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EDITOR’S NOTE
Here at school and in our daily lives, we live in the relentless present, some-
times seemingly so chaotic, so full of conflicting interests and commitments and 
opinions. But be still for a moment. Remember, if you will, the roar of oceans, 
the smell of freshly cut grass. The dark, quiet splendor of mountains, the blaz-
ing glory of sunset. Delve deeper, and remember the carefree afternoons of your 
childhood, or the last good conversation you had with a friend. Or even this, if 
you’re ready to listen to your past: personal histories, scars and wounds, the most 
joyful and the most painful moments of the process we call “growing up”. They 
arrive slowly at first, these memories, but when you press harder they seem to flow 
out of us, little pieces of who we are.
 
And so in these pages we begin the necessary process of documenting our sto-
ries—here, by capturing a magnificent seascape we wish to remember, there, by 
reflecting on fond memories of Mexico or our childhood. In our narratives, in 
our poetry, in the art we create, we leave behind a lasting image of the selves we 
once were, and the emotions and ideas that we once harbored so fervently.
 
It’s only in this, after truly understanding and reflecting on our pasts, that we can 
face the future with even greater hope.
 
Welcome to Aperture.

The Editors
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A NEW SIGHT

I set my bowl next to me and my staff on my right. I sat on my 
rough straw mat at my usual place as the gates to the temple 
opened. As I heard the bells start to ring, and the gates creak 
open, I heard people talking as they walked up the dirt path 
to the temple. I tapped my stick on the ground, hoping they 
would give money to a poor beggar like me. 
 Hearing the whisper of cloth as people passed by me, 
I tapped my clay bowl with my staff, hoping they would drop 
a coin in. 
 “Stinkin’ old beggar,” I heard them mutter. But I 
heard the metallic ring as a coin dropped into my bowl. 
 “Thank you very much sir,” I murmured as they 
walked away. I felt for the coin. It was a copper coin. I was 
used to their insults, so it didn’t bother me as much. I stowed 
the coin into my ragged shirt, and tapped on my bowl again 
as I heard people walk by, the clay making a clinking sound 
against the wood of my staff. The day passed by as a usual day 
would. As I felt the sun begin to set and hear the people walk 
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out of the temple, I prepared to collect what 
I could get and go home. Finally, I could feel 
the earth starting to cool beneath my legs. I 
stood up and began to walk, my bowl in one 
hand and my staff tapping against the ground. 
 I heard the rush of feet before I was 
knocked off of mine. I flew backwards, land-
ing hard on my back, the air driven from my 
lungs. I heard a crash as my bowl landed on 
the ground and shattered and a thunk as my 
staff landed in the other direction. Laughter 
filled the air. 
 “Did you see that?” an excited and 
gleeful voice shouted out. “Look how he land-
ed! That is hilarious!” Laughter rang out as I 
struggled to get up, scrabbling for my staff. 
 “Here, old man!” a voice sneered 
from above me. I flew backwards as he jammed 
his foot in my ribs. I gasped for breath as I 
pushed up my elbows beneath me. There was 
more laughter all around. I could hear three, 
maybe five, voices above me. I gritted my teeth 
and began to feel for my staff. There was more 
laughter which I ignored with difficulty. I fi-
nally found my staff and pushed myself off the 
ground. I didn’t try to look for my bowl. It 
would serve no purpose anyway. I began the 
walk back home. 
 “That’s right, walk away like the sin-
ner and coward you are!” they called to me. “It 
is your fault that you can’t see!” I ignored these 
comments and continued on my way, tapping 
the butt of my staff as I went. Finally I reached 
the place I called home. In the eyes of others, 
it would be a hovel at the edge of the village, 
and far away from the holy temple. It was 
barely holding together, numerous holes in 
the brick walls, and the room half diminished 
by the weather. With my hand outstretched, I 
felt around until I touched the familiar worn 
wood of the doorway. I stepped through and 
wove my way through objects that had been 
cluttered on the floor. 
 I sat down heavily on my mat and 
pulled the coins I had managed to come by to-
day. It was a meager pile, but it was still better 
than nothing. I’ve had nothing before. I laid 
my staff on the side and began to count the 

coins carefully. Then I put them back into my 
trouser pocket. Who knows who would want 
to come and steal? I winced as I recalled an 
incident a few days ago. 
  ‘You managed to get this all in one 
day?’ a voice sneered in my ear. I grabbed my 
staff from my side and swung but he blocked 
the feeble blow easily. He snatched the coins 
and, laughing hysterically, ran out. I stood up 
and started to hobble after him, but stumbled 
against a plank off wood and crashed to my 
knees, pain shooting up from my knees and 
hands. By the time I got up, he was long gone. 
 I lay down and shoved the memory 
into my mind before falling asleep. 
 I woke up to a feeling of hope. I got 
up and stretched. I grabbed my staff and hur-
ried as fast as I could to the market so that I 
could buy bread for the day. If I have enough 
money by the end of today, maybe the money 
will last me a few days more. I tapped the way 
through the market. The sounds of the people 
were loud and raucous. They clashed harshly 
against my ears and filled my head with dizzi-
ness. I leaned on my staff and used my nose to 
find my way to the bread stand. 
 “Here again aren’t you?” a curt voice 
said in front of me. I wordlessly held out 
two copper coins. A hand reached out and 
snatched them from me and shoved two small 
loaves of bread into my hand. 
 “Many thanks,” I murmured as I 
limped towards my spot near the temple gates. 
I sat down and started to eat the bread. The 
first one was gone within seconds. I swallowed 
my saliva as I felt the second loaf of bread. It 
was smaller than my palm. I’ll have to wait un-
til midday before eating it. I tucked it into my 
pocket and spread out a scrap of cloth that I 
had brought with me to replace my bowl and 
began to listen intently for people coming by 
to visit the temple. 
 I daydreamed when there was a long 
pause in footsteps. I dreamed that I could see 
the world. The expanse of the sky. The colors 
that I hear children talk about constantly: 
scarlet red, brilliant blue, blinding white. The 
color of the dirt beneath my feet. The clothes 
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“MY HEART 
POUNDED. HOPE 

FLOODED THROUGH 
ME LIKE MOLTEN 

METAL.”

that my parents wore until they died. A bitter 
yet sad lump rose to my throat. They had tak-
en care of me, but in the end, they could only 
do so much. 
 Midday arrived. I collected the few 
coins that had been thrown onto my piece of 
cloth. I scooped them up and stowed them 
away before I heard a loud noise. I turned my 
ears towards the road approaching the temple. 
A wave of murmurs swept towards me, and 
I heard many voices, all jumbled together in 
their excitement by the sight approaching the 
temple. 
 “Look…” 

“There he is! Can you believe it?”
 “I can’t believe he’s here!” 

“What are they doing here anyways?” 
 “I’m not sure…but, they’re here!”

“I wonder if we can see any 
miracles performed while 
he’s here.” 
 “Who knows?” 

“Who is it?” a hushed whis-
per floated nearby. 
 “It’s him? Don’t 
you know?”

“It’s Jesus!”
 “He who claims to 
be the Messiah!” My heart 
pounded. Hope flooded through me like mol-
ten metal. He could cure me. He could help 
me see. But would he? Would he, even though 
I am cursed by an unknown sin? I could hear a 
multitude of footsteps approaching. Suddenly, 
they stopped in front of me. 
 “Rabbi,” a low rough voice of a 
peasant certainly not that of a Pharisee said, 
clearly curious. “Who sinned, this man or his 
parents, that he was born blind?” I tensed. I 
knew the tradition. My condition was due to 
sin that my parents or I had committed. No 
one knew for sure. Hurt sliced through me as 
the supposed Messiah remained silent. After 
what seemed like an eternity, he answered his 
disciples. With the answer that flowed from 
his mouth, I felt my heart grow warm. 
 “Neither this man nor his parents 
sinned,” Jesus said finally, “but this happened 

so that the works of God might be displayed 
in him. As long as it is day, we must do the 
works of him who sent me. Night is coming, 
when no one can work. While I am in the 
world, I am the light of the world.” I grew con-
fused with each word he spoke, the warmth in 
my heart fading slightly. What did he mean 
by the works of God? Was he going to punish 
me even though he said that neither I nor my 
parents sinned? What did he mean by night is 
coming? Day and night come as easily as the 
seasons change. People still work at night. 
More than anything, I wanted to see this 
man who claimed he was the light of the 
world. I was pondering these thoughts when 
I heard a spitting noise, and I heard a splat-
ter against the dry and dusty ground. Cloth 
rustled as someone bent down. I heard some-

one approach me and gently, 
with the most tender care, 
smeared something cool 
on my eyes. I flinched back, 
but continued to let him 
apply the substance, which 
I deemed as mud, onto my 
eyes. When he finished he 
stepped back. 

“Go,” he said. “Wash in the 
Pool of Siloam.” I was puz-

zled but I did what I was told. I took my staff 
with me and I walked towards the rock-cut 
pool in the city of Jerusalem. I felt for the edge 
and put down my staff. I dipped my hands 
into the cool waters and washed my face thor-
oughly. I dried my face on my shirt and squint-
ed as I looked up. Everything was so bright all 
of a sudden. I froze. Bright…but…I’ve…it’s 
always been dark for me…that means…
 I rubbed my eyes and opened them 
fully. Light flooded into my eyes, and as I ad-
justed my eyes, I realized that…I could really 
see. I tilted my head up, and I saw a bright 
color that could only be blue, partially covered 
by fluffy…clouds. I smiled widely as I spun 
and took in my surroundings, drinking it all 
in at once, all the colors all the sensations 
that matched with what objects looked like. I 
looked down into the…blue, yes, blue waters.  



“I WILL FOLLOW THIS 
JESUS, THE 

MESSIAH. HE GAVE ME 
NEW SIGHT.”

 I saw myself for the first time. I was 
wearing ragged, brown clothes and had a head 
of hair of two different colors…one was…this 
must be the gray people talk about getting 
when they grow old. The other…it matched 
the dirt so this must be brown. My eyes were a 
startling blue color. 
 I straightened up and laughed. I felt 
like a huge burden had been lifted up from 
my shoulders. This is what He meant by “the 
works of God.” So this is the power of God. 
He is incredibly powerful. 
He is also incredibly good 
and wonderful and kind, to 
have bestowed this miracle 
to me. I walked back to my 
house, and everyone from 
the nearest houses were 
coming out and staring at 
me. I hunched my shoul-
ders instinctively, unused to 
the pressure and the unspoken words all those 
eyes carried, but then I thought of Jesus, and 
how he chosen to help me, me out of everyone 
else he could have chosen, and I straightened 
my shoulders and my back.
 I heard the whispers as I passed by. 

“Isn’t he the same man who used to sit and beg?”
 “Yes, I remember seeing him sit 
down at the temple. Don’t you?” 
 “I don’t remember…”
 “No, I remember clearly seeing him 
at the temple today.” 
 “No, he only looks like him,” a few 
voices muttered. Several piped up in agree-

ment. I drew myself up. 
 “I am the man,” I said, swinging my 
head around to look at everyone. When no 
one spoke, and I saw uncertainty in their eyes, 
I insisted, “I am the man.” Then a few bold 
fellows called out. 
 “How then were your eyes opened?” 
they challenged. 
 “The man they call Jesus made some 
mud and put it on my eyes. He told me to go 
to Siloam and wash. So I went and washed, 

and then I could see.” 
 “Where is this man?” they 
asked me. I looked to 
where the temple stood but 
I could no longer see the 
crowd, nor could I see the 
man I believe is the Messiah. 
 “I don’t know,” I replied. 
Some shook their head and 
told each other that it was 

as they had thought: I was not the same man 
who sat and begged. Others exclaimed and 
talked to me about how fortunate I was that 
Jesus had chosen me and healed me. The pro-
claimed Messiah, the prophet, the Son of God. 
I was amazed at what I heard. So this is the 
power of Jesus. His powers are beyond any-
thing I’ve heard of in my forty years. 
 This is amazing. I will follow this Je-
sus, the Messiah. He gave me new sight. 

Story of Jesus healing the blind from John 9. 
Some of the dialogue is directly quoted from the 
Bible. 
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I see emotions in color, 
In people, in voices, in sounds. 

White is the color of innocence, 
Purity, peace all in one.
Blue is the color of sorrow,
Waters the meadows with tears.
Red is for reckless and brave, 
Waving in front of the horns.
Purple is cool and collected,
Showing a pokerface mask. 
Black is deceptive and treacherous,
Fiery pit filled with lies. 

…

Which color are you today?

I SEE EMOTIONS IN COLOR

V I R G I N I A  X I E
Poetry

grade 8
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Then there are the humans.
The scuba divers that look for something new to uncover.
That is you,
Diving into the depths of my soul.
The bubbles of oxygen that rise up out the mouths of the divers
Are the words that are spoken to me.
Some words are soft and kind and float all the way up to the top,
And break the surface of the water, releasing those words over and over
In steady, silent repetition.
Thoughts of you are encases in those bubbles,
Because you are the melody that repeats in my head.
But sometimes those bubbles can harden and create a plastic shell,
So that when you try to pop them, to get rid of them...
They refuse to break.
They grow dark and black and travel in the opposite direction,
towards the bottom of the ocean.
Only then is the pressure great enough for them to pop,
creating an abyss of the black substance they contain.
Darkness. It never fully goes away.
It becomes so dense on the bottom floor,
That the divers take no more notice of the bubbles light with oxygen.
Some are brave enough to venture deep into the abyss,
But the darkness consumes them.
They no longer focus on breathing out their oxygen bubbles.
Instead they slowly drift off to sleep as they lose consciousness.

I am not crying.
Because I have the ocean inside of me:
The little fish are thoughts that swim around in my head.
The sharks are the negative words that make me bleed from the inside out.
The dolphins are the butterflies that I feel when I look at you,
When they jump out of the water and dive silently into the deep.
Happiness and peace are the jellyfish that swim about.
However if disturbed, they fight back.
Beautifully, they make my skin burn with fire.
Do not do that to me.
I need you in my life.
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grade 10

g r a c e  s c h o n f e l d

I have the ocean inside of me.
Along with all the fish and the humans, I have the weather.
The storms that rage inside like fierce winds hitting the surface of the water.
But that is still not the water that falls from my eyes.
When the storm rages, and the waves crash and rise,
They must always crash against the shore.
Waves beat the shore with their power, and anger and frustration.

I am the ocean.
The water that rolls down my cheeks is from the waves,
Waves that crash against the sand while the winds scream.
Because my head is screaming, the fish go seek shelter,
While my soul is the grains of sand that attempts to stand its ground,
Against the fierce storms, day by day.
When the sand lets water through,
It is the salt water from the ocean that breaks the surface of my eyelids.

I AM AN OCEAN



If we could go back, 
I would run down the streets 
as crazy as we were, 
Like free birds in the wind,  
Stopping to buy some ice cream.

If we could go back, 
I would pass notes around when 
the teacher was not looking, 
Doodling on a piece of paper, 
Counting the time that slipped 
past our fingertips.

If we could go back, 
I would still paint your nails pink, 
Holding you still while it dried, 
Chuckling as you tried to get it off.

If we can go back, 
The moment we graduate, 

Would be the moment that 
we split apart and went on, 

I was wondering where we would 
be in the future.

We’ve all grown up, 
Carrying the young hopes 

on our shoulders, 
Walking with heavy steps 

toward our future, 
It’s too tiring. 

If we can go back, 
...

But there’s no going back

If there’s something like a time-machine, 
I will go back to 6th grade and stay there forever.

IF WE COULD GO BACK
grade 8

s a p p h i r e  l i u
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G R A C E  O ’ M A L L E Y
Personal narrative

grade 9

I’m the girl with the shredded fingers. You’ve 
probably seen me around campus, just a normal 
looking ninth grader, walking the halls, worrying 
about tests, and navigating high school. From 
afar, you probably wouldn’t notice anything 
exceptionally different, but glances from afar 
don’t let you see the finer details. If you looked 
closer you would see beautiful hands, cut, shred-
ded, and a little bloody; fine hands calloused by 
the roughages of life. If you ask me about it, I’d 
probably just brush over it, or go through a 1 
minute rendition of why-my-fingers-look-like-
they-went-through-a-cheese-shredder.  You see, 
I have an impulse control disorder called “der-
matophagia”. This causes me to constantly have 
impulses, cravings, and urges to pick, peel, and 
bite the skin off my hands. It’s a craving that’s 
not satisfied until I tear through skin. And when 
I’m not having impulses, I’m subconscious-
ly picking. Sometimes I’ll look down at my 
hands after an hour and see blood coming out 
of wounded fingers.  It’s a hard thing for me to 
control. I have times when my derm is horrible 
and incessant, and times when it doesn’t bother 
me at all. Because my hands are either constantly 
being bitten or have open wounds so they are 
very susceptible to infections. I’ve probably had 
very minor infections about 8 times. Each time 
it happens I feel a pain throughout my hand for 
several days, I take antibiotics, and eventually 
goes away. Don’t get me wrong; derm doesn’t 
inhibit my daily life as other people’s diseases do. 
It’s just that derm is a small part of my daily life. 

You’re probably wondering why I do this to my-
self. It’s not something I can control easily. Sure 
I can sit on my hands, but eventually I pull my 

hands out from under my bum. It’s not an in-
voluntary tic, it’s a compulsory tic.  Believe me, 
I don’t want to bite my hands, but I don’t feel 
physically satisfied until skin is shed. But it not 
only satisfies me, it also calms me down. There 
is some feeling I can’t control that comes when 
I pick. Some people have told me that it’s part 
of my anxiety; if so, I have no clue why I’m so 
anxious. This is also not the first impulse control 
disorder I’ve had. I used to have Trichotilloma-
nia: a disorder that caused me to tear my hair 
out. I had a bald spot in the center of my head 
for about 6 months. Some way or another trich 
faded away, and in its place came derm. 

For the longest time I was the only person I 
knew with this weird need to destroy my fingers. 
I didn’t even know it was a disorder, or what it 
was called. When I did find out, I spent a whole 
month in shock and joy that I wasn’t alone. Over 
the years, I’ve gotten good at explaining why my 
fingers look the way they do.  I’ve been lucky 
enough to meet people with the same disorders 
I have. I’ve also learned that living with derm is 
not that bad, and realized that my derm does 
not have control over me. I’m not my disorder, 
I’m not my impulses, and I’m not defined by the 
state of my fingers. 

So next time you walk down the hallway, know 
that there can be a world of difference from what 
people look like and who they actually are. I may 
look like an average student, but I’ve been able 
to show you just a small part of me. Just think 
about the other things about me that I haven’t 
shown you yet.

Dear Students,

- The girl with the shredded fingers



The day I met Clive is a day that I remember like yesterday.

In London, on any typical Monday evening, 
it pours. I stood, looking through my window, sip-
ping the stale black coffee they offer at the Merton 
College English faculty meetings. The coffee never 
looked black to me – it only looked dark red. Red, 
just like the blood of those whom I had killed in 
what the rest of the world called the Great War. 
For a soldier in the war, he did not know what the 

“Great War” was…he only knew of that period of 
his life as a nightmare. How hard it was to think of 
normal life, seeing what I had seen. The doctors had 
been able to summarize all my nightmares in four 
letters: “PTSD”. It stood for Post Traumatic Stress 
Disorder. How easy it seemed to concisely put all 
my years of seeing death and suffering into four lit-
tle letters! Clive changed my life – I’ve never denied 
it. With him, I could talk. That day, as I came out of 
the café and into the rain, he came over to me and 
asked where I had gotten the coffee.

As I helped him get his stale coffee, we began 
to partake in some casual conversation.

“What do you do, here in Oxford?”
“I teach at the nearby Magdalen College. Have 

you heard of it?”
“Oh yes, of course. And you are a professor of 

what specifically in English, if I may ask?”
“Literature. You?”
“Linguistics.”

As we spoke of our jobs, I asked him what 
he used to do before this. He replied that he had 
served in the Great War. I told him that I had 
done the same. After that, there was a long period 
of silence. Not one of us spoke, as we both, for a 
second, understood each other. The horrors of the 
war played back in my mind, over and over again. 
I imagine he thought of the same things, as well. 

We both sat down at our seats at the meeting. The 
meeting went on, but my mind did not grasp a sin-
gle word…I only thought of my new friend. Every-
one eventually left the meeting, except for us. That’s 
when I realized I did not know his name. His name 
was Clive. Around that time, I looked at the clock 
and was alarmed to see I was already late for church!

“I must get going, Mr. Clive. I am late for 
Church. Which Church do you go to, sir?”

“Oh, I do not go to Church. I am not… a 
Christian.”

“Have you not been baptized yet?”
“Well, I never really planned to get baptized… 

I don’t believe in God.”

I was dumbstruck by his statements. I thought 
to myself that this friendship of mine may end up 
being my most important, ever.

The next day, Clive and I sat chatting in a 
nearby coffee house.

“Tell me, John, have you ever considered writ-
ing a novel?” he said to me.

“Never… I am a master of linguistics and lan-
guage history. Arts of language have always appealed 
to me, I admit, but I have no experience with them.”

“You know, John, for me, one of the most 
beautiful places to find inspiration for literature can 
be found in myths and fairy tales. Being a language 
history professor, surely, you have read myths and 
fairy tales.”

“Fanciful pastimes,” I responded.
“No, my dear friend, much more. They take 

you to different worlds. They take you into dreams. 
They take you to places through places that it would 
be impossible in the real life.”

“You live in mere fantasy, Clive.”

My Friend, 

CLIVE
r i s h a b h  v a s h i s h t h a
grade 10



“Let me tell you something. Fantasy is a way 
to relieve your pain. Fantasy allows you let your 
emotions out. The things we felt in the war can all 
easily be penned down in fantasy. Do not keep your 
pain to yourself any longer, John. Let a fantastical 
character share it with you.”

“Clive, people will mock us for this kind of a 
novel…”

“Did anyone mock Lewis Carroll when he 
made his novel about a girl who sees cards dancing 
around, playing flamingo croquet!”

He spoke of his own ideas for a magical place. 
It was a place where it snowed all year long. That’s 
right – all year long! It would make any grown man 
laugh. He kept saying it was a magical place, where 
mythical beasts, witches, and kings roamed. 

We continued to dis-
cuss our ideas. That’s when 
Clive helped me uncov-
er an entire new universe. 
Middle-Earth. Names like 
Thorin, Bilbo, and Gandalf 
became normal for me. I 
thought I would never see 
the day. The day that a lin-
guistics professor as myself 
would write about some 
fantasy land. But I loved my 
land. I let my emotions flow through the novel. The 
novel and I became one. There and Back Again, or 
The Hobbit: An Unexpected Journey. 

I still don’t think I could have published the 
book without Clive’s help. He shaped the idea for 
the novel, he edited the novel. He changed my life. 
Clive. Everyday we would meet and he would scrib-
ble all over my work. He omitted things, he helped 
to add things. 

That’s when he agreed to get baptized. The 
new Christian Clive was different. We didn’t see 
eye-to-eye on everything he said and thought about 
God. But, he had changed for the better. 

That’s when he told me about his crazy plan:

“John, I want to make novels on my new faith.”
“Of course! I will help you, Clive.”
“But not just any novels, John. I want to make 

a whole series of them. About the magical place.”
“Clive, don’t merge God with your fantasy 

world!”
“Jesus will be in it, just with another name, an-

other face.”
“Clive, that won’t work!”

Something changed about Clive.

“You just seem jealous that my novel will out-
sell your little leprechaun book! I am going to make 
a novel about Jesus and it will be a bestseller. The 
whole world will read it. People will always read it 
and no-one will ever read yours!”

That was the end of my friendship with Clive. 
Everyday when I met with my other friends, they 
all mocked me: “How is your hobbit?” The hobbit 
was my creation – his name was Bilbo Baggins. He 
had many friends – the dwarfs and of course, the 
wizard, Gandalf. 

Meanwhile, Clive was working hard on his se-
ries of witches and wardrobes. And lions – his Jesus. 
Aslan. He named Jesus, Aslan.

Nothing mattered any-
more. Our friendship died. 
We were now rivals. Greed 
had consumed us both. 
Envy and jealousy ate us up. 

That year, the critics 
loved Bilbo. People fell in 
love with him. The novel 
was a bestseller. The novel 
that my friend had edited 
and helped me make…only 
he was not here to help me 

celebrate this accomplishment. I hope that Clive 
read my book…I hope he smiled. I read his. It was 
The Chronicles of Narnia: The Lion, The Witch, and 
The Wardrobe.

My name is John Ronald Reuel Tolkien and I 
had a friend named Clive. You don’t know him as 
Clive Staples Lewis. You know him as C.S. Lewis. 
My friend, Clive. ■

C.S. Lewis and J.R.R Tolkien were well known for their 
world-famous friendship and eventual rivalry. The two split 
up due to competition between their books. The Screw-
tape Letters, a novel by Clive Lewis (written after he was 
baptized), is dedicated  to J.R.R. Tolkien. The animated 
movie version of The Hobbit came only 4 years after Tolkein’s 
death. The first Narnia film adaptation, Narnia: The Lion, 
The Witch, and The Wardrobe came out 43 years after Lewis’ 
death. Tolkien died 10 years after Lewis. 

“Friendship with Lewis compensates for much, and besides 
giving constant pleasure and comfort has done me much 
good from the contact with a man at once honest, brave, 
intellectual–a scholar, a poet, and a philosopher–and a lover, 
at least after a long pilgrimage, of Our Lord.”

- Actual quote from J.R.R. Tolkien 

“FANTASY IS A WAY TO 
RELIEVE YOUR PAIN. 

FANTASY ALLOWS YOU 
TO LET YOUR 

EMOTIONS OUT.”
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IGNORANCE

My heart was beating and sweat gathered around my 
palms as I walked across the decrepit bridge to poten-

tially what I thought would be my final breath. 

I was a 15 year old Korean boy living in the serene environ-
ment of Silicon Valley, California, and thought that I knew 
everything about the world. This arrogant attitude changed 
after my dad forced me to go to a Korean-Chinese orphan-
age in Hun Chun, China, which is located on the border of 
North Korea and China. Though back then I didn’t under-

stand the incentive of the trip, I understand now.

B a s e d  o n  a  p e r s o n a l  e x p e r i e n c e

j o n g w h e e  p a r k
Personal memoir
grade 10



Hun Chun is no grand Beijing or “Los Ange-
les.” Hun Chun is the “North Dakota” of China, the 
place where no one would go to for a luxurious vaca-
tion, so you could see why I was so reluctant about 
going on this trip. As soon as my dad and I arrived 
in China, the odious smell of smoke from cigarettes 
filled my nose. The taxi took me and my dad to our 
dilapidated hotel, and I dreaded the rest of the trip as 
I began to fall asleep.

The steps to the third-floor orphanage caused 
much agitation. As the owner of the orphanage intro-
duced me to the location, I met the three boys living 
in the beat-up orphanage that were closest to my age. 
These 6-foot giants intimidated me with their height 
and mostly with their grim expression and churlish 
eyes that stared me down. To recall the awkwardness 
that stood between the three teens and me is very 
hard to put into words. I almost knew for certain that 
this relationship wouldn’t last… but it did. Day by 
day, we became more and more intimate to the point 
that we eventually became very close friends, but it 
took a long process to get to that stage.

During my trip there, my three friends and I 
would often go outside to do many various and ran-
dom acts, such as swimming and hiking to the top of 
a mountain. Each day was like a new adventure and 
it would be barely a hyperbole to say that I felt like 
Tom Sawyer. They also taught me the “Hun Chun” 
style of living, including the culture and environ-
ment that was so different from the “Silicon Valley” 
style of living. I learned that in Hun Chun, China, 
there was not a single moment when you could 
not hear the obnoxious honking of cars or taxis. I 
learned that pedestrians almost always walk across 
the street with cars whizzing by them even when the 
pedestrian traffic light glowed red. In fact, it would 
be weird NOT to go across the street when the pe-
destrian traffic light glowed red. I learned from my 
three friends that when you board a taxi, you will 
most likely encounter a driver with a cigarette in his 
mouth. I learned that whether you go to a restaurant, 
a supermarket, or a taxi, you will never hear a casual 
greeting or a simple “hello, how are you?” This totally 
contrasting and opposite environment to what I was 
used to caused me to open my eyes to a new world.

One day, the lone owner of the orphanage, 
or the person all 20 orphans referred to as “moth-
er,” took me and my dad on an unforgettable trip. 
During the ride, she told us of all the tragic stories of 
the orphans. She tried to put in words the grief that 
these kids went through and how many of these kids 
had turned cold-hearted, though they didn’t like to 
show it. I realized that the parents I took for granted 

and relied on the most were not available to everyone. 
I felt guilty as the parents I often rejected would be 
a blessing to those kids. I became more aware of my 
ignorance and my haughtiness as I felt ashamed. 

When we arrived, the owner of the orphanage 
pointed towards a ramshackle bridge and told me in 
a mysterious tone, “The other side of this bridge is 
North Korean territory. We have arrived at the bor-
der of China and North Korea.” I couldn’t believe 
my ears. I thought of all the bizarre action movies 
I had watched and felt like I was the main charac-
ter in my own bizarre action movie. As we walked 
towards the bridge, ferocious dogs howled and 
screeched, the chain connected to their leash being 
the only restrainment keeping them from devouring 
us. I looked behind me and saw my usually tough 
dad shiver in fear. As I walked across the bridge, I 
recalled all the gruesome rumors I had heard about 
North Korea and braced myself for the worst. We 
jumped over crevices and trekked across the slanted 
and broken-down bridge. It seemed as though the 
rickety bridge would crumble any second. We were 
soon approached by an insurmountable gap in the 
bridge. We had reached the border. 

There were two other native Chinese people 
that bravely sat on the ledge of the bridge. While 
I stared at the other side of the bridge with anxiety, 
they mumbled something to me. The owner of the 
orphanage later told us that they had said, “you Ko-
reans used to be one family.” I then became aware of 
the fact that the poverty-stricken North Koreans on 
the other side of the bridge have the same blood and 
origin as I do. I compared their lives with my life and 
was astonished in disbelief of how contrasting our 
lifestyles were. We were the same people separated by 
a breach in a bridge. We were the same people with 
opposite lives. It then became crystal clear of how 
innocent and naive I was. It could have been me on 
the other side of that bridge…

I learned a lot from my adventure in Hun 
Chun, China. I arrived in a haughty manner and re-
turned to American with a humble spirit. I now com-
prehend how selfish and ignorant I had been while I 
was locked up in my little shell of the Silicon Valley. 
I understand that everything I take for granted and 
overlook is something considered to be very valuable 
and desirous to other people. The “Hun Chun” style 
of living and its polar divergence to the “Silicon Val-
ley” style of living also taught me that there is a much 
bigger world than the world that I live in. It was a 
life-changing experience, and I learned many lessons 
that I will never forget.
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M I L A N  L O I A C O N O
Photography
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MONOCHROME

S h a r o n  P a r k
Artworks
grade 12
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Aperture magazine is The King’s Academy’s very own student-run 
literary magazine. We accept submissions throughout the school 
year and publish issues comprised of selected works biannually. Any 
student or teacher at TKA is welcome to submit. If you have any lit-
erary, artistic, or photographic works you would like to share, please 
contact us at tkaliterarymagazine@gmail.com. Any additional 

questions or comments can also be directed to that address. 

Thank you for reading!


