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What Is the Oxford Scholastica Academy? 

Hello! We are the Oxford Scholastica Academy, a British Summer 

School which enables the next generation of young people 

to experience, explore and discover Oxford. 

We’re on a mission to inspire young people to discover what their  

futures could hold: 

 The courses they could study 

 The careers they could have 

 The citizens they could be. 

In doing so, we aim to give our students the most memorable  

summer of their lives. 

 

You can learn more and join us at www.oxfordscholastica.com 
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Since this is the inaugural copy of the OSA Alumni 
Magazine, we thought it might make sense to open 
with a bit of a reflection on why we are passionate 
about keeping this network of alumni alive and 
prospering. Supporting the Facebook group is one 
part of this, and we are hoping the magazine helps 
in a similar but slightly different way. Most people 
made special groups of friends on the summer 
school (‘squads’) that they are still in contact with. 
What we are keen to do is support the wider group 
because we believe the benefits of the network  
increase exponentially with its size. I think there are 
three key benefits to having a group of friends like 
you do through OSA. 

Firstly, there’s a diversity of national and cultural 
backgrounds that not many people have elsewhere 
– our alumni group represents more than forty 

different nationalities. There are obvious benefits to 
friends in foreign places; you have people to see and 
places to stay all over the world. While this is great, 
having a global group of friends also fundamentally 
changes the way you think. You cannot afford to ig-
nore the world because it is where your friends live. 
Global events begin to affect you through your 
friends, and you become a more knowledgeable, 
empathetic citizen of the world. As you bury yourself 
into studies, focusing on getting top marks at high 
school to get into university, it will be really easy to 
forget that a world outside of your sphere exists. As 
you lower your head to focus on your local environ-
ment, you stop seeing the opportunities and prob-
lems in the greater world. It is only when you are 
able to lift your head and look at the world around 
you through the eyes of your international friends 

By Jeremy O’Donnell 

Welcome 

About Flo Wu 

Flo is the talented person behind the cover page of this magazine. We 

were lucky enough to have her visit from Hong Kong for 4 weeks in 2015 

at our Engineering and Debate & Public Speaking courses. While she did 

an excellent job in each of her classes, she was also the one most likely to 

be caught doodling pictures. Fortunately they tend to be excellent  

pictures. 
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About Jeremy O’Donnell (Head of Community) 

Originally from New Zealand, Jeremy loves meeting people from different  

cultures. His role is to support our students and parents from the moment 

they sign up. He makes sure our students feel comfortable before the sum-

mer school, have the best time on it and keep in touch with everyone after!  

that you are able to appreciate the breadth of op-
portunities before you. It is only then that you can 
see what is truly important on a global stage. 

A light touch network of friends around the world 
means you cannot lose your global perspective, and 
this is important to maintain the second strength of 
the network, which is the unity of ambition. I said 
this in my speech at graduation but I think it is 
worth repeating. At OSA we attract students who 
are looking to the future, and in the majority of cas-
es, students who are dedicated to making the future 
a better place; an audacious goal. Although some 
students are beginning ventures or causes now, the 
majority of our alumni are still building their skills 
and knowledge to figure out what they want to do, 
and preparing their arsenal of tools for when they 
are ready to execute their plans. OSA Alumni repre-
sents a group of people that can work together to 
make these things happen, a group who will not 
laugh at your ambition but rather support you to 
make it happen. As you have a forum to share your 
plans to do great things, your dreams will give the 
rest of the alumni permission to dream big, and that 
will be how the group grows and improves the 
world we live in. 

The third benefit of this network falls out of the 
previous two; it is the opportunity to learn from 
each other. This is the goal that we are hoping this 
magazine with help with. One of the best parts of 
OSA is the chance to meet people from all over the 
world and learn about their backgrounds, perspec-
tives, values and the differences in their day-to-day 
lives. Hopefully the articles written by the alumni 
contributors give you food for thought and intro-
duce you to new things. Similarly we will have arti-
cles about students who are already having a go at 
changing the world, people starting causes and ex-
perimenting with business and start-ups. We also 
have students at all stages of the process of high 
school and applying to university – hopefully there 
are lessons you are able to glean from their experi-
ences. If nothing else they can make you appreci-
ate you are not struggling through it all alone! By 
having a forum for sharing this information, we 
hope that the network will grow into better citizens 
of the world, with a network of friends demon-
strating how to change the world and supporting 
each other to achieve big dreams. 

JEREMY O’DONNELL 
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By Karen Dahlhaug 

The Elive Journey 

I was asked to write an article for the OSA alumni 
magazine about my charity, but to be honest, it´s not 
my charity. It´s our charity. 

Elive is an organisation that has been recently found-
ed to promote education in Nepal. To be more exact, 
Elive was founded to help a school called ‘the Kids 
Learning Centre (KLC)’. We have chosen to help KLC 
because of our personal relationship with and trust 
in the people working at the school. Together we will 
be working towards creating a sustainable learning 
environment for the children. 

The UN states that “Education is not only a right, but 
a passport to human development.” By supporting 
education in developing countries, we support the 
development of the country as a whole. The UN also 
states that “Education beats poverty, and promotes 
gender equality. Education helps combat preventa-
ble diseases such as HIV, and it encourages environ-
mental sustainability. It even helps global de-
veloment.” Despite agreeing with UN, Elive came to 

life through a more personal connection. It all 
started in 2003, when my father was offered a 
job as a professor at Kathmandu University in 
Dhulikhel, Nepal. My sister and I both went to 
school while my mother was teaching at KLC. 
Since we returned to Norway in 2004, my 
family have maintained contact with KLC, doing 
our best to improve their access to necessary 
resources.  

In 2015, I went to a summer school in Oxford. 
Oxford Scholastica Academy gave me one of 
the best summers of my life, and I will never 
forget it. During my stay at Oxford, I got to 
meet many intelligent and kind people. I was 
astonished by the level of competence, and by 
how much they had achieved at such a young 
age. When I got back to Norway I was inspired 
to do something that would actually make a 
change. I sought out my father for advice. He 
told me I should do something to help KLC as 
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he always felt the resources we provided them with 
were not enough. He always wanted to do more. 

Motivated and full of spirit, we decided to start an 
organisation to help the school. Elive is my unofficial 
middle name, and we reached the conclusion that it 
was a fitting name for our charity. After a lot of dis-
cussion and planning, we founded Elive on the 26th 
of October 2015.  

Elive´s first task is to recruit members. After negoti-
ating my family’s support,  I´m currently working 
hard to recruit my fellow students. Next year we will 
start a task force at my school to work for Elive. Our 
first mission will be to gather as much Lego as possi-
ble. We know that Lego are much appreciated at 
KLC, and by Easter we will have our first shipment 
off. Further, we will arrange activities on a monthly 
basis which promotes Elive’s vision, i.e. bake sales, 
concerts, flea markets, etc. 

We are looking at including companies as members 
or sponsors of Elive. As members they will pay a 
yearly fee, and during Christmas Elive will propose a 
gift to the employees in the company. The gift will 

consist of a direct donation from the company to 
Elive, and the employee will receive a Christmas 
card as proof of the donation and Elive´s grati-
tude. This sort of Christmas gift will also be avail-
able for individuals who wish to support Elive 
too. 

We´re working on Elive´s visibility through social 
media, and currently you can reach Elive on Fa-
cebook. However, in the future you will be able 
to find Elive on Instagram, Twitter, YouTube, and  
our own website. Keep an eye out! 

Now when I say this is our charity, it’s because 
there’s no way I could take credit for this organi-
sation. It wouldn’t be possible to make this char-
ity without the help of the people around me, 
and the people who take an interest in this pro-
ject. This includes you. On behalf of Elive, I invite 
you to get involved in our mission. Follow us on 
Facebook to stay updated. 

www.facebook.com/Elive-814588371983940/  

KAREN DAHLHAUG 

About Karen Dahlhaug 

Karen studies and lives in Trondheim, Norway. At OSA, Karen was known for 

her ukulele skills, irrepressible friendliness and her dazzling array of hats. 

Since returning home from the Debate & Public Speaking course, she has 

been working on starting and raising awareness about Elive. 
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By Anthony El Chaer and Team 

JAMAE robotics 

JAMAE robotics has never struggled for motivation. 
Nothing inspires innovation and revolution more 
than a corrupted and struggling community. It fills 
you with ambition, passion and, over all, hope for a 
better future.  This feeling is so deeply embedded in 
our hearts that when we had the opportunity to 
make a difference we didn't hesitate. Our long and 
challenging journey started two years ago, when four 
friends decided to dive in the world of robotics. 

The beginning of it all was a course at school. JAMAE 
robotics formed out of the ineffable thrill that we 
experienced the first time we designed, built, and 
perfected a robot together. From there we began to 
look for opportunities to develop our burgeoning 
skills and to begin pushing the limits of what was 

possible. An opportunity arose to represent our 
school and country in a technology fair. The on-
ly catch was that we needed a great idea. But 
how can anyone create an awesome idea from 
scratch? You might think that we spent count-
less nights, burning our brains out, trying to 
generate something new. However, we knew 
what to do. We had to brainstorm with kids. 
Children aren't yet conditioned, so they always 
think outside the box. They came up with doz-
ens of ideas, but one of the common threads 
was the concept of controlling something with 
your mind. That's it! We had just found the 
spark of our project. It had to be something to 
do with thought. Everyone thinks. That was the 



 

  

8 

 

revelation that has driven our whole project and 
that pointed us directly to our ultimate idea: con-
trolling a wheelchair with only your mind. 

As impossible as this might sound, we were not 
afraid of the challenge. Having about a month be-
fore the deadline of our first competition, the mood 
in the group was stressful. From staying up late after 
school hours, to sacrificing our precious weekends, 
we really couldn't catch a breath. We literally didn't 
get a minute of sleep the night before our competi-
tion! On D-day, we were extremely excited and 
nervous. We had not even planned out how to pre-
sent our project, it just happened in the spur of the 
moment. And then we won the first prize! However, 
winning the prize was not the real victory of the 
day. The real win was the bonds of friendship we 
had tested and forged through hardship. We also 
proved what we were capable of and felt we had 
just taken our first steps down the path to changing 
our community. 

After this revelation, less than a week had passed  
before we started working on our project again. Our 
next target was the national competition which was 
in two months. In order to get to more accurate de-
tection of thought, we had to change everything. 
We were barely ready for the competition, but as 
we learned through this project, it doesn't matter. 
The only thing that does matter is the way you talk 
about your project, the way you show it to people, 
the way you imagine it to be. That's how, against all 
odds, we received the gold medal once again on a 
national level this time. But with that medal came 
an even greater challenge. 

The time had come. We had shown our country 
JAMAE robotics, but now we had the chance to take 
it to the world. We first travelled to Jordan to partic-
ipate in Expo-Science Asia 2014 where we learnt a 
lot. We observed and received a lot of advice from 

other exhibitors which helped us take on an 
even bigger challenge: the Seoul International 
Invention Fair 2014. There, we knew we were in 
over our heads. Seeing doctors, university stu-
dents and great inventors showcase their prod-
ucts was extremely intimidating. We had not 
spent our lives working on our project! We had-
n't even spent a year! But somehow we man-
aged to catch the attention of the judges. Listen-
ing to sixteen year olds ramble about their ma-
chine for half an hour wasn't what got to them. 
Instead it was the passion embedded in every 
word that came out of our mouths. We clearly 
loved every aspect of our project. We even loved 
its flaws, which we eventually turned into funny 
uses. Moreover, it was this devotion that helped 
us win the first prize at this mammoth of a fair. 
And that's actually what we're most proud of 
and the key lesson we have learnt through the 
JAMAE robotics journey so far. Passion is the key 
to success. 

Even after all the external recognition, we can 
honestly say that it wasn't the prizes that made 
it worthwhile. It wasn't the appearances on 
news channels, the fundraising, or the fact that 
we were representing our country overseas. 
What really got to us was the happiness our pro-
ject created. In Seoul, a foreign land, where lan-
guage drew a barrier between us and most of 
the population, a quadriplegic old man saw our 
project in action and smiled. It was a smile worth 
a thousand words. It was the symbol of our suc-
cess. Our sweat and work had just created hope. 
And there's no better feeling in existence than to 
see your creation improve the world. 

 ANTHONY EL CHAER, JAD BECHARA,  
MAURICE ADAIMY & ANTHONY FAYEZ HADDAD 

About Anthony El Chaer 

Anthony, of Lebanon, never stops smiling. Unsurprisingly perhaps, given his 

experience with JAMAE robotics, Anthony joined us in 2015 for the Enter-

prise course. Before arriving he had already began the football banter and it 

escalated with his arrival. In addition to his clear competence, Anthony is 

one of those rare people who never seem to utter a negative thought so it 

was no surprise to learn he was already hard at work making the world a 

better place. 
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By Georgia Cohen 

My Time At Oxford 

When I first found out that I had been accepted to 
study at Oxford, a handful of images kept playing and 
replaying in my mind. In the first, I saw myself 
crunching through autumn leaves in a newly-
purchased duffel coat and satchel, the low sun shin-
ing on the beautiful college buildings you’ll all re-
member from your time here. I planned out in mi-
nute detail how I’d decorate my room with photos 
and fairylights and posters carefully chosen to show 
off my sophisticated taste in film and art. I pictured 
myself at college parties (or ‘bops’, as they’re called) 
where I would meet friends for life and feel, for the 
first time, like a real adult. 

The first week at my college, Magdalen, played along 
with my expectations. But quickly I realised there 
was one important aspect of Oxford life I had re-

mained blissfully naïve about  - the work. I stud-
ied Classics, a course notorious for its gruelling 
workload and demanding tutors. In my first 
year I attended daily 9am language classes 
where I trundled through the complexities of 
Ancient Greek. I wrote twice-weekly essays for 
tutorials after poring through dog-eared pages 
of Plato and Ovid. Every week I would try (and 
normally fail) to translate pieces of modern 
English prose into authentic-sounding Latin. The 
quantity of work, and the standard expected of 
me, was miles above what I was used to at 
school. The challenge of balancing the universi-
ty-experience I had set my heart on – friends, 
parties and fairylights – with the academic ex-
pectations of my tutors – libraries, Latin and 
Greek - was daunting. 
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Soon, though, I began to adjust to these expecta-
tions. Hard work is an inevitable element of any uni-
versity experience. And I found the old cliché to be 
true – the more I put in, the more I got out of my 
time there. It was an easy climate to be enthusiastic 
about my studies. I was taught by world-class tu-
tors, experts in their fields. In London, they say 
you’re never further than six feet from a rat. Some-
thing similar must be true for Oxford and its librar-
ies - I was spoilt for choice when choosing where to 
hit the books. I was also surrounded by young peo-
ple with big ideas who wanted to achieve great 
things – that kind of enthusiasm is contagious. 

And all those amazing experiences I had first envi-
sioned were possible, too. There were white-tie 
balls and multi-coursed formal meals in the hall; in 
the summer I’d punt along the river Cherwell into 
which I’d later be chucked by my friends after my 
final exam (it’s called ‘trashing’ and it’s really quite 
miserable). The opportunities – creative, sporting, 
philanthropic – were vast. On a sunny morning in 
September of this year I graduated in the Sheldo-
nian Theatre in full sub-fusc (see picture). Despite 4 
years of studying Classics, I had no clue what was 
going on in the ceremony, which was conducted 
entirely in Latin. Oxford is a strange place with ar-
chaic and often inexplicable traditions.  The work-
load is immense – it can, at times, make you ques-
tion your commitment and doubt whether it’s 
worth the effort. But looking back on my time there, 
I have no doubts that it was absolutely worth it. I 
am immensely privileged to have had this time at 
Oxford – my studies, the opportunities available to 
me, and the friendships made - even if more of my 
hours were spent in the library than I had at first  
imagined. 

GEORGIA COHEN 

About Georgia Cohen (Head of Operations, Talent and Development) 

Georgia oversees the organisation of Oxford Scholastica and makes sure  

everything runs smoothly. In addition to working on the summer school 

for the last two years, Georgia completed a degree in Classics at Magda-

len College, Oxford University.  
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By Heather Scotti 

A Photographic Tour of OSA 
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About Heather Scotti 

Heather (and her friend Erin) bounced into our lives in 2015, attending the  

Psychology Academy together.  In addition to all the energy and friendli-

ness they exuded, it turns out that they were busy also taking photos—

quite good ones at that! Heather is an ace photographer and the photos 

from here form part of the collection she created in her two weeks at OSA. 
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By Odessa Ng and The Fam 

One Summertime Encounter 

This was a Summer of laughter and joy 
A story of friendship, true and gold 
Yet this Summer too shattered my heart 
When our Fam of seven eventually did part. 
 
Three of us had met at Heathrow 
Smiles were exchanged, shy and sweet 
One was late and blamed his flight 
Whilst another was tuckered, and jet-lagged quite. 
 
A fortnight saw our friendship cemented 
A fortnight that quickly came to pass 
Alas, too soon must we leave behind 
Oxford, the city where our fates entwined. 
 
Time, we learnt, was too beguiling 
Came too slow and went too fast 
Our wish was to be together today and morrow 
Our last dawn we greeted with tears and sorrow. 
 
The damp cheeks, the watering eyes, 
The shaking voices, the despaired sighs 
The time we had, the memories we made 
These are treasures we would never trade. 
 
The seven of us shared a final hug 
Aware of nothing but the desperate clench of hands 
In that moment of silence unbroken, 
The promise to re-unite remained unspoken. 
 
Often do I look back at the day 
When my heart was torn and claimed by six 
Six other people in four different countries 
Who, this Summer, created lifelong memories. 
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A note from the poet: 

The seven of us were amongst the earliest bunch to 
arrive at Oxford so we really had a head-start in terms 
of getting to know each other, relative to other peo-
ple. My fondest memory of our first acquaintance is 
how everyone gathered in the Georgie’s (that’s our 
affectionate title for St. George’s) common room, and 
decided to, somewhat impulsively, go over to Malmai-
son for a bit of a mini-picnic, which really turned out 
to be a relaxing, socializing session where we treated 
on fresh juice and soft drinks. On the first night at the 
ice-breaking party, I personally went around the entire 
hall meeting new friends and I dare say I had acquaint-
ed myself with 98% of the people there, and amongst 
the 98% I found that Phil, Sabrina, Cherry, Cynclaire 
and Shanai really clicked with me – we chatted with 
ease, were quick to laugh at each other’s jokes and we 
were drawn to each other like bees to nectar. The best 
memory of the evening was being half-begged and 
half-dragged by Cherry to take a picture with a celebri-
ty in the house, whom she recognized promptly and 
desperately wanted a photo with. Luckily I escaped, 
but barely in time :) 

To my dismay, I didn’t see them for two days straight 
after ice-breaking because they were all Tommies 
(guess which house this pet-name is for!) and we 
couldn’t possibly meet up at night due to the curfew 
rule that states everyone must stay in their own house 
after dinner…. The next time I saw them was therefore 
punting day, and it was also the day when Phil was 
wearing that orange OSA T-shirt that he nicked be-
cause he was running low on his supply of clean shirts, 
having lost his suitcase at the airport (which inconven-
iently also contained his toothbrush, for that matter, a 
loss of which clearly stressed him as he did bring it up 
a couple of times). Just sharing some entertaining 
snippets of stories, Phil, you’re very welcome ;) Kamal, 
one of the only two Egyptians in our cohort, is a origa-
mi master that I met at Nandos, aptly named “the 
place where a chicken has a heart” on our Scavenger 

Hunt tips-sheet. 

And so over the course of the next 14 days, the 
seven of us were inseparable: embarking on trips 
to Eton and Windsor, having picnics, sharing our 
first experience at the London Eye, and of course, 
having a blast at the Ball. We made unalloyed 
memories that nobody would ever be able to take 
away from us. 

We pledged to keep in contact, and we still do on 
Google Hangouts and Whatsapp. We celebrate 
each other’s birthdays on Hangouts – everyone 
gets a cupcake/brownie and we all sing the birth-
day song. The idea is that even though we’re in 4 
different continents and 6 different time zones, 
we’re still close to each other in spirit, and the con-
cept of eating the cupcakes is as if every bite and 
every crumb comes from the very same birthday 
cake that we certainly would have were we physi-
cally together. Love these guys with all my heart 
and miss them even more.  We all know it’s diffi-
cult for us to keep in constant contact because of 
academic demands and other commitments, 
whether we like it or not. But the thing with friend-
ship is, it doesn’t take texting and talking 24/7 to 
stay friends. The best and truest friendships are 
those that can withstand the challenge of time and 
distance and still sustain, solid and unwavering as 
ever. I’ve never had a group of friends more dy-
namic, fun, and supportive than them – they made 
my trip to Oxford so worthwhile and unforgetta-
ble. And I think this resonates in every single one 
of our hearts. Our coming together was too per-
fect to be true, and we wouldn’t be able to imag-
ine our Summer without each other. Thank you 
guys for making every single moment of it so spe-
cial. 

ODESSA NG 

About Odessa Ng 

Odessa was one of the first students we had the pleasure of meeting in 

2015, flying from Hong Kong to attend our Law Academy. Odessa was 

quickly identified as an extremely  intelligent, but also genuine and kind 

person. Quite the poet, we knew we had to ask her to put the English lan-

guage to work for the alumni magazine. The above is an ode to the ‘fam’ 

that formed around her group of friends (Phil, Sabrina, Cherry, Cynclaire, 

Shanai and Kamal). 
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By Zoe Skutaris 

Sore Loser 

I’m a really good loser. Don’t get me wrong, I hate 
losing, but I’m just really good at it. I’ve been playing 
five or more sports since before I could remember 
and I’ve never had an undefeated season. You’d 
think that after thirteen years and hundreds of teams 
that the odds might be stacked in favor of at least 
one unbroken winning streak, but no, you would be 
wrong. But losing does something to you that win-
ning never could: it shines a spotlight on your short-
comings. It opens your eyes to your mistakes, and 
gives you a perspective that you would never bother 
to look at if you had won. For example, are you ever 
going to look as thoroughly at that test that you got 
98% on, as opposed to 75%? No, you will not, and 
don’t try to tell me otherwise. I won’t believe you. 

To be honest, one of my earliest memories is of a 
resounding defeat. I was at the ripe age of six years 
old and I was a horrible child. I would run around on 
the beach naked and screaming (don’t judge me, I’m 
Greek and it was 2005), throwing rocks and pebbles 
into the water like a madman. On this particular day 
a brilliant idea popped into my devious head: I 

should put a rock up my nose. Now I know what 
you’re thinking, why put just one rock up your 
nose when you could put two? Well, six year 
old me had the same idea. I proceeded to enact 
my plan with utter disregard to the conse-
quences that were to come, and proudly 
showed my parents the latest piece of brilliance 
from their genius protégée. They, of course, 
proceeded to try and get the rocks out of my 
nose. This terribly disappointed me, but they 
tempted me with candy so I settled down. Try 
as they might though, they couldn’t get the 
rocks out, so we went to the hospital and got 
them sucked out with a mini vacuum (I don’t 
actually know what it was, sorry). Long story 
short, it was a disaster, but it was one of my 
first experiences of reality steamrolling my 
dreams and giving me a lesson rather than what 
I wanted (which would have been five rocks up 
there, if you were wondering). 

As I grew up I faced many more losses, some 
harsher than others. Each experience pushed 
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About Zoe Skutaris 

Hailing from the USA, Zoe studied Enterprise with us and was a key part 

of the team that won our Enterprise App-rentice Challenge. Both in the 

academic work and the many other fun competitions we had on OSA Zoe 

excelled, which leads us to be sure Zoe’s friendliness and drive will take 

her impressive places in the future—watch this space! 

me to be better, stronger, faster, wittier, bolder, 
smarter, and every other positive adjective you 
could think of. I still want to be the best, yet some-
thing that I’m really proud of to this day is that I 
kept my integrity. It’s so easy to lose your head after 
a difficult defeat, or say things you don’t mean 
when a relationship breaks that it has been impera-
tive for me to learn to keep my cool and roll with 
the punches. This does not mean that I have not oc-
casionally completely broken down and become the 
little demon child of my past again, but I always 
eventually find my way back to the higher path I 
have strayed from. 

Throughout my elementary, middle school, and con-
tinuing through high school I have continued to face 
losses, and I have no doubt in my mind that I will 
continue to lose things I care about. But fear will not 

stop me being who I am. I can’t help putting my-
self in risky situations, or saying potentially com-
promising comments, or putting all of my chips 
in one pot, risking everything. Similarly to that, I 
wouldn’t be able to sit back and not participate 
at all. I cannot be the person watching from the 
bleachers; not when the game is on the line, not 
when I have a part to play, not when there’s a 
chance to come out as a better version of my-
self. 

So with all of that said, I guess I’m just going to 
keep doing what I’m doing, because what do I 
have to lose? 

ZOE SKUTARIS 
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By Bella Catten 

Small Town Traveller 

My hometown is odd, to say the least. 

I am American, and I come from the state Utah. Very 
conservative and very religious, concentrated in a 
small town of less than 7,000 people. It’s a desert, so 
our summers are boiling (35º to 40ºC) and our win-
ters are frigid (-15º to -20ºC), and my school’s stu-
dent body is predominantly white with students from 
the town’s Hispanic population and from the neigh-
boring Native American reservation. Most of my 
peers were rural born and raised, and I was upset by 
the intolerance they often displayed. I always tried to 
break away from that, and I am always seeking to 
learn more about the world. Oxford Scholastica 
(OSA) was one of the greatest experiences of my life, 
simply because I was able to finally meet other cul-
tures I had been so curious about. 

I took a Creative Writing course and a Shakespearean 
study course, choosing to spend an entire month 
with OSA. My first semester tutor, Ben Teasdale, led 
the class in plotline discussions, character lessons, 
and group collaboration on a book series concept. He 
was an amazing teacher. I was nervous about my sec-
ond semester because I didn’t know much about 
Shakespeare, but after analyzing and discussing Ham-
let, Midsummer Night’s Dream, Julius Caesar, Romeo 
and Juliet, and sonnets in that course, I felt much 
more confident in approaching the difficult text. 
There were also activities like touring Windsor Castle 
and London, modeling parliamentary debate, 

punting, and attending the Globe Theatre, and 
because we had a lot of schedule freedom dur-
ing the program, we got to explore a lot of Ox-
ford. I learned how to balance my coursework 
with free time, and I felt more prepared for col-
lege. 

As a traveler, I am more culturally aware and 
experienced how incredible it is to meet people 
from all over the globe. Through OSA, I was 
able to become comfortable with and come to 
love the huge array of cultural diversity that 
faced me, and also learned the value of my own 
community. For too long, I had been focused on 
the negative aspects of it, but after meeting so 
many people through OSA, I’ve realized that it’s 
just as interesting and valid as any other cul-
ture. When I talked about my hometown, I was 
surprised when so many people showed inter-
est, but what was normal to me was very differ-
ent for them. With that, I began to reflect on 
what my home had to offer, and I developed a 
sense of pride in my beginnings. As a person, I 
am a mix of traits I developed in my travels and 
home, and I embrace both sides of myself. Trav-
el helped me to become more aware of and ap-
preciate all kinds of diversity in the world, and I 
am a happier and more open-minded person 
for it. 

BELLA CATTEN 

About Bella Catten 

Bella intrepidly joined OSA for a month in the summer of 2014. Known for 

her friendliness, writing skills and her desire to master the Rubik's cube, 

Bella was an asset to the Academy. She is currently applying to colleges, 

and we wish her all the best.  
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A Short Story by Zara Patel 

Little Brother 

I hated the fact that I was going to have a younger 
brother. I hated the fact that I was downgraded to 
half a room, that my discarded old toys were going 
to him and the fact that my parents left me alone 
with great aunt Nancy on the day of my ballet recital 
for the birth of my brother. But boy do I miss that 
annoying brat now. 

Well, I could always go and visit him, but it wouldn’t 
be him that I am visiting. It would be an empty shell 
of him, instead of my mischievous, joking, chatter-
box, prank-playing brother; I will be greeted by the 
new version of him - the serious version. The one 
that doesn’t care, the one that probably doesn’t rec-
ognize me and at most would whisper a handful of 
cryptic words once every blue moon. 

It is ironic, as I distinctly remember my seven year 
old self marching down to the post office that was in 

the military section of the town, where soldiers 
marched and trained under the bitter heat. 
Pushing my eight month old brother on his 
stroller all the way to the post office and de-
manding that they return him to where he 
came from. That they had made a mistake in 
the “delivery room” where they sorted the mail 
out before delivering it. 

I made quite a spectacle, yet I wouldn’t mind 
going there again, demanding that I get my 
brother back. That maybe, just maybe there 
was a slight chance that there was an error on 
the shipment from Afghanistan. That perhaps 
they accidently wrapped the wrong soul inside 
my brother’s body, or maybe forgot to put a 
soul in there altogether. 

ZARA PATEL  

About Zara Patel 

Zara is from India, and joined us in summer 2014 on the Creative Writing 

Academy, along with her friend Saaniya who attended the same school as 

her in Mumbai. She is currently studying the IB programme.  
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A Short Story by Milena Caye 

Troubled Waters 

She screams as I push her head under the water and 
start counting. One... Two... Three... Four. She fights 
back, clawing at my hands, desperately trying to lift 
her head up but my grip is tight. Five... Six... Seven... 
Eight. Her shaking fingers slide against my wrists as 
she tries to get a hold of my hands. She moves her 
head, tilting her face towards the surface of the pool. 
I push down harder and her arms hit the water like 
injured wings. Nine... Ten... Eleven... Twelve. I smile. 
Does she feel the burning in her lungs yet? She keeps 
battling, holding on to life with a perseverance I can 
almost admire. She's the strongest one so far, but 
now she's getting tired. Her arms slowly go limp, as 
does the rest of her body. I sigh, realizing I've lost 
count. There is still pressure on my hands but her 
body is still a few seconds later. I stand up quietly 
and dry my hands on my jeans. Everything is quiet as 
I stare at the floating corpse with full contempt, 
utterly satisfied. I'm about to rise to my feet when I 
hear a noise coming from behind me. I turn quickly, 
my heart racing and see the public pool's lights slow-
ly turning on, one after the other. It all happens so 
fast I even have trouble registering what is going on. 
Then comes a blur and a dozen flashlights, along with 
a chorus of voices repeating the same thing in 
unison; "Miss Victoria Steel you are under arrest. You 
have the right to remain silent. Everything you say 
can and will be used against you in the court of law. 
You have the right to an attorney and to talk to that 
person while you are being questioned. If you cannot 
afford an attorney, one will be provided for you. Do 
you understand?" 

I want to run but I can't move at all so I just shrug 
and let one of the officers grab me, handcuff me and 
shove me in his car. The rest of them all hover 
around the drowned body in the middle of the pool 
and lift it up, and the officer drives off. As the blur-
ring lights fade I see her face one last time, distorted 
by her painful death and I smile. It was worth it. 

I'm sitting in a dark, plain room with only two chairs 
facing each other and a small plastic table in the mid-
dle. I feel like I've been there for hours but there's no 

way to be sure; all of my belongings including 
my phone were taken from me when I got to 
the station. I stare at the obscure walls and ceil-
ing and, after a while, hear the door opening 
behind me. I close my eyes, suddenly over-
whelmed with anxiety. It's my lawyer. When I 
open them again he's sitting in the chair in front 
of me, his hands placed on the table. By “he”, I 
mean a twenty year old looking young man 
with clear blue eyes, blond hair and very pale 
skin. Handsome, with high cheekbones and an 
athletic figure, he is wearing a, probably very 
expensive, gray suit, along with a turquoise tie 
that matches his eye color. He stares at me, to-
tally calm and contained as if making every 
movement with care. A heavy silence falls in 
the room but I end it before it gets too awk-
ward. 

"Are you going to stare at me during this whole 
questioning session? And if so, can I sleep?" I 
ask, hiding my stress behind a smirk, as usual. 
He frowns and bends down to open a small 
folder which I hadn't noticed until now. He gets 
some paper and pens out and I see the file has 
my name written on it in bold, and contains 
different pictures. Before he has time to react, I 
snatch the folder from him and open it. Inside I 
find pictures of me, my family, my friends. A 
copy of my passport, a medical certificate, 
school records, reports and grades, comments 
from teachers and other people. A headline in 
the Denver newspapers about a teenage girl 
running away from home and never coming 
back. Information about a police search that 
goes on for months and appears to be unsuc-
cessful, as well as tons of other things... Finally 
at the end I notice different pictures, some de-
tailed and others blurry, as if taken during night 
time. Those photos show different faces, and I 
gaze as I recognize them all. Some of those peo-
ple are dead, and a few others are, to my re-
grets, still alive. I close the folder quickly and 
give it back to him without a word. 
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"My name is Liam Banks. I have been appointed to 
be your lawyer and I'm willing to defend your cause 
in court as much as I can," he says immediately as 
he takes the folder back, "but you have to cooper-
ate. If you are proved guilty of your crimes you 
could be sent to jail for more than 10 years, depend-
ing on the court's leniency. You'll get some time in 
there for sure but what we can try to do is lower it 
with good arguments. Before that though, I need 
you to tell me your story. All of it, without forgetting 
details." I look at him without moving. Cooperation 
isn't a quality I possess in my great list of talents. He 
sighs,"Listen, Victoria... I am here to help you. It's 
my job, please do not make this harder for both of 
us." I still don't move, and look at him right in the 
blue of his pupils with my angry, gray stare. "Should 
I leave? I won't come back if I do," he says. 

Without my consent, words suddenly start pouring 
out of my mouth and, still staring at him in his eyes, 
I tell him everything. I tell him how a sixteen year 
old epileptic girl was constantly bullied in high 
school, and homeschooled before that. I tell him 
about the seizures and the pills and the depression. 
I tell him about the jokes and humiliations and 
tricks. I tell him how I wasn't allowed to swim, or 
play any sports because of my medical condition. 
Time passes. Seconds, minutes, hours... I don't 
know. All I do know is that he listens without inter-

ruption, captivated by the story of my miserable 
teenage life. Then I tell him about the party, the 
pool, the drinks. All of my pathetic efforts to look 
reasonably good. Such a naive little idiot I was! 
How the Clique had invited me to their party be-
cause they thought I was nice. And then how 
they had fun pushing me around to see if I'd 
have a panic attack or a seizure. He frowns when 
I get to the pool part! Ahh, the fun they had that 
night. They knew I couldn't swim, yet they still 
dragged me in, and watched me, smiling as I 
screamed for help, laughing at my vain attempts 
to grab onto something or to keep my head up 
above the water. "What kind of idiot doesn't 
know how to swim?" The words echo in my 
head, over and over again as I speak, hiding my 
fear and emotions behind a blank facial expres-
sion. Then I come to the part where I laboriously 
manage to grab the edge of the pool and drag 
myself out of it whilst vomiting chlorine-filled 
water on the garden grass before collapsing on 
the ground. He still listens, shocked. At least he 
doesn't look like he pities me, so I go on. I ex-
plain the way I'd woken up the next morning, in 
some place I didn't recognize at all. I was lost, 
confused in a park or a forest, still wearing my 
jeans and the cute black top I'd worn the previ-
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ous night. I had dirt on my arms and face, and my 
clothes hadn't dried... 

"I was shivering when I looked down at my hands 
and noticed something had been written on my 
palms with a black marker. I couldn't recognize the 
handwriting and the ink was blurry but I still man-
aged to read. There was one single sentence warning 
me about not telling anyone, and I knew I had to 
keep my mouth shut..." 

After that I'd rubbed it all off, the black ink smearing 
across my skin like a dark stain refusing to leave and, 
of course, as any sensible human being would, I'd 
started crying. Thinking about the first article I saw, I 
start talking about my fear of coming back home, 
and the fact that my parents would never under-
stand me if I told them I wanted to suddenly change 
school and town. They were probably worried about 
me right now, and I was sure they'd called the police 
already. But my fear had taken over and all I wanted 
to do in that moment was leave Denver forever. 

"Call it survival instinct, selfishness, or whatever you 
want but I didn't care the least about my family, I just 
wanted to run. So I did... I traveled on my own all the 
way from Colorado to Montana, up north and never 
looking back. By the time I'd gotten there, I was in 
the news and people were looking for me all over 
Denver. I was homeless for a few weeks, but I soon 
came in contact a group of other teenagers in my 
situation. I'd lost a lot of weight, dyed my hair brown 

and wore black contacts so no one would rec-
ognize me, and my disguise worked perfectly 
well. We earned money by singing in the 
streets, doing small jobs and working in farms 
on the country side. After a few months, I'd 
adapted well and I considered them my new 
family..." 

I remember it all, how I changed from being a 
disgrace to someone accepted and cared for 
everywhere around me. I was now athletic, 
wild, free, and, for the first time in my life, 
attractive and proud. To my luck, the seizures 
had lessened and it was now easier for me to 
deal with them, even without medication. 

"Okay, so what happened after that?" Liam 
asks, genuinely interested. 

"I wanted to finish school and go to college, so I 
eventually ended up in foster care. But all this 
time, trust me, I was still thinking about those 
assholes in Colorado and the revenge I would 
have, one day." I pause, finally. Liam looks at his 
watch and I realize four hours have passed. The 
session is over but I know I'll see him again to-
morrow, so I'll save the rest of my story for lat-
er. I know that deep down, he is fascinated and 
wants to know the rest of it. 

MILENA CAYE 

About Milena Caye 

To our knowledge Milena is our first student to come to OSA as a pub-

lished author. From Switzerland, her first book was in French and the 

above story will form the backbone of her next novel, this time in English. 

Attending the Creative Writing Academy in 2015, Milena was also a core 

member of the ‘French’ squad from the summer school, though only one 

of the French speaking group actually came from France. 

Please note that this work is copyrighted and will feature in Milena’s upcoming novel  

Troubled Waters. Below is a short introduction to the book:  

“An 18 year old girl called Victoria Steel has just been arrested and is being questioned in an 

interrogation room by her lawyer. The reason for her arrest? She has been proven guilty of 

murdering 11 of young adults, drowning them every time. In order to avoid spending too many 

years in jail, she has to tell her story to the young man in the room, who is currently listening to 

her every words with morbid curiosity .” 
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A Short Story by Ty Ciatto 

Pandora’s Box 

There's something comforting about solitude, the 
concept of being alone with your thoughts. However, 
too large of a quantity has the ability to consume 
some, resulting in their complete incapacitation. This 
is the case for the protagonist of this story, who's 
currently flipping through channels of daytime televi-
sion as we speak - or, rather, as I write and you read. 

Let's start from there. This is a boy who could remain 
listless on the couch for hours, unconsciously tracing 
his fingers over the buttons on the remote. With a 
distant, glazed-over look in his eyes, reality could be-
come background noise: the garbagemen picking up 
trash down the streets, the buses shuttling kids from 
summer school, and most importantly, the sound of 
door to door deliveries.  

But, I'm getting ahead of myself. There comes a point 
everyday when the boy - we'll say his name's Gray-
son because I can't quite remember. Anyway, there 
comes a time when Grayson resolves to complete his 
chores before his parents return from work, and the 
routine is always the same - he starts by getting the 
mail. 

Today is different, though. Today, when he steps 
from his house to his porch, his foot collides with 
some unanticipated object, and he tumbles forward, 
hand sliced open by a rock as it stretches to alleviate 
the fall. He hisses through his teeth, and makes a 
general kick in frustration. However, curiosity is his 

dominant emotion as his attention turns to the 
box that lay beneath the doorstep. 

As far as he knew, his parents hadn't ordered 
anything, but to confirm this, he calls his moth-
er, whose sole instruction is to leave the box 
alone. So, of course, he's apt to do the oppo-
site, and in fact, does. 

He probes and prods the box, inspecting it and 
making general observations. The shipment has 
no return address, and it is no larger than a 
briefcase. The only instruction that accompa-
nies the package is his mother's to leave it be 
until she could dispose it. In an inane act of re-
bellion, though, Grayson decides to bring it in-
side to display on his kitchen table. 

He can't resist; he has his own Pandora's box. 

Consistent with the myth, wonder grabs hold of 
the owner's mind. What's in the box? Is it 
something of value? You know, his dad once 
opened a box that contained 10,000 dollars, so 
it's possible. Does it hold something of peril? Is 
it one of the sick, indecent plots of kidnappers 
and murderers that his mother had always 
warned him against? 

Several scenes run through his head, designed 
by paranoia. One is an image of him slowly slid-
ing his fingers through the creases of box's 
folds. A clicking noise and subsequent combus-

About Ty Ciatto 

Ty joined us for the Creative Writing Academy in 2015. From the US, Ty 

chose to come to Oxford thanks to Harry Potter’s legacy. In addition to 

forming part of one of our more memorable squads (see the update on 

page 29), Ty is also a fantastic writer. We really enjoyed reading his work 

from over the summer school and cannot wait to see more of it in the  

future! 
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A Short Story by Kent Lawlor 

Identity Conflict 

The drumming of her fingers upon the table seemed 
to be the only sound breaking the silence.  The drum-
ming came out of impatience.  She read the text she 
had sent again.  “Just come to my house at 11am” it 
said.  Looking up at the clock, it read 11:37.  Sarah’s 
agitation seemed to grow exponentially as time 
seemed to be running out for her sister, Charlotte to 
arrive.  

As if right on time, a car screeched in the drive-
way.  The clunk of the car door and clicking of high 
heels along the driveway signaled that Charlotte had 
indeed arrived.  Sarah raced to the door and opened 
it before her sister even had time to ring the door-
bell. 

“Charlotte!  H-How are you?” Sarah said, although 
with little emotion.  She stretched her lips to the 
maximum trying to show a welcoming smile to her 
sister, although she had just come to terms that the 
person she most desperately did not want to see was 
all she could see.  

Charlotte wore her usual, cold smile, dreading the 
fact that here she was, standing in her sister’s door-

way.  “I’m fine,” she said.  Her earrings hung 
low, as well as her thick glasses that seemed to 
analyze every false move being made.  Her busi-
nesswoman suit and hair tied in a bun, both as 
black as soot, intimidated Sarah, who looked 
down to her contrasting bright orange and 
white flowery dress.  “Please do come in and 
make yourself comfortable,” Sarah said slowly 
and with hesitation.  With a grunt and a roll of 
her eyes, Charlotte walked in, leaving behind 
the words “I really appreciate your politeness” 
in a bitter voice.  Sarah clapped her hands and 
let out a shriek of laughter, showing off her 
large white teeth.  Charlotte’s words ignited the 
fire of fury in Sarah’s head.  As she played a 
happy and welcoming character, Sarah hated 
the mask she had created for her charac-
ter.  Why did she pull off this acting around her 
sister?  

As she stepped into the kitchen, Charlotte was 
taking off her jacket calmly, trying to undermine 
Sarah.  “Would you like tea, or maybe some 
coffee, Charlotte?” 

tion after one finger moves too hastily. Another is a 
vision of powder sifting through the air as he is now 
exposed to a strain of the plague - not too prepos-
terous an idea because he did see it on TV after all.  

So, he sits, and he waits. 

Curiosity killed the cat. Curiosity killed the cat. Curi-
osity killed. Curiosity - it killed the cat. 

But, then there's the line we always forget; satisfac-
tion brought it back. 

He races over to the drawer to retrieve the scissors. 
If what's inside didn't kill him, then his impatience 
would. He cuts the tape across the top. His hands 
shaking from trepidation. His palms sweating from 
anticipation. 

A breath. 

Then, he rips open the top of the box, and looks 
down, surveying the contents. What he sees isn't 
riches, nor a bomb, nor a type of disease. In-
stead, it's an assortment of cheeses.       

Isn't it funny how mundane life is? To think that 
you've been on some fabulous adventure in your 
sad, humdrum world only to be greeted by a 
dreadful reality.  

For most, all great adventures end in death, and 
many would have been much more satisfied if 
this story had as well. But, personally, I think 
death is boring; it's predictable. Perhaps you 
could say that I'm biased, though, because it is, 
after all, my job to watch people die and collect 
their souls. No, to me, it's stories like these that 
are actually worth telling: When I come ex-
pecting a tragedy, but leave empty handed. 

TY CIATTO 
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“Tea,” Charlotte responded without hesitation. As 
Sarah put the kettle on and carefully grabbed two 
mugs out of the cupboard, she could feel Charlotte’s 
eyes piercing into her.  Her black eyes seemed to cut 
through any person in front of her.  Sarah sat down 
and handed Charlotte her tea.  The two sat there 
staring at each other for a while.  Sarah was still jug-
gling with her two different identities, the Sarah she 
was when Charlotte wasn’t around her and the Sa-
rah she was when Charlotte was around here.  And 
here she was, in front of her, shaping this character 
that Sarah was playing, as if it were an audition for a 
play, and Charlotte was the director, judging every 
move and mistake Sarah made while playing this 
character. 

Sarah then reminded herself why her sister was 
here in the first place.  Trying not to overthink what 
she would say, she quickly threw some words to-
gether.  “As much as I respect your work and ac-
complishments, you know that our mum needs 
more looking after.  I always end up helping her…” 
Sarah’s voice was swallowed by Charlotte’s 
stare.  Her eyes now seemed blacker, as she sat 
completely silently, but somehow screaming a thou-
sand words at Sarah.  She finally spoke, and in a dis-
missing voice, said:  “My work doesn’t allow me 
time to visit mum.  However, with you being a typi-
cal housewife, you have plenty of time.”  The word 
typical shot Sarah in the chest like a torpedo.  If this 
is what her sister thought of her, then did her par-
ents think the same thing?  Is she really worth noth-
ing to the family and to the O’Carroll name?  

Sarah collected herself, and for the first time in her 
life, stood up to her younger sister.  “I don’t care 
about your stupid job, our mum needs attention and 
care, and I won’t sit next to her while you go off and 
do whatever the hell you do,” Sarah screamed and 
shouted all in one.  

Astonished by the response, but with only a 
raise of her eyebrows, Charlotte contemplated 
with the idea of possibly visiting her mum more 
often.  She looked down, then up, but in fact she 
had no idea where to look.  Sarah had never em-
barrassed her before.  In fact as she thought 
about it, no one had.  She began to feel hot and 
itchy.  She turned to Sarah, who was there, her 
blonde hair, that Charlotte had always been se-
cretly jealous of, fell down off her head with 
ease.  But it was her bright blue eyes that 
pierced into Charlotte’s thoughts and followed 
her actions carefully.  Charlotte felt inferior to 
Sarah, and as she came face-to-face with this 
new feeling, she began to unfold and open the 
drawers of all her other jealousies of Sarah: her 
body, her house, her family and her clothes. 

Charlotte spoke softly now, with little anger in 
her voice.  “It isn’t quite as simple as that, Sa-
rah.  I’m afraid mum will have to make do with 
you.”  Charlotte had instinctively realized Sarah 
had gained an upper hand, and so as if it were 
second nature, after all these years of doing it 
again and again, she ruthlessly dismissed Sarah.  

Charlotte grabbed her coat and left the kitchen, 
leaving the house along with the clicking of her 
heels against the wooden floorboards.  Sarah sat 
there staring at the cup of tea that Charlotte had 
left unfinished.  Sarah hadn’t built up the cour-
age or strength to truly tell her sister what she 
had intended on saying.  She wiped away a slight 
tear, and left the funeral invite that had been 
sent to Charlotte’s mail to break her the 
news.  Now Sarah’s tears were parrying off the 
table she was seated at, as she let out her 
shrieks of grief. 

KENT LAWLOR 

About Kent Lawlor 

Kent studied Creative Writing at Oxford Scholastica in 2014. Originally from 
Ireland, he has been to school in Moscow and now studies in England. 
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A Short Story by Diya Pattni 

Memories 

She sat on the empty pavement surrounded by little 
homes. Some rooms were lit whilst others were as 
dark as the night sky. She had been sitting there for 
quite a while. People would walk past her giving her 
strange looks.  Nothing really ever mattered to her. 
She looked at the darkness of the night, she let her 
thoughts wander. She was the kind of person who 
would over think. Her mind would lead her to her 
past. She was the kind of person who would replay 
the memories in her head, imagine them as a scene 
in a movie. 

She swiped through her phone looking at old photo-
graphs remembering the emotions felt. She remem-
bered every moment of it, the sounds in the back-
ground or the simple random lamp that lit up the 
room. She remembered the voices of people echo-
ing. People who are just echoes in her memory. 
She’d sit around and feel the rain drizzle onto her 
plain white t-shirt, she’d let herself get soaked. 

As each drop fell from the grey sky she’d remember 
all the tears she’d cried. Tears for joy, tears of sad-
ness. All she did as the raindrops hit the ground like 
pieces of a memory was cry tears of regret. 

She loved waiting, waiting to see the rainy day turn 
into a sunny day. Even though the sun was shining 
brighter than any light ever, no matter how much 
warmth was in the air, she would always think about 
how there were sunnier days in her past. She’d re-

member playing on the beautifully cut grass. 
She remembered the laughter that filled her 
childhood. 

That was just how she was, she’d spend all her 
time remembering the memories that she’d 
forget the road in front of her. She’d forget the 
people asking her if she needed to go some-
where. She was always too busy thinking about 
how everything would never be the same. She 
wrote poetry in her diaries: 

Memories are the pieces from our past that we 
carry with us in the present. Memories are the 
bonds we form, the blood providing warmth to 
our hearts. Memories are the only thing that we 
have ever had and it is the only thing that we 
will ever become. Yet looking around it is the 
only thing we are going to create.  

It is all she ever wanted to do, create more 
memories. Yet she held herself back, she’d for-
get that it was alright if things changed. Be-
cause that is what a memory is. A memory was 
a memory for a reason. A memory was no long-
er with you because situations changed and led 
up to becoming that heart quenching feeling. 
She thought that maybe one day the peaceful 
road that she had once rested upon would also 
become a memory far in the back of her mind. 
That is when she realized that all she was ever 

About Diya Pattni 

Diya, who attends an international school in Tanzania, joined us in 2015 

for the Creative Writing Academy. Aside from being a very talented writ-

er, Diya (and her cousin Shreya) brought a real vibrancy to their time in 

Oxford and we were sad to see them go! Judging by the above, and a few 

of her other stories, Diya has the potential to take her writing far.  

Remember you saw her here first! 
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afraid of was becoming a memory herself. 

She was so terrified about becoming a fading image 
that she didn’t even know if she was ever worth 
even being a memory. That is when she stopped 

sitting around in the middle of a random road 
and decided to find herself. 

DIYA PATTNI 

A Short Story by Yana Yadav 

A Man Walks Into A Bar 

I walk into my tavern ‘The King’s Arms’ and stop right 
at the door when I see her. Sitting on a bar stool in a 
polka dot blue dress looking as beautiful as ever. Out 
of all the bars in the city she could have walked into, 
she chose mine. She was currently admiring the col-
lection of ties that decorated the gin mill. ”It’s a hob-
by, a hobby of mine,” I whisper to her. I then say, 
”Could I get you something?” She gasps and turns 
around; her face hardens when she realises it is me.  

Now all eyes were on us waiting for a response. My 
face is lit up like a Christmas tree, waiting, and hers 
looks like she didn’t get the present she wanted. I 
blink and hear a smack, which then is followed by 
pain shooting through my face, the epicenter being 
my left cheek. A smile forms on my face and with 
that I see that with her head held up high, she has 
started marching towards the door. If any woman 

could make me sink down to my knees it was 
her. She stops at the door just like I had a few 
short minutes ago. She turns around and looks 
me in the eye and says, ”I came here searching 
for an apology Mr. Moncrieff. I do not believe in 
forgetting actions easily.” 

”Mr. Moncrieff?” Ouch, she is something else 
but that wouldn’t stop me.  

The air around me, which was filled with rejec-
tion a few seconds ago, is now filled with deter-
mination. Let me tell you, there is no instinct 
than that of the heart.  

YANA YADAV 

About Yana Yadav 

Yana, who lives in India, attended our Creative Writing Academy in 2015. 

Known for her positivity and addiction to Kellog’s Strawberry cereal, Yana 

was one of the personalities of her summer school. Notably she was also 

one of the lucky winners of our alumni connections competition where she 

took possession of Jamie’s expertly painted OSA mug.  
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Individual and Squad Updates 

George Simmonds (Creative Writing, 2015) 

Where are you living? “Dubai.” 

What are you studying? “For my A-Levels I am study-

ing Maths (Statistics), Physics, Drama and  

Classical Civilisation.”  

What’s your biggest challenge this year or long term 

aspiration? “Pretty much just to work towards my end 

of year exams, then find a good course and university 

to head off to in 2017.” 

What’s your favourite squad memory? “I’m not sure 

if there is only one for sure, given all of the   

conversations we had. These ranged from arguing 

with Ty and Nora about which was the better side of 

the Atlantic; to being cultured by Paul and Frank by  

adding to my foreign language vocabulary; or simply 

everyone yelling at each other during card games. If I 

had to say one though, it would probably be the boat 

party that we went on where Ty evolved into his true 

form after hitting the dance floor (not to mention eve-

ryone had a good time).” 

GEORGE SIMMONDS 

Alexia Kerwat (Creative Writing, 2015) 

Where are you living? “Monaco.” 

What are you studying? “Economics, World  

History and Geography, Maths, French, English 

and Italian.” 

What's your biggest challenge this year or long 

term aspiration? “For the moment, I'm trying to 

find the bachelor and university that suits me 

best.” 

What's your favourite squad memory? 

“It all started when Ty, Penelope, Larissa and I 

decided to get lunch. We happened upon an all-

you-can-eat Indian buffet and decided that 

seemed nice. Being a vegetarian, I went with a 

healthy portion of salad. Little did I know there 

were hot chilli peppers hidden in it. Fast for-

ward to a few minutes later, and I'm halfway 

through the salad when it hits me. The fire! It 

took several minutes and much water to calm 

me down but that's not the best part. Ty and 

Penelope then mutually dared each other to eat 

some pepper and much gasping/hysterically 

laughing/slamming the table ensued. They then 

dared Sian and Mathieu to have some. There 

are videos!” 

ALEXIA KERWAT 

Many OSA Alumni have stayed in touch so we asked 

a few of people to give us a quick update since  

Oxford. We start with a squad from 2015, then two  

notables from our 2014 OSA Alumni. 
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Nora Powers (English Literature, 2015) 

Where are you living? “Long Island, New York.” 

What are you studying? “A lot. Spanish, Physics, 

Music Theory, English, History, Precalculus.” 

Goal for this year: “Figure out what college I'm 

going to go to and what I'm going to study there 

(lol).” 

Favourite Oxford memory: “I don't know how I 

can choose just one. I think those small moments 

of just hanging out with the "squad" and just talk-

ing about serious topics or stupid topics were my 

favourites. It just shows how close you can get 

with people in such a small amount of time. Also 

our dance parties in the kitchen to Die Antwoord.” 

NORA POWERS 

Ty Ciatto (Creative Writing, 2015) 

Where are you living? “Pennsylvania, USA.” 

What are you studying? “Latin, Greek, Chinese, Hu-

manities, Physics, Precalc, US History.” 

What’s your biggest challenge this year or long 

term aspiration? “College - that's pretty much it!” 

TY CIATTO 

Larissa Pietersma (Creative Writing, 2015) 

Where are you living? “I live in Madrid.” 

What are you studying? “Studying the IB.” 

What’s your biggest challenge this year or long 

term aspiration? “Biggest challenge right now is 

achieving my desired grade for the IB.” 

Favourite Oxford memory: “Punting and the  

London trip.” 

Penelope Efstathiou (Psychology, 2015) 

Where are you living? “Paris, the most beautiful 

city in the world.” 

What are you studying? “A lot of Maths, Physics, 

Biology, a little bit of Latin, French, Spanish, Eng-

lish and too much History and Geography.” 

Goals for this year: “Pass my French finals, do 

some sport (drag myself to the gym more than 

twice) and generally attempt to not fail at life.” 

Favourite Oxford Memory: “There are way too 

many to remember (and some of them are just 

plain weird) but if I had to choose two I’d say  

writing a “haiku” with Ty instead of paying atten-

tion to the cinematographic masterpiece that is 

Interstellar (still no idea what that movie is about) 

and the hot pepper incident – as beautifully  

narrated by Alexia.” 

PENELOPE EFSTATHIOU 
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I remember lying in my bed on the first night of the 
Academy, after that tragic - and by tragic I mean 
“possibly one of the most awkward experiences of 
my life” icebreaker evening, asking myself “What are 
you doing here? Was this really a good idea?”. 

Barely 48 hours after that, the only thought that re-
mained was “Two weeks is too short” and indeed 
those two weeks flew by so fast between the amaz-
ing classes, epic activities, awesome daytrips (and 
not so awesome crack-of-dawn-awakenings). 

What made it all so unforgettable was the friends I 
made. I’ll never forget the inside jokes, the hysterical 
laughter, the deep conversations and how I cried 
when it was all over. 

I’ve kept in daily contact with Nora, Ty, Alexia, 
Larissa (who would later come to be known as 
Lari), Mathieu, Paul, Frank and George. I have 
even been lucky enough to have Ty, Lari, Paul 
and Nora visit me in Paris. Whether we saw 
each other for just an afternoon or spent three 
days together walking the streets of Paris, 
those post-oxford reunions were refreshing 
and reminded me of how close we’d grown in 
such a short span of time.  

In the early days after we left, when the 
“Oxford blues” were strongest, Nora told me 
she had a feeling we would all meet again.  

I really hope she’s right. 

PENELOPE EFSTATHIOU 

About Penelope Efstathiou 

Penelope joined us for the Psychology Academy in 2015. Penelope’s 

squad has been one of the most successful at keeping touch after the 

summer school. Based in the central location of Paris, Penelope played 

host to a number of the group. Penelope also excelled in her class and it 

will be great to see what she and the rest of the squad go on to achieve. 
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Jacques Bouvery (Debate & Public Speaking, 2014) 

Where do you call home? Home for me is Washing-
ton D.C. I am French/American and I was born and 
grew up in D.C until the age of 13 when my family 
moved to Barcelona. 

What are you currently doing? My life passion and 
outside of school activity is football. I am currently in 
Grade 11 and undertaking the IB program.  

What’s your favourite memory from OSA 2014?
There are honestly too many to choose from.  
Perhaps the afternoon when we all went punting 
and had a picnic and football match out in the park.  

What’s the biggest change in how you think from 
2014? Following the speech course I took, I would 
say that I think more rationally than before. I also 
became more enthusiastic about learning and en-
joyed classes at school more so than I used to. The 
university life and people I met from all over the 
world gave me a new perspective about life after 
school and the value in making relationships with 
others. 

What are your future plans?  I hope to become a 
professional football player in the coming years. It 
has been an aspiration from an early age and I'm 
more determined than ever to make it a reality. 

Do you want to give any shout outs to any students 
on the summer school? Shout out to the legends of 
the game; Julian Susing and Hamza Khan. Our rela-
tionships took off at the camp and we have stayed 
very close ever since. 

JACQUES BOUVERY 

About Jacques Bouvery 

Jacques joined us for our Debate & Public Speaking Academy in 2014. 

Jacques grew up in the USA, studied at French international school and is 

now based in Barcelona. In addition to being trilingual, he is also an excep-

tional footballer and he taught us a few tricks on the pitch in Oxford. 
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When I first decided to spend my summer at Oxford 
Scholastica on the Young Doctors’ Academy course 
I never expected it to impact my life as much as it 
did.  

While studying in Oxford during the summer I real-
ized my dream of becoming a doctor was much big-
ger than just attending medical school in my own 
country, Brazil. Throughout the summer I became 
so passionate about the teaching system in the UK 
that I knew I couldn’t be done after those 2 weeks 
abroad.  

The hospital we visited during the clinical challenge, 
our teacher, the inspirational doctors we met, sur-
geons and psychiatrists. All those things lead me 
into going back to the city of Oxford six months 
after the summer course in order to study A-levels 
and get into a British medical school. My decision 

About Aline Sampaio Gouvea 

Aline, from São Paulo, joined Oxford Scholastica in the summer of 2014, 

travelling with friend from Brazil, Victória Vasconcellos Alonso. She threw 

herself into the Young Doctors' Academy, and loved the city of Oxford so 

much that she decided to make it her home for A levels.  

was based on my experience during the two weeks 
I had in Oxford and I have had no regrets.  

I've been studying A-levels in Oxford for a year now 
and I am very proud of my achievements so far. I 
am currently finished with the first term of A2 and I 
am so glad I can finally study just the subjects I like 
(Chemistry, Biology and Psychology) and in the in-
ternational environment Oxford has to offer. It is a 
wonderful city to pursue your dreams, it inspires 
me and gives me thirst for knowledge. Oxford is full 
with students from all over the world and the expe-
rience I got was like no other I've ever had.  

It all started with my summer at Oxford Scholastica 
but it grew into something so much bigger and I 
couldn’t be happier with the path I decided to fol-
low. 

ALINE SAMPAIO GOUVEA 
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www.oxfordscholastica.com 


