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D
ear readers,

G
uess w

ho’s back w
ith a brand new

 issue and a new
 

board! 

It’s one and only Scriptus.

Started from
 creative pieces finished w

ith controversial 
topics, Issue 2

6
 offers everything you every w

ished for.

A
re bike shops near our dorm

s safe? R
ead m

ore on 
that inside.
A
re you a new

bie? and also a foreigner? R
ead R

alit-
za Petrova’s debut “The Im

m
igrant D

iaries” and m
ake 

yourself hom
e. W

ant to know
 m

ore about A
U
C life? 

A
nne O

ort w
ill provide you w

ith som
e

interesting insight into O
nStage’s M

usical - U
nder 

Pressure. Tired of A
U
C? W

ant to read som
e fiction? 

D
on’t look any further, in this issue w

e offer creative 
pieces from

 Floortje Carlier, Elizabeth Schippers and 
M
ya Berger, w

hich w
ill be continued in next tw

o issues. 
Y
ou w

ill love the cliffhangers.

O
ther m

ust reads include a profile about one of A
U
C’s 

favorite professors J
onathan G

ill, an insight into M
o-

ham
m
ed J

aouna’s project Changem
akerz, a film

 review
 

by Vinicius A
n and an article about Petition against 

U
vA

.

A
nd bonus! The first tim

e in history, Scriptus features 
a com

ics about our loving D
U
W
O
. So relevant alm

ost 
w
ant to cry out of laughter.

H
appy reading!

Y
ours Truly,

Tekla Tevdorashvili
Editor-in-chief 

Disclaim
er: 

Scriptus is w
ritten, edited and de-

signed entirely by the students of 
Am

sterdam
 University College. The 

new
s m

agazine does not reflect or 
express the official view

s of AUC. 
Com

m
ents, questions and criticism

s 
are w

elcom
e at scriptus@

aucsa.nl.

The Im
m

igrant  
D

iaries:
The Top 5

 
Things I Learned 
D
uring m

y First 
Tw

o M
onths at 

A
U
C

   
 

 
 

 
-Ralitza 
Petrova

     Find a Designated Dutch Friend. Seriously. 
They’re good for just about everything – from

 
reading labels for you at the superm

arket and 
guiding you through the com

plex w
orld of 

Dutch bureaucracy, to helping you find your 
w

ay around the city and giving you insights 
on questionable Dutch culinary practices, like 
putting apple m

ousse on your potato w
edges. 

The sooner you get a Designated Dutch Friend 
in your life, the better.

     Yes, silverfish are a thing. They m
ight not ex-

ist in your country of origin, but at your brand 
new

 DUW
O housing they are w

ell and thriving. 
Im

portantly, how
ever, they are not cockroaches. 

Don’t let your friend or your m
om

 on the phone 
convince you that they are, and try not to spend 

the follow
ing tw

o w
eeks sunken in a quiet de-

pression thinking that your new
 dorm

 is ridden 
by a disease-carrying, undestroyable m

enace. 
As it turns out, silverfish are com

pletely harm
-

less and fairly easy to get rid of. Phew
. N

ext 
tim

e you encounter strange craw
ling creatures 

at your place, try asking the aforem
entioned 

Designated Dutch Friend for advice. They’ll 
probably know

 w
hat to do about it.

     If you’re not a fan of cam
ping, group sports 

activities and sharing a room
 w

ith eleven other 
people, you m

ight not love Intro W
eekend. In 

fact, you’ll probably hate it. And you’ll com
e 

back w
ith a sore throat, a runny nose and an 

illim
itable hate for grubby public bathroom

s.

     In life you do get an A+ for effort (unlike in 
your Academ

ic W
riting Skills class). Even if you 

can’t effortlessly w
ork out for tw

o hours a day 
and live off of green juices, w

hile sim
ultaneous-

ly aceing all your tests and sm
iling at strangers, 

doing your best is good enough. M
ake yourself 

a healthy m
eal. Try exercising for tw

enty m
in-

utes. Spend an hour w
orking on your assign-

m
ent and then go out to have a laugh w

ith your 
friends. You’re doing great. Keep going. 

     Life is like a w
alk through Flevopark: som

e 
days there’s sunny w

eather. You stroll am
ongst 

crow
ds of happy, sm

iling people and you sit 
by the lake on a perfectly green patch of grass 
w

hile the w
arm

, am
ber sun rays m

elt on your 
skin and fill you w

ith endless joy. Other days 
the w

ind pierces through your skin. Your 
sneakers get covered w

ith m
uddy chunks of 

grass, and your legs freeze w
hen you sit on the 

cold m
etal benches, w

hilst a creepy guy w
ith a 

strong accent and loud hip-hop m
usic blasting 

from
 his M

P3 w
alks past you fifteen tim

es ask-
ing you if you’re okay. Both are fine. Both are 
part of the ebb and flow

. Don’t let the gloom
y 

days m
ake you forget about the sunshine. Just 
keep doing your best and you’ll be fine.
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Sm
all 

Investm
ent

-Big Im
pa

ct
  

-V
ivienne 

W
ong

Dutch new
s m

edia often negatively portray M
oroc-

can youth in the N
etherlands. W

ith num
erous new

s 
reports on crim

e rates of the M
oroccan diaspora, the 

general public often associate people of M
oroccan 

background in the N
etherlands w

ith a pessim
istic 

outlook. The Dutch m
edia also plays a significant role 

in shaping how
 M

oroccan youths view
 them

selves in 
Dutch society. Along w

ith quantitative research on 
their subpar perform

ance w
hen com

pared w
ith the 

native Dutch and other ethnic groups, they are influ-
enced to question their self-w

orth in Dutch society. 
During the W

ho’s in Tow
n Lecture held on N

ovem
ber 

8, M
oham

m
ed Jaouna and his team

 challenge this 
stereotypical view

 of M
oroccan youth and sw

itches 
the conversation about the Dutch M

oroccans to an 
active platform

 for them
 to connect and interact w

ith 
AUC students for better integration into Dutch society. 
They aim

 to change our m
indsets on M

oroccan youths 
and actively reshape the lives of Dutch M

oroccans by 
facilitating discussion for opportunities of collabora-
tion betw

een AUC students and Dutch-M
oroccans. 

A strong believer of inform
al education, M

oham
m

ed 
hopes to m

ake a difference in the lives of young 
M

oroccans by giving them
 access to field trips, gap 

year program
m

es abroad and business netw
orks. 

M
oham

m
ed along w

ith fellow
 peer coach Saber El 

M
ajdoubi, youth coach Biba de Jongh, junior en-

trepreneur Abdellah Achaaoui and 3rd year AUC 
student Dom

iziana Turcatti, reached out to the AUC 
com

m
unity to share the Changem

akerz’ initiative to 
provide better opportunities for M

oroccan youth in 
the N

etherlands. AUC students and M
oroccan youth 

had a chance to interact and netw
ork w

ith one an-
other on shared interests. 

“Sm
all investm

ent, big im
pact,” sum

m
arizes M

o-
ham

m
ed Jaouna’s confidence in his initiative 

Changem
akerz. H

e strongly believes in the pow
er 

of netw
orking and hopes that the AUC com

m
unity 

could play a role in shaping the lives of M
oroccan 

youth through m
eans of collaboration. H

e is desper-
ately in need of funding for his project to becom

e a 
reality. 

M
eet 36-year-old M

oham
m

ed Jaouna, founder of 
Changem

akerz – a personal coach and m
entor to 

m
any M

oroccan youth in the N
etherlands. Born and 

raised in Am
sterdam

, he is fam
iliar w

ith the Dutch 
education system

 and has been frustrated w
ith the 

scarce opportunities for young M
oroccans in the 

city. 4 years ago, he decided to transform
 his frus-

tration to inspiration and started his ow
n com

pany 
Changem

akerz to create an environm
ent for M

oroc-
can youngsters to realize their potential. 

utterly different experience for 
Gill. In his opinion, being a profes-
sor has three aspects – teaching, 
scholarship/academ

ic w
ork, and 

the service.

“I am
 a tutor as w

ell and it takes up 
an enorm

ous am
ount of tim

e. But 
I w

as not put on this planet for m
e. 

I w
as put on this planet for you. 

That’s w
hy all of this is a really im

-
portant part of w

hat I do. Im
agine, 

I get paid to help your dream
s 

com
e true – that’s a blessing. I am

 
a lucky m

an,” he says. “To even 
think that he thinks about his stu-
dents w

ith so m
uch love and care, 

gives m
e goosebum

ps,” says Lily 
Sannikova, a second-year Social 
Science student in Gill’s counter-
culture class.

 Inspiringly, even Jonathan had 
his ow

n Jonathan. One of the first 
teachers that inspired him

 w
as his 

second-grade teacher w
ho he’s still 

in contact w
ith.

“H
er class w

as full of plants and 
she w

ould play m
usic in the class-

room
. She had little jars of different 

airs from
 all around the w

orld and 
she did this am

azing thing – she 
treated us like people,” he says.

As of today, he is happily m
arried 

to his w
ife Evelyn, w

hom
 he’s 

been together w
ith for 26 years. 

As described by Gill, this is how
 

his perfect day goes: H
e w

akes up 
really early every single day, so that 
he has hours before anyone else 
w

akes up. Every Friday, at 10:15 in 
the m

orning, he does yoga w
ith his 

w
ife. After yoga, they drink tea and 

they talk. They fulfill their daily 
plans and then go to the synagogue 
in the evening.

“I am
 involved at Am

sterdam
’s only 

progressive egalitarian gay-friendly 
synagogue,” he says. As his eyes 
shined w

hile talking about his 
and Evelyn’s life, he answ

ered a 
question: “W

hat color is love?” he 
repeated, “Love is green, because 
it grow

s, and it has to keep 
grow

ing...” 

w
ork again. Gill w

as in Israel w
hen 

he realized he should go to gradu-
ate school and becom

e a professor. 
H

e now
 has a M

aster’s of Arts in 
English and Philosophy and a Ph.D. 
all from

 Colum
bia University.

“I love to read and w
rite. I love talk-

ing about literature. So I thought, 
w

hy don’t I do that for the rest of 
m

y life? I don’t consider w
hat I do 

... w
ork. I love it.”

Even though he vow
ed he’d never 

w
ork again, Gill has w

orked as a 
security guard, as a cleaner, and as 
a m

ovie extra.

“It is im
portant to rem

em
ber that I 

have done all kinds of w
ork to get 

m
oney and of course, get w

here I 
am

,” he says.

A big part of becom
ing w

ho he is 
w

as journalism
. For Gill, w

orking 
as a journalist w

as a notew
orthy 

training in w
riting.

“Som
etim

es one has a problem
 

w
ith getting started, w

hen you’re a 
journalist w

riting for a daily new
s-

paper, for exam
ple, you can’t have 

trouble getting started because 
you have to be finished in an hour. 
W

orking as a journalist w
as really 

good for just not w
orrying about 

w
hat’s going on the page, you just 

had to get started because you 
knew

 you could alw
ays fix it later,” 

he says. Learning about this helped 
him

 in other areas of life, such as 
the beginning of his journey as a 
professor. Being a professor is an 

Jonathan Gill w
as born in Balti-

m
ore, M

aryland, in the year of 
1964, w

hen The Civil Rights Act of 
1964 w

as signed into law
. Gill w

as 
the first w

hite baby to be born in 
a new

ly established m
ixed-race 

delivery room
. 

From
 an early age, Gill m

oved 
around the country a lot, w

hich, 
along w

ith his Jew
ish background, 

added up to his m
ulti-cultural ex-

periences. H
is Jew

ish identity still 
plays an im

portant part in his life.

“As a Jew
, it’s still alw

ays different, 
because there’s alw

ays this one 
special place for us, even if you 
don’t live there, it’s still this one 
place that som

ehow
 our hearts are 

attached to,” he says. H
e grew

 up in 
Baltim

ore, then m
oved to San Anto-

nio, and then to N
ew

-York. H
is first 

year of college w
as at University of 

Pennsylvania in Philadelphia. After 
a year, he transferred to Colum

bia 
University in the City of N

ew
 York. 

H
e obtained a Bachelor of Arts in 

English and com
parative litera-

ture. After graduating and w
orking 

as a journalist for five years, Gill 
stum

bled upon a realization that 
changed his life. 

W
hile w

orking as a journalist be-
tw

een college and graduate school, 
he realized that w

ork is for fools.

“W
e have one chance in this life 

and you’re going to spend it w
ork-

ing? C’m
on!” he says. H

e quit his 
job, traveled all around the w

orld 
for tw

o years, m
et his w

ife, and 
realized he w

as never going to

Profile:
Professor 
G

ill
-A

na 
Tavad

ze



On Septem
ber 22nd, 2016, a petition w

as created on 
Change.org that accuses the University of Am

ster-
dam

 (UvA) of “psychological/verbal abuse of and 
discrim

ination against a rape survivor.” The petition, 
w

hich has already garnered 1838 signatures and 
counting, states that “it is not accusing the University 
of Am

sterdam
 of rape or sexual abuse.” The creators 

of the petition (also know
n as Em

ily’s supporters) 
decided to stay anonym

ous because of the topic’s 
controversy. 

In Septem
ber 2010, Em

ily (pseudonym
) cam

e to the 
UvA for a M

aster’s degree. One year later, she had to 
give up her studies and leave the country due to rape 
traum

a. After spending three years back hom
e w

ith 
her fam

ily, she w
ent back to the UvA to com

plete her 
studies and decided not to share her past w

ith her 
classm

ates, “I w
anted to start from

 a new
 chapter” 

said Em
ily.

that her exclusion w
as caused by budgetary con-

straints. Em
ily felt like her privacy w

as exploited as a 
pretext for budgetary issues and she “requested that 
the university rectifies the issues and ensure her that 
it [disclosing her confidential inform

ation or using it 
for arbitrary and unilateral decisions] w

ould never 
happen again.” According to Em

ily, during the hear-
ing ensuing her request, it w

as falsely stated that 
her professors and classm

ates had been concerned 
about her m

ental w
ell-being. At the hearing, she 

didn’t know
 it w

as a false statem
ent and only after 

talking to her classm
ates, she found out that they 

w
ere never inform

ed about their ‘testim
ony.’ 

The petition states that UvA canceled all of her 
earned academ

ic credits on the cause of m
aking no 

academ
ic progress in the past year. “Over the past 

years the university has tried to help her extensively 
in finishing her studies", Lange said, "but she did not 
m

ake use of those possibilities.” According to Em
ily’s 

supporters, “the university is stalling the case and 
w

aiting until Em
ily and all the problem

s are gone.” 
H

ow
ever, according to Lange “at the last hearing of 

the board of exam
inations, again she w

as given a 
possibility to finish her field w

ork and to finish her 
studies.” As Lange said: “The only thing she had to 
do w

as to deliver the plan of studies for that, but 
she didn’t do it.” H

ow
ever, according to Em

ily, BoAE 
found her com

plaint inadm
issible because the

According to the petition, “the director of her pro-
gram

 (the only person w
ho knew

 her from
 the 

previous tim
e six years ago), approached her in class 

and m
ade im

pudent and condescending com
m

ents 
about Em

ily’s private m
atters and health in front of 

her classm
ates.” This w

as follow
ed by her exclusion 

from
 a project of her choice for w

ellbeing concerns 
in October 2014.  “Em

ily w
as told that because of her 

health, she w
asn’t allow

ed to participate in a project 
of her choice, but she w

as allow
ed to participate in 

any other projects that w
ere not full,” stated Em

ily’s 
supporters. H

ow
ever, later on, she w

as inform
ed

According to the petition, in July 2015, Em
ily got a 

letter that inform
ed her that she had been banned 

from
 conducting any fieldw

ork project "out of a 
concern for her w

ell-being.” According to Em
ily, 

w
hen she w

ent to the dean, she found out that the 
director of her program

 w
rote the letter on behalf 

of the dean. Em
ily’s health status is confidential and 

according to Em
ily, it w

as illegal for the professor to 
access the inform

ation. As Em
ily’s supporters said: 

“either the professor som
ehow

 illegally used Em
ily’s 

health record, or it w
as entirely his/her im

agination 
of Em

ily’s health.” W
hen Em

ily “told the dean to 
accuse the professor of forgery, the dean refused and 
decided to take the false blam

e,” said Em
ily. W

hen 
Em

ily subm
itted an appeal against this decision, the 

Dean apologized for m
isunderstandings but denied 

any unfair acts, w
hich m

eant that Em
ily w

ouldn’t be 
able to participate in the fieldw

ork. As UvA’s spokes-
person, Yasha Lange said: “Em

ily first filed a com
-

plaint w
ith the independent com

plaints com
m

ission, 
w

hich w
as considered unfounded. She subsequently 

appealed w
ith the independent Board of Appeals for 

Exam
inations (BoAE) and these appeals w

ere con-
sidered unfounded and inadm

issible.”

Petition 
A

gainst UvA
  

-Tekla 
Tevd

orashvili

decision of her exclusion w
as ‘fake’ to begin w

ith. 
Em

ily added, “I w
as excluded and that w

as the rea-
son w

hy I lost m
y credits.” So, Em

ily had to subm
it 

a study plan, because she dedicated less tim
e and 

effort to her studies. H
ow

ever, as regrettable that she 
choose not to m

ake use of the possibility to finish her 
studies”. Em

ily explained it w
as caused by the long 

process of her com
plaints exam

ination and providing 
a study plan w

ithout solving the issue didn’t m
ake 

sense to her. As Lange states, “the University consid-
ers it On June 2nd, six m

onths after Em
ily subm

itted 
the case, she had a hearing. H

ow
ever, the dean w

hom
 

Em
ily w

as accusing, left the university on M
arch 1st, 

2017. Thus, another person provided testim
onies, 

w
hich as Em

ily’s supporters said “did not m
atch 

Em
ily’s clear recollections of the events”. The Board 

of Appeals considered Em
ily’s case unfounded and 

as a result, Em
ily’s student visa w

ill be term
inated by 

the end of N
ovem

ber. M
eanw

hile, according to Em
i-

ly’s supporters, the UvA hired a private law
 firm

 and 
threatened Change.org into editing and altering the 
petition. H

ow
ever, Lange explained that Change.org 

w
as contacted to edit the petition because “it start-

ed to hurt som
e of the em

ployees of the university.” 
According to Lange, the m

em
bers of UvA staff w

ere 
individually approached by different individuals and 
w

ere asked questions about how
 w

as it possible that 
they [the staff] had som

ething to do w
ith the trau-

m
atic experience of a student. “That for us w

as really 
crossing the line” added Lange. Altough, the petition 
states that “It is not accusing the University of Am

-
sterdam

 of rape or sexual abuse,” according to Lange, 
“people reading the petition had the im

pression 
that traum

atic experience had som
ething to do w

ith 
UvA and the university w

as trying to cover that up.” 
According to petitioners “The university m

ade defa-
m

ation threats against Em
ily on February 20th, 2017 

saying Em
ily w

as m
aking a false rape accusation.” A 

w
eek later, a line w

as added to the petition, stating it 
“is not accusing the University of Am

sterdam
 of rape 

or sexual abuse.” H
ow

ever, petitioners added “the 
university continued claim

ing our petition is a false 
rape accusation and tam

pered w
ith our petition.” 

Signatories believe that the content of the petition 
has been m

anipulated w
ithout their consent. For this 

reason, a new
 petition w

as created on 29th of April, 
2017 in opposition to the University of Am

sterdam
's 

petition tam
pering called “University of Am

sterdam
: 

STOP PETITION
 TAM

PERIN
G AN

D SILEN
CIN

G EM
ILY 

#JusticeforEm
ily”. The petition w

as created by an 
account called “Pissed Off UvA Students", w

ho have 
been “outraged by the fact that [a] fellow

 student has 
been treated in such a horrible w

ay.” 



Disclaim
er: events m

entioned in the article took place 
over the course of three years.

Until October 18th, 2017, vast m
ajority of Am

sterdam
 

University College student didn’t know
 how

 m
any 

people have been affected by the sam
e m

an over the 
course of several years. Sophie Valcour w

as the one 
w

ho started a discussion around the topic w
hen she 

uploaded a photo of a m
an holding a bike on ‘AUC 

Girls’ group. The post said “DEAR ALL VAGINA-W
IELD-

IN
G H

UM
AN

S: has anyone else had a troubling/trau-
m

atising experience w
ith this m

an before??”. The post 
quickly attracted students’ attention. In the follow

ing 
three days, over 100 current and graduated girls 
w

rote about their troubling encounters w
ith the m

an 
on the picture. M

ost of the students described their 
experience as unpleasant and ‘creepy.’ According to 
Sophie, after he pum

ped her bike w
hen they shook 

hands, the m
an held her hand betw

een his hands and 
didn’t let go until she got angry and pulled it aw

ay. 
“As I w

as leaving I said som
ething like don’t do this to 

w
om

en or learn how
 to leave us alone and he just kind 

of giggled at m
y anger and said “the best part about 

you leaving is I get to w
atch your ass as you go” and 

then stood there w
hile I got on m

y bike” said Sophie. 
Som

e students also stated that he follow
ed them

 hom
e 

w
ith his car.

‘D
ea

r A
ll 

V
a

gina
-W

ield
ing 

H
um

a
ns’, 

Be A
w

a
re

  
-Tekla 

Tevd
ora

shvili

Based on com
m

ents, m
ost com

m
only the m

an 
w

ould ask for his client’s num
ber and assured 

them
 that he needed it to update them

 on the 
bike. But, instead of using it for business purpos-
es, he often harassed AUC students via W

hatsApp 
calls and m

essages. Several students uploaded 
screenshots of his m

essages, and as it turns out, 
he sent a variation of sam

e standard texts to 
every girl. Som

e students refused to give him
 

their num
ber, but he still m

anaged to get it. As 
Tina Christofidi rem

em
bers, other em

ployees 
of the bike shop couldn’t find a bike that w

ould 
suit her, so they told her to go to the storage w

ith 
him

. “It w
as in a basem

ent, so w
e go dow

n, and 
w

hen w
e go in, he locks the door behind us,” 

said Tina. After finding a bike, w
hich w

as over 
her budget, he offered her a discount. “Then he 
asked for m

y num
ber again w

ith som
e stupid 

excuse w
hich I tried to refuse giving him

, but he 
insisted and I think I w

as a bit scared because the 
door w

as locked. So I finally gave it to him
, and I 

rem
em

ber he called im
m

ediately to m
ake sure I 

gave him
 the right one and then he kept on tell-

ing m
e w

e should go out and I kept on saying no” 
she added. According to Tina, only after he got 
a long uncom

fortable hug, he opened the door. 
Tina w

as not the only one he tried taking to the 
back of the shop for a broader choice. “H

e w
as 

already very touchy at first, and I just stepped 
back,” said Eva Kagenaar. W

hen he asked her to 
go to the back of the shop for special price, and 
she refused, he took it as a joke. H

e tried again 
and got a solid no, after w

hich as Eva said, he 
seem

ed personally offended and m
ade an inap-

propriate com
m

ent about her appearance - “he 
told m

e I w
asn’t that beautiful anyw

ay” said Eva.

As the discussion continued, m
ore people started 

telling their stories. As it turns out he also touched 
som

e students inappropriately, as an exchange 
student, w

ho decided to stay anonym
ous, w

rote: 
“he literally squeezed m

y butt and tried to kiss m
e.” 

Unfortunately, this w
as not the only tim

e he tried 
forcefully kissing a fem

ale custom
er. As one of the 

students stated in the com
m

ents, he took another 
exchange student to the basem

ent to find a suitable 
bike, but instead, he grabbed her by the w

rists and 
offered a good deal in exchange for a kiss. “H

e w
as 

very insistent and w
as holding on to her before she 

said she w
ould shout if he didn't let go,” stated the 

com
m

ent.

Several students also w
rote that he com

plim
ented 

them
 and gave them

 a discount. As AUC alum
ina 

Anastasia Yakunina w
rote “he gave a discount cause 

he said I w
as “sexy and beautiful girl” and w

anted 
m

e to hug him
 as a thank you.” Som

etim
es he w

ould 
offer a discounted or free services, in exchange for 
a date or a kiss. “H

e offered a bike for a discounted 
price but then stroked m

y face and kissed m
e on the 

cheek very close to the m
outh,” w

rote Ellen Ackroyd. 
H

e also took em
otional advantage of girls w

ho w
ere 

in a vulnerable state as Dian N
athan-m

arsh. After a 
stressful day, Dian w

as a little teary w
hen she w

ent 
to the bike shop and as she said “in that state he pes-
tered m

e for m
y num

ber telling m
e how

 lonely he 
w

as in the 19 years he had been here, w
hen I stated 

that w
as m

y age he replied this w
as good enough.”

According to the google review
s of the shop, there 

w
ere several com

plaints of sexual assault against 
this guy. One of the users w

rote “This m
an is danger-

ous, he is a know
n sex offender! Girls, please w

atch 
out, this m

an likes to ‘hug’ you and give you kisses, 
even if you tell him

 not to do that!” Several review
s 

also stated that bikes they bought w
ere stolen 

couple of days after purchase and som
e w

rite that 
em

ployees never actually fixed bikes, but instead 
added dam

age to it. The shop is perm
anently closed, 

but unfortunately, the guy in the picture is still em
-

ployed. Several AUC students claim
 that they have 

seen him
 in a different bike shop on the opposite 

side of the coffeeshop Stud.



 
-N

elly 
C

lausen



The D
iner

  
-Elizabeth 
Schippers

‘H
ave you heard about Suzy?’ Paula asks m

e as she 
puts a fresh cup of coffee in front of m

y nose. I look 
up to the round, m

iddle-aged w
aitress as I shake m

y 
head. The w

om
an quickly looks around the diner, 

places her elbow
s on m

y table and leans in to tell m
e 

w
hat I am

 sure w
ill be another very juicy gossip about 

one of the 84 people that live in this tow
n. I m

ust ad-
m

it that I don’t really care for gossip, or about any of 
the 84 people that live here, for that m

atter, but Paula 
gives m

e free refills, so I feel obliged to act like I am
 in-

terested. I m
oved here only tw

o w
eeks ago, m

aking m
e 

the 85th resident of this tiny tow
n - a place so insig-

nificant that people forgot its nam
e long ago, referring 

to it as “the Tow
n” instead- but she already acts like I 

am
 a local, greeting m

e w
henever I enter the diner and 

bringing m
e up to date w

ith the latest gossip. The fact 
that I have no idea w

ho Suzy is doesn’t really m
atter, I 

suppose. 

A few
 m

inutes into Paula’s story, I cannot help but let 
m

y eyes w
ander to the doors of the diner. I had stra-

tegically chosen this spot the first tim
e I w

ent to this 
sm

all, old-fashioned eatery, and have com
e here every 

day since, alw
aysaround the sam

e tim
e, picking the 

sam
e spot w

henever it w
as available.  After a few

 
days, people w

ould save m
y spot for m

e and sm
ile 

know
ingly as I’d sit dow

n. They m
ust think I am

 a 
creature of habit. I couldn’t care less about habits.
I tear m

y eyes off the entrance as I feel a pat on m
y 

shoulder, and sm
ile absently at Paula as she tells m

e 
that she has to take care of the other guests. I take 
a sip of coffee and resum

e m
y staring contest w

ith 
the door. 

M
y heart skips a beat w

hen she w
alks in. It has 

been fifteen years since I last saw
 her, but she is 

as beautiful as the first tim
e I held her in m

y arm
s. 

She is a w
om

an now
, in her m

id-thirties, her hair is 
shorter than it w

as before, but there is no doubtthat 
it is her. She takes a seat at one of the em

pty tables 
near the door, her head turned tow

ards the kitch-
en, allow

ing m
e to look at her profile. She has the 

sam
e, sharp nose that I rem

em
ber so vividly. The 

sam
e, furry eyebrow

s that she used to hate, but has, 
judging by the unkem

ptness of the lines above her 
eyes,apparently –hopefully- learned to love. The 
sam

e beautiful sm
ile that she now

 offers to Paula as 
she takes her order and pours her a cup of coffee. I 
w

atch her as she drops in tw
o sugar cubes. All these 

things have stayed the sam
e.

She lifts the cup to her lipsas she looks around 
the diner. I feel m

y heart racing in m
y chestas her 

gaze com
es closer to m

y table. The cup m
akes an 

abrupt halt halfw
ay through its journey as our eyes 

lock. Slow
ly, she stands up, placing the coffee cup 

back on the table. M
y heart races in m

y chest as she 
w

alks tow
ards m

e and takes a seat on one of the 
chairs opposite m

e. I look at her, unable to speak a 
w

ord, m
y m

outh and throat suddenly dry. I consider 
taking a sip of m

y coffee, but I don’t trust m
y shak-

ing hands to bring the cup to m
y m

outh w
ithout 

spilling hot liquid everyw
here. W

e sit there, in that 
sm

all diner in the Tow
n, in a m

om
ent of silence that 

seem
s to last a second and an eternity. Then, she 

opens her m
outh and speaks. 

‘H
ello, m

om
.’ 

“Old fashioned? Don’t argue w
ith Bob tonight, they lost 

the gam
e and he’s had a few

.” 

I nodded as I sat dow
n at the bar. I glanced over at 

Bob, w
ho w

as sitting at the far end surrounded by 
a few

 em
pty pints, accom

panied by a full one in his 
hand. Pathetic bastard. I w

asn’t m
uch better m

yself, 
but at least I had no w

ife or kids to com
e hom

e to. Pad-
dy placed an old fashioned in front of m

e. I let out a 
sigh as I tossed the slice of lem

on to the side like I did 
every night. Every fucking night. You w

ould think that 
Paddy w

ould know
 by now

. I didn’t know
 if Paddy did 

this to torture m
e, if he derived som

e kind of pleasure 
from

 it, or just because Paddy w
as so fucking stupid. 

Either w
ay, I didn’t care to ask, or m

ention it for that 
m

atter. I sipped m
y drink and glanced over at Bob w

ho 
w

as now
 sham

elessly staring into the cleavage of one 
of the shipw

recks w
ho offered herself to the m

isera-
ble souls here on Thursdays. The final rem

ains of her 
lingering beauty just enough to lure w

orthless sailors 
like Bob into the void of her deep desperate w

aters, to 
love her above the surface for just one night. I ran m

y 
hands over his tem

ples: “Another one.”

Bob had now
 m

anaged to get the shipw
reck to sit 

on his lap and w
as playing w

ith the bow
 that held 

her skirt together. H
is stum

py fingers attacking 
the bow

 greedier and greedier w
ith every try. She 

giggled, exposing one of her m
any chins and w

his-
pered som

ething in Bob’s fleshy ear. I took a big sip. 
H

ow
ever m

uch I w
anted to stop com

ing back to this 
dreadful place, I couldn’t. I had tried though. To sit 
at hom

e w
ith a TV-dinner. The shipw

reck w
as now

 
bashing her voluptuous prow

 into her prey, w
ho did 

not seem
 intim

idated at all, rather, Bob seem
ed to 

encourage her behaviour by vigorously bouncing 
the ship up and dow

n on his lap.

I took another sip. That TV-dinner didn’t seem
 too 

bad right now
. If it w

asn’t for the thoughts that 
w

ould w
ash over m

e. W
ave after w

ave, thoughts 
that ruined m

e, pulled m
e dow

n to lonely ocean 
floors. The thought of his thighs, his hair, the peach 
fuzz on his upper lip, his shoulders, his passionate 
tongue, his paper on Bright Star, the em

otion that 
w

ashed over m
e in m

y study as I graded a paper 
that pulled m

e up from
 ocean floors and spit m

e out 
on the shore. But those w

ere forbidden thoughts, 
destined to be w

ashed aw
ay to the very back of m

y 
m

ind by an old fashioned or tw
o. Bob and his ship-

w
reck w

ere now
 passionately kissing one another 

w
hich m

eant that a lot of flesh and tongue w
as on 

display for the entire bar to see. Bob’s hasty fingers, 
ready to board the ship, tried to find their w

ay in-
side. “Enough is enough, Bobby. Go hom

e to Em
elia.” 

Paddy hit the bar in front of the shipw
reck and her 

conquest w
ith the iron fist that ruled the bar. Bob 

shrugged as he forcefully pushed the ship off of his 
lap. The shipw

reck attem
pted to salvage the dam

-
age that had been done to her fading glory. I shook 
m

y head, sipped m
y drink, m

assaged m
y tem

ples, 
and w

ondered again. I had to stop com
ing here. But 

I w
ouldn’t. For after all, I’d rather w

atch the battles 
at sea every night, than battle the ocean tide on 
m

y ow
n. 

W
reckage

  
-Floortje 

C
arlier



It’s 
nicer
outsid

e

part 1  -M
ya 

Berger

“There’s a tim
e and place for 

everything. M
om

m
y is looking at 

m
e w

ith her eyes. Eyes. Daddy is 
next to her. Sm

iling. They are both 
standing next to a tree, w

aiting for 
their picture to be taken. Rayan 
is jum

ping around, taking photos. 
Am

ir and Tam
ara are in the back-

ground.”

Ring-Ring. 

Eloise w
akes up and gets dressed 

as quickly as possible. She looks 
at her hands. Eyes staring at the 
translucent skin. Blue veins, little 
bloody explosions on the surface of 
her flesh. 

She doesn’t know
 w

hat to do today. 
W

hat to do. W
hat to do. W

hat to 
do. Go out, hear the Tap-tap of the 
drum

s in the parks w
here all her 

loser friends sm
oke w

eed. Tap-Tap. 
Looking over her shoulder at the 
library, hearing the com

puter driz-
zle. Tap-Tap. Glasses of beer shaken 
off tables. Tap-Tap. H

er heels on the 
streets, long dark boots stepping 
on concrete. Tap-Tap. The sound of 
the w

ater com
ing out of the sink. 

Tap-Tap. A little hand knocking on 
the door. H

eadache. Reality check. 

“Is m
om

m
y com

ing back soon?” 
Rayan, her brother, slipping his 
head through the half opened door.

“Good m
orning to you too Rayan, 

did you sleep tight?” Eloise said, 
turning off the sink. Crr-Crr. The 
w

ater stuck in the tap. 

H
e laughs and disappears dow

n 
the corridor. Tap-Tap his bare feet 
knocking on the w

ooden floor.  
Boom

-Boom
, he hits the kitchen 

counter w
ith his hands. Giggles.

“Are you hiding again?” Eloise 
sighs. 

“N
oooooo.” Rayan laughs, com

ing 
out of under the table. 

“W
hat a strange kid, do you know

 
w

here Dad is?”

“Good m
orning to you too Eloise, 

did you sleep tight?” Rayan says, 
becom

ing serious all of a sudden. 

“Stop it”. Their parents both left 
one m

orning. N
o explanation. 

N
o new

s. N
o answ

ers w
ith the-

Click-Clicks nor the Ring-Rings of 
the phone. She is over eighteen. 
And for now

, she can take care of 
her little brother, as long as noth-
ing really bad happens to him

. Real 
bad. Clueless. In front of that tiny 
little guy, as savage as they can get. 
She w

ashes her face. Sigh. Dark 
brow

n eyes looking at her. Distant. 

She turns around, ready to cook 
som

egood-old-nice-breakfast  for 
her m

onster. Fresh coffee and 
toasted bread. She’ll send him

 off 
to school in tw

enty, and head to the 
shop in thirty. M

om
m

y and Daddy 
have been gone for tw

o m
onths 

now
. And Eloise has been w

orking 
at the bookshop for one. They left 
som

e m
oney and no note. N

o note. 
But they used it  all up already. 
She does the dishes and prepares 
lunch for her brother. Rayan gets 
dressed. They put their shoes on at 
the entrance. Rayan laughs because 
Eloise lost her balance and fell to 
the ground. Boom

.

Tap-Tap-Tap-Tap of the shoes on 
the sidew

alk. She kisses him
 on the 

forehead, despite his protests.

“Sis’ do I have school tom
orrow

? Cos’ 
I w

as thinking w
e could go to the park 

or the zoo or the sw
im

m
ing pool.” 

Rayan asks, pulling her aw
ay gently. 

“N
o, it’s Friday, you don’t. But I have 

to w
ork, I’ll see w

ith m
y boss if I can 

try to finish early so w
e can do som

e-
thing, okay?” Eloise says, still holding 
on to his head. 

Crack-Crack. The rust on the locks and 
casing of the school’s doors. Crack-
Crack. The little rocks  on the ground 
of the school’s entrance. Crack-Crack. 
H

er brother’s knuckles. Crack-Crack. 
H

e w
alks close to a tree. Crack-Crack. 

H
e rips som

e bark off the tree. H
e 

looks at her, all sm
iles. “Look!”

She leaves him
 right in front of the 

fence, before the other ones com
e. 

Ruffled hair, subject to the w
ind and 

that stupid expression boys have be-
fore they turn 23. This “tall-little-m

an-
nish-boy of only 8 years old”,w

hen she 
talks about him

 to her friends. Tap-
Tap on the streets. Keys in the door of 
the bookshop. Enter. Blank.
-End of the day. She left the shop-ow

n-
er to his strange books and fake-vin-
tage pictures. W

alked. Stopped. Got 
tw

o sandw
iches at the nearest restau-

rant, as an apology for the next day, 
as she has to w

ork. W
aiting in front 

of the fence. There is this noise. The 
parents in the background, chatting.  
Bzz-Bzz. And the kids inside, scream

-
ing and laughing. Ahhhh. “M

ake it 
stop”. Ring.
-Rayan in a courtyard, plum

 plum
, 

there is w
ater falling on him

. Satur-
day. H

e steps on the grass and sm
iles 

at the sound, the squeaking of his 
shoes on the m

ud.“Oh m
an, m

om
m

y 
is going to be so pissssed”. H

e doesn’t 
like thinking about it that m

uch. She 
w

ill forgive him
, in a day or tw

o, in a 
year or tw

o. H
is clothes are sticking to 

his pale body, leaving veins of fabric 
on the skin. And his face w

ith brow
n 

eyes, and brow
n hair, and brow

n 
brow

s, and brow
n everything, his I’m

-
a-guilty-boy face is directed tow

ards 
an inexistent sun.  H

e thinks about the 
clouds, and w

here are his sisters? And

his brother? And w
hy is it raining, eh? 

They are not here. And it’s raining, 
plum

 plum
, drops on the ground. “Oh, 

m
an did I get lossssst?” Plum

, Plum
, 

the sound of his beating heart. Plum
 

plum
, rain on the w

indow
s around 

him
. Oh, there are w

indow
s around 

him
. W

ait, he’s at hom
e. The big tall 

gray buildings surrounding him
, that’s 

his hom
e. And m

om
m

y is going to 
open one of them

 and scream
 for him

. 
“Rrrayan w

herrrrre are you?”But she 
doesn’t do that. She’s not hom

e today. 
N

or tom
orrow

. 
-“W

hat w
ould you do if w

e left one 
day?”

Their M
om

, one m
orning, tw

o sum
-

m
ers ago. M

om
, w

ith her full blow
n 

happy-fifty-year-old-m
other face. She 

said it as a joke, tired of Eloise’s at-
tem

pt to put sunscreen on her broth-
er’s back. M

om
  thinks they don’t need 

her.

M
om

, at sixteen, sm
iling at the cam

-
era, fram

ed in the kitchen. 
M

om
 had long blond curly hair and 

pale green eyes. She had those rosy 
cheeks you get from

 too m
uch laugh-

ing. They used to call her Tara. W
hat 

a strange nam
e for M

om
: Tara. M

om
, 

at tw
enty, photos of her in the old 

album
. Bum

-Bum
 laughs Rayan.She 

is sitting on a chair, looking up at the 
sun-bathed plants placed around her. 
Dad is behind, checking on one of the 
cacti. H

e w
as m

aybe tw
enty five on 

this picture, nobody know
s how

 old 
he really is. Dad had brow

n hair and 
brow

n eyes and the sam
e I’m

-a-guilty-
boyface as Rayan. Dad’s real nam

e is 
N

athan. H
e doesn’t have the face of a 

N
athan. N

obody calls him
 by his nam

e 
anym

ore,anyw
ays, except from

 M
om

. 
H

e couldn’t stop m
oving, never.

Dad fidgeting in the kitchen, Dad 
fidgeting in the car. The Tap-Tap of 
his finger on the different surfaces. 
The Boom

-Boom
 of his feet w

hen he 
w

ould suddenly get up at a dinner 
to jum

p around. And the Clack-Clack 
of the boxes from

 the frequent m
ov-

ing-out-to-a-better-house plans. And 
M

om
, w

ith her quiet face and violent 
w

ords. M
om

 w
ho never really m

inded 

m
oving. M

om
, still, sm

iling at the 
plants, is pregnant w

ith her first 
son, Am

ir.  

Am
ir lives in a little tow

n in France. 
Am

ir is happily m
arried to his 

baker-of-a-w
ife, and they have tw

o 
children and a dog, Rex. Am

ir, the 
accountant. Am

ir, w
ho hasn’t seen 

Eloise nor Rayan since he stopped 
talking to M

om
m

y and Daddy five 
Christm

ases ago. “The-hell-w
ith-

you”. Am
ir, w

ho doesn’t send a let-
ter or call or anything because he 
m

ight just be too busy being happy. 
And Am

ir, w
ho doesn’t know

 that 
the parents are gone, that he w

on’t 
have to w

orry anym
ore.  But he 

talks to their other sister, Tam
a-

ra. The one w
ho left for M

orocco 
a few

 years ago. N
obody really 

rem
em

bers w
here she lives exactly. 

Som
ew

here in the m
ountains, do-

ing som
e research on Berber tribes. 

Or the Am
azigh ones. Does it m

ake 
any difference? She sends post-
cards, once in a w

hile. W
ith lots of 

kisses and love, but no invitation.

Rayan w
akes up. It’s Sunday, he is 

pretty sure of it. Tim
e for the big 

big big breakfast. And then they 
m

ight go to the zoo. Or the sw
im

-
m

ing pool. Or the park. Or any-
thing. M

ight be fun. Right? Friday 
he fought w

ith one of his friends 
and he has a large bruise on his 
thigh. The teacher w

asn’t happy. 
She called at hom

e. And then w
as 

very very not happy. Because no-
body answ

ered. M
om

m
y has been 

on a trip for the past m
onth, and 

Dad too, and Eloise is at w
ork, “So 

there is nothing you can do now
, 

sorry, try again in a w
eek or tw

o.” 
Eloise is not happy either. She saw

 
the bruise w

hen he w
as running 

from
 his room

 to the bathroom
. 

And she doesn’t think it’s very nice. 
But today is Sunday, so everything 
is fine. Rayan w

ashes his hands and 
face at the sink and w

alks to his 
sister’s bedroom

. 

“Is M
om

m
y com

ing back soon?”

“Good m
orning to you too Rayan, 

did you sleep tight?”

Rayan runs out, laughing. H
e hides 

behind the kitchen table, w
aiting 

to Booh his sister. Booh. She jum
ps 

up, goes to the coffee m
achine. 

Routine.

“Are you hiding again?”
“N

oooooo.” 

“W
hat a strange kid, do you know

 
w

here Dad is?”

“Good m
orning to you too Eloise, 

did you sleep tight?”

Eloise sighs. She prepares the big 
big bigbreakfast in silence. Fresh 
coffee and toasted bread, w

ith 
orange juice and straw

berries. And 
there is even N

utella on the table. 
And Rayan’s face is soon going to 
be painted w

ith it. And she’ll have 
to clean him

 up. Rayan doesn’t care. 
H

e could be living w
ith chocolate 

stains on his cheeks and the top 
of his nose for the rest of his life. 
Once, he even got som

e on his 
forehead and w

anted to keep it. 
Achievem

ent.

They eat, laughing about that one 
tim

e at brunch w
hen “Tam

ara 
decided to go vegan and M

om
 

and Dad got sooooooo pissssssed 
they m

ade only m
eat-based food .” 

Eloise looks out the w
indow

, Rayan 
behind her. And they think they can 
see M

om
’s and Dad’s car, but it’s 

one of their neighbor’s. And sum
-

m
er is com

ing soon, and Rayan w
ill 

have to sign up for m
iddle school. 

And Eloise doesn’t know
 how

 to do 
that.

Scratch-Scratch. Rayan’s N
utel-

la-stained hands on her back.

“Can you m
ake m

e som
e hot 

chocolate, please? I’m
 still hungry, 

m
y-dear-sister.”

 
 

 
 

 
        

 
             to be continued...

 



Once again, w
e can see our fellow

 
AUC students shining on stage.
This Decem

ber, the three direc-
tors, Rebecca Scarratt, Afke van 
Egm

ond and N
eele Dijkstraw

ill 
show

 us their original m
usical, 

Under Pressure. Scriptus w
as 

lucky enough to get an exclusive 
insight behind the scenes of Un-
der Pressure, talking w

ith Rebec-
ca and Afke.  

that took place in M
arch w

hich 
w

as really fun, I learned a lot. 

It m
ust be quite different going 

from
 actor to director? 

A: Yes, definitely. I have acted in 
things before, but I realised that 
that w

asn’t really m
y thing. I have 

the creative view
 of how

 I w
ant 

things to look, but I’m
 not really 

good at actually doing it m
yself,so 

it’s fun to be on the other side!

You are w
riting this m

usical 
yourself, how

 has that been?
R: Yeah, it’s been a challenge, 
w

e’re still finalising act tw
o, so 

it’s taking a w
hile, but w

e’re really 
happy w

ith the story! 

D
o the actors w

rite as w
ell or is 

it m
ostly from

 you?
R: N

o, it’s m
ostly from

 us. Obvi-
ously, they do have input, like in 
how

 they feel their characters 
should act, and how

 they see 
them

. W
e w

rite the w
ords, but 

they decide how
 to show

 them
. 

W
hat has been the biggest chal-

lenge in directing?
R: Ehm

, I think w
riting the script, 

as it is still not finished haha! 
That’s the m

ost difficult thing 
to do. Directing w

ise it has been 
good actually. I m

ean, you alw
ays 

notice sm
all things that you 

w
ould do better next tim

e, but in 
general it has been going really 
w

ell.
A: And it’s nice to have the actors 
interact w

ith you, and see them
 

com
e up w

ith cool ideas them
-

selves too.
R: W

e also have an am
azing group 

of people! They are all really 
energetic. Som

etim
es a bit too 

m
uch haha!But they just bring the 

w
hole piece alive.

H
ow

 m
any people are playing 

in U
nder Pressure?

R: Around 15 actors. W
e also have 

a live band and w
e’re hopefully 

going to enrol 6 other dancers as 
w

ell, partly via SlayUC. W
e have 

five m
ain roles, som

e teachers 
and som

e students and then 

Thank you for m
eeting w

ith 
m

e! To start off, could you 
giveus a quick sneak-peek into 
the m

usical?
Afke: It’s about a perform

ing 
arts school. There areall of these 
students w

ho are either dancers, 
singers or actors w

ho are going to 
get in. H

ow
ever, they slow

ly start 
realising how

 m
uch pressure is 

actually on them
 in this school 

and it leads up to a big clim
ax. In 

the end they have to learn how
 to 

deal w
ith the pressure.

Sounds kind of like AU
C as 

w
ell…

Rebecca: Yeah, it is som
ething 

that everyone can relate to, so 
w

e hope people can actually take 
things from

 it.

H
ow

 are you liking directing so 
far? Is it going w

ell?
A: Yes, it’s really fun! I’ve done 
other theatre things, but I’ve nev-
er been a director m

yself,so it’s a 
learning process for m

e. But it’s 
been great!

I can im
agine!Is this the first 

production you have w
orked 

on?
R: W

e w
ere in the first play as 

actors last year, so that’s how
 w

e 
got to know

 OnStage and how
 

things w
orked. I w

as also the as-
sistant-director for the m

usical

w
e have an ensem

ble group of 
students, w

ho don’t have as m
any 

lines but w
ho are in lots of scenes 

as a group. 

Is it m
ostly second or third 

years?
R: M

ostly first years actually. I 
think first years are like, new

 
school, let’s try everything! W

hen
you get into the higher years you 
becom

ebusier and som
ething like 

this is quite tim
e consum

ing. Also, 
being in a play gives you a good 
group of friends, because obvious-
ly, you spend a lot of tim

e together 
during the rehearsals. So as first 
years it’s also a good w

ay to m
eet 

new
 people. 

W
hat kind of m

usic w
ill you 

have?
R: W

e are going to have songs like 
Another Brick in the W

all by Pink 
Floyd, Under Pressure by Queen, 
Fam

e…
 

Sounds good!  It’s nice that you 
are using a live band, I’m

 alw
ays 

a big supporter of that
R: Yeah, there are so m

any talented 
m

usicians at AUC,that w
e should 

use the people w
e have.

You did auditions for this m
usi-

cal, w
hat did you look for w

hile 
doing these?
R: In this case, because it’s a m

usi-
cal, it’s good if they have a feel for 
m

usic and can sing, and obviously 
that they can act, because that’s 
kind of the point haha
A: W

e already had a bit of an im
age 

for each role, so som
etim

es som
e-

one w
ould com

e in and w
e w

ould 
im

m
ediately know

 w
hether

or not they w
ould fit the part. 

R: That m
ade things easier!

 D
o you alw

ays perform
 at AU

C 
or do you use other locations?
R: It changes, depending on the 
production. This year’s second 
production w

ill be in a big thea-
tre, so ours w

ill be in AUC. But it 
m

akes sense, since it takes place 
in a school, so it’s a good fit. 

H
ow

 did this m
usical cam

e to 
be? D

id O
nStage initiate it?

R: Under Pressure is our ow
n pro-

ject, but it is looked over by On-
Stage. They provide the funds and 
check that everything is going ok.

So could I, being just a general 
student, propose an idea as 
w

ell?
A: Yes you can!If you have som

e-
thing, you can pitch your idea to 
OnStage, w

e did this as w
ell. 

R: If you are subscribed to the 
OnStage new

sletter, you findthe 
pitch link at the bottom

of each 
one. You can subm

it an idea at 
any point during the year. W

e 
have a spot in June, so m

aybe 
then, or the next year. W

e have 
Theatre w

orkshops that are going 
to start happening, w

hich w
as 

also an idea from
 a student.

W
hat kind of com

e up are you 
expecting?
R: W

e are expecting at least 65 
on both nights, but w

e have m
ore 

seats available in the audience. 
A:The turn out last year for both 
of the productions w

as pretty 
good, better than expected, so 
hopefully it w

ill be the sam
e 

w
ith us.

W
hat are the prices for the 

tickets? 

R: It’s five euros for AUC students 
and there is special ticketw

ith 
better seats, the Right2Education 
tickets, w

hich are 7,50. So the 
extra 2,50 goes Right2Education. 

That’s a really good initiative! 
Are any other com

m
ittees in-

volved w
ith U

nder Pressure?
R: W

e are also going to collab-
orate w

ith Peer Support, in the 
sense that in the w

eek that w
e 

are going to be doing the perfor-
m

ances, they are also going to be 
doing a Livingroom

 Session about 
how

 to deal w
ith pressure. W

e are 
trying to bring in other com

m
it-

tees, but that is still a question 
m

ark. And SlayUC of course, for 
the dancing! 

Are you looking forw
ard to 

perform
ing?

R + A: Yes, definitely!
A: The idea that w

e are actually 
going to perform

 is both really 
stressful but also really exciting. I 
can’t w

ait!
R: I’m

 sad I can’t be in it haha! 
Just today w

e w
ere rehearsing a 

dance and I so w
anted to be there 

w
ith them

 dancing on that stage. 

Finally, w
hy should people 

com
e and see the m

usical?
R: I think if anyone is w

ondering 
w

hy you should com
e and see it: 

it’s really fun, the actors really 
enjoy doing it, w

e enjoy m
aking it 

happen and I think people w
ould 

really enjoy w
atching it at AUC. It 

w
ill really m

ake the AUC building 
com

e alive! 

O
nSta

ge
M

usical:

Und
er

Pressure-A
nne

O
ort



During the turbulent film
ing of W

ong-Kar W
ai’s third 

feature Ashes of Tim
e, cam

e about his m
ost fam

ous 
film

, ChungKing Express. Quickly shot as a sort of 
breather in regards to his m

ost expensive and later 
doom

ed w
uxia epic film

 , ChungKing progressed as 
an opening or even closing door from

 his gangster 
Scorcese-esque film

s to em
bark on m

ore m
elancholicy 

inclined atm
osphere w

ith features that becam
e synon-

ym
ous w

ith W
ong-Kar W

ai film
s. ChungKing Express 

is a story of tw
o H

ong Kong cops in or out of love, one 
having recently broken up and m

aking use of expired 
pineapple cans as a m

echanical cope, the other cop 
experiencing an inevitable end, thus transform

ing 
any applicable objects in his apartm

ent to cry or cope 
w

hat he refuses to do in harsh and fast paced reality 
of H

ong Kong. The film
 is about rom

antic longings, 
w

hether they are forever stuck or hopelessly rom
antic 

is beyond us, w
hats im

portant is the given chance the 
film

 provides for such characters w
ho have m

ade use 
of objects like in a dream

, w
hich are then condensed 

into m
ultiple m

eanings and associations. 

C
HUN

G
KIN

G
 

EXPRESS
  

-V
inicius 

A
n

 A distorted cram
ped chase ensues through w

hat 
seem

s to be a den of the m
arginalised, a cop is after 

som
ething or som

eone. W
hen one engages w

ith a 
W

ong Kar-W
ai film

 one w
ill expect hopeless rom

an-
tics lurking w

ith uncanny tendencies to rem
em

ber 
or never forget past failed relationships. Im

m
ediately 

arresting attention the distortion of im
ages, and slow

 
shutter speed heighten our necessity to chase or seize 
som

ething far from
 our reach. The follow

ing first 
chapter falls w

hat seem
s to be an hom

age to gangster 
film

s from
 the 50’s, a cop w

hose soul purpose is to 
search is to find expired pineapple cans from

 the date 
of his breakup. Truthfully, he rem

ains enacted w
ith 

an em
ancipated love to rem

ain forever in debt to this 
outdated, exhausted and unconditionally inhum

ane 
love. Let m

e stress, this is no w
ay pessim

istic or a valid 
opinion, one should learn to love forever to this cin-
em

atographic truth. It is not so m
uch that characters 

in W
ong Kar-W

ai film
s are hopelessly rom

antics, they 
w

ish to be a m
em

ory a seed of life that can be taken to 
som

ew
here m

uch  befitting rather than face the harsh 
assault of reality. One m

ust carefully be inclined to 
seize all feelings and perceptions w

hen engaged w
ith 

love, it can endlessly be ingrained onto w
hom

ever 
senses another lonely soul. As this w

ill be the m
ajor 

focus of the last story of Chungking Express, w
e have 

another cop this tim
e dealing w

ith a breakup w
ho 

stubbornly refuses to believe his girlfriend left him
. 

H
e relishes him

self to a snack bar, never escaping fully 
to it yet he locks him

self to a clinging m
em

ory soon to 
fade, unaw

are or blinded by the fact the new
 em

ployee 
has been starstruck by him

. She som
ehow

 gets hold of 
his keys to his apartm

ent, and proceeds to “im
prove” 

his hom
e, w

hich he has taken upon him
self to let his 

toys and tow
els to cry for him

. Endless prolonged ob-
sessions of these rom

antics is not because they have 
lost hope for progress, but faithfully throw

ing them
-

selves to becom
e a distant but efficiently cherished 

m
em

ory. A collection of dream
s free from

 the harsh 
realities, that is the very essence of Chungking Express 
and it’s uncanny cinem

atographic truth.



Ana Chaloska
“Angela” - The Lumineers

Dorian Buijse
“Ready for it”  - Taylor Swift

Josephina Neess
“Was du Liebe Nennt” - Bausar   

Wino Carter
“Grey” - Kölsch

Nelly Clausen
“Mi Gente” - Conor Maynard 

(cover)

Stefanie Saddey
“Soy Peor” - Bad Bunny (remix)

Carolina Maienza
“Banana Pancakes” - Jack 

Johnson

 We 
  Ask You

What song 
do you listen 
on the way 
to AUC?

Domiziana Turcatti
“Ses Etme” - Athena


