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Why did we choose this 
issueôs theme Image? Since 
weôve discussed it, Alia and I 
have completely forgotten 
how we got here. Fashion? 
Arts? These are not areas we 
ever had an interest in. 
Soon, we realised it was 
more of a message to our 
readers than anything else. 
Explore. Donôt let the 
novelty of things scare you 
or the pressure of ñI donôt 
knowò stop you. If we can 
take interviews from fashion 
designers, edit articles about 
fashion bloggers and 
compile a whole issue 
celebrating arts, then you 
can definitely doé. 
anything. 

 

Anamaria Cuza 

Welcome to Issue 5: the first 
of this year, in our new 
location (the library), with 
new contributors. A few 
things have changed, but 
201 is still the crazy brain-
child of some restless 
students. The original three 
are down to one (and not 
one of the better ones 
either), and thereôs a gap 
where Anastasiaôs essays 
and Maddieôs articles should 
be. Their legacy endures, 
however; the essay prompt, 
book reviews, poems and 
Jagôs continuing story: The 
Murder Trail have 
sustained since 201ôs 
inaugural issue, and 
Humans of Bromsgrove is 
back by popular demand.  

 

Alia Derriey 

Magazine Edited by: James Edge 



 

 Can an image say it all? 

I 
t is a truism that a picture can paint a thousand words.  Images burn themselves into our consciousness and 

move our hearts in a way that words sometimes cannot.  Who will forget or fail to be affected by the pictures of 

a drowned refugee child on a Mediterranean beach or a shell-shocked, grime-covered young boy in war torn 

Syria.  In happier moments, it may be the wide-eyed Mo Farah as he crosses the finish line in London 2012 or 

the embrace of a partner as his or her loved one returns from conflict or disaster.  Something in the composition 

draws us in and provokes the response. 

 In part, we must acknowledge that an image is not reality ï in an Impressionist painting, it may be an 

interpretation of a reality or, in a journalistic photograph, a single noteworthy moment selected from a multiplicity of 

insignificant ones .  However, in part too, such interpretations or selections catch, and deliberately focus on, some 

element of the core essence of reality.  At worst, this focus abbreviates our understanding of it but more often than 

not it enhances and enriches reality by decluttering us from the peripheral and revealing a deeper, truer 

meaning.  Images draw us in in a way that is at once an intimate and collective shared experience.  When we see that 

child, we are each being made privy to a unique and defining moment in the reality of another personôs life.  At the 

same time, we can be sure that a significant number ï not necessarily all - of our fellow human beings who look upon 

the same image will have similar reactions to it.  It simultaneously reinforces both our individual and collective 

humanity.  Nor is it just images of humans (shocking or otherwise) that deliver this response.  Images of great 

landscapes ï dramatic, peaceful, beautiful or scarred ï can confirm our place in and responsibility to the infinite, and 

flashy photographs of fast cars or planes excite our need for speed. 

 There is no doubt too that images can communicate important truths that words can hide or are incapable of 

expressing ï from the dead and emaciated in Auschwitz and the presence of missiles in Cuba to receding polar 

icecaps.  Those truths are not just undeniable facts but are also universal truths about the world and humanity.  In 

1972, Kim Phuc was photographed by Nick Ut running down a road in Trang Bang, in tears and burning after 

surviving a South Vietnamese napalm attack.  In that one shot, Nick encapsulated the indiscriminate nature of 

warfare, its impact on the innocent and the uncomprehending suffering of children ï sixteen words with nothing like 

the power of the image.  Recent (and not unreasonable) attempts by Facebook to censor the image due to Kimôs 

nakedness have been met with outrage.  The enduring tragedy of which the uncensored image reminds us is too 

important a message to hide away from the responsible majority who might view it. 

 However, it is a big claim that an image can say it all.  We have already acknowledged that the images we see 

are usually those chosen by the artist or photographer.  The artist will have interpreted his view of the reality before 

him and the photographer selected the shot that expresses the message he wants.  Perspective is not just an art of 

representation in two dimensions but also a point of view.  We must be careful, despite the gripping and moving 

nature of the images before us, to understand the perspective of the artist, photographer or publisher, for the truth of 

what we see is filtered through this lens.  We are accustomed in the West to assume the fundamental truths behind 

the images with which we are presented by a free and largely uncensored artistic community and press.  Equally, we 

must acknowledge that at times such art and rapportage has had its own less objectively reliable perspectives, 

whether jingoistic, revolutionary, liberal, fascist, political or social.  The unreliability of images is compounded in 

those parts of the world where censorship is commonplace ï the unity of the Supreme Peopleôs Assembly of North 

Korea portrayed by the images we see of it is unlikely to reflect reality.  

 Nonetheless, even such an image of the DPRK Assembly reflects a version of reality ï political unanimity or 

enforced submission - that we can interpret from each of our perspectives, North Korean or otherwise., for we cannot 

be sure that an image will say the same to each of us.  A photograph of a white policeman raising a sjambok to a 

coloured protester would in the past have symbolised white oppression to some and control of civil disobedience to 

another.  The same picture might have been used in a police training manual or in a civil rights activistôs pamphlet. 

The issue of perspective then is not just one of the viewpoint of the artist or photographer but also that of the 

viewer.  In the context of objective truth, it is difficult to believe that an image that is shaped both by the eye and the 

lens of the image maker then passed through the different lens and perspective of the viewer is likely to survive 

complete and undistorted.   

 



 

Can an image say it all? 
 Shakespeare believed that art held up a mirror to nature.  To some extent, this claim is true.  Great paintings 

and photographs reflect aspects of real or imagined life and communicate many important messages about existence 

and humanity.  Even more, they can touch some deeper elements and feelings within us so that like a mirror we can 

see aspects of ourselves we cannot otherwise see.  However, we must be careful not to endow such images with any 

sense of a complete and universal reality.  Rather we must remember that the image may be distorted by the 

perspective from which it was created or is now viewed.  Perhaps, St Paul has it better than Shakespeare when in 

writing to the Corinthians he describes us as seeing reality as ñthrough a glass darklyò. 

Aled Luckman 

W 
hen this question was proposed for the school magazine, I was unsure of how to answer it. It is a 

complex question that could be considered from many different perspectives. The question could 

relate to judging a book by its cover - something that is commonly a bad thing to do. It could also 

mean body image, considering front covers of magazines portraying ñperfectò bodies (which have 

been blatantly photoshopped). Likewise, the word ñimageò could be defined in many different ways - as a 

representation of something externally in art, a general impression something leaves on people, or a simile/

metaphor. Out of these considerable options, I have chosen to explore the ñimageò of something in relation to the 

impression it gives off, using examples from my favourite music. As I consider music a form of art, it therefore 

includes valid examples of ñimagesò. 

 As a fan of music, and having become a fan of David Bowie in the aftermath of his death earlier this year, I 

have found his music can be considered an art form. Furthermore, his music often expresses an ñimageò while also 

containing hidden connotations with deeper meanings. For example, his song ñValentineôs Dayò may suggest an 

innocent relationship, especially given the title. However, listening to the song more closely, makes you discover 

that the lyrics are actually based on the psychology of a shooter. They include phrases such as ñValentine told me 

whoôs to goò, suggesting the protagonist of the song, ñValentineò, is planning to kill his next victim. He also uses 

lyrics such as ñTeddy and Judy downò, clearly stating the names of the unfortunate victims of this shooting. In 

addition, ñValentineò is also described as having an ñicy heartò, suggesting that his intentions are not those of a 

moral human being. Overall, this song proves to be extremely clever, as the title of the song is innocent; it is not 

until delving into the lyrics that one can realise the deeper and darker meaning of the artwork. Bowie also proves to 

us that somethingôs image cannot express all of its meaning. 

 John Lennon also created a song with a title (or ñimageò) that does not directly coincide with its lyrics. His 

song, simply entitled ñGodò, implies religious references - ñGodò is almost always associated with religion. The 

songôs depth, however, reveals Lennonôs beliefs as a whole, rather than focusing on ñGodò or religion. In fact, the 

first lyrics of the song reveal that John Lennon believes ñGod is a concept by which we measure our painò, quickly 

evaluating and discarding the idea of God. He then lists off many beliefs and ideas of people around the world, 

stating each time his disbelief in them - concepts such as ñBuddhaò, ñMantraò, ñKingsò and even ñHitlerò. He ends 

the song by stating that he ñjust believe[s] in [himself] é and thatôs realityò. This hardly makes the song religious; on 

the contrary, it stresses that Lennon does not believe in many, if any, common beliefs, as he thinks that they take 

people away from reality. 

 Furthermore, the phrase ódonôt judge a book by its coverô is relevant in music, because a song may have a tune 

that indicates a happier tone than the meaning of its lyrics. This is true of my favourite song of all, ñBohemian 

Rhapsodyò by Queen. Whilst the opening óballadô section of the song denotes a calming tone to its audience, the 

lyrics include ñMama, just killed a manò, which contrastly indicate a darker and unsettling mood - a murder scenario 

is envisaged. Although this óballadô section does build up to a dramatic óoperaô section, which directly communicates 

a hellish atmosphere, Freddie Mercury does an excellent job of conveying an entirely different image to the listeners 

in the songôs opening bars. 

 Overall, I believe that the meaning of a song cannot be determined by simply its title, nor the tune, as these 

can suggest an opposing meaning to that of the songôs lyrics. Therefore, I also think that, in music at least, the image 

of something cannot say it all; the piece needs to be analysed in greater depth to discover its true meanings. 

Ben Payne  



 

Lƴ WǳƴŜΣ ǘƘŜ !5¢ 5ŜǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ǎǘŀƎŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ 9ƴŘ ƻŦ ¸ŜŀǊ {ƘƻǿΤ 
ȅŜŀǊǎ ƴƛƴŜ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǊǘŜŜƴ ŜȄƘƛōƛǘŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿƻǊƪΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ǘŜȄǝƭŜǎΣ 
ŀǊǘ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǎƛƎƴ ŎƻǳǊǎŜǿƻǊƪΦ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

hǾŜǊǎƛȊŜŘΣ ǎǘǊǳŎǘǳǊŜŘ ƧŀŎƪŜǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǊǳƉŜŘ ƭŀǇŜƭǎΤ ƛƴǘǊƛŎŀǘŜ 
ŦŀōǊƛŎ ǿŜŀǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŜŀǊǘƘȅ ǘƻƴŜǎΤ ƭŀŎŜ-ǳǇΣ ŎƻǊǎŜǘ-ƭƛƪŜ ōƻŘƛŎŜǎ 
ƻǾŜǊ ŦǳƭƭΣ ǎǿƛƴƎƛƴƎ ǎƪƛǊǘǎΦ ! ŘƛǾŜǊǎŜ Ŧǳǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǎǘȅƭŜ ŀƴŘ 
ǘŜŎƘƴƛǉǳŜΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾƛŘŜƴǘ ǘŀƭŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǊŘ ǿƻǊƪ ƻƴ ŘƛǎǇƭŀȅΦ ¢ƘŜ 
ǳƴƛŦȅƛƴƎ ŦŀŎǘƻǊΚ ! ōǳȊȊ ς ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǾŜƭȅ ƳǳǎƛŎΣ ŜƴŘ-ƻŦ-ǘŜǊƳ 
ǎǇƛǊƛǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŜȄǳōŜǊŀƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƻŘŜƭǎ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎΣ ǿƘƻ 
ŘƛǎǇƭŀȅŜŘ ƅŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊΦ !ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƻƳŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǾŜǘŜǊŀƴǎ ǘƻ 
ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ŎŀǘǿŀƭƪΣ Ƴŀƴȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƴŜǿ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƧƻōΣ ōŀǊŜƭȅ 
ŎƻƴŎŜŀƭƛƴƎ ǇǊŜ-ǎƘƻǿ ƴŜǊǾŜǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǎǇŜŎǘ ς ƻƴŜ ŜǾŜƴ 
ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƛƎƴŜŘ ǳǇ ōȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ 
ǿƛƭƭΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƴŜǊǾŜǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŜƴŜǊƎȅΣ ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀǘƳƻǎǇƘŜǊŜ ƻŦ 
ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴǘΤ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŘƛŶŎǳƭǘ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ǎƘƻǿ ǿƛǘƘ 
ǎǳŎƘ ǇŀƭǇŀōƭŜ ŜƴǘƘǳǎƛŀǎƳΦ  

 

LƴǘŜǊǾƛŜǿŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǿΣ Ƴŀƴȅ ƳƻŘŜƭǎ ǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ǘƻ 
ŎƻƴŬŘŜƴŎŜ ς ōƻƻǎǝƴƎ ƛǘΣ ŜƳōǊŀŎƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ŀǘ ǝƳŜǎΣ ǘŜǎǝƴƎ ƛǘ ς 
ŀǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇǊƛƳŜ ƳƻǝǾŀǝƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǾƻƭǳƴǘŜŜǊƛƴƎΦ !ǎ ǾƛōǊŀƴǘ 
ŎŀƴǾŀǎŜǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǇǊƻǳŘƭȅ ŜȄƘƛōƛǘŜŘ ǘŀƭŜƴǘŜŘ ŀǊǝǎǘǎΩ ǿƻǊƪΦ ¢ƘŜ 
ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜΥ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦŜŀǊ ƎŜǩƴƎ ǳǇ ƻƴ ǎǘŀƎŜΣ 
ŘƛǎǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ŀ ǎŎƘƻƻƭƳŀǘŜΩǎ ŀǊǘ ŀƴŘ ŀŘƻǇǝƴƎ ŀ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀΦ Lƴ 
bŀƴŘƛƴƛ .ǳƭŎƘŀƴŘŀƴƛΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎΣ άƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅ ǘƘŀǘ 
ƻũŜǊǎ ŀ ǎǳǊƎŜ ƻŦ ŎƻƴŬŘŜƴŎŜΣέ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƘŜ ŀƭǎƻ ŀŘƳƛǧŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ 
Ψƛǘ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƴŜǊǾŜ ǿǊŀŎƪƛƴƎέΦ 

 

IŀƴƴŀƘ {ǇŀǊƪŜǎΣ ŀ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǿΣ ǎǇƻƪŜ ƻŦ ǎǘƻǊȅǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ 
ŀǎ ƘŜǊ ƛƴǎǇƛǊŀǝƻƴΤ ǎƘŜ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘǊƛŎŀǘŜΣ ŘŜǘŀƛƭŜŘ 
ƴŀǊǊŀǝǾŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŘǊŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ƛǘǎ ǎƛƎƴƛŬŎŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊƳŜƴǘΩǎ 
ŀŜǎǘƘŜǝŎΦ !ƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜǊΣ ¢ŀƻƳŜ WŜƴƴƛƴƎǎΣ ŜǾƻƪŜŘ 
ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊƛǘŀƎŜ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǇƛŜŎŜǎΤ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊΣ ŀ 
ōƻŘȅ ǎŎǳƭǇǘǳǊŜΣ ŀǊǘ ǘƘŜǊŀǇȅ ǿŀǎ ŎŜƴǘǊŀƭΦ {ƘŜ ǳǝƭƛǎŜŘ ǿƛǊŜǎ ς 
ǇƭǳƴƎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴ ǿŀǘŜǊΣ ǇǊƛƴǝƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŜǿƛƴƎ 
ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦŀōǊƛŎǎ ς ǘƻ ŎƻƴŦǊƻƴǘ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŀǊ ƻŦ ƳƛȄƛƴƎ ǿŀǘŜǊ 
ŀƴŘ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƛŎƛǘȅΦ {ƘŜ άŦƻǊŎŜŘ ŀ ǎƛǘǳŀǝƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ 
ǳƴŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜέ ǘƻ ŎǊŜŀǘŜ ŀǊǘ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀǊƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ 

 

²ƘŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŦŀǎƘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƛǘǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜŘǳŎŀǝƻƴ ŀƴŘ 
ƭƛǾŜǎΣ Ƴŀƴȅ ƛŘŜƴǝŬŜŘ ǇƻǇ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŜ ŀǎ Ǿƛǘŀƭ ŦƻǊ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ 
ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎΣ ŀǧǊŀŎǝƴƎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘǎ ŀƴŘ 
ŘŜǾŜƭƻǇƛƴƎ ŀ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ōŜƭƻƴƎƛƴƎΦ !ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƻƳŜ ƳŜƴǝƻƴŜŘ 
ŎŀǊŜŜǊ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŬŜƭŘǎΣ Ƴƻǎǘ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ŀǊǘ ŀǎ ŀ 
ŎǊŜŀǝǾŜΣ ƻƊŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŀǇŜǳǝŎ ƻǳǘƭŜǘΣ ŦƻƴŘƭȅ ǊŜŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ŀǊǘ ƭŜǎǎƻƴǎ 
ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǳƴƛǉǳŜƭȅ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛǾŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƴŘǎ-ƻƴ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘ ǘƻ 
ƭŜŀǊƴƛƴƎΦ 

 

CƻǊ Ƴŀƴȅ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ όƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜŘύΣ ŀǊǘ Ƙŀǎ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ŦŀŘŜŘ 
ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ƭƛǾŜǎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŬƴŘ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ƛƴŎǊŜŀǎƛƴƎƭȅ 
ƻŎŎǳǇƛŜŘ ōȅ ŀŎŀŘŜƳƛŀΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŜƴǝǊŜ ǎŜŎǝƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǘƘŀǘ 
L ŀƳ ǳƴƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŦǊŜǎƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ 
ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜ ǘƘŜƳΦ  

 

{ǳǇŜǊŬŎƛŀƭƭȅΣ ŎǊŜŀǝƴƎ ŀǊǘǿƻǊƪ ǎŜŜƳǎ ŜŀǎȅΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘΦ Lǘ ǘŀƪŜǎ ŀ 
ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ŜũƻǊǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǊŘ ǿƻǊƪΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǇǊƻŘǳŎǝǾŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ 
ǘƘŜ ǘŀƭŜƴǘΣ ǇŀǊǝŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƛƳƳŜǊǎŜŘ ƛƴ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ 
ŜȄŀƳǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ƴŜŜŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀǊǘ ŀǎ ŀ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǝƴǳŜ 
ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŎǊŜŀǝƴƎ ƛǘΦ ²ƘŜǘƘŜǊ ƛǘΩǎ ŘŜǎƛƎƴƛƴƎ ŀ Ŭƴŀƭ 
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      By Diana Saakyan 

I have a question for you. The question is a philosophical, anthropological and to some extent psychological one: 
can human nature be altered so that a person will forget his/her longing for liberty, dignity, and love? In other 
words, can an individual forget to be a human? 

1984 by English author George Orwell is a dystopian novel expressing a new mood of hopelessness. From the first 
sentence, the audience is consumed with an imaginary world that is undeniably convincing, while the last four 
words are bound to resonate with the reader. George Orwell's 1984 is unquestionably the most thought provoking 
book you can ever read. 

To answer the previous question let me provide you with some details of the plot. The novel is set in the superstate 
Oceania (former Great Britain) in a world of constant war, between three all-controlling superpowers, and public 
manipulation, dictated by the political system Ingsoc is employed to root out any possibilities of ñthoughtcrime.ò In 
this universe the main character, Winston Smith, a member of the middle-class outer party, tries to withstand the 
regime and find the truths about the outside world - but he is not alone in his thoughts. Julia, a member of the 
fanatical Junior Anti-Sex League, is another rebel amongst the mindless crowd of Big Brother supporters. Neither 
of them trusts each other on the matter of political preferences. Both of them are unorthodox. Both of them are 
following the crowdé 

Is there a reason why negative utopias, such as 1984, express the mood of powerlessness and hopelessness of the 
modern man, whereas the early utopias represented the spirit of self-confidence and hope of the post-medieval 
society? It seems counterintuitive. The modern world we inhabit today can support everyone on the planet. Wars 
are becoming useless tools in the face of the technological progress, enabling the world to become increasingly 
unified. Why do we begin to lose hope now? Isnôt it a historical paradox after all? 

George Orwellôs 1984 is a powerful warning of despair about the future of humanity, unless we change the flow of 
history. By doing so, we are ultimately preserving our human qualities and resisting becoming soulless machines.  

1984 is the greatest classic of negative utopia. The complexity of the issue presented by Orwell can be difficult to 
grasp and requires some deep thought. If you are an individualist, who has an interest in the current state of issues 
and in the political power over population, this book is just for you. The powerful message of the novel has cut 
through the barriers of entire generations and seems to extend even further with the passage of time.    

 



 

Since I was very young, I have always been more 

interested in boysô clothes rather than girlsô. I tried 

to find a companion who shared my thoughts, but 

I encountered a very strange phenomenon: many 

girls have the same thought as I do, but I have 

never heard any boys saying that they want to wear 

girlsô clothing. At first, I took it as a very normal 

thing: of course, why would guys want to wear 

dresses? As I grew older, though, I began to realize 

that there is something more than ñcommon 

senseò in it. What it reveals is nothing more, but 

the different expectations for men and women in 

everyoneôs mind, which lead to treating different 

genders differently. 

One of the schoolôs rules is that one can get a 

badge or a tie by achieving five commendations: 

badges for girls and ties for boys. However, giving 

different rewards only based on gender seems 

unreasonable to me. 

Actually, women have started wearing ties since 

the 17th century. When ties first started the fashion 

craze in Europe, both men and women wore 

neckties. In modern days, although women do not 

wear ties as often as men do, the tie is still part of 

womenôs uniforms in many schools and 

organizations. Wearing a tie is not only a sign of 

respect, but it also has an uplifting effect on the 

wearer. The way people dress has a significant 

effect on how they see themselves.  It can enhance 

oneôs confidence and give him/her a sense of 

formality; it does not matter whether a man or a 

girl wears it. 

However, awarding people differently based on 

their gender is bad for encouragement. A 

distinctive tie is a much more obvious than a 

badge. It may imply that womenôs success is not as 

valuable as that of menôs and enhance the notion 

in some peopleôs minds that women cannot be as 

successful in academics and careers as men are 

(which is completely wrong). There is a large pay 

gap between men and women in society. This has 

been happening for a really long time and change 

will only happen gradually, but we shouldnôt be 

encouraging unequal rewards for boys and girls in 

schools.  

There is another possible reason for the not so eye-

catching badges. It is a very common perception in 

schools and organizations that womenôs clothes 

should be as conventional as possible. Girls should 

keep ñsilentò with their clothing; womenôs clothes 

should be as inconspicuous as possible. I am not 

saying that this is the case here, but a girlôs badge 

is undoubtedly less noticeable than a boyôs tie, 

rewarded as House colours. 

House colours are a reward for students doing well 

in their academic and cultural study: students 

ought to have the freedom to choose their rewards. 

The reward should be something that the students 

really want in the first place, otherwise it will lose 

its function as a motivator. I know a number of 

girls are not satisfied with the badges.  

 After all, allowing girls to wear ties is rather a 

renaissance than a rebellion towards tradition. 

What I am suggesting to the school, is to offer the 

option, for students who are able to exchange their 

commendation into rewards, to choose between 

rewards: will it be a tie or a badge? 

By Sophia Wang 

Bromsgrovian½s PoV 



 

 Finding my way through the 
room I stopped, struck by the 
hypnotizing eyes staring at me. 
Painted on the entire wall, covered in 
an absorbing turquoise, with dark 
orange brushstrokes, were his green 
eyes, filled with an ostensible 
anguish. 

  Here I was, in Amsterdamôs 
Van Gogh museum, in the very first 
room with his self-portraits. Each one 
of them had the texture of the ever 
blue background changing, the colour 
of his eyes differing, the shadows 
molding his facial structure in new 
ways, but two things stayed the same: 
the ginger of his hair and his eyes 
gazing at things youôll never see 
yourself. These changes of 
composition, these boldly contrasting 
colours are what made his art so 
famous: we are attracted to the 
unusual, to the peculiar, to the 
antithesis - things are which made 
Van Gogh famous as an artist. We 
find his art disturbing, but so was he: 
the epitome of the artist who never 
found his place, who sacrificed 
everything for his vision. We look at 
ñStarry Nightsò and see his madness, 
we look at ñChairò and see an utterly 
lonely person, we look at his 
otherworldly colours and see his 
disquieting mind. Should we though? 
Havenôt we been trapped in our 
human style of overdramatizing?  
 Slowly, walking through each 
room, pondering on every painting, 
reading each biographical note, those 
distressing eyes from the entrance 
faded away. I started discovering the 
young Van Gogh, trying to find his 

place in the world. Only at 27, with no 
other occupation, he started painting: 
no technique, no experience, only the 
support of his brother and his 
devotion for arts. He once wrote 
ñLove many things, for therein lies 
true strength. And whoever loves 
much, performs much and can 

accomplish much, and 
what is done in love is 
done well.ò He slowly 
started embracing the 
tacit meaning of colours: 
acidic blue, bright emerald 
green, peasant yellows 
werenôt mere 
representations of the 
outer world, but rather of 
his feelings. His unique, 
rough and unsophisticated 
brushstrokes appeared 
from his struggle with his 
weaknesses, lacking the 
technique of 
impressionists or 

pointillists. All of his reproductions of 
Japanese prints, his sometimes 
repeating series of sunflowers and 
flowering orchards, and every single 
one of his self-portraits, are evidence 
of his determination to go beyond his 
natural abilities. It is easy for us to 
categorise someone as talented, but 
Van Gogh was more than that. He 
never thought himself a great talent, 
which gave him the push to work 
harder every day, the courage to make 
his own art, even as a beginner, trying 
to grasp basic techniques. 
  
ÖIʏ y˛ʢ ɯeˉʞ ʆ v˛iɨʍ ˦iˁ˓˔ʘ 
y˛ʢ sˉʦ Öy˛ʢ cˉ˚ʘᴈ pˉ˔nʠ×, 
ˁɯˏʘ ˋʦ ʨʶʕ ɵeˉnʟ pˉ˔nʠ, ˉnʋ 
ˁhaʠ v˛iɨʍ ˦ʳʶʕ ɧʍ ˡʳɳˏnɨeʋ.× 
    
 In his last year of life, spent in 
an asylum, he created 142 paintings, 
including ñStarry Nightsò, famously 
known for somehow being ñmadò as a 
result of his illness. This is exactly 
what we get wrong: his paintings 
werenôt a manifesto of his disturbed 
mind, but rather the results of his 
periods of clarity of mind, when each 
day he would sit down and paint. His 
art was his way of fighting his illness, 
of staying connected to reality, of 
growing his passion despite his 
sufferings. 

ÖI d˛ʘÙʠ cˉɼʍ ˙uʫʑ ˅ɯeˁɯˏʞ I 

˗˔ʁʍ ʆ l˛nʐ ˛ʞ ˀhʙᴍ ˗iɭʍ. Tɯʍ 

w˛ʿlʋ c˛nɨˏˠnʟ ɵʍ ˛ʹ˗ʦ 

˔nʟᴕˉʞ aʟ I ɭɫʮʕ ʆ ɨʍᴋˉ˔ʘ 

˔nɩʮbɾeˍɶesʟ t˛wˉrdʟ iʠÍ

Becˉuɽʍ I hˉʁʍ wʨʶɲeʋ ˁ˓iʟ 

eʆᴌʑ f˛ʞ ˁ˓ʒᴏʦ ʄeˉrʟ, ˉnʋ ˛uʠ 

ᴗ ˒raˢiˢuɩʍ, wˉnʠ tʙ ɳeˉʁʍ 

s˛ɵʍ s˛ˤʁˏ˚˔ʞ.× 

 
 

 I was completely absorbed by 
his story, by his changing styles, by 
his ability to match a pallet of cheap 
colours to the vast pallet of our daily 
emotions. As I made my way back to 
the first room, I saw the wall with Van 
Goghôs eyes. Was there pain in them? 
Probably. But there was so much 
more. They belonged to a man who 
understood the suffering of others, 
who put love and art above his own 
misery, who never stopped the fight 
with his illness and found in painting 
a weapon to all the sorrow of the 
world. 
 
By Ana Cuza 

Van Gogh: Behind His Portraits 


