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E D I T O R’ S  N O T E

The noun ‘light’ has two meanings: 1the natural 
agent that stimulates sight and makes things visible 
and 2understanding of a problem or mystery; en-
lightenment. Similarly, Matthew 5:16 says, “In the 
same way, let your light shine before others, that 
they may see your good deeds and glorify your Fa-
ther in heaven.” In this issue, these students’ works 
truly express the diverse and unique voices of our 
community. We hope that this magazine serves as 
such an inspiration to encourage you to use your 
God-given artistic talents to glorify Him and illumi-
nate The King’s Academy beyond your imagination.

Enjoy.
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i saw an exhibit
of art or suppos’dly
i saw a piece having

some smears very strangely
invalid opinions

or have they no meaning
the painting was purchased

for six mill’on sterling

i went to buy groc’rys
and salsa that’s mild

the salesclerk, impudent
she didn’t so smile

but judging and having
imperfect conjectures

her colleague informed me
her lover had left her

i found a good joke of
our problems so petty

but someone responded
how grateful we ought be

intangible forces
had cleaned my eyes brighter

S E E
julian shaw
grade 12



he lives in a third world
and i live a winner

i lay on my blanket
but heard something sudd’ly

what was it i wondered
i thought of the worst things

malevolent figures
appeared gave me panic

they threatened my well-being
i shut my eyes frantic

Then I woke up.
I realized it was a dream.

The monsters were of my imagination,
and everything else, no better.

(But, I thought to myself, it was oddly uneventful.)
I got up and looked in the mirror.

I pondered on what I had just experienced,
it was like magic.

Though it had a profound effect on me,
everything I saw

did not happen at all.
And perhaps now I’ll see the world a bit differently.



Guilianna Giordano
Grade 9
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zoe li
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benjamin ma
Grade 12



L O N D O N  S T R AY
by Abigail Leong

Grade 7

Along the busy streets of Marylebone, 
a stray scruffy dog darted in and out of 
people’s legs. Stopping on the edge of 
the sidewalk, the small terrier pondered 
whether to race across the busy intersec-
tion or to use the crosswalk. After a busy 
day, he was eager to get home. His home 
wasn’t a pretty little doghouse, but instead 
was a plain rocky cove in Regents Park. 
Many dogs roamed the streets of London, 
so the little dog blended right in. Crossing 
the street quickly, and narrowly missing 
a car, he raced into the park in which he 
lived and jumped into his rocky dwelling, 
filled with scraps of food and other little 
knick-knacks. The air felt crisp and clean; 
winter was just around the corner. Despite 
the beauty of falling snow, street dogs 
disliked winter. The air was bitter and 
cold and the sky was always filled with 
gray fog. Constant rain and snow made it 

even more difficult for street dogs to find 
shelter and food. It was the first winter for 
the little dog. Would he survive?

The gears in my head whirred to life as 
sunlight streamed through the cracks of 
my rocky cove. As my eyes focused, I saw 
that the world around me was also begin-
ning to arouse. People were out exercising; 
some were hurrying to catch a ride at the 
nearest Underground station. It was tiring 
for me to get to work. My job every day 
was to prowl along the busy streets and 
scavenge for food to eat. I usually didn’t 
find anything surprising, though. Most 
of the time, it’s trash. Same old garbage 
scraps like cigarette butts, candy wrappers, 
pop cans, and the daily newspaper. I like 
to collect pop cans, since they do look 
nice lined up around my cave; however, 

photography by andrew hartley
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they usually disappear within a few days. 
I notice people drop food frequently; 
some people even drop some money. As 
a dog, money has no use to me, but it is 
fun to collect pound coins and add them 
to my haphazard collection of trinkets. To 
my surprise and delight, the weather was 
fairly nice today. There was a slight breeze 
in the crisp air. The sun managed to peek 
out from behind the usual gloomy clouds. 
I decided to forage in the nearby dump, 
where there was usually an abundance of 
food. I picked up a few pop cans on the 
way, and then finally made it to the dump. 
After eating my fill and taking a few ex-
tras, I made my way back to my cave. The 
hard work was done now. Now, I could laze 
around in the sweet green grass and chase 
squirrels. These are my normal days. But 
then again, I’ve never had an unusual day 
ever before.

I knew even before venturing outside 
that today was going to be rough. The 
weather definitely did not feel pleasant 
today. The sun hid behind the clouds. 
The air smelled different and had a bitter 
chill to it. Standing at the entrance of my 
cove, my fur was already being violently 
yanked by the incessant biting winds. As I 
struggled across the grass, frost crunched 
and froze around my paws. The birds were 
strangely silent, and the fog stooped low 
over the tall buildings. I went into panic 
mode. My joints froze as I tried to move 
and I slipped on the frost-covered grass, 
splayed helplessly on the ground. What 
was going on? I’ve never felt like this be-
fore. I trudged back and stayed in my cave 
all day. And the next. And the following 
day. I eventually ran out of food. As I 
moped in my cove, snowflakes began to 
fall. The air was frigid and people hunched 
over in thick coats as they hurried to work. 
I had to risk it though; I desperately need-
ed something to eat. Tired and weak from 
the lack of food, I slowly trekked through 

the heavy blanket of snow, my legs 
weighed down like iron rods. Finding a 
narrow alley, I began my search. But there 
was nothing edible. There were fewer 
people out on the streets and those who 
braved the biting cold didn’t drop food. I 
managed to find a tiny scrap of celery, but 
it was moldy and soggy. So I struggled 
through the swirling snow back to my 
cove to get some sleep. I was so tired, so 
weak... Hunger was bad enough, but the 
added freezing temperature made even 
my usual optimistic spirits sink low. But 
something else was wrong, and I couldn’t 
quite place what. Suddenly I heard a faint 
beeping coming from somewhere in the 
cove. It wasn’t from anything outside my 
cove, though. Strangely enough, it seemed 
to be coming from me. My vision dimmed, 
the whirring in my head came slowly to a 
stop. Then I knew I was out of power.

The little dog collapsed on the stone 
floor. A few miles away, an alarm sound-
ed from a computer in a well-polished, 
immaculate laboratory. The dog’s body, 
cold as steel, lay unmoving in the cave for 
three days. On the fourth day, scientists 
finally located the lifeless, still body. Tuck-
ing the frozen body into a blanket, they 
quickly returned back to headquarters. 
There, the scientists detached the little 
tracker and camera that was nestled snugly 
in the dog’s neck. They would study that 
later. Then, the scientists located the elec-
trical outlet in the back of the dog’s head 
and plugged it in to charge.

 
The whirring gears in his brain started 

up again and the small mechanical dog 
opened his eyes, ready for another day.  
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many a time i forgot my existence. 

lost in a love that is only persistence. 

my thoughts know no “me” but only an “us.” 

i learn to fathom tested faith and earned trust. 

where dreams go to die so new ones may be born. 

to meadows we fly as we prick thumbs with thorns. 

they say that distance makes the heart grow fonder. 

but i refuse to hold out any longer. 

condemned by luxuries that never existed. 

damned by each blessing, each memory twisted. 

trapped in a trance of awestruck and fear.

but locked in the hope that pain’s end will be near. 

i’ll persist till the end, when you stand close by. 

and funerals i’ll attend of the dreams that will die. 

persistence is the soul, when your body is missing. 

and i ache for the day where it’s all reminiscing.

aaina aroda
Grade 10

distance. 
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Kari bergstedt
Grade 11
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In the damp air, she could feel the ghosts of cruel hands burning her arms, casting 
her aside like a broken doll. 

“I can’t believe you had the audacity to do that.”
She stumbled sideways, a foot catching her ankle. A sharp crack echoed through the 

darkness as spikes of sharp needles traveled through her arm. She tried whimpering in 
pain, but no sound came out of her mouth. 

“You can’t match her.”
The cruel words sliced through her heart like butter, leaving trails of blood behind as 

it continued to damage and destroy. 
“Why are you even trying?”
Teardrops pattered to the ground, their sound ricocheting like bullets in the still air. 

With a staggering breath, she used her good hand to weakly lift herself up from the 
ground.

“I’m so much better…”
The words bore down on her shoulders like an oppressive weight, pressing her down 

back to the ground.
“You aren’t worth anything. Just give up.”
She shook, bringing her good hand closer to herself. A jagged edge of metal brushed 

against the back of her hand, the cold burning her.

R I S E
by Jean Chen
Grade 12



With a quiet sob, she slowly turned her hand over, gripping the freezing item as 
tightly as she could. The blade of the knife screeched against the frigid floor when she 
brought it towards her chest. 

A voice shouted, “Don’t give up!”
She jerked, the movement causing waves of agony throughout her body. However, as 

the pain slowly ebbed away to a more manageable level, calm flowed through her. She 
looked up as a soft light emerged from the darkness, gradually taking on a form.

“H-hello?” she whispered, so softly that she could barely hear herself. The figure 
continued to grow closer.

“Don’t give up,” the figure insisted, “You are more worthy alive than not.”
Her heart dropped. “Why?”
“There is so much more to live for.”
It kneeled down and gently grabbed her broken hand. She took a quick inhale, 

expecting to feel the needles to wrenching pain, but instead, she only felt warmth and 
healing. The bones mended together as it continued to hold her digits with delicate 
touch.

“Don’t let those who hurt you bring you down,” the figure said. “You are more im-
portant than you believe.”

“It hurts though,” she whispered. “It hurts so much.”
In the soft light emitting from the figure, she looked down at the deep cuts on her 

arm. As she watched, the skin knit together, returning to a pure, unblemished state. She 
blinked when she felt a soft kiss on her forehead.

“I know,” it said quietly, “but I love you. All of us miss you. Don’t think of those who 
bring you down. They are only one group of people who are jealous of you. You are ex-
traordinarily special, and even though that there are some who despise you, who seek to 
strike you down, know that there are so many more of us you care for you, who believe 
in you. You can and will do so much more than you believe you can do.”

A tear ran down her face, and the figure brushed it gently away. “It’s time to wake 
up. You are worth everything to me.”

Something warm was pressing on her hand as she slowly came to wakefulness. 
Steady beeping broke the monotonous silence in the background. One look at herself 
saw the faint scars of her stint running down her arms like whips. They would disappear 
in a few months’ time. Her right hand held another hand, and she followed the arm up to 
look into a pair of bright blue eyes.

“Hey,” he said softly, “I love you.”
She smiled back, determination filling through her. The ghosts of her past will no 

longer haunt her. The devils had not won. She had.





esther kuiper
Grade 12
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Meghan Leong
Grade 12
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An apple may sit on a tree,
Looking as good as can be,

Though when it’s pulled down,
You’ll start to frown,

When you realize the inside is brown.

A computer may look new and untried,
Unwrapped from the package and just untied,

Yet through the day,
You have to pay

The price for a bug in the way.

Some gold may look expensive and dear,
And you’re in the mine shedding a joyful tear,

But behind the sight,
And through the light,

We see that it’s only pyrite.

A child may lie in bed
When you ask for something said,

But in the silence you might not heed
The pains that kneads

Inside the child like scarring seeds.

BEHIND THE SURFACE
Bethany Chum
grade 8
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EV E RY O N E  H A S  A  S T O RY
by zoe chen
Grade 11

It’s a cliché saying, really. Everyone has a story. 
Well, of course they do. Some end badly, some don’t; 
some make it through, and some don’t, and therefore 
they fade away until they are forgotten. 

But God doesn’t forget. No. 
He continues to weave the lives of people to-

gether whether they have moved on or still remain 
on earth and to intertwine them. By using the past, 
using others’ faults, their flaws, their hatred, and their 
brokenness, God transforms them into something so 
beautiful that many people cannot believe that what 
has happened has come true. Once a dark, fraying 
thread of life that could snap so easily with despair, 
self-loathing and grief is repaired, restored, and given 
new strength unlike anything on this earth. The inner 
peace and contented feeling within are so strong peo-
ple often wonder, “Who is this person? What do they 
have that I don’t?” 

And then they find out that these people who 
possess this treasured peace underwent transforma-
tion from suffering and misery to happiness and joy 
that could only come from God and they begin to 
think, “Must I also go through that in order to achieve 
such happiness? Their testimonies are so amazing, so 
strong, so radical, but must I have one just as miracu-
lous in order for God to take notice of me and change 

aperture | 20



photography by shawna fattahi
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me as well? To give me that heavenly 
peace?” 

But God has ears. He does not only 
have eyes that watch us as we move from 
minute to minute, day to day, month 
to month. He listens to 
our cries, our pleas, our 
shouts, our curses. He 
hears all, sees all, knows 
all. We need only to ask 
before He answers our 
pleas and prayers. He 
might not answer them 
the way we wish for Him 
to answer, and some-
times, an answer may 
take a long time before 
coming to fruition. But He 
knows and sees the ultimate timeline and 
does all in His timing, not ours. 

There was once a girl, so young, 
innocent, and happy. Yet she was also 
naïve, sensitive, and selfish. She hurt her 

friends; she was angry at their betrayal 
and their nonchalance at her leaving them, 
sad because they didn’t understand that 
she was upset to leave and didn’t want to 
leave, and hurt because they hurt her. So 

leaving on bad terms, she 
arrived at her new school, 
uncertain and alone. 

But not for long. By 
God’s grace, one girl, 
equally as shy and alone, 
but so much braver, 
approached her, and they 
soon became the best 
of friends. Until that is, 
disagreement tore them 
apart. They were still 
friends, but that tension 

remained, like a heavy unspoken fog 
hovering, yet quite not there. The girl met 
other friends and became close with them. 
Eventually they diverged into multiple 
groups. 
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So you see, God does 
work for the good of 
those who love Him. He 
watches over us, and He 
continues to use sit-
uations to pull people 
back together and to 

bring His children where 
He wants them to be. 



But that didn’t matter. The girl was happy. Yet she was still selfish, naïve, and sensi-
tive. She was hurt, hurt so much that…she considered dying, but never tried it. She cried 
out to God often, “Why? I feel unworthy.” But God was there to whisper into her heart 
soothing, encouraging words, and through His urging, she resisted temptation to do so 
and continued on. Did people know she was hurt? Most didn’t. Not until 2 years later 
and the story came out, quietly to only a few. It was God’s work that brought her friends 
that she could eventually come to trust, friends she loved with all her heart. Friends who 
accepted who she was. 

As life continued, the girl continued to see God’s work in her life. All around, God 
had His hand on her, was watching over her. Approaching her junior year, she was met 
again by her elementary school friends, people she had lost contact with for over 5 years. 
Her heart thudded and pounded. 

“Would they remember me? Would they think badly of me?” She swallowed hard and 
prayed silently before approaching. To her greatest surprise, they greeted her warmly, as 
if nothing disastrous had ever happened. She was so relieved and grateful. God had once 
again answered her prayers. She had prayed for years to be reunited with her friends 
again, and finally that time had come. 

So you see, God does work for the good of those who love Him. He watches over us, 
and He continues to use situations to pull people back together and to bring His children 
where He wants them to be. The thread that connects everyone still holds together, and 
once intertwined, will be impossible to break. 

photography by Victoria Lieb
Grade 11
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“The lot is cast into the lap, but its 
every decision is from the Lord.”

Proverbs 16:33

“In his heart a man plans his course, 
but the Lord determines his steps.” 

Proverbs 16:9







Nathaniel Young
Grade 12



CALEB CHAronnat
Grade 8



I am in a luscious green forest. The air around me is thick, hazy, and 
warm. I can almost see the particles of sun sifting through the leaves. I can 
feel the grass, soft and thick between my toes. I want to lie down in it.

I give into my urge and sprawl out onto the grass, and enjoy the feel of its 
touch. I hear a rustle behind me and a hand caresses my back. It’s Adam; he’s 
lying down next to me now. I turn over and roll on top of him playfully. 

I see Adam’s face now, and caress it caringly in my hands. The strong 
lines of his jaw and cheekbones contrast with his loving innocent eyes. 
“C’mon,” I whisper, “Let’s go play.” I grab his hand and we run through the 
green.

We run past green blurs and patches of sunlight. The animals we pass 
raise up their heads as if to say hello, but we’re too busy to respond. Finally, 
Adam and I reach a clearing. The trees have suddenly been replaced by daz-
zling blue rocks. The sun is shining straight on us now, with no trees block-
ing. The sky is crystal blue, decorated with white misty clouds. We stand at 
the edge of a cliff. Way down below us are blue pools of water, encased by a 
waterfall. The view is astonishing as Adam and I spend just a moment to take 
in the scene. Adam squeezes my hand and we share a look of tacit under-
standing. We both step out and fall into the open air. For a minute, we are 
flying, not falling, as we soar through the air. But then the cold water smacks 
us both, bringing us back to reality. 

Adam and I resurface and grin at each other. The icy water chills me down 
to my bones. We both swim ashore.

Once we are ashore we lay down on the blue rocks and let the sun do 
the rest. Adam grabs my hand as we dry off, and familiar warmth, a tender 
feeling, bubbles in my chest.

Adam and I dry off quickly, and find a shady rock to sit on. We drink 
in a full view of the waterfall and hear its roar as the water gushes down 
and smashes into the rocks. The crack of the waterfall fills our ears and our 
bones. Our eyes take in the majestic beauty of God’s creation. 

I sit closer to Adam and wrap my arms around him. He does the same 
and we hold each other in loving embrace. He gives me a bashful smile and 
I tousle his hair. We start giggling and pretty soon our giggles erupt into full 
blown laughter. We sit there exploding in laughter. Our laughter subsides and 
I think about the love and joy I cherish in my heart. My emotions overwhelm 
me and I grasp Adam tighter. He does the same, and I know he feels it too: 
ultimate content, peace, and joy. 

Adam and I spend the rest of the day at the waterfall. We sit there, 
talking, laughing, and enjoying God’s creation unashamed.

G A R D E N  O F  E D E N
by GRACE o’MALLey

Grade 10



Aperture magazine is Th e King’s Academy stu-
dent-run literary magazine. We accept submissions 
throughout the school year and publish issues of 
students’ works biannually. Any student, teacher, or 
staff  member at TKA is welcome to submit. If you 
have any questions about Aperture, or would like to 
submit any literary, artistic, or photographic work, 
please contact us at tkaliterarymagazine@gmail.

com
THANK YOU FOR READING!THANK YOU FOR READING!


