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i n t o d u c i n g  e d i t o r s
“Who would scorn the month of June, because 
December, with his breath so hoary, must come? Must 
rather should he court the ray to hoard up warmth 
against a wintry day.” 
Lord Byron

“The only people for me are the mad ones, the ones 
who are mad to live, mad to talk, mad to be saved, 
desirous of everything at the same time, the ones 
that never yawn or say a commonplace thing, but 
burn, burn, burn like fabulous yellow roman candles 
exploding like spiders across the stars and in the middle 
you see the blue centerlight pop and everybody goes 
‘Awww’!” 
Jack Kerouac

“I shall be telling this with a sigh / Somewhere ages and 
ages hence / Two roads diverged in a wood, and I- / I 
took the one less traveled by, / And that has made all 
the difference.”
Robert Frost

“I saw the best minds of my generation 
destroyed by madness.” 

Allen Ginsberg

“Only the very weak-minded refuse to be 
influenced by literature and poetry.”

Cassandra Clare

“Literature is  the art of discovering something 
extraordinary about ordinary people, and 

saying with ordinary words something 
extraordinary.” 

Boris Pasternak
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It is with great pleasure that I introduce Quill, TED High School’s new English literary 

magazine.  When I introduced the idea to my IB Language and Literature students last 

semester, I wasn’t expecting such an enthusiastic response.  One conversation lead to 

another, and before we knew it, we had a name and a vision.      

The aim of Quill is simple—to encourage thoughtful, creative, and entertaining writing 

and artwork for our school outside the classroom.  And this issue does just that!  It contains 

a variety of works ranging from short stories, poems, essays, and letters, to biographies, 

interviews, drawings, and photos.  There’s even a crossword puzzle on J.D. Salinger’s The 

Catcher in the Rye.  Some works like “The Mere Master” and “Tuz Lake” function as social 

protest literature and draw our attention to the dangers of imperialism and consumerism, 

respectively, while others like the interview of a couple biking around the world and 

“Foreigners in Turkey” embrace adventure, challenges, and cultural diversity.  For fans of 

IGCSE literature don’t miss the rewrites of Rossetti’s “The Birthday” and Halligan’s “The 

Cockroach,” and for those interested in classic literary authors, be sure to check out the 

biographies of Sylvia Plath and Sir Arthur Conan Doyle.  For a more lighthearted and 

amusing read, especially if you’re a football fan, “Not This Time Liverpool!” isn’t to be missed.  

Whatever your interests, there’s something in this issue for all thanks to our talented 

student body.         

You wouldn’t be reading this letter right now if it weren’t for five extremely talented and 

devoted students: Nazlı İnay, Şımel Aldemir, Çağla Süslüay, Cansu Süt, and Skye Lamarre.  

There’s much work that goes into creating a lit mag, so I’ve learned, and these girls met 

the challenge with competence and aplomb.  It was a pleasure working with them.  I also 

need to give credit to Can Sarp Özcan for coming up with our lit mag’s name and to Kaan 

Ünlü for creating Quill’s logo and cover art.  Many thanks to my colleagues for encouraging 

their students to write for the magazine, to the Kalem İzleri team for their helpful advice, 

and to Aydın Ünal and Sedef Eryurt for their full, unwavering support.  Once again, I’d like 

to thanks those students who submitted their work and to urge everyone to keep writing 

for Quill’s 2015 winter issue.  

We hope you enjoy Quill’s first issue.    

Sincerely,

Flynn Resnick, Editor-in-Chief
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A Testament Like enchanted beams of the rising sun,

Warming the exposed pieces of one;

Waking him up from his delightful trance

I once loved it or him or her bar none.

Like lightning rupturing the firmament

And striking through the air and dust,

As if nothing and no one could confront,

I once loved him or her or it or some.

Like a child broken from a dreadful nightmare,

In a red night saturated with sweat and swelter,

Rushing to a cold steel tap for his hunger

I once loved her or it or him or none.

As the good old Earth kept rolling,

And all done was aimlessly wandering,

One could bare nonstop living since

I once loved it and all, as one

By Yigit Gürses, 10C
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started to count to ten out loud. That was what she 
did when she “really” got mad. Actually, she was both 
sad and angry that their classic romantic Christmas 
dinner was cancelled. I had never understood their 
complicated relationship. It was a relationship which 
seemed normal but wasn’t in reality. For a second, 
that he wasn’t going to come made me unhappy, 
but I was used to not seeing my dad often. He was 
a successful businessman who travelled all around 
the world at least twice in a month. Despite his 
withdrawn personality, she was joyful and full of 
energy. He was the kind of man who didn’t show his 
love, kept it inside. Maybe the cold and pessimistic 
air in our family was the result of my dad’s behaviour 
and how he treated my poor mom. No, poor was the 
wrong word: she was a really strong woman whom I 
always appreciated and was proud of.

Anyway, what I liked in Christmas were big presents 
and delicious food. My mum’s strawberry shortcake 
and my grandma’s secret recipe of turkey were my 
favourites. My mum usually got angry with me 
because I ate a lot, and I always had to hear my 
dad say that boys had to eat more than girls to be 
stronger.

In our neighborhood there was no need to lock the 
doors because it was a very safe and peaceful district. 
She walked slowlyon the green grasses covered by 
snow because of her high heels.  Before she knocked 
on Mr. Steevers’ door, she checked her teeth, hair, and 
make-up looking at her little golden mirror. Finally, 
she knocked on the door of Mr. Happiness, that was 
what I called him, and he opened. Two smiling eyes 
stared at us for a while as if they were asking why we 
had come. Mum was explaining the situation when 
I first saw my little princess hiding behind the legs 
of her daddy as shy and fragile as a little sparrow. I 
was trying to make a sentence in my mind but my 
brain had frozen because of her beauty like an ice 
princess. Her dark blue eyes had the coldness and 
the depth of the weather outside. I woke up from my 
little dream in paradise by the touch of my mum to 
my shoulder saying, “see you.”

My little exploration in that enormous house started. 
Having taken off my shoes outside the house, I 
already earned a star. That was what my mum told 
me to do if I went to a stranger’s house. I wanted to 
look at everything in the house and did so carefully 
with amazement as if each one of the curios and 
lamps were calling my name and offering me a 
bunch of chocolates. There she was again in front 
of me with her elusive dark blue eyes. I had never 
known whether she liked me or not. I was so jealous 
of her because of her parents. How they cared about 
and treated her were, as far as I was concerned, 

wonderful without the slightest fault, especially her 
dad who was like an angel, unlike mine. He took a 
strong interest in everything about her: her school, 
her feelings, thoughts, decisions, wills, and all that 
one could think of. 

When I arrived, they were playing their classic game, 
which I saw each time I came, with her standing up 
on the kitchen counter and jumping for her father 
to catch her. She went down and said, “Hey! What’s 
up?” I was happy that she took the first step because 
I wasn’t able to make even a short sentence. I just 
said, “ Good” curtly. I didn’t know why I acted so 
rudely and harshly and that I hadn’t even asked how 
she was. Maybe it was an effect of both my shyness 
and excitement towards her that I suppressed my 
emotions. To change the atmosphere, I asked Mr. 
Steevers for a cookie. He gave me animal crackers. 
They weren’t what I wanted, but I couldn’t say I didn’t 
like them ‘cause they were really delicious.

While we were eating our crackers and running 
around, her daddy asked if there was something 
we wanted. She screamed: “Hop-on, hop-off.” I 
didn’t  know they had a name for their game, but 
it was cool. I was two years older than she, so I no 
more enjoyed games like that, and also, I didn’t have 
someone to play with. I felt miserable all the time I 
was there beside her. Why me? Was it my destiny to 
not to be cared and loved? Didn’t I deserve a happier 
life? There were so many questions in my mind 
going round and round. We didn’t have a chance to 
choose our parents, not that I didn’t love them, but 
I had never felt the sense of belonging or how pure 
love was. I couldn’t ignore the efforts of my mum. 
However, it never felt truly convivial or real.

She got on the counter again, and I said 
encouragingly, “Jump and I’ll catch you.”  She had 
such a pure heart, one I never even for a moment 
thought of breaking. However, when she jumped, 
I took a step back and watched her fall. Her dad 
ran quickly towards her; she was crying with an 
interesting expression on her face. Her innocent look 
had disappeared; she had changed a lot. I could see 
the difference at that moment, and that was what I 
wanted to teach her for a long time but never found 
the courage—to be strong, to face the reality that 
nothing was as pink as her flawless life, that there 
were problems and negative aspects in life, that not 
everyone around us was reliable, honest, or warm-
hearted. I felt sad like I was carrying a huge stone 
in my heart, but my self-satisfaction suppressed it a 
little bit. I didn’t regret it because she had to learn 
the fact that fear and treachery existed. Then I said, 
“Now now, stop crying, stand up, and act like a big 
girl. A little fall like that can’t hurt you.”

I was looking at our antique cuckoo clock, which 
actually belongs to my sour-faced granpa and 
counting the seconds for mom to be ready while 
I was waiting for her to get dressed as usual. “Billy, 
are you ready?” she asked as if I was the one who 
had been dressing up for an hour or so. No answer 
came; she raised her shrill voice and asked again. 
“Yeah!” resounded. Cutting short, mostly with mom, 
this had become my new habit around those days. 
She got down from the gigantic, chocolate brown, 
wood stairs in a rush, wearing her favourite, shining, 
gold, high-heeled shoes. She said her usual sentence 
before she left me to Mr. Steevers’ house. Despite her 

having a self-centered character, I was the one and 
only person she cared about and brought up neatly. 
She gave me a quizzical look from head to toe and 
fixed my collar. She was elegant like a swan and 
well-groomed but a real nitpicker and perfectionist. 
“External appearance always comes first” was kind of 
her motto.

Her phone rang; it was my dad calling to say his flight 
was delayed because of the heavy storm and that 
he wouldn’t be able to come home for Christmas. 
After they had a little row on the phone for about 
two minutes, she hung the phone up on him and 

By Nazlı İnay, 11M 
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Disenchantment



By Burcu Özer, 10C

Do you think that it is acceptable for a person to 
commit a crime for the welfare of his or her own 
family? Or does it make more sense when it is said 
that every single person has responsibilities to his or 
her society and needs to consider the consequences 
of his or her actions towards the whole community? 
I found the second question more reasonable when 
I read the play All My Sons by Arthur Miller.  If you 
want to witness the effects of World War II on the 
attitudes of people, I strongly recommend you read 
it. 

Set in post-WWII America, the play starts as if it was 
going to tell the everyday life of the Keller family 
who has lost a son during the war. However, it 
is not the only case that emerges in the plot. The 
father, Joe, and the mother, Kate, are masking the 
fact that Joe, who used to work in the production of 
war equipment, allowed his partner to sell cracked 
cylinder heads to the army. This inconsiderate 
action caused the death of twenty-one pilots and 
according to Kate, the death of her own son, too, yet 
Joe denies the truth and behaves as if the only guilty 
party was his partner. 

The suspense is maintained throughout the play 
while the accumulating evidence slowly proves Joe’s 
guilt. As the play goes on, the characters’ reflections 

on the past and the father and mother’s meaningful 
behaviours reveal their secret. Miller doesn’t 
demonstrate directly that Joe was responsible for 
both his son’s and the twenty-one pilots’ deaths until 
the last pages of the play; therefore, it makes it hard 
for the reader to put it down.

All My Sons makes the reader question the idea of 
behaving unethically in order not to fail in business 
and reduce the income of the family. For example, 
Joe tries to convince others that he shouldn’t be 
regarded as guilty as his only aim was to provide a 
better life for his family. Nevertheless, he eventually 
realizes that he was really responsible for the death 
of the pilots and his own son. It is understood at the 
astonishing end of the play that everyone will pay 
up for their actions in some ways.

If you are wondering how money and war might 
reduce the importance of morality between 
people, All My Sons will be a real page turner for 
you. I guarantee that you will start to look at these 
concepts from a different perspective after reading 
Miller’s play.
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Money vs Ethics
All My Sons:



By Ömer Erencan Dural, 12B

Despite having grown up with plenty of female and 
male role models and having spent plenty of time 
in the company of both girls and boys, accepting 
their friendships with equal pleasure, I’ve never truly 
understood gender roles. However, for some time I 
have had a chance to get a closer glimpse into the 
teenage so-called men’s world, and it was definitely 
not a sight I can completely comprehend or adapt to 
fully. It is quite fascinating really when we believe we 
are civilised while we are intrinsically displaying our 
most primal instincts every day.

There is a certain code that most male teenagers 
follow, and it’s the concept of leadership. The 
majority of groups of men usually have a “leader,” a 
“captain” who is believed to have the best qualities 
in the group. It is not decided upon openly, but it 
is kind of a natural occurrence. The group usually 
starts out with members all having the same title 
and after a period of time, conversations revolve 
around a single one of them. The selection is usually 
made according to the outstanding qualities and 
dominant characteristics of the individual with 
confidence, communication with the opposite 
sex, nice looks, and self-esteem being the most 
determining qualities. The other members of the 
group usually aspire to be like the “leader” as they 
feel inferior. Thus, it can be inferred that most men 
choose a “leader” among them to follow.

The connection between our primal behaviour and 
the concept of supremacy is simple, really. A group 
of men can simply be associated with a pack of male 
wolves. The pack has a leader with a glowing mane, 
healthy teeth, strength or mating skills and has the 
final decision on issues. Of course, with the concept 
of supremacy, there comes a chaotic atmosphere of 
violence and fighting that involves the leader and 
someone wanting to be the leader. Usually, the other 
individual feels inferior and wants to be in charge 

because of the insecurity that comes with being a 
teenager. Now this is where we can somewhat be 
separated from our primal behaviour. On the one 
hand, we can simply think that there is no such thing 
as leadership in a group of friends, or if there really is, 
we can accept it, being a good sport. On the other 
hand, we can feel inferior and attack the leader in 
every way we know and aggressively reflect our lack 
of self-esteem, which puts men on a thin line that 
contains more civilised thoughts on one side, and 
more primal thoughts on the other side. In other 
words, male teenagers are capable of portraying 
their most primal sides if they feel inferior to their 
own peers, but it is up to them whether to reflect 
these inborn characteristics or not. 

In today’s societies, men usually have “cold wars” 
between them in a silent attempt to win the 
leadership or simply feel superior. These ego-driven 
men are the reasons why there are stereotypes. 
Furthermore, most of them are extremely fragile; 
thus, they have a burning desire to gain and sustain 
power. Usually, these men can’t have it all at once; 
therefore, they usually trick people into thinking that 
they are more sophisticated, smarter, better-looking 
or handier—characteristics that are perceived as 
“manly” in societies—than others. After all, the main 
aim is to be superior.

Upon close inspection one thing I learned is that a 
man’s ego is more fragile than a woman’s looks, and 
there is a perfectly comprehensible reason for it: they 
are constantly fighting for attention and “eligible” 
qualities that will make them feel satisfied about 
themselves and maybe cure their insecurities. If one 
wants to anger a man to his limits, then one should 
compare the man to other men, as he will feel anger 
not because there is a comparison, but because he is 
afraid of his inferior characteristics which will come 
out in the comparison.
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Prejudice



Not This Time Liverpool!

Last visit you had glory;

Istanbul was your lucky city;

Very incredibly you had lifted the trophy.

Encouraged by that big party,

Returned the Reds to your fortunate city.

Poor Lovren, on your next visit, missed the penalty:

Over the bar, it was unlucky—

Oh Liverpool! this time you saw it wasn’t to be— 

Leaving the city with your second glory.

By Cem Akdeniz, 10C
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By Ayşe Ece Aslan, 10C

Historical events are generally boring, especially 
when they’re combined with long and tiresome 
plays in those cozy theaters, right? You just can’t hold 
your head up, I know. However, Kerbela, an elegant 
combination of history and culture, can change 
your ideas about theaters, or at least your fatigue, 
because you will have a desire to know what’s going 
to happen even though you know the conclusion 
from your history class.

The scenario is based on the first sectarian 
discrimination in Islamic history after the death of 
Hz. Ali, in 661. Muaviye, the cruel leader and the 
founder of Umayyad Caliphate, takes profit from the 
death of the old caliph and ends the age of Rashidun 
Caliphs by declaring his own son, Yezid, as the leader 
of the Islamic world after himself. Hasan, the older 
son of Ali, tries to come terms with Muaviye, but 
their agreement doesn’t end well. After his father’s 
death, Yezid blockades Hz. Hüseyin, the younger son 
of Ali, and his caravan in the desert at Kerbela in 680 
because of the uprising of Hüseyin’s supporters.

The script of the play was written by Ali Berktay, 
a successful dramatist who is mostly known for 
his lucid translations of Amin Maalouf ’s books. His 
additions of humorous scenes in the script, like the 
dialogue between the healer and Muaviye, relieve 
the tragic mood of the play a little in the act one 
even though the general concept of a bloody 
milestone in Islamic history can make you hesitate 
to laugh.

The cultural content of the play is also very 
spectacular with live performances and costumes. 
Local and modern dance shows and the poems, 
which are recited by the narrator, are memorable 
pieces of Kerbela as well as the fight scenes and the 
costumes which help you to travel in time.

The feeling of being back in 7th century Kerbela 
(present-day Iraq) is provided by the setting, 
although the decoration of the scenes makes you 
question the quality of the play because there is no 
decoration at all! But after the play begins, all those 
question marks over your head will be answered 
by the vibrant lighting and special effects of lasers, 
like in the funeral scene of Hz. Ali. All those lighting 
tricks are supported by the decoration in the later 
parts of the play, like the dominant image of the 
desert which is strengthened by the shining color 
of orange curtains and sand. Also, the participation 
of actors as part of the decoration, like the tree that 
is formed by back-up dancers, obtains a dynamic, 
deep atmosphere for the play.

Kerbela is very satisfying to watch. The professional 
actors give you the impression of sincerity, like 
the sister of Hüseyin, Zeyneb, who is played by 
Rengin Samurçay. In my view, Kerbela grabs your 
attention and prevents you from getting lost in the 
monotonous, theatrical atmosphere of plays. You 
won’t need a place to rest against for this play, I 
assure you. Enjoy!
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Kerbela: A Three-Hour 
Short Play 



An interview conducted by Damla Ertem & Gökçe Dilek, 10F 

them for a magazine, so we decided to do so via 
email for Quill.     

Let’s get to know our travelers better.

First of all, they are an intercultural couple: half 
French, half Turkish. Gökben is 29 years old and 
obtained a Master’s degree in chemical engineering 
at Gazi University in 2008. Then she met Nicolas 
who graduated from aeronautics engineering 
and maintenance in France while he was working 
in Turkey for three years. They shared the same 
passion for travelling, new people, new cultures, 
and challenges.  They both had the idea of travelling 
all around the world even before they had met. 
Since April 14th, 2014, they have been making 
their dreams come true by meeting new people, 
visiting countries, discovering cultures, learning new 
languages—and doing it all on recumbent bikes! 
So far, they have crossed 13 countries in 8 months, 
riding 8000 km.

QUESTIONS& ANSWERS

Damla & Gökçe: Has this journey always been a 
dream of yours or did something make you decide 
to tour the world on bicycles?

Gökben: Travelling around the world had always 
been a dream for both of us since we were very 
young. Nicolas became a travel addict after he 
visited his aunt in Tahiti, French Polynesia in 1998 
for two months. As for me, I used to draw on maps 
the routes of the legendary heroes and characters 
from Jules Verne’s books while reading. After having 
both travelled on our own (I spent 7 months in the 
USA with Work and Travel; Nico spent 18 months 
volunteering in Canada and the USA traveling by 
van.), we eventually decided to attempt a long-haul 
travel around the world. While living in Ankara, we 

hosted dozens of travelers from all over the world 
applying for Visas in the embassies in order to carry 
on with their travels. We then hosted lots of cyclists 
and got curious about their means of transportation 
and how it felt travelling by bicycle. We liked the 
idea of being totally independent and autonomous, 
riding each kilometer exclusively on muscle-
power, using an economic and ecological means of 
transportation and having so much fun at the same 
time! After having travelled by car, plane, van, and 
hitch-hiking, travelling by bicycle sounded exactly 
like what we were looking for. So, indeed, travelling 

had always been a dream, but the idea of travelling 
by bicycle was found by chance.

We met with Gökben and Nicolas (last name) at a 
school conference organized by our school’s French 
department on February 20th. They were taking a 
break from their travels in order to visit Gökben’s 
family here in Turkey. After the conference, I (Damla) 
sent them a message on Facebook saying that I 
wanted to introduce them to my family who were 
interested in hearing more about their travelling 
adventures. We all met in my house on March 
20th and had the pleasure of hearing about their 
memories and what they have been through so far. 
In the end, my mother recommended interviewing 
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Frogs on wheels

Czech Republic, August 2014



An interview conducted by Damla Ertem & Gökçe Dilek, 10F 

Nicolas: Gökben was bitten by ticks twice. The feeling 
was like a mosquito bite. She realized that she was 
bitten due to an itch. When she touched that part, 
something pushed her finger back. Luckily we were 
carrying a tick-removing hook which enabled me to 
remove it from her skin.

Additionally, we fell from our bikes several times 
but each of us has fallen seriously once. I fell while 
we were in Greece. It was a long day and we were 
trying to reach our host’s house on time. We were 
preoccupied by this goal, and I did not realize the 
hole under a small puddle in the road. The front 
wheel hooked into the hole and stopped the bike 
suddenly. I fell flat on my bottom. Gökben fell on a 
rainy day while she was taking a downhill turn. She 
fell and was dragged 5 meters. Two of her bags and 
her clothes were torn.

D & G: For the time being, where is your favorite 
place to live in the future? Why?

Nicolas: After having ridden through Europe, the 
only place we can imagine ourselves living is the 
district around Eğirdir Lake in Isparta. We have not 
yet found a better place: you can swim in the lake, 
and there is a small ski resort close to Antalya. 

D & G: How can we and others follow your journey? 

Gökben: Our relatives, friends and other people can 
follow our journey via our blog www.frogsonwheels.
net or social networks such as Facebook (www.
facebook.com/frogsonwheels.net) or Twitter (www.
twitter.com/frogsonwheels). 

D & G: What kind of equipment has helped you 
during the journey?

Gökben: Our bike is our means of transportation 
and our tent is our house. Additionally, we carry 
our cooker and cookware for our meals. We have 
mattresses and sleeping bags, a small laptop, 
e-books, clothes, sandals, a first-aid kit, spare parts, 
and lots of food. 

D & G: Do you have sponsors? If so, in which ways did 
they ease your difficulties?

Gökben: Yes, we’ve had a couple of sponsors. The 

bike company AZUB and its dealer in France Velofasto 
made an extra discount on the bikes and bike 
equipment. Also an insurance company provided us 
with travel insurance. For our next 3 years we have 
found another equipment sponsor called Global 
Avrasya which will supply a satellite phone. But we 
are still looking for a way to meet our budget.

D & G: What are your future plans?

Gökben: During our travels we will be looking for 
a place where we would like to live, taking nature, 
locals, and countries’ economic situations into 
account. After our travels we want to live in that 
place by building our own wooden house. We are 
planning to have a couple of animals that we will 
use for their milk and eggs. It will be like a small farm 
where we can also have different kinds of fruit trees 
and vegetables. Apart from this small farm, we are 
thinking of a travellers’ cafe / hostel so that we can 
keep on travelling vicariously by hosting tourists. 
In this cafe we will share our memories from our 
travels, along with maps, magnets, flags, stickers and 
patches.

D & G: Have you ever had a bad situation like being 
bitten by an insect or falling off the bike?
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By Selen Çakmak, 9U

It is breakfast time. My friends are shouting “Neigh! 
Neigh!” and they are waiting for their turn. I am 
also hungry, but I do not like to be known as the 
greedy horse. I am noble. I never complain. I can 
wait a little more, so I will just wait patiently. There 
is no sound anymore, which means it is my turn to 
get the breakfast. I was right: my door has flashed 
opened and he, my cleaner, my cook, my caregiver, 
has entered and left my breakfast inside the stable. 
I am eating it without any delay. It is delicious. The 
food is obviously much tastier than usual. Oh, it`s 
finished now. I hope I still look noble. However, 
people around me are acting a bit different. I am not 
sure, but the stableman seems a little nervous. He 
is cleaning all my riding equipment carefully. He is 
in a hurry. Maybe today is an important day for him. 
Maybe he has to finish his duty and go somewhere 
else. Maybe . . . Maybe . . . Oh! Where is my rider? 
Where is my companion, my best friend? Why isn`t 
she around? I`d better have some sleep now.

Too much noise—people are running and shouting.  
There are so many people in their white pants. I know 
what it means. This means there is a competition. 
That`s great. I’m very excited now. This is my day. I 
should do my best. People should see how talented 
I am. With all these wonderful thoughts, I can 
remember that race area. It becomes a scary place 
on competition days. It becomes a test area rather 
than a practicing area.   

Anyway, I am standing in the middle of the stable. 
My caregiver puts all the equipment on me. He is fast 
and nervous. I am waiting for my rider to come and 
get me. There she is. How beautiful she looks! I can 
see it`s our time now. She comes close to me and 
pats my head. Now we are leaving the stable and 
walking towards the race area side by side.  As we 
arrive at the area, she leaves me here with someone 
else. Where is she going now? Alright, she returns 
after two minutes. She sits on the saddle on my back. 
We are going to the training field to start practicing 
immediately. This is what horses and riders should 
do before the race. I jump obstacles one by one. I am 
ready now. But I am also nervous. We are leaving the 
practice area and going to the race area. 

There are so many high obstacles for me to jump. I am 
watching another horse doing the race. He is quite 
good. Well done! I have to be faster and better. Now 
it is our turn, so we go in. I can show everyone how 
talented I am. My rider stops in front of the referees 
and bows to salute them. It is my time to shine. We 
are waiting for the bell indicating we should start. 
We hear the bell. First obstacle, second obstacle, 
third . . . We finish the race without a mistake. Am I 
the best?
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By Cansu Süt, 11B

Last November, my friends and I were on a school 
trip to Cappadocia, accompanied by teachers from 
our History, Physical Education, Religious Studies 
and Geography departments. Tuz Lake was a spot on 
our route to the fairy chimneys, and we decided to 
pay a visit to this place as well. Most of us were first-
time visitors. Indeed, none of us could guess that our 
dreams were all going to be shattered.

When I got off the coach, the first thing that caught 
my eye was a bunch of gigantic billboards at the 
entrance of the site. On those boards, there were 
posters advertising products whose main ingredient 
was the salt extracted from the lake. As I stared at 
the display, I wondered why people had to exploit 
this precious mineral so as to produce cosmetics. I 
wanted to know why they had to harm the aquatic 
life just for commercial purposes.

As I went past those repugnant objects, I saw a few 
stores on both sides of the way leading to the lake. 
These stores sold a variety of items, from creams to 
bath salts, from peeling masks to shampoos and 
much more—products all a direct result of destroying 
the natural habitat of all plants and animals dwelling 
under the water for the raw material of all those 
articles was the salt from the lake. 

With my heart heavy, I moved on. I tried my best to 
overlook the revoltingly excessive advertisements 

and the exposition of the dirt on the shiny facade 
of commercialism. However, my attempts to escape 
the reality were in vain: the sight of the lake, which 
we finally reached, was utterly unbearable.

It was nothing like what we had seen in the 
photos. Pieces of art containing picturesque vistas 
embellished with an enchantingly beautiful lake, 
the photos were nothing but articles from the dusty 
shelves of history. My eyes burned with the sight 
of a dying lake, a lake being slowly killed by the 
greediness and the unconsciousness of the human 
race.

Most of the water had already dried out. Below my 
feet, I could see the arid and parched soil, which 
resembled my heart at that moment. I have listened 
to so many lectures about global warming during 
my entire life, but I became fully aware of the 
graveness of this issue only after bearing this sight. 
The insatiable demands of mankind have caused 
thousands of natural beauties to perish. 

Our voracious appetite for money and luxury has 
already exhausted the overwhelming majority of 
resources which were gifts to us from Mother Nature. 
This suffocating rapacity will eventually wipe out the 
human race from Earth, as one day, there won’t be 
anything left to exploit mercilessly.
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By Akın Ataberk Okyay, 11D

Once upon a time there was a physician called 
Georges Lemaitre who had a mathematician friend 
named Alexander Freidman.  These two fellas 
decided not to spend time wandering around, 
and they started to think of how the universe was 
created.  Even though Lemaitre was a priest, they 
both thought that the idea of God creating the 
universe was not good enough for them, so they 
started to conduct research.  After years of hard 
work, they came to the conclusion that the universe 
was a tiny dot and started to expand until it was 
as big as thirty suns which had infinite density 
and were unimaginably hot.  As certain conditions 
interacted, an explosion occurred.  It was so strong 
and hot stars, planets, galaxies, and other astrological 
entities started to develop.  The universe which was 
as big as thirty suns and had infinite density started 
to expand and lose its density.  However, another 
physician named Edwin Hubble discovered that 
planets and stars were moving away from the Earth, 
so he said that the expansion of the big bang was 
still continuing.

Using these theories, it is possible to come up with 
other theories: one of them is the big crunch.  Let’s 
think about a hand-grenade explosion.  The blast 
causes particles and shrapnel to spread out, but 
after a while it stops.  The explosion of the grenade 
creates a kinetic force which blows pieces away from 
the explosion, but after some time those pieces 
consume their kinetic forces and stop moving.  The 
big crunch theory is based on this concept.  After 
a length of time (which takes way too long even 
to think about) the big bang’s explosion’s kinetic 
force will be consumed and slowly—very slowly—
the galaxies start to become attracted to each 
other due to gravitational forces.  Over time they 

will have become the entity which was the size of 
thirty suns with infinite density and extremely high 
temperatures.  What would happen if another big 
bang occurs?  Well what I think is we could even be 
living in the 2nd or 3rd or even 1000th big bang.

What if the universe repeats itself?  Every time it 
explodes it starts to slow down and stops. Then it 
starts to crunch and becomes the first thing it was. 
Then the same conditions from the big bang exists, 
and then it starts to expand again.  Granted it’s just 
a hypothesis, but what if every time it expands the 
same? It creates the same stuff it did last time, just 
like the one we live in, the Earth. And what about all 
of these things that we call probabilities, like if the 
fetus becomes a boy or a girl, or would it be head 
or tails when we flip a coin, or even you, you being 
born and getting educated so you can read, and 
amongst all those pieces of written documents, you 
are reading this one right now?

The creation of earth was a probability.  The conditions 
needed for Earth to get created was fulfilled by the 
big bang, so why can’t our probabilities and every 
other probability be the result of a big bang? And if 
that is real, if the big bang really does make a script 
for history and the way we live, do we live our lives 
multiple times due to the big crunch and the big 
bang happening all over again? If so, can we say 
that we aren’t actually living? Of course, these are all 
guesses, theories, and hypotheses, but what if there 
is some truth to be found here? If so, please think 
about how many times you’ve read this text? Is it 
your 1st time, your 10th time, or even your 9000th 
time reading this text, depending on the repetition 
of the big bang, the big crunch, you, and your 
events?  But as I said previously, this is just a guess . . .           
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By Selin Irmak Köksal, 9I

dormitories. Even though he did not appreciate his 
poems and stories much back then, others found 
them to be “miraculous.” 

At the end of college, he was sent to Austria for a 
year to learn German. Coming back to Edinburgh 
in 1876, he started to attend the University of 
Edinburgh to study medicine, where he started to 
write his short stories. There he met his role model 
for Sherlock Holmes, a surgeon named Joseph Bell. 
In his autobiography, Doyle describes Bell as “a very 
skillful surgeon” but adds, “His strong point was 
diagnosis, not only of disease, but of occupation 
and character.” While Bell was able to make quick 
and correct observations on his patients, just like 
Sherlock Holmes does with his clients, his students, 
the “Watsons,” would watch with astonishment. 
Fortunately for him, Bell showed special interest in 
Doyle and made him his outpatient clerk, so Doyle 
got to work with him and observe his problem 
solving methods, which he would later apply to 
Sherlock Holmes.

However, Doyle did not have a successful medical 
career and after failed attempts of starting his 
own practice, he stopped practising medicine to 
concentrate on his writing. While Doyle was trying 
to make a breakthrough as an author, he got married 
with his first wife, Louisa Hawkins.  

Doyle’s Sherlock Holmes first appears in the novel A 
Study in Scarlet (1887), and its rights were sold only 
for £25. Three years later, The Sign of the Four and a 
series of short stories followed, and Sherlock Holmes 
became very famous. However, Doyle wanted to work 
more on his books about spiritualism, so he decided 
to kill Sherlock Holmes and Professor Moriarty in the 
story “The Final Problem.” Nevertheless, he had to 
bring Holmes back from the grave since there was a 
great reaction from the public. In total, Doyle wrote 
more than 60 detective stories on Sherlock Holmes.    

On July 7, 1930, at the age of 71, Doyle died in his 
garden in East Sussex from a heart attack while 
clutching his chest with one hand and holding a 
flower in the other.

Interesting things to know about Doyle and Holmes:

1. Sir Arthur Conan Doyle was born to a Catholic 
family, but he later got into the religion of 
“Spiritualism,” a belief that spirits have an ability to 
communicate with the living.

2. At the time Doyle wrote the Holmes stories, Baker 
Street did not go as high as 221, Sherlock Holmes 
and Doctor Watson’s home.  However, in 1932, the 
street was extended.  Abbey National Building 
Society moved into numbers 219 to 221, and later 
had to hire a secretary to answer letters regarding 
Sherlock Holmes. 

3. Sherlock Holmes holds the world record for being 
“the most portrayed literary human character on 
film and TV.”

We always read great books, watch movies based on 
them, but do not actually know much about their 
creators, their authors. Sir Arthur Conan Doyle is the 
author of one of the world’s most famous series, 
Sherlock Holmes. Many of us have read some of his 
novels, seen some adaptations on the big screen or 
on TV but do not know his life. Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 
actually had a very interesting and unpredictable life, 
which gave him amazing ideas for his literary work.  

Doyle was born in Edinburgh, Scotland on May 
22, 1859.  Even though his father was an alcoholic, 
his mother was an intelligent woman who passed 

her love of reading to his son by telling him many 
peculiar stories. Doyle’s imagination developed with 
the help of his mother’s stories, even though he 
wasn’t aware of it. 

At the age of nine, he was sent to England by 
his Catholic family to attend a Jesuit (religious) 
preparatory school named Hodder in Stony Hurst 
where he later attended college, too. He became 
aware of his interest in literature in Stony Hurst after 
starting to write poetry on various themes for his 
classes and enjoying the work, unlike his peers. He 
also used to tell stories to his friends at night in the 
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By Dilara Sancar, 11M imagery fills her verses together with her mocking 
spirit. She portrays the conflicts of women in a man’s 
world. In fact, her feminist impulses cry out in her 
work. Her marriage with Ted Hughes further induced 
her to explore the struggles of women in the 1960s.

The first time I came across Plath was with The Bell 
Jar. I was dazzled with her ideology and imagination. 
The way she evokes the hidden impulses in her 
mind is marvelous. For instance, her protagonist, 
Esther Greenwood, shares her thoughts early on 
in the novel as she struggles to adapt to her new 
surroundings in New York City: 

The silence depressed me. It wasn’t the silence 
of silence. It was my own silence. I knew perfectly 
well the cars were making a noise, and the people 
in them and behind the lit windows of the building 
were making a noise and the river was making a 
noise, but I couldn’t hear a thing. The city hung in 
my window, flat as a poster, glittering and blinking, 
but it might just as well not have been there at all, 
for all the good it did me. (17) 

One of my favorite poems of hers is “Lady Lazarus,” a 
brutally intelligent and dark poem. In this poem Plath 
portrays her pessimistic nature towards life. With 
dark exhilaration she embraces death and professes 
that she is not afraid of death or what comes after it. 
Because she believed death to be her only dignified 
reality, she became so committed to it that came to 
define her art form. With melodramatic lines, Plath 
describes her art through the effects on her own life. 
Exhibiting stunning courage, she even describes her 
rotting corpse and lifeless flesh in a blood-curdling 
way. There are also allusions to the Holocaust, which 
help highlight the horrific atmosphere of a society of 
rapacious consumers and ruinous creatures. At the 
end of the poem Plath actually revolts against both 
God and Lucifer. As some kind of challenge, Plath 
mocks both of them. She resurrects herself from 
the ashes just like a phoenix. She burns with this 
haunting image of death and rises up in her rage, 
ravaging everything in her path. I hope you enjoy 
reading it and become Sylvia Plath fans as well.

“Lady Lazarus”
I have done it again. 
One year in every ten
 I manage it--  
A sort of walking miracle, my skin 
Bright as a Nazi lampshade, 
My right foot  
A paperweight, 
My face a featureless, fine 
Jew linen.  
Peel off the napkin 
O my enemy. 
Do I terrify?--  
The nose, the eye pits, the full set of teeth? 
The sour breath 
Will vanish in a day.  

Soon, soon the flesh 
The grave cave ate will be 
At home on me  
And I a smiling woman. 

I am only thirty. 
And like the cat I have nine times to die.  
This is Number Three. 
What a trash 
To annihilate each decade.  
What a million filaments. 
The peanut-crunching crowd 
Shoves in to see  
Them unwrap me hand and foot—
The big strip tease. 
Gentlemen, ladies  
These are my hands 
My knees.
 I may be skin and bone,  
Nevertheless, I am the same, identical woman.
 The first time it happened I was ten. 
It was an accident.  
The second time I meant 
To last it out and not come back at all. 
I rocked shut  
As a seashell. 
They had to call and call 
And pick the worms off me like sticky pearls.  
Dying 
Is an art, like everything else.
I do it exceptionally well.  
I do it so it feels like hell.
I do it so it feels real.
I guess you could say I’ve a call. 
 
It’s easy enough to do it in a cell. 
It’s easy enough to do it and stay put. 
It’s the theatrical  
Comeback in broad day 
To the same place, the same face, the same brute 
Amused shout:  
‘A miracle!’ 
That knocks me out. 
There is a charge  
For the eyeing of my scars, there is a charge 
For the hearing of my heart—
It really goes.  
And there is a charge, a very large charge 
For a word or a touch 
Or a bit of blood 
Or a piece of my hair or my clothes. 
So, so, Herr Doktor. 
So, Herr Enemy.  
I am your opus, 
I am your valuable, 
The pure gold baby  
That melts to a shriek. 
I turn and burn. 
Do not think I underestimate your great concern.  
Ash, ash—
You poke and stir. 
Flesh, bone, there is nothing there--  
A cake of soap,  
A wedding ring,
A gold filling.  
Herr God, Herr Lucifer
Beware 
Beware.  
Out of the ash I rise with my red hair 
And I eat men like air.

Born in 1932, Sylvia Plath was an exceptionally 
brilliant American poet and writer of the 1960s. In 
her poems and semi-autobiographical novel The 
Bell Jar, Plath, with an artisan-like attitude, describes 
women’s roles in 1960s consumer society. Plath 
has capital importance in 20th century poetry 
with being an image of the feminist movements 
during the 1960s and 1970s. Even with her nervous 
breakdowns and depression running through her 
veins, she terrifically explored the issues of gender, 
feminism, marriage, suicidal impulses, betrayal, and 
death. Even in her youth Plath was always inclined to 
exhibit excessive sentimentality. Her father’s death 
when she was only eight had a huge impact on 
Plath’s depression and future tragic events. She was 
a very successful student with straight As. She then 
matriculated to Smith College where her depression 
set in. But in the darkest section of her life, she had 
written 400 hundred poems. During the summer 
of her junior year in college, Plath had her very first 
suicide attempt by overdosing on sleeping pills. In 
The Bell Jar this attempt of hers was briefly described. 

Afterwards with electroshock and psychotherapy, 
she had a small period of recovery. She then 
graduated from Smith with high honors and won a 
scholarship to Cambridge. In a party at Cambridge 
Plath met the charismatic British poet Ted Hughes 
who later became her husband. Shortly after 
they got married, she went to Boston where she 
published her first collection of poetry entitled 
Colossus. When she returned to England, she gave 
birth to two beautiful children, Frieda and Nicholas. 
In that very fragile period, her husband Ted Hughes 
betrayed her and left her all alone with the two 
new-born babies which needed to be taken care of. 
That winter Plath published The Bell Jar and wrote 
several poems that were later included in Ariel, her 
most famous collection of verse. In 1963 Plath wrote 
a note to her downstairs neighbor that they should 
call the doctor and then succeeded in killing herself 
using the gas oven. She was thirty years old. In the 
prime of her life, she ended her existence. 

These tragic events reinforced her work. Her stunning 
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By Zeynep Cemre Sandallı, 9M

Sometimes, when everything and everyone seem to 
be going against you, you just wonder what on earth 
you’ve done to deserve that punishment. Hundreds 
of questions come to your mind and haunt you. Why 
are you always the one suffering when the world is 
swarming with mean people? Why can’t you simply 
be happy? Will you ever find happiness? However, 
maybe you do not necessarily have to find it; seeking 
it could be the point.

“Remember that happiness is a way of travel, not a 
destination,’’ said Roy Goodman. Only a few of you 
will be lucky enough to meet all your goals and 
build a perfect life where you can live comfortably 
without hardships and pain. Conserving that life in 
spite of the people trying to ruin it and the grim 
realities that you cannot ignore is even tougher. 
Therefore, failure, loss, and sorrow are inevitable. 
Then why do you torment yourself just because you 
haven’t attained everything you want? Instead, you 
can enjoy your journey, savoring every moment of it. 
If you let it take you to some gorgeous places, teach 

you how to put up with difficulties, and help you to 
discover more about yourself, you will realize it is not 
that important where the journey ends; you will be 
grateful for it.

Unless you give up, you can’t lose. You may not win, 
you may not get exactly what you hope for, but still 
you gain a lot from every trial, and you’re certainly in 
a much better situation than those who don’t fight 
for their dreams. Not everyone will appreciate your 
work. You will be discouraged, even ridiculed. Yet if 
you devote yourself to something, you will not need 
anybody’s approval. You will do it for nobody else 
but for yourself. Then, whether you succeed or not, 
at least it will be your choice.

You’ve probably had many wishes that have not 
come true yet. Maybe they will; maybe they won’t. 
You do not need to wait for them to be happy. 
Whenever you fall into despair, remind yourself that 
all that matters is to complete your journey, not 
finding the fabulous destination . . . if any exists.
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By Irmak Sergi, 11H

Dear Daughter, 

When did you become an almost-seventeen year 
old? Where has the time gone? There are moments I 
still feel you dancing in my belly, nuzzling your tiny 
face into the nape of my neck as I burp you—the 
smell of dried milk and baby powder on your skin.

You are and will always be my baby, my honey. I 
loved every minute of our time together. You taught 
me intimacy at a time when I needed it most. You 
are a leader; you listen to your needs, and you are 
not afraid to make them known. I honor that about 
you. I remember very clearly when you said, “I can 
do it myself.” There is just something about you, 
something out of this world. I promise to support 
you in whatever you decide to do in life because I 
know it’s your journey to have. Also, I don’t want you 
to feel limited or feel regretful about anything you 
did.

Now, as a young woman taking your first steps into 
womanhood, I often find myself struggling in a 
world made up of conflicting messages about what 
a woman is or what she should be. There are many 
people around the world who continue to reinforce 
misguided views about women, especially when it 

comes to their place in society. My dear sweetheart, 
unfortunately, I feel uncomfortable about the future 
of our country. The more we see women’s rights 
being ignored, the more worthless women are 
becoming with every passing day. I hope one day 
you will return home from your job, working in 
the street at 9 pm without feeling discontented. I 
hope you will live in a place where women are not 
despised or seen as slaves.

You may not control all the events that happen to 
you, but you can decide not to be reduced by them. 
Try to be a rainbow in someone’s cloud, my angel. 
I’m not worried about you because you know what 
you are doing even when you don’t think you do. 
You will always be safe; you will always be protected, 
and you will always be loved. 

Go explore and seek adventure; be brave; be bold; 
be courageous because you are meant to discover, 
to create, to learn, to experience it all, and I will love 
you every step of the way, no matter what.

I love you so much my baby.

Love,

Mommy
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Newpage* September, 17th, gulp,
Another beginning of pain,
Rooms of boredom,
Corridors of soullessness,
Attendance for us, preys,
Sand Piper, so meaningless.
My brain is overheated.

I am scared to death.
Minor arguments with bros,
Apples in hands of teachers,

Goals to pass, till the end.
Ears hear shouting;

Ranked races at exam moments;
Yelling in class is students’ best.

Form fillings, letter writings, articles,
Oxygen, hydrogen, nitrogen or water,
Revolutions, wars, presidents of history…
Enough for eight spooky months!
Somehow, the torture ends,
Hallelujah time for now!
All the desks empty,
Doors close, 
Opening of freedom comes,
With new aims and wishes.                                      

1 class,                                                                                                                                              
0 fear,                                                                           

Newpages for the ages.                                                

*Newpage was our class slogan in 10th grade when we just 
couldn’t get enough of literary devices.

By Yigit Gürses, 10C
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Battlefield A shot echoed through the whole red field.

Suddenly, pale eyes appear, dim cries rise.

Then a cold darkness surged in his sight.

He knew it was the end,

Though his wounds would not mend,

It was hard to decide whether it was the iron will

Or the vigorous bond between life and him that was urging till

Voices kept getting lower and lower.

He could feel he was losing his power.

With the very little strength he could muster,

Looking at the sapphire sky reckoning,

His whole life was for nothing. 

This idea started repeating in his mind;

He delighted in the irony.

Now it was time to let it all dissolve in harmony.

By Buğra YALÇIN, 10C

Quill / Spring2015 39Quill / Spring201538



Doing Nothing In 
Particular

With the soft breeze
That both fastened my pace
And reddened my face,
I wandered on the ugly grey road
With no one in company but a toad,
But it looked so strange—
There were shades filled with rage
Coming and going,
Crying and laughing,
Their feet simple and bare,
Making no sound as they are walking with care,
And it was so odd—
I felt lonely and cold.

I was near the toad—
Those green legs as visible as the moon

Under the trembling light of the stars.
I could smell it—

I could touch it—
I could hear its beating heart—

It was ugly.
Yes, it was . . . Alive!

And beautiful!
At least . . . 

More beautiful than the shades
Which made no sound,

Not even a soft breathing,
Just coming and going,

And crying and laughing,
And just . . . 
Watching?

By Didem Güngör, 10C
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Escape With the first burning beams

Coming from the sun,

The downfall of my heart begins

And ordinariness of reality

Is a bomb exploding

In the heart of my heart.

But when the shining moon appears,

When stars invite me to an imaginary reality,

I transmute simplicity to disparateness and

Escape within my dreams

Till a new day is born

Because with my heart,

Every day is another downfall;

Every night, another escape.

By Cemre Kılıçarslan, 9Z
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Foreigners in Turkey They are honeymooners and breadwinners,

Missionary teachers and congenial humans.

Having problems with EGO buses,

Waiting in traffic and looking at their watches.

Iskenderun Soslu Tavuk Döner Kebab—

Definition of their favorite dish in a strange vocab.

What is the definition of cultural clash?

Who comes to Turkey becomes Turkish.

Adaptation is easy with conversation.

Because wives and husbands know English—God bless!

Foreigners in Turkey—we love them.

Without looking at their national anthem,

Doors open, waiting for new guests

To teach them the unusual fests.

They don’t want to return to their homeland

‘Cause here they’ve their second.

It makes us happy that they speak Turkish.

Accents are funny like an aimless bunny.

But this doesn’t cause discrimination—

Just a peaceful situation.

No racism here—infinite respect for identity.

We call humanity to be doves,

Which fly higher than apartheid.

Let’s start a raid 

Against the tide,

The tide of inhumanity.

Love each other.

Love the created because of the creator.            

By Mehmet Behnan Türkeri, 11M
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Light-bringers Once upon a time, 

We were the ones who were called them;

We were the ones whom they worshipped,

And the ones who were free—

A long time ago.

We found knowledge;

They gathered intelligence.

We found energy;

They killed peace and humanity.

Sometimes we betrayed ourselves,

But most of the time, they tortured us.

We created a revolution;

They made railways from our future.

We wanted to go beyond humanity;

They wanted humanity to obey themselves.

And we will fight for salvation,

As the light-bringers of the future.

As long as they continue the corruption.

By Doğu Deniz UĞUR, 9B 

Quill / Spring2015 47Quill / Spring201546



Restless Critters
We humans are restless critters

Who usually fail at using clippers,

Enjoy swimming with flippers.

And wish to live in full happiness.

We humans become engineers;

Learn how to deal with hammers,

But don’t give up destroying forests.

Then say, nature lost its beauty.

We humans wear waders

To be the greatest fishers.

But also spatter all the waters.

Throwing high amounts of litter.

We humans are monsters.

Can’t be full with Snickers.

Still search for real evenness.

Without seeing the benedictions.

By Mehmet Behnan Türkeri, 11M
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By Hasan Alp TEKALP, 11S

As I mentioned before, this feud has been going 
on between these two families for almost three 
generations. Everything began when their great-
grandfathers started to argue about being 
the possessor of my land. While Georg’s great-
grandfather said that it belonged to him, Ulrich’s 
great-grandfather always said that it was his. 
Unfortunately, they did not understand that I 
cannot belong to either of them because I had 
been in existence long before they were even born. 
This argument between the two families has been 
continuing for such a very long time that nobody is 
now in a position to understand its real origin or who 
the real possessor of the land is. All these disputes 
and arguments between the von Gradwitz’s and 
Znaeym’s have brought us to this day, which I want 
to call as my justice and revenge day. 

It was a very stormy and cold night when Ulrich 
von Gradwitz decided to patrol around in his so-
called land. He thought that he had to defend the 
boundaries of that land against Georg Znaeym, 
especially on that night. As he was expecting him 
to encroach upon “his” land that night, Ulrich was 
planning on shooting him with his rifle and end 
this feud once and for all. Ulrich was suspicious of 
where Georg could be hiding from him in his forest 
because I ordered the animals in the forest to panic. 
Ulrich normally knew that the animals would hide 
somewhere at stormy nights but that night all the 
deer and rabbits in the forest were running around, 
as if they were trying to show Ulrich that there was 
an intruder in the forest.  I planned their encounter 
in this way so that the animals would lead them to 
each other, and they would take each other’s path. 
Then all of a sudden, exactly as I had planned it in 
advance, Ulrich and Georg came face to face behind 
one of the trunks of my trees. They looked deeply 
into each other’s eyes. As they were hesitating to 
shoot each other, I immediately took advantage 
and struck the tree trunk next to them with a bolt 
of thunder and made it fall right on them. They were 
not expecting it, so they could not escape. 

Everything went exactly as I planned it. I was going 
to punish them for their behavior. Nobody had the 
right to share me, sell me, or claim possession over 
me, and Ulrich and Georg were about to understand 
this very soon. The tree trunk fell on them very fast 
and they were trapped under it. I did not kill them 
right away, intentionally, because I wanted to give 
them time to talk to each other. I was, of course, not 

going to let them kill each other in their human ways. 
No! It must have been me who killed them both, 
considering how long they have been mistreating 
me. As I mentioned before, I gave them time to talk 
and was surprised to see that Ulrich offered his drink 
to Georg. Maybe there was hope for them after all, 
but I am nature, and nature doesn’t forgive anybody. 
I have no mercy for anybody, especially not for those 
who have thought that they could rule over me 
and have regarded themselves as my king! When 
I killed Ulrich and Georg, I would be able to show 
everybody my power and nobody would dare to 
rule over me anymore. They would know I would do 
them the same if they dared to do so. Therefore, with 
their death I would not only end the feud but also 
make sure that everybody understands my power. 

After they had talked for a while about their lives and 
that they would become friends if they could escape 
that situation, they decided to help each other. While 
Ulrich said that he would order his men to save 
Georg first when they find them, Georg made the 
same offer to Ulrich. They were so sure that sooner 
or later either of their men would find them that 
they argued about whose men would arrive first. Of 
course, they once again underestimated me and did 
not count me in their plan. 

It was first Ulrich, who noticed that they were 
approached by something. Georg’s eyes were closed 
with blood; therefore, he could not see me coming. 
When he asked repeatedly to Ulrich what was 
coming, he was still so sure that they were human 
beings that he only wanted to know whose men 
they were. Unfortunately for them, it was me in the 
shape of wolves. I took my revenge in a blood bath 
and thus gave a lesson to human kind—never try to 
rule over me!

Since the beginning of 
human history, there have 
always been people who 
fought about me. They 
claimed possession over 
me; they divided me, and 
they used me however 
they wanted. The story 
I am going to tell also 
includes two foolish 
human beings who made 

this same mistake. They were called Ulrich von 
Gradwitz and Georg Znaeym. As you will understand, 
I am the whole world. All the waters are me; all the 
forests are me, and all the lands are me. The story of 
Ulrich and Georg takes place on the eastern spurs of 
the Carpathians. There has been a big feud between 
their families for three generations. Now I will tell you 
the story of how these two human beings began to 
fight over me, and how I eventually punished them 
for doing so.
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The Ghost King It’s a dark, dim and cold night,
There’s no one to be seen in anyone’s sight.
A boy approaches from the dark,
He slowly sobs and falls freely to the ground.

The Ghost King, Underworld’s son
Left by some and accepted by none,
Slowly wipes off tears and stands up,

And faces the fear of flown trust.

His loved ones left him at a young age;
His heart was captured in a small cage.
He ran into the so-called home of the shadows
with fear and pain, things he actually owns.

Then he fell—hard, dark and painfully,
Tried to survive in a place that is dying

and when he was out, he was captured again
by the strong sea that wasn’t possible to forget.

The Ghost King, Underworld’s son
Left by some and accepted by none,
Tried to cope with light after dark;
Then was taken harshly by the sun’s heart.

Hard to cope at first,
but then slowly

he opened up
Like flowers turning to the light.

Found out that shadows aren’t home
when there is a better place to roam.

Now the Ghost King cries, not because he’s sad or mad;
These are tears of the glad.

Because as the sun walks towards him
and gives him hope,

He finally begins to feel at home.

By Serra Su Cömert, 9D
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The Perfect Runaway It was a cold night indeed,
But not as cold as her heart.
The man knew nothing
And everything about her.
He had been with her long enough to know that
He should run.
He must run
Despite all,
Despite that he didn’t even know how to walk.
He should and must run fast.

It was 3 a.m. in the morning;
His hopes were down like the sun wouldn’t rise again.

Her eyes were in prison, a deep sleep;
Only her eyelids could hide those blue skies.

In the living room, there was half of a cigarette;
God knows which fight it was left from.
He could hear a song, a familiar rhythm
And a familiar feeling—anger. 
The passion he felt made him angry.
The memory of the aisle made him angry.
Eventually, the cigarette was still burning—
Maybe his only trustful friend.

It was a dark night indeed,
But not as dark as her soul

While he was closing the door for the last time,
He could feel and hear his feeling.

He knew it was a love song.

By Anıl Özbayram, 9Z
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They They are the falling crystals from the sky,

Seemingly ordinary

Virtual works of art, and

They

Are the chasers of salvation

Through the blue road.

They are known as “the lonesome”

By others,

But they are the ones,

The spirits who 

Explore the intangible in a tangible world.

For the unseeing eyes

It is fault and isolation to 

Follow the blue path,

So for the ones who

See the unseen,

Hear the unheard,

The road grew longer to an illimitable end.

Perhaps loneliness isn’t as heavy as a rock

Maybe it is just an escape

From monotony to extraordinary 

And leaving a dark blue mark

On a blue-shaded world

Being blue.

By Cemre Kiliçarslan, 9Z   
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there, ‘Observing her current situation,’ as he would 
probably say it. Alice felt really irritated when that 
pair of hazel, crinkled eyes was looking down on her. 
It made her feel small and irrelevant for some reason. 
She never liked being stared at, anyways. With this 
sudden movement, a stubborn, continuous sound 
of beeping crawled into her ears with no warning. 
This occurring rather repetitively, it didn’t bother her 
that much. She still couldn’t help but feel the shivers 
running down her spine, though. 

“Alice? Are you awake, sweetheart?” Mr. Fletcher said 
slowly. Even though he was already greeted with the 
seemingly lifeless body of the poor little girl lying on 
the grubby floor, he still had a crooked smile stuck to 
his face. Seconds passed with no response. He then 
repeated himself, this time quite louder. 

“Alice?” Curiosity being at its peak, his voice was 
concerned and taken aback. Mr. Fletcher kept on 
studying the heart-rending expression: dark purple 
bruises were embedded beneath her eyes. Her rosy 
cheeks were glowing with a thin layer of sweat, 
glistening in the weak light. An invisible smile 
formed on Alice’s face. 

“I’m doing okay, I guess,” she tittered. “You know, your 
usual Alice stuff.”

“You always say so, dear.” The doctor smiled fondly. 
“I want to know how you really feel. Any signs of 
sickness? Anything going wrong? At all?” Instead 
of waiting for an answer, he just placed his hands 
on her forehead, to check whether she had a fever 
or not. The burning and clammy flesh of the little 
girl raised his level of anxiety. But for the sake of 
portraying the situation better to Alice, he forced a 
calm smile. 

“Well,” Alice started doubtfully, not sure how to 
state the obvious. The ever-so-attention-seeking, 
tremendously loud beeping sound tingled every cell 
in her body. 

“He is so coming to get you.” Mad Hatter sing-sang. 
Suddenly its tone changed drastically. “Don’t let him 
know the truth!”

Mr. Rabbit sighed. “Stupid . . . You’re so stupid. And 
there’s nothing we can do about that. What a pity,” 
and disappeared into the void leaving Alice with 
a question to answer and a pair of curious eyes 
looking down on her. She took a deep breath and 
tried to cluster words together to make a reasonable 
sentence to express the one big mess of emotions 
she was feeling, only to be left with two words to 
say:

“The sound . . .” 

Mr Fletcher was thankfully quick enough to complete 
her words.

“The beeping sound? Alice? You don’t hear the 
beeping noises right now, do you?” Mr. Fletcher 
questioned. Asking such a taboo question in such 
a straight-forward way made Alice hesitate for a 
moment. Before plucking up the courage to actually 
let her doctor know the truth, she thought of an 
appropriate way of saying it. 

“I, um . . .”

“Do not dare answer him, you worthless piece of 
crap!” she heard Mad Hatter practically yelling at her. 

However, Mr. Fletcher insisted on getting a proper 

answer. 

“Alice, answer me! Are you hearing the beeping 
noise, right now?”

Alice nodded frankly. 

“Since when?” The eyes of her doctor were filled with 
concern, worry. This reminded Alice of the look her 
mother used to give her when she told her about the 
scary demons coming and visiting her at night. Alice 
was sure that her mother didn’t actually believe her, 
yet for some unknown reason she would give this 
empathetic look as if to say that she was concerned 
about her. Now the exact pitying look was plastered 
on the face of Mr. Fletcher. And Alice loathed more 
than anything else when he made that face. 

“It started when you came inside,” Alice replied. Her 
tired voice was occasionally cracking. In a matter of 
seconds, the beeping sound was replaced with a 
rather alarming sound of crashing waves and some 
sort of hopping sound. All sorts of sounds were 
mixing with each other—all so real, almost too real. 

Mr. Rabbit suddenly exclaimed: “Something’s going 
wrong! The daisy chain! They know about you . . .”

Alice’s fragile body arched as she started shaking. 
First, her hands and feet stared to tremble; then in 
a matter of seconds, her entire body was shaking 
vigorously, accompanied by the sounds of Mr. 
Rabbit and Mad Hatter listing a variety of different 
insults as well as threats along with an eerie kind of 
beeping sound. 

Just when the dark thoughts and the bitter reality of 
her own mind were about to take over completely, a 
brief moment of peace rushed through her system. 

“Alice?” Mr. Fletcher asked. Suspicion was filling his 
words. Even though he hated to say that, Alice was 
a dangerous patient. Not deliberately—that was 
surely plain as day. But the unintentional harm she 
did to others while she was having another one of 
her “psychotic episodes” was noticeable. 

Mr. Fletcher took a moment to properly look at the 
little girl lying there. “We shouldn’t have done that,” 
he said to himself. “It was obvious that it wasn’t going 
to be any use.” If it wasn’t for his poorly given consent, 
Alice wouldn’t be suffering in such an extreme way 
right now. However, contrary to his thoughts, Alice 
smiled and pointed at the damaged ceiling. 

“Mr. Rabbit!” she exclaimed, “You’re here again!”

Her cracked, lifeless lips formed an almost invisible 
smile. A splash of colour was clear in her eyes. But 
before long, she burst into tears.

Now panic was the only thing Mr. Fletcher could feel. 
The girl was crying, shaking, and punching the floor 
underneath her. Aside from her crying, one thing 
caught Mr. Fletcher’s attention. 

“You! You are the one who took me away from my 
Wonderland!” At that exact moment, she started 
laughing hysterically. 

Mr. Fletcher knew where this was leading, and it 
simply wasn’t going to be good, at all. 

“Dr. Pentland?” he called his colleague’s name. 
“Will you come here for a second, please?” he said, 
without breaking eye contact with the girl who was 
quite literally the embodiment of insanity itself. 

Alice opened her eyes as slowly as she could. Her 
pounding head, numb limbs and still body were 
aching. But she tried her best to be as awake as 
possible. A string of memories flashed before her 
eyes. The last thing she recalled was Mr. Rabbit 
hopping around the filthy floor of the cell number 
107 and just mumbling to himself, “Oh, my ears and 
whiskers! I shall be late!” And the blurry images of 
her older sister reading a pointless book under the 
sun were as faint as it could’ve been.

One by one, she tried to move her fingers. Starting 
from her right thumb, she watched as her fingers 
clumsily made their way to her palm and softly 
touched her cracked, pale skin. The process was 
inconveniently slow. “Come on, Alice,” she whispered 
to herself since it was the loudest she could go. Just 
around the time Alice has accomplished her goal 
of moving her fingers one by one, maybe not so 
enthusiastically, the metal door of the cell creaked 
open to reveal the tall, chubby figure of Alice’s 
doctor, Mr. Alfred Fletcher. 

“Oh my ears and whiskers! He’s here to get you . . . 
again? How many times does he have to drug you 
‘till you pass out? Don’t let him touch you!” 

Alice gulped loudly. The frightened tone of Mr. 
Rabbit echoed in her ears. 

“You can’t let him drug you again! You need to run 
away right now!”

The tone of Mr. Rabbit was demanding enough to 
make Alice fall into a case of doubt. However, instead 
of actually doing anything to prevent said danger, 
she just chose to follow Mr. Fletcher with her pale 
blue eyes as he moved one step closer. Long before 
he even could say anything, the cracked voice of 
Mad Hatter climbed its way towards her ears and 
made a suspicious statement. 

“Something’s going wrong. Could it be the daisy 
chain?” And it went on with much more excitement 
and doubt lingering in its words. 

“The daisy chain! Plain obvious, indeed. It is coming 
to drug you! Better start running, then,” which was 
soon after followed by an obnoxious laugh. “You’re 
so silly for letting him in your mind. He’s got so 
many daisy chains, so many of them.” A big tumble 
of thoughts were rocking back and forth, making 
absolutely no sense, yet bringing up the most 
reasonable, sometimes even ironic statements she 
had ever heard at the same time. 

She moved her gaze from the chubby man in a white 
coat to the yellow, flickering light bulb hanging 
from the ceiling. Mr. Fletcher was just standing 

By Defne Dündar, 9Y
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“Wow!” she exclaimed, truly taken 
aback by the intensity of the 
episode. “What’s her diagnosis?” 
she questioned.

“Paranoid Schizophrenia, one of 
the most severe cases we’ve had 
to this date.”

“Oh, piteous thing. But why is she 
not in one of the normal cubicles 
for patients? Why is she locked in 
this cell?” she challenged.

“Well, long story short, the 
doctors tried medical marijuana 
on her to stop her hallucinations 
for a limited time because, you 
know, it is said to help in such 
extreme cases, but it seems like 
it has backfired—again.”  She 
stressed the last word. 

“Medical marijuana?” she 
exclaimed, astonished. “Are you 
actually kidding me? How in the 
world can someone in their right 
mind have the courage to use 
drugs on such a young kid?”  Her 
tone was much more serious and 
demanding. 

“Well . . .” Mrs. Gilbert started. “It 
was the only choice left! Besides, 
both Dr. Fletcher and Dr. Pentland 
are true professionals, so I must 
assume they know what they’re 
doing.”

“It doesn’t look like it to me!” she 
raised her voice, an irksome tone 
lingering in her words. “You can’t 
expect a kid to be on drugs and 
get better at the same time! All 
they’re ever doing is to make her 
even worse!”

“Keep it down, honey. If you’re 
so fussy about it, you should 
talk to Dr. Fletcher and have the 
permission from him to properly 
speak to Alice.” Rose let out a 
breath of exasperation. She 
definitely had to speak to him 
about this issue. This was too 
serious to ignore.

“Okay then.” She shrugged. “I will.”

******

Alice kept fiddling the blue 
rubber band in her hand, 
occasionally stretching it and 
aimlessly colliding the rubber 
band with her already bruised 
skin. She was now sitting in the 
examination room, waiting for 
her elderly doctor to come in 
and ask about her hallucinations, 
and of course, about Wonderland 
itself. Being here wasn’t truly 
enjoyable for her. The questions 
she was being asked were too 

bothersome, and it was boring to 
say the very least. 

She kept her gaze on the steel 
door, waiting for it to slide open 
to reveal the chubby figure of the 
doctor. Instead, as the door slid 
open, a young woman who, to 
Alice, reminded her of her older 
sister let herself in the room.

Her beautifully curled red hair fell 
perfectly down her shoulders. 
She was smiling in such a friendly 
way that Alice felt the need to 
smile back. Her lipstick matched 
her hair in such an elegant way. 
Her actions were cautious yet laid 
back. She slowly strolled around 
the room before sitting down at 
the chair which was opposite to 
Alice’s.

“Well, you probably don’t have 
a clue about who I am,” she said 
affably. 

Alice shook her head.

“My name is Rose, and I am new 
here. And you must be Alice, 
right?” she asked. A brief nod 
was the only thing Alice found 
the energy to do for the sake of 
a reply. 

“Your doctor informed me 
about your condition, and I 
thought I’d drop by to meet you.” 
Her soothing voice was quite 
calming. “I was notified that you 
have an imaginary world in your 
head—” Her attempt was cut 
short by Alice.

“It’s as real as this world is.” She 
said bitterly. “It’s not just in my 
head.”

“Let me correct myself, then. I 
was notified about Wonderland 
and some of the characters that 
apparently belong there. Would 
you mind letting me know who 
they are?”

Alice shrugged.

“There is Mr. Rabbit to start 
with,” she said. “Who is he?” Rose 
politely inquired.

“He’s a white rabbit, wearing a 
waistcoat. He constantly carries 
a pocket watch around him, 
and he constantly worries about 
being late somewhere.”

“Being late to where, exactly?”

“I don’t know.” She admitted. Her 
gaze was fixed on the blue rubber 
band. “He never tells anyone. He’s 
also the most cynical out of all 
them. He never stops sensing 

danger.”

“Who are the others, dear?”

“There are Mr. Rabbit, Mad Hatter, 
and the Queen of Hearts,” she 
explained.

“What are their most notable 
behaviours?”

“Mad Hatter is the one who is 
always so abrupt. He fills my 
mind with images of being killed.” 
Her bloodshot eyes were now 
filled with tears. “And the Queen 
of Hearts always manages to say 
the most ridiculous nonsense.” 
Her description was brief, but it 
was enough.

Rose took out some paper filled 
with a number of drawings. She 
carefully placed them on the 
table, facing Alice. There were 
three different drawings right in 
front of her, all representing her 
imaginary characters. 

“You drew them on your first day 
here, right?” she said, looking 
directly at the girl, who was now 
twisting her blonde hair in her 
fingers. 

“Yeah,” she agreed. These weren’t 
pleasing to look at, at all. “See, this 
is Mad Hatter.” She pointed to the 
first drawing of an old, grumpy-
looking man with a large fedora. 
The look on his face was evil and 
unapproachable. 

“And this one here is the Queen 
of Hearts.” She was now pointing 
at the second picture of a burly 
woman, with an even more 
angry face. Her expression 
was threatening and scary. 
Her long, sleek red dress was 
complimented by a sparkling 
tiara.

“And that is Mr. Rabbit,” she said, 
mentioning the big, white rabbit 
with a yellow waistcoat. He was 
the most innocent looking out 
of the three of them.  But he still 
had a challenging grin plastered 
on his face. 

“Is this place really going to help 
me?” she asked desperately. “Like, 
really help me?”

Rose smiled caringly. 

“I don’t know, darling,” she sighed. 
“But you can sure bet that we are 
going to try our best.” 

With these words slipping out of 
her mouth, for the first time in 
what feels like an eternity, Alice 
managed to smile.

Alice was slowly spiralling out 
of control. An erratic, repetitive 
sound of someone playing an old 
keyboard from the 80s seeped 
into her mind. This wasn’t fun. She 
was absolutely exhausted. But 
she was managing to follow the 
iffy looks Mr. Rabbit was giving 
while it was hopping around the 
ceiling, pointing at its pocket 
watch, and shaking its head. 

She knew where she should’ve 
been. The thought of Wonderland 
was almost drugging her. What 
was it? Was it just an illusion or 
maybe only a world existing in 
her dreams? There was no clear 
answer, and even if there were, 
she surely wouldn’t be able to 
think about that. 

“The connection made with 
the perfection of the general 
election is known to be an 
absolute garbage collection, yet 
the overprotection of the violin 
section is a change of direction; 
also, the primary election is a 
natural selection and a signal 
detection from the angle of 
reflection . . .”

The endless rhymes were flying 
around her brain, and it was 
simply torturous to bear. She 
let out a hopeless whimper; her 
heartbeat went rapid; her tired 
eyes seemed like they were 
about to lose hope. Mr. Fletcher 
reached out to grab a hold of the 
little girl. 

“Who was that?” the Mad Hatter 
breathed. “Don’t you dare let him 
lay a finger on you!” Alice tried to 
get loose from her doctor’s tight 
grip, but there was simply no way 
of doing that. She was just too 
weak. 

“They know about you!” Mr. 
Rabbit forced a sarcastic laugh. 
His giddy behaviour always 
made Alice suspicious, as well as 
irritated. 

“What a beautiful way to go!”

“Someone is at the door!”

“Alice, the dinner is ready!”

“Aren’t you going to binge until 
you choke in your own vomit?”

The eerie, heartless, and weirdly 
familiar statements were 
clouding her mind for no reason. 
The beeping was more than clear 
to hear and it was ringing her 
ears. But with a sudden change, 
Alice got an earful of the blood-
freezing scream of a girl, just 

screaming with pure terror, again 
and again.

“Alice! Listen to me! Listen to me! 
Jump right now, throw yourself 
out of the nearest window! 
They know about what you did! 
You’re so stupid.” Mr. Fletcher 
seemed to whisper. Then the 
audio hallucinations continued, 
stronger than ever before. Her 
blood felt like it was running thin 
inside her veins.

“Oh no, he knows! Look away 
right now! Oh please, you can’t 
look away! They can see you!”

“Why are you ignoring me! I 
demand attention right at this 
very moment!”

“It’s tough to live when you have 
a blinking eyebrow at your side 
of the table and it just doesn’t 
work sometimes, don’t you agree 
with me, you worthless creature?”

“Alice! Alice, you’re letting the 
hallucinations take over again! 
Listen to my voice, and only my 
voice. Understood?” Mr. Fletcher 
took a proper hold of the stick-
thin girl and tried to be as loud 
as possible while he guided 
Alice through another one of 
her psychotic episodes. She had 
gone from lightly trembling to 
vigorously shaking. She let out a 
shrill scream of terror as she tried 
to cover her ears. Mr. Fletcher 
took a couple of seconds to 
examine the condition, and then 
he called the other doctor one 
more time in the hopes of Alice 
at least trying to get better.

“Dr. Pentland! I require your 
immediate help.”

*******

Nurse Mrs. Helen Gilbert had been 
working in the Holly Hill Mental 
Institute for over 20 years now. 
She had long passed her amateur 
years; she had had the chance to 
study quite a few of some of the 
most bizarre disorders. She had 
seen an old man with 17 different 
personalities and had also had 
the misfortune of witnessing 
him shooting himself in one of 
the cubicles that were given to 
the patients in the institute. This 
place was surely scary, but it kind 
of made her feel some kind of 
an alluring joy from watching 
twisted minds at their peaks. It 
truly was something else. 

Just as she was rooted at the spot 
for more than twenty minutes 
checking on the cell where Dr. 

Fletcher and Dr. Pentland were 
trying to calm the poor girl 
down from her episode, she 
concluded that their words of 
encouragement would have no 
positive effect on her at all. She 
was screaming and her eyes were 
wide open. She sort of looked like 
she had run out of breath. Her 
cheeks were white as sheet, and 
the screaming was spine-chilling. 
But Mrs. Gilbert didn’t show any 
sign of helping them. It wasn’t 
her responsibility, though. Her 
job was to take control in case 
Alice lost hers. That being said, 
she grasped the injection syringe 
which was loaded with medicine.

“Um . . . Hello?” she turned around 
to face a complete stranger, a 
stranger who was much younger 
than she, probably in her 20s. She 
was wearing the same uniform 
as Mrs. Gilbert. Her friendly grin 
was welcoming. “Oh,” Mrs. Gilbert 
thought, “a new intern, maybe?”

“Hi! Are you new here?” she asked, 
trying to sound as polite as her. 

The young woman ran her hand 
through her blazing red hair and 
nodded.

“New, indeed, I recently 
graduated from medical school. 
The name’s Rose, by the way.” 
She chimed in proudly. Her 
perfectly applied red lipstick, 
sparkly emerald green orbs and 
outgoing attitude seemed to 
stand out from the rest of the 
crowd. “She looks so enthusiastic!” 
Mrs. Gilbert thought.

“That’s great! It’s a pleasure to 
meet you. I’m Helen.” Mrs. Gilbert 
commented shortly, before 
turning back to pay attention to 
the two doctors attempting to 
get the girl to control her actions; 
Alice’s whole body had gone wild. 
Her arms and legs were kicking 
the air; she was screaming, crying 
and begging for “them” to stop. 
There was honestly no way to 
describe this whirling madness. 
And, for the love of God, she 
was just a kid! Her body was too 
brittle to handle the downpour 
of hallucinations that looked 
draining. Her mind was too 
puerile for all these delusions. 
She was most definitely one of 
the few truly severe cases she 
had ever seen. So much so, that 
her doctor had tried everything 
to get her out of this crippling 
form of hysteria getting stronger 
and stronger every single day. 

Her thoughts were interrupted by 
the voice of the young woman. 

Quill / Spring2015 61Quill / Spring201560



Crossword Puzzle on 
J. D. Salinger’s The Catcher 
in the Rye

Across
1. The literary device created with the objects like baseball      

mitt and red-hunting hat
7. That Holden always calls others phonies could best be 

described as which literary device?  
9. Which novel gave Holden the inspiration to put the word 

“Old” before people’s names?
11. What does Holden ask taxi drivers about? 

14. The poet of “Comin’ Thro’ the Rye”

Down 
2. What did Holden bring to Pencey that belonged to Allie?

3. What is Holden’s father’s profession?
4. The word Holden uses to describe the adults

5. What does Holden buy in New York after he notices he’d lost 
the foils?

6. The kind of dance Bernice (the blonde girl at the bar) does 
when she and Holden are dancing?

 8. The similarity between Allie and the red hunting hat
 10. About what does Holden share his knowledge with the 

kids at the museum?
12. What does the red hunting hat provide Holden with?

13. What is the name of the ride that Phoebe goes on but 
Holden doesn’t at the end of the book?

1)symbolism 2)baseball mitt 3)lawyer 4)phony 5)red-hunting hat 6)jitterbug 7)irony 
8)red 9)The Great Gatsby 10)mummies 11)ducks 12)protection 13)carrousel 

14)Robert Burns

By Beril Daloğlu, 11H
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By Serra Su Cömert, 9D 

I am all empty.

I am all empty, and I have no idea how to fill the 
emptiness inside me.

My hands are shaking. I am not sure how we’ve 
gotten here, and I am definitely not sure how I will 
ever proceed. I love him. I love him, for God’s sake!

I stare vacantly at the people, people who are close 
to me, people who are colleagues, people who are 
friends. They all mean nothing to me now, just a 
small part of what I had been some time ago. Now? 
Now I have to start another life, another era, a fresh 
start.

It doesn’t take long for me to understand, however, 
that I don’t want a fresh start. I need him.

At this very moment, I can see him, just there, sitting 
on the chair, drinking something I can’t see, giving 
me his lovely laugh that instantly warms my soul 
and makes me believe that everything is going to be 
okay. But it will not. It’s too good. He’s too good to be 
here. I blink, and he’s gone.

I regret doing that.

It still feels like nothing had happened. It still feels 
like when I get home, he’ll be there, sitting as usual, 
giving me his heart-warming smile and asking me 
where I’ve been.

Oh, I miss him. I miss his laugh when I cracked a joke; I 
miss his wondering eyes and mischievous smile that 
was showing he was up to something. My bundle 
of joy. My whole life. And he’s taken that road now. 
But still, I feel like nothing has happened, like he still 
will be there, hugging me, kissing me and telling me 
that he loved me so much.

I stare at the large stone he’d given me after I told 

him to have a happy one, a good, fine, calm road trip.

Harrison Smith, a good son, passed away at the early 
age of five. May he never be forgotten.
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Travel The noisy sound coming from outside

Plugs my ears and makes me want to hide.

The cars tied with shadow sounds move slightly beside;

The bright full moon shines through the dark sky at night.

Stars open our way for a new adventure.

We don’t know what will happen in the future.

While cars try to wipe away the rain-torture,

The bright full moon shines through the dark sky at night.

Going on our way, dreaming of white, fluffy snow,

Heavy clothes will keep you hot unless you throw

Them off by moving aimlessly, thoughtlessly, and slowly.

The bright full moon shines through the dark sky at night.

As rain retreats, the cars start moving faster;

Noise is left behind because cars move farther;

Soldiers in the car have already gotten over

The bright full moon shines through the dark sky at night.

By Derin Yiğit 10G
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Until Death Do Us Part He looked up,
Facing the sun. 
Rays glowing on his ivory skin,
Dimples dancing near his trembling chin.
Tired. 
Waiting to be comfortable in his own skin.
Crying.
His tears long gone—
All, but one.

Looking back now
At the hanging moon behind.

The slowly disappearing silver horizon,
Crumbling softly, expecting to wizen.

Ears ringing,
With the cognomen* of Eison.

Sighing—
Breathless—

Inhaling the abysmal air,
Channeled by the grim night.

The willow behind him cries out,
Not in pain, nor in joy.
She calls out caring, warning the boy,
Telling him of the hearts he is yet to destroy.
Staring into nature’s depth;
Eyes overwhelmed with doubt.
Right then, right there,
It’s her face he sees.
Her mouth smiling,
Only just aging.
Her hair sparkling,
With Lucifer’s crimson light.
Her soul, worth the draining fight.
An unknown, yet familiar sight.
Death lodged in his aching heart,
So close to her, so close,
And so far apart…

*cognomen
noun, plural cognomens, cognomina 

 [kog-nom-uh-nuh]
1. a surname.

By Meltem Cana Etiz, 9R 
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Christina Rossetti’s 
“A Birthday” Rewritten in 
a Pessimistic Tone

My heart is like a dead bird

Whose corpse is left to rot with the crawling beetles;

My heart is like an apple tree

Whose boughs are struck down by the dust devils;

My heart is like an autumn leaf

That is dragged by a tornado, unable to get free;

My heart is duller than all these

Because my love is gone from me.

Take down the ground of mud and dirt;

Dig it with the deadly torrents and lunatic hurricanes;

Choke it up with the survivors’ souls,

And the bones of the dewy-eyed slain;

Hide it under the funerary and gruesome cloaks,

Of the blood-curdling and unbounded sea;

Because the birthday of my life

Is gone, my love is gone from me.

By Neslişah Hanzade Sungur, 10A
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Kevin Halligan’s 
“The Cockroach” 
Rewritten as a Caterpillar

Song of Darkness

I saw a giant caterpillar start to crawl,

Staring at a leaf that flutters through the sky.

At first she seemed too stagnant to bawl

For being unable to enthrall and fly,

But soon she moved to spin a cocoon,

Whirling around while gazing at the rainbow,

Not knowing that she’ll be evolving soon

Like a spark that creates a volcano

Above the magnificent clouds of grandeur.

After a while, she flapped her gorgeous wings

And perched on a branch. She stood stock-still.

Was this a disorientation of being mature

Or a punishment for having golden rings?

I found myself in her eyes, but she never will.

Here in the forest 

All those big trees reflect her, 

As the leaves fall down from the clouds 

With the music of her own heartbeat

And fears.

She whispered to heart of the gorgeous madness:

“Will I ever return home?”

Darkness smiled as if it had that kind of power.

Just for a moment,

It had looked like her.

“You fell too much little girl,” she said with a sweet voice.

She didn’t cry. 

She was lost 

And insecure. 

The worst part—

She knew it, too.

By Neslişah Hanzade Sungur, 10A By Elif Sıla Akbulut, 10H 
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tell me his name where his house was and if it was 
close. As if the rain was waiting for my question, it 
started pouring down.

“My house is only ten minutes away; let’s go!” I yelled 
and sprang to my feet. When I threw a glance at him, 
I saw that he didn’t make a move to stand up and go. 
I was getting impatient as my clothes were getting 
messed up, and I could feel the ice cold water on my 
body. Suddenly, he stood up and looked up to the 
dark sky. “Finally! I was waiting for this,” he said like he 
was praising something in some odd way. “Adieu ma 
chérie! Ne m’oublie pas et vis ta vie!”* he shouted at 
me while running away from me. “Wait, don’t go! You 
didn’t even tell me your name!” I shouted back. “My 
name? My name is Wind, I come and go, I change 
the things around me, and sometimes if I’m lucky I 
am blessed with the chance of meeting pretty girls 
like you,” was all he said before disappearing into the 
night and leaving a very confused me behind. Where 
did he go? Who was he in real life? What was his 
actual name? Did he have a family waiting for him?—
and more were the questions I had that would never 
be answered, but I guess it didn’t matter.

I sat down on the bench once again that day despite 
the heavy rain. I guess I just didn’t care at that 
moment. The clothes I bought with a small fortune 
were getting dirty, but I simply didn’t care. My hair 
decided go crazy; I let go of it. Mr. Wind left, leaving 
a very confused me behind, which was fine. What I 
was trying to figure out was what happened. Was 
life itself trying to tell me something? If it was, I 
wasn’t bright enough to understand the message. 

Then it just dawned on me: there were no messages, 
signs or some supernatural information. I was just 
overreacting because of an unexpected event or 
person. He really was like the wind though.

I slowly stood up to go back home. On my way home 
I had a smile on my face. Maybe I would never see 
him again, but it didn’t matter as I was going home 
with a smile and a fully relaxed mind for the first time.

When I put my foot on my doormat I realized the 
cliché writing on it: “Smile, you’re home!” I laughed 
at the irony as I was the one who put this doormat 
there but I had never smiled while entering the 
house. I wondered if I should do the happy-dance 
and jumping-in-the-air move just like they do at the 
end of movies. Then I laughed at myself. 

When I went to bed later that day, I didn’t think 
about all the things that went bad that day or what 
will happen tomorrow. Instead, I fell asleep as soon 
as my head hit the pillow. It was surprising yet 
comforting and relaxing.

For one or two weeks I thought about him constantly, 
but then I guess I just moved on with my life; my 
curiosity got lost in all the rush. I didn’t think about 
that day much afterwards, and I can’t tell you that 
my life changed a lot, but one thing I can say is that it 
was one of the most memorable days of my life, and 
I never forgot him—and I never will!

*Goodbye my dear! Don’t forget me, and live your 
life!

Once upon a time, and they lived happily ever after . 
. . That’s how all the stories start and end, right? Well 
the story I’m about to tell is quite different as my 
story never had a beginning or an ending.

I still remember the day I first and last saw him. It 
was on a surprisingly warm afternoon. Every inch 
of my body was in need of the feeling of a breeze 
awakening all my senses. The salty smell of sea, the 
peaceful sight of sun going to bed, the sounds of 
people going back to their homes from work, and 
children whining as they are tired of running around 
all day were all I needed at that moment. So I did 
what I always did that day.

The walk between my house and the seaside always 
took ten minutes, so when I arrived at the seaside 
two minutes earlier than the usual I was beyond 
shocked. I wasn’t used to changes, important or not, 
but I was about to be surprised more than I already 
was.

I had to walk a little farther to reach my favorite 
bench which had the perfect view amongst others. 
It was perfect. It was always waiting for me to come 
unlike life itself. I sat there for about fifteen minutes. 
Eyes closed, my ears listening to the sweet melody 
that they were used to hearing, wind blowing quietly 
and softly, making my hair dance with him.

“Can I sit here?” a stranger asked. I was annoyed that 
someone interrupted my deep thoughts just to ask 
if he can sit beside me even though every bench 
except mine was empty. “I don’t care. Just be quiet,” 
was all I said before closing my eyes once again.

I should have known. He started talking just after 
two or three minutes. “What’s your favorite color?” 
he suddenly asked. I didn’t answer, hoping that he 
will keep quiet, but eventually he started asking 
irrelevant and questions rapidly. I had to answer 
one to make him go away. “Lilac!” I almost shouted. 
“It’s lilac, alright! Can you please go away now?” His 
presence was unbearable. Couldn’t he see I wanted 
to be alone?

“Doesn’t it get boring to stick to a routine every day?” 
he suddenly blurted out. I was confused. Why did he 
ask that, and how did he know that my life in fact 
was monotonous and strictly marked out? “What are 
you talking about?” I almost whispered. “I can tell that 
you come here very often, maybe even every day by 
the look in your eyes when you are looking at the 
sky. Without trying you always seem to find the same 
point on the sky. Also by the way you sigh every ten 
seconds made me think you are either flirting with 
me or just tired of the rush of the life,” he half joked, 
half explained. I laughed half-heartedly at his joke. 
“Well, she can laugh!” he cheerfully said which only 
made me laugh again.

So we talked and talked and talked . . . About almost 
literally everything: starting from his favorite color 
to my cats. He, indeed, was funny, and he made 
me laugh more than I was used to those days. I was 
enjoying his company, and it was a first for me as I 
always preferred being the lone wolf.

It was 8:00 pm when the wind got stronger and 
made me freeze to the marrow. I guessed the rain 
was coming, so I asked the stranger who still didn’t 

By Naz Kasapoğlu, 10B
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By Elif Sıla Akbulut, 10H  

As the critics say, Perks of Being a Wallflower (1999) is 
“like a ride to a fun fair that will teleport you to your 
teenage years.” No matter your age, because of the 
writing style of Stephen Chbosky, you will eventually 
relate to Charlie and maybe discover that you are a 
wallflower, too. 

The story begins with Charlie, a high school freshman 
who is afraid to embrace life. His only friend committed 
suicide in middle school, and now he has no one in 
his life who understands him. Charlie begins to write 
letters to an anonymous person at the beginning of his 
high-school career because he had to know that there 
are people out there who listen and understand. He 
had to know that they exist along with the bad ones, 
too. However, his life changes the moment he meets 
Patrick and his step-sister, Sam. Eventually, as the days 
pass, Charlie falls in love with Sam. Sam has a boyfriend, 
but Charlie still loves her. He knows there is nothing to 
gain, but he doesn’t care about it at all. Because love 
isn’t a game, there is no winning or losing. Together 
Sam and Patrick help Charlie understand that he is a 
wallflower, and they become the brightest light in his 
life. 

One of the main reasons behind the success of Perks of 
Being a Wallflower is that its audience can be inspired 
by the characters. Patrick shows us teens that being 
weird and crazy aren’t bad things, that we should be 
brave enough to be ourselves. Sam provides the best 
example illustrating that it’s possible to completely 

delete one’s past and start a new life. Previous mistakes 
won’t bother a person if she or he can stand the people 
around her or him and stay true to her or himself. 
Charlie proves that a person can find hope even at 
the darkest hour. There is always a second chance, and 
there is always a way to survive. 

Another strength of this book is that there are so many 
poignant passages in it. It feels as if while Chbosky 
was writing this novel, he opened himself, and these 
words came from the most secret place of his heart. 
The power of his prose shows everyone that this world 
won’t last forever. One day we may even forget how 
happy and infinite we felt at that age. At some point 
in our lives everyone will lose her or his identity and 
become someone’s mom or dad. But at this very 
second we are living this second. Our smiles haven’t 
turned into a memory yet. We are alive, and we have 
to know the value of this moment. Words have power, 
and it is easily seen that Chbosky is one of the masters 
who knows how to use such power.

Perks of Being a Wallflower is recommended for readers 
who are looking for a book they can fall in love with, 
a book that will become their Sam and Patrick. This 
book will make you cry, laugh, and, mostly, make you 
question the meaning of life. 
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“It is my world. Well, mine and my sister’s. She said she 
found the name from something she read. When she 
believed I was old enough to be the queen, she left it 
all to me.”

“It sounds lonely,” I said “only by yourself. Can I visit just 
this once even though I don’t know the password?” 
This little child’s solitude reminded me of my own.

She tapped her chin with her fingers; then started 
nodding. “You can come this time, but just so you 
know, the password is rainbow”

“Rainbow?” I questioned.

“It’s the only thing missing in Neverland. Dad always 
says Neverland has its own velvet darkness. I like velvet 
though. It’s soft and warm. Also, the little desserts Mom 
cooks for my birthday are made up of velvet as well.”

Her imagination is so wide, I thought to myself. Did 
she really think that red velvet cupcakes are made with 
actual velvet?

“A penny for your thoughts, camper? Is the silence 
because you’re nervous?”

“I just don’t know what to expect,” I said, half lie, half 
truth.

“Come on you’ll love it,” she reassured. “Just close your 
eyes.”

I did, and she started talking.

“Neverland is right here. Notice the soft sand beneath 
your palms. Every particle moved with smallest amount 
of vibration. Feel the water, the cold current mixing 

with warm, waves licking your feet, the sun sending its 
warm and gentle kisses on your skin, wind softly going 
through your hair, easing your troubles away…” and 
so she went on. Little did she know that I had opened 
my eyes already. I wanted to see this bright soul as she 
wandered through her kingdom.

My heart dropped when I looked at her face. Her eyes 
weren’t closed either. I gazed deep into her stormy, 
unmoving, unseeing eyes.

The queen of Neverland was blind.

No wonder she was so open and daring. She had never 
seen evil in the world, isolated from the outside, both 
in her home and secret kingdom. She was innocence 
in its truest form, perceiving the world with her feather-
like fingertips.

Even I, an angel of the Lord, guardian of humanity, 
wasn’t nearly as pure as she. All these centuries had 
taken their toll on me. I was filled with a blinding need 
to show her all the trees, bears, and rainbows the world 
had to offer. Thankfully, I controlled myself before it was 
too late.

I left her by the lake to enjoy her unblemished world 
and lifted myself towards the clouds, not making 
a sound, afraid to distress the power of goodness 
radiating from her.

Later, when I remembered the strawberry blonde, 
sightless queen who gave me hope for humanity and 
a breath of life, it struck me that I didn’t even know her 
name. I just left her alone in her velvet darkness, like 
everyone else.

The sky was a lovely peach color when I saw her. The 
sun was setting on the horizon, illuminating the lake 
she was sitting in front of. Her little feet were floating 
in the water as she played with her strawberry-blonde 
hair. I decided to sit next to her for a while to catch my 
breath. Children were not afraid of me, anyway. They 
were still pure, still believed in goodness. I was not so 
sure anymore. If you were to have observed this world 
as long as I have, you wouldn’t be either.

Heaving a sigh, I began to get closer to the little girl. 
She appeared to be 7 or 8, but one could not be 
certain. Her shoulders were hunched forward as if she 
was carrying the weight of the world. As I landed, I 
stepped on a dry leaf accidentally, and she let go of her 
hair. I knew she heard me, but she didn’t say anything 
until I approached her.

“I know you guys don’t want me to sit here alone,” she 
said, not facing me. ”I just got bored sitting in my room 
all day long.”

That’s when I noticed the little cottage nearby. 
Combined with the trees in the background, the 
setting looked like a preserved heaven, people could 
say. If only they could comprehend.

“Well, dear sis?” The little girl interrupted my thoughts. 
Now that I was standing beside her, I could make out 
the little freckles dusted across her nose. She was 
definitely adorable.

“I’m sorry, you must have confused me with someone 
else,” I explained, hoping I wouldn’t scare the girl away. 
Children nowadays were told not to trust strangers. I 
understood why this became a universal rule, with all 

this danger lurking in the shadows. Luckily, she was 
neither frightened nor hesitant. Surprise filled her 
features as her posture straightened. She patted the 
ground on her left, gesturing for me to sit I suppose.

“Oh, I’m so sorry! Please come and sit,” she apologized. 
“You must be one of the campers. The season doesn’t 
open for another two weeks, but I can understand why 
you wanted to come early. I have lived here all my life, 
and I am still amazed. This place is so peaceful that it’s 
unreal. Is this your first time camping here? What’s it 
like? Mom doesn’t let me go there. Is it because of the 
bears? My sister once told me what a bear was like and 
that they live in the woods. I thought it was so scary. Do 
you think they are scary?” She would have continued 
her blabbering without taking a breath if I hadn’t 
stopped her.

“Are you always this trusting?”

“What do you mean?”

“You just started talking to a stranger out of nowhere. 
Aren’t you scared?”

“Why would I be? Meeting new people is fun. Also your 
voice doesn’t sound creepy. It’s honest and old. How 
old are you anyway? I couldn’t tell.”

“I’m older than you can imagine.” I admitted. How could 
you explain eternity to a child?

“That sucks. You can’t come to Neverland with me if 
you’re old. At least you must know the magic password.”

Curiosity overwhelmed me. “What is Neverland?” I 
asked.

By Naz Kasapoğlu, 10B

Quill / Spring2015 79Quill / Spring201578

Velvet Darkness



Panora & Panoptıcısm The Mere Master

IS IT POSSIBLE FOR ME TO DECIDE ON MY OWN IN THIS 
CONTROLLED ENVIRONMENT?

Sultan, salute the mere master

Who occupied our minds

And entered the House of the Doomed,

Where you saw your fellow comrades.

Sultan, salute the mere master

Who met you before you met yourself,

Seemingly the biggest friend,

He was the biggest enemy of all known.

Sultan, salute the mere master 

Whom we worship in awe and joy.

The faults they have done, 

We see in the eyes of a mule.

Sultan, salute the mere master

Coming in with a big parade,

And conquering all that you have earned

When no one was there to save.

By Deniz Ergün, 11H By Defne Dılbaz, 10B
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Childhood I couldn’t feel the joy of a new day;

The sunshine wasn’t just as warm against my skin,

And the butterflies were dead—

What was happening to me?

The excitement holidays brought 

Didn’t make me feel lively,

And the snow wasn’t just as white.

I didn’t see a thing besides darkness

When I closed my eyes.

Neither the nightmares I was afraid of 

Nor the ones that used to warm my heart

Felt just as intense—

What was happening to me?

Then someones told me to sit down,

To listen to what he said,

To be prepared.

He said it was my childhood fading away;

He said it was called growing up.

By Defne Başeren, 9M
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Pianoforte Trees under the Storm

His eyes zoned out from his work;

No longer could he bear this invisible jail;

No longer could he push himself through life.

How long could this despair go on?

He gazed at his shredded finger tips,

Which never got to realize their dreams,

Which never got to reunite with the white keys

Those old hands refused to move

Unless they swayed along with the black keys,

But they had to move

Beacuse it was too late now—

It was too late to reach for their dying wish;

It was now too late to go back—

And change—

And start again.

Don’t quit trees—

Don’t!

Holy trees should suffer now

For generations to grow high. 

Don’t forget trees—

Don’t!

The water in your stems

Are blessed as blood in vessels.

Don’t wait the storm to pass by—

Don’t!

Learn to dance in the rain

So that freedom will be back again.

Losing your hope is like losing a fruit.

Who wants to lose a mother just like a fruit?

Don’t forget, the weather will be alright

Until the storm passes by. 

By Defne Başeren, 9M By Deniz Ergün, 11H 
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We have been arrested. I don’t know what they will 
do to us or what we have done to be treated so 
harshly. We are barely struggling along as the guards 
lead us to our new home. Ugh! How ugly it is! Not 
to mention that we don’t have our fur coats to keep 
us warm during winter. Look at the floor! How dusty! 
And our clothes have moth holes in them! I just thank 
God for Father’s camera or we would have hardly 
anything to do. How many games can we think of in 
this smelly shoebox? 

I long for my old home. All of our beautiful dresses 
were taken from us upon arrival. No warm furs, no 
fireplace, and no slippers within a ten-mile radius! 
I hope that once I file a complaint the guards will 
move us to a more hospitable place. In the few fun 
days we have, father takes photos of us constantly. 
For example, on a boring day yesterday, Father asked 
Maria and me to make faces and act goofy for a 
photo. Soon our frowns were turned upside down! I 
even let loose a laugh or two!

There is nothing but gray weather here each and 
every day. It is both alarming and quite depressing. I 
wish that the sun would come out. I resent this place. 
How much longer until we can leave? Hopefully not 
very long. I will never be able to stand the sight of 
another moth hole after this! Today, just for fun, most 
of us went up to the roof. I wish that we could get 
some sun! Did I mention that already? I really like the 
fact that Father takes so many pictures. It gives us a 
smile when there is nothing to smile about.

They’re taking us to a basement. Why are there men 
with guns accompanying us? The basement is a 
cold, drafty, dark, gray space. Mother even made the 
guards bring us chairs to sit on! I’ve almost forgotten 
what a chair felt like. Right now we’re just sitting here 
calmly in chairs waiting for our strange guards to 
return. Oh, here they come! Maybe they’ll tell us a 
play about war! That would certainly be an upgrade 
in entertainment.   

I look up as I hear the clank of boots in the room 
slowly vanish. Cautiously, I stand. I cannot let them 
know that I am alive. I slowly look around the room. 
The blood of my friends and family still stain the 
basement walls, and the murderers still have not 
disposed of their bodies. I choke back tears as I look 
down at my four sisters, youngest brother, and my 
mother and father. Why did they have to be killed 
when I needed them? But all the same, I can’t stay 
here. If they come back and find me alive, they will 
surely kill me. I make my way towards the door after 
stealing a last glance at my dead family. I remember 
my father’s last words: “You know not what you 
do.” before they shot him in the head. “Goodbye,” I 
whisper. Then I thrust open the door and flee. I am far 

away before I hear them say it. “Anastasia! The Grand 
Duchess Anastasia is missing!” I don’t wait to hear the 
rest. I run, the family jewels sewn into my dress only 
slightly clanking as I flee.

The Bolsheviks have begun to search all the houses 
and hotels in this area, but I have disguised myself 
beyond recognition. I have cut my hair and used 
makeup to hide any distinct facial features I may 
have. The family jewels are safe where my mother 
sewed them into the hem of my coat. I wait, quite 
anxious, until the hour comes when the Bolsheviks 
inspect this vacant house where I am hiding in the 
basement. I peer up through the floorboards. They 
stomp so arrogantly, their heavy boots on the wood, 
as if they own the world: big burly men dressed in 
black, guns slung over their shoulders. Beady black 
eyes and battle scars mark their faces. I gulp. I’m not 
sure what tells me, but I’m almost positive that these 
are the same gunmen who killed my family. I can 
only hope for a miracle now. They thoroughly scour 
every room, tossing aside furniture and glancing in 
all directions. But they will never find the basement. 
The door is under an old, old rug in the living room. 
It is so old and nasty that I cannot imagine anyone 
wanting to look underneath it. And by the disgusted 
looks on their faces, when they see it, I am right. They 
stop searching after some time and leave. I let out 
the breath I have been holding in. I now realize that 
they were both drunk, thank God, because if they 
had been otherwise, I could be sent to prison . . . or 
worse.  

I don’t know how I managed to hide this long. I don’t 
think my good luck will last much longer.  They’re 
coming for me. I can feel it. I’m always on guard, 
taking extra care. I even sleep underneath my bed 
instead of on top. I don’t know how much longer I 
can stand this. Too much—it’s too much! I can feel 
my body deteriorating. I don’t know what to do. My 
father’s cheery face, my sister’s and brother’s smiles, 
the click of my father’s camera, my mother’s jewels—
but I am finally going. Everything feels so slow and 
sluggish: the beat of my pulse, my raspy breathing, 
even the sounds in the empty street. I am beginning 
to lose my sight. I have this feeling inside that my 
brother survived! I know that is beyond impossible.  
But I can hope. I am so tired now . . . my sisters and 
I dressed in our winter wear . . . my father reading 
us stories by the fireside . . . knitting scarves with 
mother, the yarn soft on my fingers. I am hearing 
Alexei. I hear his voice in my mind, calling to me. I’m 
getting closer every minute I think of him, his soft 
skin. I’m so close—so close. What is that? The sun? 
How is that possible even though I can see it? How 
can there be sun, clouds, the sweet scent of flowers, 
echoes . . . Alexei . . . is that you?

I know what comes this morning: first a bath, then 
breakfast, school, and afterwards, free time to 
ourselves. I can’t wait to finish that knitting project 
I started last week. I lazily hop out of bed and throw 
on my favorite satin dress. It’s inlaid with rubies and 
diamonds. I rush down the hall and into the living 
room. My four older sisters, my little brother, my 
father, and my mother have all beaten me to the 
breakfast table. I smile at Alexei and sneer at Olga. 
She pulled another prank on me yesterday. The 
reason—I put a little pepper in her perfume bottle. I 
just wanted to hear her hysterical sneeze! She, sadly, 
must have heard my stifled laughter because this 
morning I found loads upon loads of pepper in my 
hair shampoo. It took over ten extra minutes for me 
to rinse all that junk out of my hair. That, actually, is 
the reason why I was late for breakfast. I let my eyes 
leave Olga and smile at my sisters Tatiana and Maria. I 
turn to my mother and father. “Good morning Father. 
Good morning Mother.” Both of my parents smile in 
return. I then focus my eyes on my buttered bread 
and oatmeal. I can’t wait to get Olga back! 

Today I accomplished my most evil feat in the world 
of pranking. While we were outside the palace, I 
packed a snowball so tightly with a stone inside and 
threw it at my sister Tatiana. It knocked her down like 
a hurricane knocks down houses and trees. I couldn’t 
stop laughing even though everyone was glaring 
at me, and Tatiana looked like she was struggling to 
remain conscious. I felt like a victorious army general!  

I’ve been thinking all day about how to get Olga back. 
Finally, at the start of the afternoon, I came up with 
my genius plan. I snuck into Olga’s room and looked 
all over for evidence of the boy she had a crush on. 
Finally, I found the name. Quick as a flash, I copied 
the name on dozens of notebook scraps and pasted 
them all over Olga’s bedroom. I just heard her scream 
of terror! Thankfully, I blocked my bedroom door so 
she can’t get in. Right now I’m cackling like a maniac 
and can’t stop!

Today we played a full-family game of tag! Just to be 
funny, I scratched people when I tagged them and 
kicked them when they tagged me. No one else is 

laughing, though. I wish they would laugh! For some 
reason everyone except me has retreated into their 
own personal isolation. They do not look at me or 
speak to me when I try to think of family things to 
do. Father is constantly pacing his study, and Mother 
always fiddles with her sewing even though her 
stitches look worse every day. My sisters glare at me 
as if to say: Can’t you see what is happening? My 
brother Alexei only groans and screams at me. I can 
hardly blame him, though, being sick and all. 

Rasputin visited us today. Alexei is very ill. I wish 
he could be well again. Hopefully our friend can 
perform a miracle and cure my dear brother. He is 
in his room now chanting and praying. He is quite a 
kind and helpful man when it comes to my family. He 
is respectful to Father and Mother, and always greets 
both my sisters and myself with a cheery “Hello!” 
when he visits. Sometimes he even comes when we 
have nightmares, and he sleeps in the guest room 
overnight. He helps us go back to sleep while telling 
us wondrous tales of princes saving fair maidens and 
the Knights of the Round Table. I am always quite 
fascinated by the stories of those knights. Other 
times, he tells us of these strange insects he once saw 
called fireflies that he says light up the night even 
brighter than stars and heaven itself! I wish I could 
see a firefly. 

Alexei is cured! Even though he is very healthy now, 
we are still slightly cautious when we play with him. 
So far, he hasn’t screamed or groaned at me. The rest 
of my family, however, has resumed their isolation 
routine. I don’t know how much more patience I 
will have for angry glares, pacing, and failed sewing 
presents from mother! Even Father is cross with me 
now. He talks constantly of war and never lets me in 
his study to play chess like we used to. My brother is 
my only comfort. For two days we have discussed the 
family attitude and have tried to entertain ourselves 
by playing charades and pranking our least favorite 
teachers. One of our best pranks was putting perfume 
in our French tutor’s pen. I hope he pretends it is a gift 
for his wife so that she will smell like cherry blossoms. 
Honestly, he talks ill about her every second of every 
day. Make a husband out of him already!

By Skye Lamarre, 9Y
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The Last Days of 
the Duchess



Quill photos

Raven’s Home

The house looks down

At the ones who pass

With its vines and thorns

That surround the broken glass.

Where the axes come to die,

And the dead come to cry.

Where the ghosts cannot fly,

Even the graveyard trembles

In fright.

Nooses on the tree hang low,

And the wind, and only the wind,

Whispers slow.

The place where his raven cries:

“Nevermore!”

Stands the house of Edgar Allan Poe.

By Meltem Cana Etiz, 9R
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