecurities a hug.

I decided to make the transition to boarding my sophomore year, hoping 
it would be easier to make friends and find the acceptance and happiness 
WRA seemed to offer everyone else. Things were better living in the 
dorms until they weren’t. Yet again, sad became my normal. Negative 
thoughts became every thought. My days turned into a gray, boring, sad 
mess when I would spend every minute wishing to be asleep again so I 
wouldn’t have to think, or feel, or talk to anyone. I had to come to terms 
with the source of my problems, that I would never be typical or perfectly 
happy 24/7. I suffered from depression and anxiety which had been magni-
fied by my high school experience.

Things got worse before they got better. I thought there was going to be no 
end to my despair. I had no hope. I hated where I was. I felt alone. I went 
through a period of severe depression as a result, culminating in a decision 
to accept help and treatment.

I arrived to my program bitter. I was a seventeen-year-old girl walking 

alone into the building with her school backpack. A spectacle for all to 
see. I was treated like a preschooler: given a name tag, sat in a circle, had 
my coffee taken away from me,  slowly asked twenty questions about my 
previous night, doing art therapy. I went through the motions of PHP with 
therapy multiple times a day and meticulous identification of my problem 
areas. It was in this overly air conditioned and sterile back hallway that I 
had an epiphany. I can be happy. I can beat my depression and anxiety if I 
try. I began to work hard in my treatment and did my best to be open to the 
experience.

Thanks to the support of this program I was eventually able to allow my-
self to heal. I’m learning to open myself to happiness and it’s going pretty 
well. Not every day is easy and the silver lining isn’t always so obvious to 
me as it is to others. I have to work harder than others sometimes to find 
positives but they’re there.

The beauty I eventually was able to find in my own life was more than 
worth the wait. It appeared around me in watching Big Mouth and go-
ing to Open Door with Sarah during our free periods, walking Boston 
and Captain with James and Sebastian, listening to Igor at midnight with 
Ananya, playing Donner Dinner party with Dr. Pethel’s advisory, trying to 
understand econ with Nate, and eating Chick Fil A with Cassidy and Ella 
along with many more moments with many more amazing people. I’ve 
learned that when I let myself truly feel happy in these golden moments 
that I can learn to open myself to happiness in my everyday life, and that I 
can live life without letting my mental health define me.

I’m not going to tell you to love Reserve and cherish every moment you 
have here because I certainly haven’t done that. I still don’t 100% of the 
time. But I’m trying. So this I believe: make the most of where you are. 
Open yourself to the possibility of happiness even if you can’t be happy 
every second of every day. My story doesn’t have a happy ending yet, but 
it’s certainly on the right track. Thank you.
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Zachary Zelman

First thing – shout out to my younger sister Zia. I’m so glad you came to 
Reserve this year.
 
Now onto the speech - 
 
When I began at an all-boys school in third grade, I wanted to fit in. That 
first year, this innate desire drove me to put myself out there and make a 
concerted effort to make friends. And I did. For my birthday the follow-
ing year, I went even further in my quest to fit in, and I invited the kids 
I believed were the coolest in my class - and they all came! However, 
throughout the party, I became convinced that the ‘cool kids’  had accepted 
my invitation not because they were interested in getting to know me but, 
rather, because they wanted to see what my family ‘had.’
 
Around this same time, my parents took my sisters and me on a V.I.P. 
tour of Epcot Center. Accompanied by our personal guide, we zipped past 
throngs of park-goers melting in the mid- summer sun. As our guide es-
corted us to the front of the line, I remember tugging on my mother’s arm 
and whispering, “Is it fair to cut in front of all these people?” Immediately, 
my mother responded, “Do you want to stand in that line?” When I vigor-
ously shook my head, she cautioned, “Well, remember this: if you don’t 
get into a good college, you’ll be standing in lines for the rest of your life.” 
I had no idea what the relationship between standing in line and getting
into a college might be, but promised her, “Don’t worry, I will!” 
Deep down inside, however, the seeds of panic began to take root. A 
fourth-grader, I hadn’t thought about college up to that point and wasn’t 
sure how to position myself for a good one. Instinctively, I turned to my 
mom for guidance. “Straight As!” she barked. Though my mother later 
tried to retract her statement (or suggest I’d misquoted her), the case was 
closed as far as I was concerned.
 
So here I was, ten-years-old and already feeling weighed down by societal 
expectations, believing that who I was not good enough. 
 
Fast-forward five years. My academic perfectionism and desire to get into 
a top college had both grown exponentially. I had friends, but I still felt 
lonely, still felt like I wasn’t the person I wanted to be.  

My summers, however, were different. I signed up for travel camps, meet-
ing a new group of people at the airport each summer, and traveling from 
city to city. On these trips, I began forming friendships that last to this day. 
It was too on these trips that I met my first girlfriend from Montreal. These 
positives, though, only helped make the life that awaited me back home
that much more unbearable. 
 
My junior year began the same way. I tried to do what I had always done 
– spend my free time at school on schoolwork, my conversations with 
friends usually not reaching beyond the realm of academics. Now, though, 
it seemed I had reached an inflection point – my mind stopped letting me 
ignore my animosity toward my lackluster social life. Years of resentment 
roared back. No longer able or willing to fight these feelings, I became 
depressed. I drove home from school daily in a mix of frustration, sadness, 
and despair. On one such afternoon, my mom and I pondered what to do. 
As we talked, though, tears filled my eyes as I had an epiphany – I had 
this same conversation with her every year, and yet every year, it felt like 
nothing changed. Now, though, something had to change. Time to start 
something new. 
 
A few weeks later, I walked into Seymour Hall for my first class at Re-
serve: French with Mme. Borrmann. Part of me was hopeful. I wanted to 
reinvent myself, to get involved in the Reserve community and start to 
have a social life outside of school hours. Still, my hope was juxtaposed
with a fear that I might have made a mistake. Over the following weeks, I 
struggled to put myself out there, form connections, and make friends. 
 
During this period, I thought a lot about the reactions I had gotten at my 
old school when people found out I was leaving. The general response had 
been confusion. The people I had told did not understand my reason for 
leaving. They insisted I had friends at school. Looking back, I began to
realize that my fears and anxiety had all been of my own making. I had 
cared far too much about what other people thought of me and expected 
of me. I had had a social life at my old school, a few close friends, just not 
the razzle-dazzle I felt that I wanted. When I stopped worrying about
what they would think of me and just let people get to know me, quite a 
few actually liked me. 
 
These discoveries did a lot to lighten my psychic load. Realizing there was 
no need to reinvent myself, I embraced who I am and threw myself into 
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exploring my interests. Since then, I’ve built close relationships with my 
teachers, started a student investment committee on campus, developed 
a passion for singing and music thanks to Mrs. Karam and the choir, and 
gotten to know my brilliant and hilarious classmates. As some of them 
know, last summer, I began meditating daily, a habit that has permitted me 
to both be mindful of my thoughts and better appreciate the beauty of the 
present moment. Many a walk to Ellsworth or Seymour I’ve spent simply 
looking at our gorgeous surroundings, smiling in awe at how lucky I am 
to be a student here. In many ways, life at my old school and at Reserve 
are not very different by objective measures. Instead, the most significant 
changes have been in my attitude, in my efforts toward self-acceptance.
 
Thank you to A-Wall and Ms. Head for helping get me to Reserve. Thank 
you to Mr. Ong, Mme. Borrmann, Mr. Peller, Mrs. Boesch, Mr. O’Sulli-
van, Ms. Maseelall, Dr. Madhi, Mrs. Buck, Ms. Karam, Ms. Natauspky, 
and others, for all you’ve done. To my mom, who I made out to be much
meaner than she actually is in this speech. To my dad, too. He has always 
been there for me, and for that I am forever grateful. To my friends and 
fellow members of the Class of 2020, thank you. This is not the spring we 
wanted, but we shall carry on. 
 
In March, after years of chasing the perfect G.P.A., I was rejected or 
waitlisted by every reach school I applied to but one: Rice University in 
Houston, Texas. Of course, none of us will ever have the satisfaction of 
knowing exactly what tipped the scales in our favor during the college
admissions process. Still, I think it’s interesting to note that Rice was the 
only college I applied to that received a supplemental essay retelling the 
story of the V.I.P. tour I relayed earlier in this speech. I have since been 
admitted off the waitlist at UCLA, and have a big decision to make in
the coming days. 
 
This speech has been pretty all over the place, but I hope you’ve enjoyed 
the ride. So this, I believe: we all have the power to overcome our fear and 
anxiety and shape our own story. It took me switching schools to realize a 
simple fact - life is a reflection of the lens you see it through.

And as my fourth-grade teacher Mrs. Rohler wrote to me at the end of that 
fateful 2012 school year, “Self-respect has nothing to do with the approval 
of others.” Thank you.

History Contest Winners
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The Claws of the Panthers
Jasmine Wheeler

During the early hours of October 28th, 1967, what initially re-
sembled a typical stop of a car by police evolved into a boiling altercation 
that would result in one death, two injuries, and the further escalation 
of tensions between two rival communities. The Oakland police officers 
executing the stoppage, John Frey and Herbert Heanes, had pulled over a 
car in which Black Panther Party founder Huey Newton and fellow mem-
ber Gene McKinney were traveling. Having stopped the car only on the 
basis that the car belonged to a member of the Black Panthers, the incident 
quickly escalated into a gunfight, and the conflict ended with Frey shot 
to death, and Heanes and Newton sustaining serious injuries.1 Upon his 
recovery, Newton was brought into court as a defendant facing charges of 
murder and assault. The arrest and subsequent trial of Newton perfectly 
capture the motivation behind the creation of his political organization. 
The police were obviously afraid of the threat that Panthers posed to their 
power, enough so that they increased surveillance of Newton and other Af-
rican Americans in Oakland during the late 1960s. Stating that he had been 
a victim of racial profiling, as Frey and Heanes had both utilized slurs 
while attempting to force Newton to comply with their demands, Newton 
argued that he was just the latest victim in a series of attacks made against 
African Americans by the Oakland police for decades. Newton’s desire to 
stand up to police brutality was reflected in the underlying ideology of the 
party which he had helped create and involve in conflict against Oakland 
police. As stated in the Black Panther Party’s Platform and Program infor-
mational pamphlet, members “want[ed] an immediate end to police brutal-
ity and murder of black people,”2 citing the right to bear arms as the means 
by which members of the Party would force an end to police brutality. 
Newton viewed the Party’s use of arms as a necessary measure to address 
the brutal manner in which police officers interacted with African Ameri-
cans. While eventually convicted of voluntary manslaughter, Newton’s tri-
al brought the issues of police brutality and the response of radicals, such 
as the Black Panthers, to the forefront of the United States during an era 
1   Donna Jean Murch, Living for the City: Migration, Education, and the Rise of 
the Black Panther Party in Oakland, California (Chapel Hill, NC: University of North 
Carolina Press, 2010), 148, https://ebookcentral.proquest.com/lib/wra-ebooks/reader.
action?docID=673641&ppg=4..com/hom
2   Murch, Living for the City, 129.

of tumultuous change in civil rights. Through founding the Black Panther 
Party for Self Defense, Huey Newton and Bobby Seale sought to empower 
and protect members of the black community from police brutality; how-
ever, the Party’s decision to bear arms as a means of enforcing respect for 
African Americans from police officers further escalated racial tensions 
with a largely white police force and an anti-civil rights Federal Bureau of 
Intelligence.

The historical context of Oakland, California, into which the Black 
Panther Party was born explains the urgency of the radical ideologies that 
defined the group. One of the prominent causes of the creation of the Party 
was the rebirth of the Ku Klux Klan(KKK) after the release of Birth of 
a Nation, a film designed to glorify the actions of the white supremacist 
group, in 1915. While nationally, the second KKK attracted anywhere 
from four to six million individuals, within Oakland alone the extremist 
hate group attracted nearly eight and a half thousand people by 1925.3 
Typical recruits consisted of middle-to-upper class Protestant white men 
and women, while typical targets of the group’s xenophobic actions con-
sisted of Jews, Catholics, and people of color, particularly African Amer-
icans. To avoid restrictions from police officers regarding their actions, in 
addition to gaining more political clout, Klan members often turned to po-
litical involvement, sponsoring issues like Prohibition to make themselves 
palatable to the voting public, and to acquire leadership positions over the 
minorities they were intent on crushing. As the population of Oakland was 
over ninety percent white in 1920, the Klan found little resistance in their 
rise to political power, and Klan members won positions such as Alameda 
County Sheriff in 1926 and City Commissioner of Streets in 1927, allow-
ing them to create political alliances to ensure their chokehold on positions 
of power could perpetuate itself.4 While a graft trial decision made by 
then-District Attorney Earl Warren limited the full extent of their political 
ability, the initial control of powerful political positions by Klan members 
over minorities instilled a sense of the need for self-protection that would 
define the Black Panther Party’s central tenets, as black individuals be-
lieved the government would not be on their side.

Another crucial factor in the desire to strengthen self-defense was 
the shifting housing world of the decades prior to the Party’s founding. 
Throughout the first half of the 20th century, as labor opportunities in-

3   Chris Rhomberg, No There There: Race, Class, and Political Community in 
Oakland (Berkeley, CA: University of California Press, 2004), 1, https://ebookcentral.
proquest.com/lib/wra-ebooks/detail.action?docID=224755.
4   Rhomberg, No There, 1-2. 
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creased, the African American population of Oakland surged, increasing 
to triple its previous size in the 1920s by 1945.5 Throughout the first half 
of the century, the population of African Americans residing in Oakland 
was unofficially segregated into poorer neighborhoods that deteriorated 
as economic opportunities left the city, until the conditions of these urban 
neighborhoods were viewed by politicians and citizens alike as a blight 
upon the entire city. One solution, proposed and backed by such organiza-
tions as the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People(-
NAACP), was to construct three thousand federally-funded housing units 
in order to provide stable housing to those in need. However, this solution 
was branded “socialistic” and rejected by the political, white-controlled 
Apartment House Owners Association and the Oakland Real Estate Board, 
in favor of maintaining the same system of unofficial segregation into 
West Oakland’s ghettos, where poverty and unemployment were nearly 
omnipresent.6 Additionally, this concentration of black individuals into 
certain areas made it easier for KKK members, both in and out of posi-
tions of authority, to target and suppress blacks, while still utilizing “legal” 
methods. Even as neighborhoods gradually integrated in the 1960s, the 
government’s lack of intervention in assisting African Americans to escape 
the stifling confines of the ghetto set a precedent for the sense of mistrust 
in the government that would affect most Party members, making them de-
sire to protect themselves from external threats if the government refused 
to do so. 

This paranoia of law enforcement working against the interests of 
black citizens intensified greatly during the 1960s, as violent tendencies 
exhibited by the police became much more extreme. As black individuals 
across the United States started to protest against inhumane conditions, 
such as lower wages, poorer housing, and other features of Jim Crow seg-
regation,  “they were met with violence, sometimes from white individuals 
and vigilante groups like the Ku Klux Klan, but most often from brutally 
racist law enforcement officials who had previously sworn to protect their 
right to peaceably assemble.”7 Often mistreated by police officers as a 
combined result of racism and the KKK’s pervasive control and influence 
over the government responsible for maintaining said police officers, 

5   Rhomberg, 2.
6   Rhomberg, 2-3.
7   Elbert “Big Man” Howard and Curtis J. Austin, Up Against the Wall: Violence 
in the Making and Unmaking of the Black Panther Party (Fayetteville, AR: University 
of Arkansas Press, 2006), 24, https://ebookcentral.proquest.com/lib/wra-ebooks/reader.
action?docID=2007639&ppg=6.

resentment and fear began to build in the minds of black people. This held 
especially true in Oakland, where individuals were not only subjected to 
it themselves, but also watched examples of brutality across the South, 
contributing to a sense of outrage that those designated to protect citizens 
were often the most violent in suppressing their rights. The most pertinent 
of these incidents occurred in Mississippi in July 1964, when “Ku Klux 
Klansmen, including Sheriff Lawrence Rainey of Neshoba County and 
his deputy Cecil Price, murdered James Chaney, Andrew Goodman, and 
Michael Schwerner in an attempt to frighten blacks away from their strug-
gle for equality.”8 Having traveled to a small town to investigate a church 
bombing organized by the KKK, the three were stopped on the way back 
to Meridian, Mississippi by law enforcement and redirected to Ku Klux 
Klan members, who proceeded to execute the three brutally. This inci-
dent was further evidence that the KKK held significant power over white 
officers already inclined against African Americans. So, in essence, the 
political environment and culture of the 1960s for police officers was one 
of fear and violence against African Americans from a combined force of 
politically powerful KKK members and systemic racism, leading African 
Americans to desire change at any cost. 

Despite the persistent violence that peaceful protests were met with 
throughout the Civil Rights Movement that characterized the struggle for 
rights of the early 1960s, African Americans still hoped to find a peaceful 
solution to the war for their rights. In particular, blacks hoped to effect 
change by establishing legitimate political parties to influence legisla-
tion and reflect the views of their constituents accurately. One prominent 
example of such a party was the black-led Mississippi Freedom Demo-
cratic Party, established to give intimidated African Americans a voice in 
the federal government. Hoping to find support on a national level, this 
party traveled to New Jersey, desiring to be recognized as a legitimate 
political institution at the Democratic National Convention of 1964.9 Upon 
rejection from the Democrats, many members of the party started to look 
for ways in which they could affect political change on a local level.  In 
an attempt to encourage African Americans to register to vote in the face 
of violence that many Mississippi blacks were subjected to for voting, 
Stokely Carmichael of the Student Nonviolent Coordinating Committee 
(SNCC) founded what would become known as a proto-Black Panther 
Party: the Lowndes County Freedom Organization. With the mascot 
and official logo of the group being a black panther, the LCFO, based in 

8  Howard and Austin, Up Against, 31.
9  Howard and Austin, 31.
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the eponymous county in Alabama, set out to register as many African 
Americans to vote in the county as possible, while running several of the 
group’s Panthers in elections across the county.10 Knowing they would 
face violence, the members did not look to the government for protection, 
rather trusting their right to bear arms for protection, as guaranteed by the 
Second Amendment. During a fundraising campaign, Panther John Hulette 
stated, “blacks had never had any protection and today we aren’t looking 
for anybody to protect us. We are going to protect ourselves.”11 While at 
first attempts to elect black officials seemed unsuccessful, with persistent 
organization the LCFO was able to elect nine African Americans into po-
litical power in 1965, in a county where previously no African Americans 
were even registered to vote. This direct search for black power, which 
eschewed non-violence in favor of open self-protection, appealed to many, 
and an outcropping of newly inspired Black Panther Parties would develop 
as a result in cities such as Los Angeles, San Francisco, Detroit, Chicago, 
and St. Louis, but most notably in Oakland.

The two individuals responsible for the creation of the Oakland 
Black Panther Party for Self Defense, Huey Newton and Bobby Seale, 
were affected from a young age by the conflicts that birthed black nation-
alism, the movement for African Americans to defend their own commu-
nities. Born in 1942 in Louisiana, Huey Newton quickly learned pride for 
his identity through the examples of his parents, who refused to be con-
strained to the typical roles of other African Americans within their com-
munity. His mother, Armelia, rebelled against the domestic servitude to 
white women that many black women were pushed into by staying home 
to raise her children, while his father, Walter, “many times… defied whites 
in ways that often got blacks in the South lynched”12 through his unwill-
ingness to back away from potentially violent physical altercations when 
necessary to defend his pride. After moving to a lower-class ghetto in Oak-
land in 1945 as the latest members of a migration to fill industrial jobs left 
in the wake of World War Two, young Huey looked up to his older siblings 
to learn how to best cope with the abysmal housing situation Oakland’s 
neighborhoods had to offer the Newton’s. In particular, he drew inspiration 
from brothers Walter Jr, a hustler who engaged in illegal activities to keep 
the Newton family afloat, and Melvin, who delved into books to become 

10  Murch, Living for the City, 120.
11  Howard and Austin, 33.
12  Joshua Bloom and Waldo E. Martin, Jr, Black against Empire: The History and 
Politics of the Black Panther Party (Oakland, CA: University of California Press, 2016), 
20.

a professor of sociology at Merritt College. Initially, Newton did not see 
the value in being forced to learn in school, to the point where he was 
deemed illiterate and “not college material” at the age of 17, despite his 
outside interest in poetry and philosophy. After this declaration, however, 
Newton worked with Melvin outside of school to become literate and pass 
high school, out of a combined desire to put himself in a better situation as 
an adult and to spite those who doubted his capability. Upon graduation, 
he enrolled at Merritt College, where he would meet Bobby Seale and be 
introduced to the burgeoning world of black radicalism. Newton’s even-
tual fusion of Walter’s fighting tendencies and Melvin’s desire to absorb 
philosophy allowed him to become the volatile intellectual driving force 
behind the Oakland branch of the Panthers.13 

Meanwhile, the life experiences of Bobby Seale, cofounder of 
the branch, would push him to use violence as a means of protecting the 
vulnerable, a concept that would come to define the Black Panther Party 
just as much as Newton’s philosophies. Born in Texas in 1936, Seale was 
raised in Oakland under the dominance of a cruel father who arbitrarily 
beat him, filling him with a drive for justice for those incapable of fight-
ing back. This initially translated into beating up childhood bullies, but as 
he grew older he became proficient being more strategic when fighting. 
For instance, when serving in the U.S. Air Force in 1959, three soldiers 
refused to pay him back on a debt and threatened to beat Seale if he at-
tempted to accuse the three of any wrongdoing. Rather than fight them at 
the moment, Seale waited for the main perpetrator to be alone, then nearly 
beat him to death with a pipe.14 His rage, combined with a desire to see 
justice for the disadvantaged, made him a prime candidate to take charge 
of an organization such as the Black Panther Party. 

The place and time at which Newton and Seale met would ulti-
mately come to define their future political bent in the design of the Party. 
In 1961, Oakland colleges, from the University of California at Berkeley 
to Merritt College, the local community college that Newton and Seale at-
tended and met at, became a testing ground for radical pro-black philoso-
phies. Most influential among groups of black college students advocating 
for justice was one established at UC Berkeley, born out of a struggle held 
by the student-led chapter of the NAACP to convince the administration 
to invite Malcolm X to visit the campus as a speaker. Initially, the college 
denied him the opportunity to speak on the grounds that he was a religious 
minister for the Nation of Islam, citing “Article Nine, Section Nine of the 

13  Bloom and Martin, Black against, 20-21.
14  Bloom and Martin, 22. 
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California State Constitution, mandating that the university remain ‘inde-
pendent of all political or sectarian influence.’”15 However, the NAACP 
members, determined to hear his message, moved the event off-campus 
to Stiles Hall, in the process forming a group of individuals determined to 
hear the often-extreme ideologies pervading the Black Power movement 
that would come to define the post-Civil Rights era; this group would be-
come known as the Afro-American Association (AAA). 

Above all, the AAA sought civic engagement and action within the 
non-collegiate black community of Oakland; the most striking example of 
this ideological exchange with the world around them was “street speak-
ing.” In the process of street speaking, leaders of the AAA would gather 
in various locations around San Francisco and Oakland, particularly in 
high-traffic areas and places of prominent black presence in the city and 
discuss internal and external issues that the black community faced in both 
Oakland and the greater nation. Seeking to be understood rather than to 
flout their college education over the disadvantaged, these students em-
phasized usage of “[a]ccessible language, direct eye contact, and an ability 
to improvise rather than read” by those who decided to street speak.16 The 
idea of accessing the street proved crucial to the success of both the AAA 
and the future Black Panther Party; the informal and spontaneous nature of 
the discussions incentivized non-college students to participate. In terms 
of locations where radical ideological exchange could occur, as asserted by 
geographer S.A. Marston, “the street serve[d] as a meeting place, a sponta-
neous theater characterized by disorder” rather than a stifling, inaccessible 
atmosphere of academia.17 Huey Newton, who had some previous experi-
ence engaging with members of the streets, had employed this method of 
communicating even before this involvement; later, when he was impris-
oned, Newton “would smile and occasionally laugh as he reminisced about 
learning ideas in his college classes and then sharing them with the broth-
ers on the block... relish[ing] memories of standing on corners in the Black 
community of Oakland encircled by a group of friends, drinking wine, 
and discoursing on ideas and concepts few of them understood but Huey 
was always glad to explain.”18 This positive experience of introducing and 

15  Murch, Living for the City, 71.
16  Murch, 91.
17  S.A. Marston, “The Social Construction of Scale” in Progress in Human 
Geography 24 (2): 219-42, quoted in James A. Tyner, “’Defend the Ghetto’: Space and 
the Urban Politics of the Black Panther Party,” Annals of the Association of American 
Geographers 96, no. 1 (March 2006): 106, https://www.jstor.org/stable/3694147.
18  J. Blake, “Caged Panther: The Prison Years of Huey P. Newton,” Jour-

discussing philosophical topics with members of the non-collegiate black 
community would prove instrumental to Newton’s conviction in sharing 
his ideology; after all, so long as it was accessible, black individuals were 
often more than happy to engage in discourse on philosophical thought, 
which proved instrumental to the strength of the Afro-American Associa-
tion and the eventual Black Panther Party.

The Association’s future members were, above all, interested in 
messages of black nationalism and self-defense as a community from the 
threats posited by a highly racist society. Their interests in issues such 
as the decolonization of Africa, the problems that integration into white 
communities posed for the future of African Americans, and alternatives 
to the governmental structure of America were reflected in the speakers 
they contacted to speak to black students in search of a new ideology 
to embrace. The most impactful of these speakers were Malcolm X and 
Robert F Williams. Malcolm X, who advocated for the Nation of Islam, 
promoted the embracing of aspects of the African-American experience 
previously scorned by whites and blacks seeking to be “respectable,” 
arguing that “until [blacks] could love themselves, they would not be able 
to get rid of the oppression that daily circumscribed their lives.”19 This 
development of self-confidence as a community was crucial in the devel-
opment of more extreme black nationalist sentiments, as a desire to defend 
themselves accompanied the further development of internal communities. 
Additionally, Robert F. Williams influenced the formation of the ideals of 
these students by preaching a message of “a new black sense of self” and 
militant internationalism, in particular advocating for African Americans 
to adopt an open-carry policy to protect black neighborhoods from threats 
posed by forces such as the Ku Klux Klan and racist law enforcement 
officers.20 As the first black nationalist organization founded in California, 
the Afro-American Association created the intellectual environment for 
the Black Power movement to take hold on the West Coast, and provided 
Newton and Seale with the perfect setting from which to develop ideolo-
gies with one another and to build the Black Panther Party.

Despite rising tensions within Oakland and the nation at large 
during the struggle for civil rights, a chain of incidents beginning with 
the assassination of Malcolm X in early 1965 initiated the drive for more 

nal of African American Studies 16, no. 2 (June 2012): 242, http://search.ebscohost.
com/login.aspx?direct=true&AuthType=cookie,ip,custuid&custid=infohio&d-
b=aph&AN=74492075&site=ehost-live&scope=site.
19  Howard and Austin, Up Against, 29.
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extreme ideologies. When Malcolm X was assassinated, Seale’s anger at 
the injustice he and other blacks had faced for their whole lives boiled 
over into violence; throwing bricks at the cars of passers-by, he yelled, 
“I’ll make my own self into a motherfucking Malcolm X, and if they want 
to kill me, they’ll have to kill me.”21 This attitude of militarism was easily 
reflected in other college-age radicals up and down the West Coast. This 
new tendency towards violence as a means of attaining civil rights was 
best exemplified during the Watts Riots of Los Angeles in August 1965, 
prompted by the pulling-over of African American motorist Marquette 
Frye by white police officers. Lasting five days, the violent conflict culmi-
nated in nearly forty deaths, millions of dollars of property damage, and a 
strongly anti-police, anti-integrationist attitude that defined the ideologies 
of thousands of black college-age radicals.22 

Observing the violence by police officers against African Ameri-
cans preceding and occuring during the Watts Riots, Newton and Seale, 
who had previously met during AAA meetings, united in a desire to 
protect black neighborhoods in the Bay Area from police brutality with an 
organization of black militias and weapons. However, upon presenting this 
idea to established organizations promoting Black Power, such as the Rev-
olutionary Action Movement(RAM), Newton and Seale found that others 
rejected this idea, fearing the retaliation that would likely result from 
policing the police, referring to the idea as “suicidal.”23 Viewing these 
attitudes as cowardly, Newton and Seale took advantage of the opportunity 
to develop their own radical black nationalist organization. Called in full 
the Oakland Black Panther Party for Self Defense, the principle tenant of 
the organization was self-defense of black communities against the threat 
of police officers via the usage of weaponry. Using his experience studying 
law in university, Newton utilized the law library at the North Oakland 
Service Center, where Bobby Seale was employed, to find an old Califor-
nia legal statute that legalized carrying non-concealed weapons. Spending 
the summer discussing the right to bear arms with “brothers on the street” 
and the establishment of patrols to guard against police violence, Newton 
and Seale drafted the “Black Panther Party Platform and Program” on 
October 15, 1966.24 

Within this tract, often called the “Ten Point Program”, Newton 
and Seale fully established their organization in addition to laying out all 

21  Bloom and Martin, Black against, 23.
22  Howard and Austin, Up Against, 72.
23  Howard and Austin, 46.
24  Murch, Living for the City, 127.

of their ideologies in a succinct manner. As seen in Figure 1, the Ten Point 
Program chiefly emphasizes a desire to see black people empowered to 
function independently of what was viewed as an oppressive government. 
This frustration stemmed from both the urban decay caused by racist 
zoning laws pushing African Americans into ghettos with limited opportu-
nities, and the struggle for African Americans to attain jobs, or to progress 
up the corporate ladder in said jobs. As sociologist Rita Nesbitt argued in 
1972, “not only [were] blacks frequently unemployed, but their chance 
for advancement if they do find employment is nonexistent.”25 Noting 
this inequitude, Newton and Seale knew it would be crucial to address the 
weakened position African Americans were forced into by society in their 
manifesto. Listed first in their Ten Point Program is a demand for gener-
alized autonomy; Newton and Seale stated that the Panthers and African 
Americans “want[ed] freedom. [They] want[ed] power to determine the 
destiny of [their] Black Community. [They] believe[d] that black people 
will not be free until [they were] able to determine [their] destiny.”26 The 
two proceeded to outline just how they wished to determine their own 
black destiny, primarily through demanding equitable education, better 
housing than they had been confined to by zoning laws, restitution for 
centuries of black oppression, and most notably, a desire for an immediate 
end to police brutality.

25  Rita Nesbitt, “Conflict and the Black Panther Party: A Social Psychological 
Interpretation,” Sociological Focus 5, no. 4 (Summer 1972): 109, https://www.jstor.org/
stable/20830840.
26  Murch, Living for the City, 128.
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  Fig.1.  Newton and Seale’s 
original Ten Points Program bulletin. (Black Panther Party, Black Panther 
Party Platform and Program: What We Want, What We Believe. October, 
1966 in Anorak. Available from Anorak @ http://www.anorak.co.uk /
wp-content/uploads/2013/02/ Ocober-1966-Black- Panther-Party-Platform 
-and-Program.jpg).

The controversial means by which the Black Panthers sought to 
bring about the end of police brutality against African Americans was 
through the establishment of “police patrols,” consisting of Party mem-
bers patrolling through predominantly black communities to supervise 
and intervene with any potential encounters with police that could lead 
to violence. Seeking to capitalize on the anti-oppression energy that had 
led to violence in situations such as the Watts Riots, the Panthers hoped 
to refocus this volatile attitude into the formal organization of the Party to 
enact true change in the way in which police officers interacted with Afri-
can Americans. While not desiring to initiate conflict, the Panthers argued 
that brutality “should work both ways and that death, if it had to come, 
should be reciprocal.” Above all, they hoped to communicate to police that 

if law enforcement continued to brutalize and murder African Americans, 
then they should expect to meet such violence in turn.27

 In an attempt to build off of previous efforts to fight against repres-
sion from racist police officers, Newton chose the image of the black pan-
ther previously used in the LFCO to exemplify the ideals of the Party: he 
and Seale “envisioned a [P]anther as a strong, agile, and free-ranging an-
imal that would fight fiercely when cornered.”28 Of course, the “claws” of 
defense that this Panther would be employing would be guns; the Panthers 
did not equivocate about the methods they took to ensure police brutality 
stopped. Additionally, the Party made heavy usage of symbolism to tie its 
efforts back to Africa. A key aspect of black nationalism and Black Power 
was a call to embrace the heritage that black had previously been denied 
by society. Reflecting of a desire to embrace this heritage and demonstrate 
his power, Newton used props and posed to evoke the image of an Afri-
can chieftain in perhaps the best known image of him (Fig. 2), in which 
he poses with the iconic black leather jacket and beret of a Black Panther 
member, holding a rifle in one hand and a traditional spear in the other 
while sitting in a wicker chair. With a grave expression, Newton hoped to 
demonstrate the serious nature of his organization, while also exhibiting 
a connection to Africa and desire for power independent of the world he 
had been brought into. Finally, Newton hoped to cultivate an image of 
accessibility to the community at large. While the Party had originated on 
the college campus, Newton and Seale feared that maintaining an image 
of it being nothing more than a college organization would alienate the 
Party from the communities they desired to assist. Thus, Newton fought 
to develop instead an image of the Black Panther Party being “brothers on 
the block”, hoping that their open usage of weaponry would attract youth 
from the broader ghetto.29 Through the tie-ins to previous black nationalist 
organizations and references to the African heritage embraced by members 
of the Black Power movement, Newton and Seale hoped to develop an 
image of the Party as being universally accepting of both college students 
and community members.

27  Howard and Austin, Up Against, 59.
28  Blake, “Caged Panther”, 245.
29  Murch, Living for the City, 142.
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   Fig. 2. Evoking imagery of Africa 
popular with black nationalists at the time, Newton poses in this chair sur-
rounded by a combination of modern black nationalist imagery and that of 
traditional African chiefs. (Stipp, Blair, photographer. Huey Newton seated 
in wicker chair. Lithograph. Emeryville: Black Panther Party for Self De-
fense, 1967. Collection of Merrill C. Berman. Available at New York His-
tory @ http://behindthescenes.nyhistory.org/black-panthers -art-history/).
 

After the publication of the Ten Point Program, Newton and Seale 
hoped to see an influx of new members flooding in from both the college 
campuses and surrounding communities of Oakland. However, many 
blacks still avoided association with the group in favor of less radical 
organizations such as RAM and the AAA, out of fear of the brutality that 
would potentially accompany a police retaliation to Black Panther efforts, 
in addition to suspicion of how extreme the methods of curbing police 
violence would be. Undeterred, Newton, Seale, and the few recruits that 
joined the party decided to protect black rights to exemplify how they 
believed action should be taken, by supervising police officers around 
Oakland with arms on-hand. One crucial example of this supervision and 
its seemingly positive implications for the African American community 
occurred in February 1967, when Newton, Seale, and a recent recruit to 

the Party monitored a police car by following it and keeping weapons vis-
ible. Angered by this show of defiance, the police officer being followed 
pulled Newton and Seale over and threatened them, yelling “Who in the 
goddamn hell you n*****s think you are? [...] Get out of that goddamn 
car with them goddamn guns.”30 Newton and Seale protested, citing the 
Second and Fourteenth Amendments as justification for being able to trav-
el with their weapons without police interference and demanding, “Don’t 
you know you don’t remove nobody’s property without due process of 
law?”31 As the standoff drew a crowd, the police retreated from the situa-
tion, while Newton and Seale received few consequences for their actions 
outside of gained respect within the black community. However, the in-
cident that truly drew African Americans both in Oakland and around the 
nation to this new organization was the arrival of Betty Shabazz in the city 
later in the same month. Shabazz, the widow of Malcolm X, was invited to 
speak by Black Power activists, who selected the Black Panthers to be her 
bodyguards to ensure no racists could assassinate her.32 The Panthers, who 
were waiting at the airport bearing arms and wearing the distinctive black 
beret and leather jacket that defined the look of members, took great care 
to escort her with little incidence to any necessary destinations in Oakland. 
Observing the way in which the Panthers, in particular Newton, deterred 
police officers and other individuals interested in disrupting the Panthers’ 
militia, other influential members within the Black Power community des-
ignated the Black Panther Party the heirs of Malcolm X’s work.33

Along with building the impression of being able to confront and 
win against racist police officers, the Party’s anti-police actions angered 
the local law enforcement and legislators alike. This is exemplified in the 
case of 22-year-old Denzil Dowell being shot to death by police in April 
1967. After Dowell’s family asked the Party to investigate the shooting, 
the Party found that the officer involved had a past with murdering African 
American men. As a way to raise publicity for the way in which African 
Americans were brutalized by police officers as well as a way to “reclaim 
the streets”, Newton and Seale coordinated a rally in Richmond, Califor-
nia, where armed Panthers blocked the streets of the city while informing 
African Americans of what had occurred to Dowell and calling for blacks 
to unite with weapons against police. This rally was swiftly responded to 
by Oakland legislative bodies, which, threatened by the show of force, 
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introduced a bill “prohibiting the carrying of arms on one’s person or in 
a vehicle in any public place or on any public street.”34 This threatened 
to severely limit the strength of Panther Police Patrols, the designation of 
the militias established by the Party to supervise police interactions with 
African Americans. The Panthers, accompanied by Bobby Seale but not 
Newton, opposed to the measure and interested in drawing more atten-
tion to the group, staged a coup by marching to the capitol building in 
Sacramento with loaded rifles and shotguns and reading aloud Newton’s 
response to the bill.35 Titled Executive Mandate Number One, in writing 
Newton strongly condemned the measure, asserting that the bill and other 
conflicts such as the Vietnam War were indications that “toward people 
of color the racist power structure of America has but one policy: repres-
sion, genocide, terror, and the big stick.”36 This protest marked the start of 
a long-lasting conflict between Panthers and Californian legislators over 
open-carry rights and drew more supervision and negative attention from 
law enforcement at the local and federal levels. 

One ideological factor that distinguished the Black Panthers from 
other black nationalist organizations, and further drew negative attention 
from particularly the FBI, was the emphasis on introducing Marxist ideals 
within their own communities. This stemmed from the economic inequity 
that Oakland and other cities mired urban blacks in through forcing blacks 
into the decaying urban environment as economic opportunities moved 
with whites. Having become the heirs to this broken kingdom of white-en-
forced poverty, it is logical that the Panthers would have embraced Marx-
ism as a way of flouting the traditional capitalism of the United States, 
while helping members of the community. This attitude translated into 
the eventual establishment of institutions such as the Free Breakfast for 
Children Program, the Free Clothing Program, the Sickle Cell Anemia 
Research Foundation, and many others.37 Designed to provide services 
to African Americans that the Panthers felt that the United States made 
impossible for blacks to have, these programs exemplified a thoroughly 
Marxist attitude of providing free goods for the disadvantaged proletariat. 
However, this communist bent led to further suspicion from law enforce-
ment and the government at large; as tensions rose with the Soviets, any-
thing resembling communism was met with heavy suspicion. 

Finally, the tensions that had built between police and Panther 
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members throughout 1966-7 came to a head in the early morning of Oc-
tober 28th of 1967. After being pulled over by police officer John Frey, 
Newton engaged in a heated exchange with Frey that rapidly escalated 
into a gunfight, which resulted in Frey being shot to death, Frey’s backup 
officer Herbert Heanes being inflicted with life-threatening wounds, and 
Newton being hit both by severe gun wounds to the stomach and charges 
of murder and assault to defend himself against in court. During the subse-
quent trial, the only facts of the case that remained concrete were the death 
and injuries sustained; the accounts of how each individual ended up in-
jured varied dramatically. Heanes testified that, upon being asked to leave 
his vehicle and prepare to be arrested, Newton pulled out a concealed gun, 
shot at Frey, then used Frey’s firearm to shoot at both Heanes and Frey be-
fore being shot at by Heanes in self-defense.38 Meanwhile, in self-defense, 
Newton testified that, upon being pulled over, Officer Frey attempted to 
arrest him with no genuine cause, and when Newton attempted to cite his 
law book to state that Frey had no reasonable cause to arrest him, Frey re-
sponded “You can take that book and stick it up your ass, n*****” before 
striking Newton in the face and drawing a revolver. From there, Newton 
stated that he felt a “sensation like… boiling hot soup had been spilled on 
[his] stomach” before passing out.”39 Proceeding to assert that he was vi-
olently mistreated by police officers and doctors at the hospital, Newton’s 
account drastically differed from that of Heanes’s; in Heanes’s account, 
Newton was the aggressor, while Newton asserted that in reality he was 
anything but the provoker of conflict. Despite issues cited with the trial, 
such as contradictory prosecuting witnesses, and a 16-person jury only 
having one African American individual, which led many to suspect that 
racial bias played into the decision of the jury, Newton was still convicted 
of voluntary manslaughter and sentenced to 2-15 years in prison.40

The arrest, trial, and conviction of Huey Newton did more for the 
popularity of the Black Panther Party than their previous speeches and ral-
lies. Newton was embraced as the hero of the war against police brutality 
that had all but consumed the lives of many urban blacks. Despite the Par-
ty’s major leader being incarcerated, the Party experienced record growth 
during this period, as the words “Free Huey”, as phrased and publicized by 
Party member Eldridge Cleaver, became a mantra for black radicals view-

38  Howard and Austin, Up Against, 83-84. 
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ing Newton’s case as an opportunity to bring about sweeping change in 
the way that police officers interacted with African Americans.41 Over the 
course of Newton’s arrest and time to trial, the Party expanded to become 
a national organization, with two thousand members, thirty two chapters, 
and presence in fifteen states, escalating further tensions between African 
Americans and police officers as many blacks embraced a rather extreme, 
hard-line stance against police violence, which led to conflict and en-
trenched radicalism on both ends nationally.42 With the spread of the Party 
came the prevalence of the nationalist idea that black communities were 
colonies within the oppressive state of America, and that blacks had a mor-
al obligation to resist this intrusion upon their liberties by fighting against 
the tools of the state, in particular the police.43 This sudden increase in 
militant African Americans interested in nationalism and taking up arms to 
fight police if necessary pushed federal law enforcement, specifically the 
FBI, from merely suspiciously viewing the actions of the Black Panther 
Party to feeling compelled to actively interfere with the organization. 

For years, the Oakland Black Panther Party had been an issue 
contained to the Bay Area of California. Though it certainly provid-
ed inspiration to other Black Power organizations, the primary heart of 
action occurred in a localized area, meaning that Oakland police officers 
were generally the only ones standing against the Panthers. However, 
after Huey Newton’s arrest and the prevalence of the sentiment of free-
ing Newton from arrest, the militant, somewhat extremist attitude of the 
Panthers spread nationally, terrifying the federal government at that point, 
particularly that of the Nixon administration, who feared the prevalence 
of the Party would lead to chaos and revolution. While President Lyndon 
B. Johnson worked quite aggressively for the betterment of society for 
lower-class urban black families, just as the Panthers did, Nixon’s admin-
istration saw a return to rather conservative views towards civil rights, and 
certain disdain for the violent methods by which the Panthers seeked to 
maintain their liberties. Vice President Spiro Agnew efficiently summed up 
the administration’s attitude towards the Panthers when he described them 
as a “completely irresponsible anarchistic group of criminals.”44 Reflecting 
the feelings of the executive branch, the FBI under J. Edgar Hoover started 
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efforts to repress the Black Panther Party, which was labeled the num-
ber one internal threat to America of the time due to the anti-government 
attitude that accompanied the prevalence of the Party. To do this, the FBI 
established the “Racial Intelligence Section” of their pre-existing Coun-
terintelligence Program (COINTELPRO), with this express purpose: to 
“expose, disrupt, misdirect, discredit or otherwise neutralize the activities 
of black nationalists.”45 The FBI particularly took issue with the Party’s 
Marxist bent and disregard for using violence against police officers, 
which created an image of the Party as an anti-American terrorist cell. 
Thus, the FBI worked with local law enforcement to covertly suppress the 
actions of the organization; in particular, the FBI encouraged enforcement 
of laws regarding harassment and disturbance of public order to press 
charges against Black Panthers and submit them into silence. Despite the 
seeming ineffectiveness of this strategy, the FBI remained persistent, em-
ploying the harassment claim on over 42 separate occasions.46 While the 
claims didn’t keep individuals cited occupied for long as most claims were 
dismissed, these claims were quite effective in breaking up any potential 
rallying points that the Panthers may have tried to organize upon Newton’s 
incarceration. However, the agency received complaints that they appeared 
to simply be targeting African Americans with the establishment of sup-
pression groups such as the Racial Intelligence Section. In order to stave 
off said claims, they created another arm of COINTELPRO to specifically 
address the Ku Klux Klan presuming the groups were equivalent; how-
ever, since many KKK members were involved with law enforcement 
that was assisting the FBI in repressing the Black Panthers, this program 
served as little more than a “sideshow” to distract Americans from the 
suppression occurring with black protest groups.47 

Additionally, the FBI took advantage of the passage of the Mul-
ford Act in California, which forced the Panthers to disband their po-
lice patrols. In particular, the measure repealed a law making it legal 
for individuals to carry unconcealed weapons, a core component of the 
Panthers Police Patrol and a major component of what allowed the orga-
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nization to stand up to police brutality.48 With the loss of their capacity 
for violent retaliation to police brutality, and left without a central leader, 
as Bobby Seale was also incarcerated in 1968, the Panthers had next to 
no defense against the onslaught of suppression at the federal and local 
level but put up a fight nonetheless against police. The summer of 1969 
saw eight Panthers arrested in Connecticut for allegations of murder, the 
final conviction of Huey Newton for manslaughter, the murder of two 
principle Panther leaders in Chicago, Fred Hampton and Mark Clark, by 
police officers, and, most violently, a four-hour gun battle between the Los 
Angeles Black Panthers and the combined force of the Los Angeles Police 
Department and a federal SWAT team when the police attempted to raid 
the Panther headquarters in downtown Los Angeles.49 For a moment, it 
appeared that the Party would withstand the devastating blows dealt to it 
by law enforcement during that summer, when Huey Newton was released 
from prison in 1970. A rally in Connecticut in support of the Party drew 
nearly fifteen thousand participants and saw such influential liberal speak-
ers as Abbie Hoffman and David Dellinger attend in solidarity of the black 
cause. Despite this, the blows dealt by the FBI both before and after this 
rally continued to weaken the Party, in addition to internal conflict. Most 
notable was the sharp split of the party between Newton and the more 
radical Eldridge Cleavers, who had taken on the role of de facto leader 
during Newton’s time in prison. This development marked a change in 
the approach of the majority of Party members who stayed with Newton 
towards how they would address injustice within the community; rather 
than focus on defeating disrespectful police officers through violence, the 
Panthers were forced to fight for justice through further support for their 
free programs for black communities and through political involvement. 
While effective in their own right, the revolutionary fight taken up by the 
Panthers was effectively destabilized and decommissioned as a result of 
both the FBI’s pushing for arrests and the change in tactics applied by both 
local and federal law enforcement, and the Party would never again retain 
the same extreme strength held during its earlier days, officially ceasing 
operations in 1982.50

The Black Panther Party hoped that through adopting an open-car-
ry policy when supervising encounters with police officers, they would 
be able to attain security from violence while diversifying the group of 
African Americans interested in participating in the organization. How-
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ever, due to this adoption of weapons, the law enforcement structures 
they sought protection from used the Panthers’ reliance on weaponry 
to destabilize the organization and delegitimize the threat they posed to 
the system. Though, despite the fact that the same extremist measures of 
open-carry battalions are no longer prevalent, many of the ideas presented 
by the Black Panthers still play an important role in conversations re-
garding police treatment of African Americans today and the condition of 
current urban neighborhoods. As urban African Americans today still seek 
to solve problems of police brutality against blacks and issues provoked 
by poverty and a broken urban environment, they look back to the Party’s 
statements of the past, which argued that these rights should be fought for 
at all costs. When looking at documents such as the Ten Points Program, 
one is forced to note that the methods employed by the Panthers originally, 
however effective at the time, was far too extreme for law enforcement to 
cope with and led to the dismantling of any way for individuals to employ 
these methods again. Thus, the manner with which individuals fight for 
the ideals of the Party has changed; contemporary institutes such as Black 
Lives Matter employ different protest methods to advocate for the same 
causes. While the ideas of providing autonomy to poor African Americans 
and self-protection from police members are certainly worthy of re-exam-
ining, it is important too to consider whether or not the concept of black 
nationalism is still relevant in 21st century America. Is the conception of 
an America where blacks are autonomous still possible? And, even so, 
would such a break be truly beneficial to pursue? Again, it is important to 
examine which aspects of the causes that the Black Panthers fought for, 
such as violent means of fighting for rights and whether aspects such as 
black nationalism are worth carrying over for fighting in modern times. 
Regardless of the controversial nature of the Black Panther Party’s policies 
and actions, it is impossible to miss the impact that it has had on the mod-
ern search for civil rights for African Americans; one only has to look as 
far as Black Lives Matter to see that the spirit of the Panther lives on, even 
if the claws are removed. 
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The Effect of Fidel Castro’s Literacy Campaign on Cuban Youth in 
the Early 1960s

Vivien Marmerstein

The Cuban Revolution, led by Fidel Castro in the late 1950’s and 
early 1960’s, revolutionized the education system in Cuba. Castro altered 
the country—through the education system—to influence the youth’s 
minds by way of propaganda. His propaganda targeted a large portion of 
Cuban youth through its wide reach, such that even the campesinos, or 
people working in the countryside, were affected. Castro’s Literacy pro-
gram also provided many jobs for youth and young adults by training them 
to become teachers of those less educated (Klein). However, the people 
who possessed these jobs were also subjected to the politicized educa-
tion of Cuba, furthering the propaganda’s extensive impact. Propaganda 
throughout Fidel Castro’s Literacy Campaign in the early 1960s played a 
considerable role in molding the minds of the Cuban youth through politi-
cal posters, martyrdom, comparison to war, and speeches.

The Literacy Campaign was Castro’s first major initiative once in 
power. It brought him the approval of many Cubans as it made Cuba the 
nation with the highest literacy rate in Latin America by lowering the illit-
eracy rate from 23.6 percent to 3.9 percent (Blum 7). Thousands of people 
all over Cuba participated as teachers in the Cuban Literacy Campaign. 
A large number of the young teachers, trained by a group of more expe-
rienced teachers, proceeded to travel to the countryside to teach illiterate 
campesinos, or field workers, how to read and write. Factory workers also 
participated by teaching their illiterate coworkers (Klein). Overall, the 
Revolution had many participants, some who joined through teaching, but 
many who participated simply through learning.

Before the Revolution, the Cubans struggled in regards to educa-
tion. As stated by Rosemarie Skaine, an author of multiple books regard-
ing human rights, many Cubans were not educated past primary school, 
and many more were not able to have an education at all. In fact, more 
than one fifth of all Cubans did not possess the ability to read prior to the 
Revolution (26). According to Joseph S. Roucek, a professor and author 
of Political Science and Sociology, the government failed to provide a 
significant number of teachers, buildings, and materials to make education 
accessible. This lack of proper spread of education prevented the applica-
tion of laws and government regulations (193). Roucek’s claim enforces 
the connection between education and spreading common goals and rules 

among the people, confirming Castro’s intention to use his literacy work-
ers to spread his ideas to the public.

As well as improving the educational status of Cuba, the Literacy 
Campaign also provided job openings for thousands of unemployed citi-
zens. Many women who were otherwise unable to find jobs worked under 
Castro as brigistas, or literacy workers. Women used the opportunity to 
participate in the Literacy Campaign as a way to break through cultural 
norms. Many people during the time period of the Revolution grew to 
expect women to simply stay at home, and almost no one expected them 
to do well in their studies. However, many female teachers surpassed these 
expectations by traveling to the countryside and teaching illiterates to read 
and write (Fernandes). They played a crucial role in the development of 
Castro’s Literacy Campaign. The prospect of independence made many 
women excited and enthusiastic to engage in the various intriguing—yet 
often dangerous and difficult—aspects of teaching campesinos. Even after 
the completion of the Revolution, the work the women achieved helped 
them find jobs. Many women who participated received scholarships to 
continue studying, allowing them to become psychologists, teachers, sci-
entists, and so on (Fernandes). Because these people later became valuable 
members of society, Castro’s doctrines would continue to impact Cuba 
even after the conclusion of the Literacy Campaign.

Although Castro’s Literacy Campaign taught many people how to 
read and write, it also introduced a basis of propaganda into the system 
of education. This insertion of propaganda would have made for every 
aspect of one’s life to be surrounded by Castro’s idea of a perfect socialist. 
The forced propaganda consequently edged the people of Cuba towards 
an idealized form of themselves, exactly as Castro wanted. According 
to Roucek, Castro’s revolutionary government’s goal was to change the 
young generation into faithful believers of his movement (193). Roucek 
refers to Castro’s new educational system as “educational machinery”, 
implying that Castro used the new method of education to form a faithful, 
one-minded youth, similar to the way cars are manufactured in an assem-
bly line.

Castro targeted his entire campaign at one group of people: the 
Cuban youth. By improving the education system and nearly eradicating 
illiteracy within Cuba, Castro influenced many children who acted as the 
subjects of his substantial changes to the Cuban way of life. As well as 
impacting children who learned to read and write during the Revolution, 
Castro also aimed to affect educated children by recruiting them to teach 
others. Of course, teaching the youth enabled them to continue to pass 
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on their newfound beliefs to future generations. Still, adults could have 
passed on the teachings to younger generations as well, so, why target the 
youth? Castro chose to focus on this group for two reasons: the raw enthu-
siasm of youth, and the pure naivety of their minds. 

Castro recognized the youth’s “energy, enthusiasm, and willingness 
to engage in an adventurous and exciting project” (Blum 45), driving the 
government to recruit young teachers to spread revolutionary teachings. 
The children’s naivety also led to a revolution with far less opposition 
than enthusiasm. Excited at the prospect of contributing to revolutionary 
changes in their country, many young people would not think twice about 
participating. According to Jose Yglesias, a majority of the revolutionary 
workers chose to work purely out of enthusiasm for the Revolution, rather 
than because they agreed with the Revolution’s doctrines (377). Sujatha 
Fernandes writes of a young woman who joined the Revolution when she 
was only fifteen years old simply because she was excited for an adven-
ture. So, although she, along with many others in her position, may not 
have originally fully accepted Castro’s ideals, she would no doubt quickly 
grow accustomed to them as she traveled the country teaching them to 
others. Because adults are more set in their ways, they would be far less 
inclined to follow Castro’s indoctrination. In fact, Castro himself once 
declared, “I know that the young people are deeply imbued with the enthu-
siasm which will change the Republic” (Castro, “Castro Announces” 343). 
This phrase confirms his goal of involving the youth in the Revolution due 
to their irreplaceable enthusiasm.

In order to ensure full enthusiasm from the children, Castro often 
distanced them from their families. This separation made certain that the 
family’s beliefs would not contradict Castro’s new disciplines. During 
the time of educational reform, the government provided scholarships to 
many students from low-income families. These students studied courses 
proctored through the government, and they lived at boarding schools in 
cities, therefore living separately from their families. Oftentimes, they 
were only allowed to visit their families during vacations, which occurred 
rarely (Roucek 196). Castro chose to keep the students in his educational 
programs separated from their families because the less exposure they had 
to possibly counter-revolutionary beliefs, the more likely they would be 
to follow Castro’s program. While the youth was impressionable to new 
teachings, their older, more experienced and politicized family members 
could have potentially interfered with Castro’s doctrines.  In a way, dis-
tancing the children from their parents made Castro appear as a father-
ly figure in their lives. Instead of their parents teaching them the social 

norms, Castro’s new teachings would raise the students, thereby assuming 
Castro and his disciplines as the main parental influence in the children’s 
lives. It enforced the idea that dedication to the government came first, 
even before family.

In order to recruit children to the Revolution, the revolutionary 
government formed Communist Youth Groups. These organizations aimed 
to teach communist ideals to the Cuban youth starting at a very young age. 
Many such groups recruited Cuban youth of all ages, while others, such as 
the Young Communist Union, only recruited children or teens from spe-
cific age groups (Skaine 16). As reported by R. Hart Phillips, a reputable 
news reporter in Cuba during Castro’s rise to power, both boys and girls 
over the age of twelve were pressured into joining revolutionary groups 
where they were asked to do volunteer work. Within this work, the regime 
constantly influenced the children by incorporating communist doctrines 
into daily tasks (2). By pressuring the youth to join communist groups at a 
young age, Castro made sure that by the time they were older and able to 
aid the Revolution, they would be willing to do so due to the communist 
ideals they had previously learned.

Despite the clear evidence displaying that the propaganda indeed 
impacted the Cuban youth, a resistance to the Revolution from a different 
angle also became apparent throughout Castro’s rule. According to Felix 
Roberto Masud-Piloto, the United States organized an operation entitled 
“Pedro Pan”. Government officials planned this operation to aid Cuban 
parents who opposed Castro’s beliefs and hoped to send their children out 
of Cuba, thereby protecting them from Castro’s communist indoctrination 
(563). In fact, throughout the beginning of Castro’s regime, many parents 
chose to send their children out of Cuba. The total of children arriving in 
Miami reached up to 14,072 in 1963 (Phillips 2). This evidence suggests a 
resistance to the Cuban Revolution not seen within the youth who re-
mained in Cuba and were therefore exposed to Castro’s propaganda. Oper-
ations like “Pedro Pan” prove the disdain for communist doctrines in some 
groups, yet Castro deliberately aimed to impact the enthusiastic, naive, 
Cuban youth. One could argue that this evidence suggests that Castro’s 
propaganda did not impact Cuba as fully as initially thought. However, be-
cause many Cubans still support Castro despite these rebellions, a majority 
of Cubans must still be truly loyal to Castro despite antipathy for Castro’s 
ideals in other groups.

Castro’s Literacy Campaign used the propaganda of the Revolution 
as its base (Klein). Essentially, although the campaign nearly eradicated 
illiteracy, it did so by instilling propaganda in the minds of the students. 
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Castro aimed to instill a sense of patriotism and nationalism for revolu-
tionary doctrines in the early years of the Revolution. The propaganda in 
the Revolution was centered around two main topics: martyrs and propa-
ganda posters. Although the propaganda of the campaign inspired many, it 
also showed that one of the Revolution’s goals, if not its main goal, was to 
utilize its wide reach to spread communist ideas throughout Cuba (Klein). 
Once Castro possessed a wide enough reach through his educational 
reforms, he implemented his propaganda by way of influential martyrs, 
powerful posters, and speeches—all of which successfully reached the 
youth—as well as through the classes themselves.

During Castro’s rise to power, the government created many 
propaganda posters, all of which advanced Castro’s popularity as a leader. 
One way the posters accomplished this was by establishing the Revolu-
tion’s dominance—as well as Castro’s dominance—over all other political 
parties. One poster, titled “Contra Fidel? Ni en la pelota!” (a reference to 
not wishing to go against Castro even in games of baseball) depicts Castro 
and Cienfuegos, walking together, dressed in baseball uniforms (Payne 
30-1). Meghan Elizabeth Payne notes that although they walk together, 
Castro is slightly taller and appears to be leading Cienfuegos forward (31). 
This height difference and leading stance, although slight, subtly portrays 
Castro’s superiority and prowess as a leader. 

A second poster, titled “Muerte al Invasor” (“Death to the In-
vader”), has a much more direct message of power. It depicts a large fist 
crushing planes which are tiny in comparison. The fist represents Castro’s 
military force, while the miniscule planes represent the enemies of the 
Revolution (Payne 35). While the fist symbolizes power and strength, it 
also serves as a way of showcasing the Revolution’s crushing power to all 
Cubans. This intimidating poster has the potential to instill fear within the 
community leading to compliance out of fear or blind following due to the 
sheer strength exhibited rather than due to beliefs. This propaganda poster 
uses fear tactics as a way of giving a warning as to which side of the Rev-
olution one should support. This tactic contrasts with most posters because 
generally, a more subtle tactic of making the Revolution seem relatable or 
showing Castro’s trustworthiness was used (Payne 36).

Although some of the Revolution’s propaganda posters, such as 
“Muerte al Invasor”, shed an intimidating light on Castro and his military 
force, many others revealed his gentle, approachable side. For example, a 
poster presented in the First National Congress of Culture depicts a much 
kinder, softer-looking Castro. Payne notes that Castro’s soft eyes and wel-
coming smile in the propaganda poster make him seem trustworthy. This 

makes Castro appear more approachable, beckoning people to the Revolu-
tion (37). The welcoming demeanor gives off a calming sense in contrast 
to a hostile one. This poster does not showcase military prowess or Cas-
tro’s power, instead it focuses on welcoming the people of Cuba through 
his friendliness. Whether the propaganda posters showcased a strong and 
powerful Castro or a kinder, more gentle Castro, the posters’ abundance 
within Cuba no doubt influenced the minds of the Cuban youth. 

Although propaganda posters greatly influenced the Cuban com-
munity’s opinion of Castro, the use of martyrs of the Revolution also had 
a large impact on the people of Cuba. According to Anne Luke, an author 
and lecturer on Cuban and Latin American studies, the use of history, as 
well as the creation of martyrs, served as a large portion of the propaganda 
used by the new revolutionary government (133). Martyrs were used to 
enforce political unity within the Cuban community by presenting the im-
age of an ideal socialist person. As Denise Blum explained, “The revolu-
tionary Cuban educational system was designed to reinforce and reflect the 
new political and economic goals in an effort to construct political unity... 
and to transform the hearts and minds of people to become new socialist 
men and women” (41). This new idealistic socialist creation set a standard 
for which the Cuban youth involved in the Revolution clearly strived.

One martyr of the Revolution, Conrado Benitez, stands apart from 
the others. Counterrevolutionaries tortured and murdered Benitez simply 
because he was a part of the teaching force of the Revolution (Blum 46). 
However, he was not remarkable just because of the way he died: instead, 
he stands out because of what was done with his name. According to 
Blum, the student literacy workers named their group after him, calling 
themselves the “Conrado Benitez brigadistas” (46). Luke confirms Blum’s 
statement, saying that Castro told the literacy workers that Benitez was 
killed because he was a teacher, so everyone should continue with the 
struggle for literacy for his sake (136). Although one may be misled to be-
lieve that a gruesome death like that of Benitez would scare people away 
from the cause, it instead motivated them to join the cause and fight for 
Benitez. Castro portrayed Benitez as the perfect socialist, so people would 
no doubt strive to live up to the expectations Benitez set.

In a speech to volunteer teachers, Castro claimed “Eternal glory to 
the martyred teacher!” (“Castro Address”). Much like he claimed in this 
instance, Castro consistently promised eternal glory and recognition to 
anyone who fought for the Revolution. In fact, in this same speech, Castro 
gave praise to the first round of teachers who went to rural areas which 
lacked access to education and tutored people there. He used these glori-
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fied first teachers to instill patriotism into the people of Cuba. Anyone who 
felt that they would be glorified and honored long after their death would 
be much more compliant to the cause. Therefore, Castro strongly enforced 
the idea of eternal glory, notably in his speeches to volunteer teachers.

In addition to posters and martyrs impacting the Cuban youth, 
propaganda was also applied directly into course curriculums. Roucek 
stated that the regime provided scholarships for underprivileged youth to 
come to Havana and study courses such as language, ballet, music, general 
subjects, and Marxism (195). One may notice that one of those subjects is 
not quite like the others: Marxism. Essentially, the revolutionary govern-
ment provided scholarships for students to learn, however the students’ 
courses were still proctored by the government. The Marxism course, or 
the theories behind communism, greatly influenced the students. Providing 
practically undeniable scholarships for children who were not otherwise 
able to pay for their own education served as the perfect way to influence 
Cuba’s youth through schooling. In these schools, as well as having to take 
political courses such as Marxism, students could rarely visit their families 
in order to limit their exposure to counter revolutionary beliefs. On top of 
blatantly teaching political topics, the educational system also possessed 
some subtler examples of propaganda, such as the use of acronyms of 
political organizations when teaching the alphabet (Prieto). Therefore, it 
becomes apparent that Castro hoped to use his new methods of schooling 
and teaching to spread his beliefs to all of Cuba.

To gather followers by instilling patriotism and nationalism, Castro 
often compared the Literacy Campaign to a war and the literacy workers 
to war heroes. As Prieto so eloquently asserted at the start of the Literacy 
Campaign, “in the next year, our people plan to wage a great battle against 
illiteracy with the ambitious goal of teaching every last illiterate person to 
read and write” (216). Prieto also confirmed that Castro told the people of 
Cuba that they should feel the need to make a sacrifice for the illiterates of 
the country (216). By constantly referring to the Literacy Campaign as a 
fight for literacy, complete with battle and sacrifice, Castro correlated the 
Cuban struggle to a war. Because it is expected that people fight for their 
country during a war, many citizens felt it as their duty to fight for Cuba’s 
literacy. Throughout Castro’s comparisons of the Campaign to war, one 
can see the correlation between literacy workers to war heroes and the use 
of pencils as weapons.

Multiple martyred literacy workers who died at the hands of coun-
terrevolutionaries were portrayed as war heroes who died valiantly for 
the Revolution’s cause. Conrado Benitez, for example, acted as a hero of 

war in addition to a martyr. As Castro stated in one of his speeches, “This 
teacher is the martyr whose blood will serve to dedicate us to winning 
the battle we have undertaken against illiteracy” (“Castro Address”). This 
implies that Benitez spilled his blood for the Revolution, and anyone else 
willing to do so would be considered a hero of war. According to Blum, 
the young teachers returning from their duties were hailed and treated as 
heroes. She stated that the workers returned with stories of the hardships 
they faced, which correlates to veterans recalling their battles (46). Experi-
ences such as these furthered the teachers’ connection to heroes of war.

As well as viewing the teachers as soldiers, the people of Cuba 
widely regarded pencils as the weapons of the Revolution. Deborah Klein 
speaks of a march marking the end of the campaign where students and 
teachers “wielded giant pencils like machine guns”. Because the workers 
did not possess weapons in a traditional sense, their tools for teaching be-
came their weapons. These “weapons” served as their way of fighting for 
Cuba and its literacy. Many of the workers attending the march were also 
women (Fernandes). The march allowed them to showcase their newfound 
independence gained by teaching in the Revolution, hence, they carried 
their pencils with pride and valor equivalent to a soldier carrying his or her 
prized weapon. 
Aside from similarities to war, records of Castro’s speeches show the 
effect to which Castro utilized powerful language to influence the people 
of Cuba. In one of Castro’s speeches, he gave the following inspirational 
dialogue:

These young people are the purest product of this Revolution! The 
most legitimate and awe-inspiring! They will be the seeds for the 
new fatherland because they will build a generation that will be 
better prepared for continuing our revolutionary effort. The Revo-
lution must guarantee our climb to an ever better future. The enthu-
siasm of the people today must be replaced with the enthusiasm of 
a generation which will be entirely the product of the Revolution. 
(Luke 133)
Castro’s words are a way of instilling nationalism into the people. 

This section of his speech shows the importance of teaching the children 
his revolutionary thoughts (and getting them on board with his beliefs 
using meaningful language) because they would determine the direction 
of the future. He chose to use such powerful language in his speeches to 
instill a sense of nationalism into the young Cubans, thereby enlisting 
their support in the Revolution. He did this through pathos, or appealing to 
one’s emotions, and ethos, appealing to one’s culture.
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 Pathos, one of the tools Castro used to reach the hearts of his peo-
ple, refers to appealing to one’s emotions. For example, in Castro’s ad-
dress to rural teacher graduates, Castro says that all honorable citizens will 
support the Revolution (Castro, “Rural”). In yet another speech, he asserts, 
“no honest and honorable citizen can fail to support [the Revolution]” 
(“Castro Address”). Anyone who heard the speech would be much more 
inclined to support the Revolution for fear of being considered dishonest 
and dishonorable. In the same speech, Castro refers to opposers of the 
Revolution as the “worst” and to the Revolution supporters as the “best”. 
Since no one desires to be regarded as the “worst”, the Cuban people 
would be more inclined to support the Revolution.

Similarly, Castro also used ethos, or appealed to the Cubans’ cul-
ture, in order to instill nationalism and gain followers. Through Castro’s 
motivating speeches, the Cuban youth was shown to be courageous and 
pure in their fight for Cuba. This made them ideal for shaping the next 
generation of socialists. As stated by Castro, the youth would become the 
future leaders of the Revolution, and of Cuba (Blum 45). Because Cas-
tro made the necessity of the Cuban youth clear to the revolutionizing of 
Cuba, they would have felt a duty to help their country. In a particular 
speech, Castro explained to a group of newly anointed teachers that they 
were the start of the educational change, telling them that the reform 
would not be possible without their participation (“Castro Address”). Such 
speeches inspired Cubans to aid in the Revolution of the subjects’ country, 
thereby connecting to their Cuban culture and instilling nationalism.
Although it is clear that Castro successfully influenced the way the Cuban 
youth thought, the influence would not hold any weight had the Revolu-
tion not created a lasting impact. However, it has become clear that his 
propaganda did leave a lasting impression with the Cubans. Even during 
the Revolution, young adults all over the country flocked to aid the Rev-
olution, despite the often uninhabitable conditions in which they taught. 
According to Yglesias, a large portion of the revolutionary workers chose 
to work purely out of enthusiasm for the Revolution (377). This proved to 
be an outstanding feat as the working environment was less than ideal for 
inexperienced youth. Fernandes explained that the teachers who traveled 
to the countryside often lived in very poor conditions. They worked in the 
fields during the day, and in what little time they had at night they held 
classes for the illiterate campesinos and planned out lessons. The unusual 
enthusiasm of thousands to teach and work through undesirable conditions 
confirms that the Revolution’s propaganda clearly influenced them to a 
vast extent.

As well as the shocking enthusiasm of the teacher volunteers, the 
sheer increase in students who attended school after compared to before 
the Revolution shows the reach of Castro’s educational propaganda. As 
recorded by Prieto, the number of students enrolled in elementary school 
increased by hundreds of thousands by the end of the Revolution (216). 
With thousands more people enrolled in the educational system, Cas-
tro’s propaganda could continue to impact children for years to come. 
The quantity of public school teachers, specifically for rural areas, nearly 
doubled after Castro’s year of propaganda tactics (Prieto 216). The influx 
of teachers willing to work at public schools could have occured for one 
reason only: Castro’s propaganda successfully influenced a wide range of 
people who came to work at the schools, simultaneously spreading revolu-
tionary beliefs through teachings impacted by Castro’s Revolution.

Klein claimed that “education is about giving citizens the power to 
shape the future to their liking, to facilitate the growth of each generation”. 
She believes that academic growth is enough for a society to evolve well, 
however this claim is inaccurate. Citizens must be allowed to grow if a 
society is to evolve, however academic growth is not necessarily the only 
mental growth required. Although Cuba evolved and expanded through 
education, the minds of many of the people in Cuba have been impacted 
so greatly by the Revolution’s propaganda that they are not able to think 
freely. Therefore, they would not be able to grow to their full capacity. If, 
as Klein claims, the citizens of a society must be allowed to grow in order 
for the society to grow, then this growth must apply to the citizens’ ways 
of thinking, not just growth from an academic standpoint. Although the 
Literacy Campaign helped Cuban society evolve educationally, it simulta-
neously stunted the future mental growth and freedom of its society.

The Cuban Revolution impacted thousands of Cuban youth 
through the spread of education throughout Cuba.Whether or not the 
Revolution’s effect was positive or negative, Castro’s propaganda greatly 
influenced the minds of all the youth involved in the educational reform. 
Castro used propaganda posters, martyrs, schooling, and awe-inspiring 
speeches to draw the people of Cuba toward his cause. The Literacy 
Campaign and the vast amount of propaganda involved proved itself 
successfully impactful due to the youth’s enthusiasm in participating as 
well as the considerable increase of students in the education system after 
the Revolution. Overall, Castro’s educational Revolution changed the way 
Cuban youth thought, altering the course of history along the way.
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Introduction to Viewpoints Survey
 Every year, the entire Western Reserve Academy community is 
surveyed on a myriad of topics, ranging from Hogwarts House to hours 
of sleep to major school rule violations and everything in between. The 
results can be found at the end of every Viewpoints issue. This year, we 
also added a section covering the COVID-19 pandemic. Please take the 
time to read through the following highlights, and if you’d like to see the 
full results, go to the link below.

Link to Full Survey Results:  https://tinyurl.com/ydxaywv9

Some Highlights
● This year, we had 195 people complete the survey. Of those, 65% 

were women and 35% were men. 40% were boarding students, 
34% were day students, and 26% were faculty/staff. We had 52 
senior respondents, 30 junior respondents, 36 sophomore respon-
dents, and 24 freshmen respondents.  

● 88.7% of students said they followed the dress code every day or 
most of the time, and, looking around campus, we think some of 
you are lying. 

● A plurality of students like Canvas better than Haiku.
● Exactly no one orders from GrubHub.
● 10 people said they did not think Congress should pass the Equal 

Rights Amendment… Why?
● One person said they are unable to read the comments left by their 

teachers on their papers. Is that a handwriting issue or a literacy 
issue?

● On a scale of 1-10 in looks, one person gave themselves a perfect 
score. Go you, nice confidence.

● 62.9% of respondents said they use glasses or contacts to see prop-
erly. That number seems high -- but maybe they couldn’t read the 
question properly because they need glasses.

● We’d like to thank the Academy! In the Western Reserve Academy 
Oscars Race 2020, the award for Best Picture was still given to 
Parasite.

● 62 people are hedging their bets and waiting and seeing about an 
afterlife.

● 4 people claim to be ambidextrous, meaning 4 people are lying.
● Morpheus would be proud. The majority of you chose to take the 

red pill.
● 2 people chose SPAR as their favorite Reserve tradition. We see 

you, Mr. and Mrs. Bonomo.
● One lone person reported Wednesday was their favorite day of the 

week during the school year. They must really like sitdown lunch.
● No respondents reported breaking transpo and being caught. 

Coronavirus Pandemic Questions:
● 78% of respondents said their COVID-19 quarantine experience 

was either “terrible but bearable” or “meh”. 
● 74% of respondents think the world’s response to COVID-19 has 

been too slow.
● The majority of respondents said they feel like stay-at-home/shel-

ter-in-place orders need to continue for longer so as to stop the 
spread and flatten the curve. On the opposing side, 5 people said 
they are unnecessary.

● 17 of you have not left your home since the start of the quarantine. 
Not even for some fresh air?

● 108 respondents (61%) do not leave their house except for trips to 
the grocery store or to their jobs as essential workers. Meanwhile, 
7 respondents (~4%) continue their normal routine without social 
distancing or wearing masks.

● The plurality of respondents voted their favorite quarantine pas-
time as watching YouTube, Netflix, or Hulu.

● 62.7% of respondents think a vaccine for COVID-19 will be found 
within a year, while 23.7% of respondents think it will take eigh-
teen months or more.

● 94% of respondents think WRA acted at the appropriate time to the 
coronavirus pandemic.

● 63.42% of respondents reported getting at least an hour more of 
sleep each night now that we’re in quarantine. Are they all having 
weird dreams too?

● The majority (85%) of students said they attended “most” or “all” 
of their synchronous classes on RingCentral! Yay, go learning! 
Now, how many of them actually turned on their camera…

● 82.7% of respondents miss Reserve while they’ve been gone either 
“a great deal” or “yes, so much!”, with only 1.7% of respondents 
replying “not at all”. 

Facts About Freshmen:
● 66% of respondents said that they have not participated in a Varsity 

sport all three seasons, #sportsball, #whereistheloveforcondition-
ing.

● 0% of respondents have violated the school’s academic honesty 
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policy. Good, Ananya is watching you like a hawk.
● 78% of respondents are the first person in their family to attend 

Reserve.
● Around 53% of respondents say they hardly ever order food to 

campus. This is probably since the freshman boys in Woodhouse 
are such good cooks they really know how to work a microwave.

● 70% of respondents say they look forward to Homecoming the 
most. Let’s see how they feel when they look back on those awk-
ward photos in three years.

● 50% of respondents say their senior Green Key is “Meh”. Well 
seniors, we did it! Mediocrity at its finest!

● Around 44% of respondents said that “Unsure/No opinion” should 
have won Best Picture this year. Personally, we thought it was a 
little elementary, but to each their own.

● 100% of respondents are right handed.
● Only 1 freshman said they would choose Billie Eilish as their 

mythical creature. Guess she really is…. “the bad guy” (pause for 
laughter). Please consider us for the WRAp.

● Around 28% of respondents said that Chipotle is their favorite 
Hudson area restaurant. The guac may be extra, but this place sure 
isn’t.

● 14% of respondents say that they have never left their home coun-
try. Explore the world, young grasshoppers!

● Around 62% of respondents say that none of the listed Vice Presi-
dential candidates interest them.

● Supporters of Donald Trump and Joe Biden are evenly split.
● Around 24% of respondents classify themselves as conservative 

and 43% classify themselves as liberal.

Stuff About Sophomores:
● Around 32% of respondents said that they spend their A+ time 

hanging out with friends, such social butterflies!
● 85% of respondents said that they have never violated the school’s 

transpo policy. The sights and sounds of the lawn’s wide sweep is 
enough for these kids.

● Around 18% of respondents said that they find it annoying when 
others do not follow the dress code. We wonder if they showed up 
to online classes in Reserve Green.

● 0% of respondents said they are dissatisfied with their choice to 
attend Reserve.

● 32% of respondents said that morning meeting was their favor-
ite Reserve tradition. This is probably because they love seeing 

Viewpoints make multiple announcements about submissions. That 
reminds us, ready your submissions for next year’s issue!

● 32% of respondents say they have benefited from Reserve’s sub-
stance abuse education programs.

● 2 sophomores said that they “hate volleyball and everything it 
stands for”. Know that even if you don’t love volleyball, volleyball 
will still love you. 

● 50% agree that Reserve’s prefects model the ideal behavior of a 
WRA student.

● 4 sophomores said that they are in “that weird zone” in regards to a 
relationship. Hey, we feel you.

● 32% of respondents said they don’t use corrective lenses to be able 
to see. It must be nice to see for free. 

● 3 sophomores said that winter is their favorite season. There’s 
something really special about slipping on ice on your way to Sey-
mour.

● 2 sophomores said that they are vegetarian. Those two sophomores 
probably talk about it a lot. 

Jazz About Juniors:
● 40% of all respondents who said they were socialists/communists 

came from the junior class. Must be something in the air...
● None of the juniors are “encouraged” by the Donald Trump presi-

dency, though 7 are “satisfied”. 
● No junior respondent said they trusted politicians or the political 

establishment.
● ⅓ of respondents who said they don’t think the government should 

have anything to do with marriage were juniors.
● Amy Klobuchar has one fervent supporter in the junior class who 

would like to see her become vice president. Funnily enough, that’s 
about the same number of supporters she had in the Iowa caucus. 

● All respondents from the junior class miss Reserve at least “a mod-
erate amount”. 

● One junior reported getting on average more than nine hours of 
sleep a night while school is in session, and our only question is: 
how???

● Meanwhile, one junior is suffering and reports getting 4 less hours 
of sleep a night now during quarantine. Maybe they’re the same 
person.

● No juniors reported not knowing what the WIC is, which we’re 
very proud of them for. We knew 3 years of WRA schooling would 
do something.
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● Half of all respondents who said they rarely if ever attend live 
classes on RingCentral were juniors. What, you just can’t be both-
ered?

● No junior respondents feel that Reserve values the arts the most.
● 2 juniors get offended when teachers are late. Relax!
● A plurality of juniors chose the victory bell as their favorite WRA 

tradition. 
● Three Palms was the favorite Hudson-area restaurant of junior 

respondents. 

The Scoop On Seniors (and PGs):
● 40% of the respondents who said stay-at-home orders are unnec-

essary came from the senior class. That’s funny, they seem a little 
young to be public health experts…

● One enterprising senior said their favorite pastime during the quar-
antine has been studying. What an interesting way to spend your 
senior spring!

● 90% of senior respondents (43 people) said they believe climate 
change is occurring and is largely the result of human activity, 
while one senior denied that. They probably weren’t in EcoS.

● 0% of senior respondents said they did not want Congress to pass 
the ERA. Guess age really does bring wisdom.

● In response to the question “Do you feel like you can bring about 
political change?”, one senior said “Why would I want to bring 
about political change?” Don’t let Mr. Hoffman hear you.

● Three seniors reported missing Reserve “not one bit” during the 
quarantine. Well, with that attitude maybe Reserve doesn’t miss 
you either. 

● Two entire seniors reported getting more than nine hours of sleep a 
night while school was in session. Dang, and we thought that one 
junior was weird! 

● Four seniors have read more than ten books this school year that 
weren’t assigned for school! Good job!

● 27 seniors put responses other than “Saturday” to the question ask-
ing what day of the week is best. Those 27 seniors are wrong.

● Not unsurprisingly, seniors chose senior dorms as the best.
● One senior said they didn’t know where the WIC was. If you can’t 

find it by now, you probably shouldn’t be allowed to use the ma-
chines there.

● One senior attends “few or none” of their live classes on RingCen-
tral. 

● Suraj has successfully indoctrinated 44 out of the 47 senior respon-

dents into approving of boys volleyball.
● Only two seniors feel that student leadership positions go to the 

right people. Ellie and Noah, is that you?
● Ten seniors admitted to using a banned substance on campus and 

never getting caught. Thanks for your honesty!
● 2 seniors would report their friends for breaking transpo. Narcs.
● Half of the people who said they never follow dress code were 

seniors, which makes sense.
● 70.8% of senior respondents said they felt WRA has prepared them 

well for success in college, while the rest were unsure or said it 
was too early to tell. Good luck next year!

● Surprise, surprise, seniors look forward to prom the most. Virtual 
prom this year, anyone?
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