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SMUS
THROUGH
THE AGES
By Zephyr Fisher-Franke

The Wilson archives are
a place on campus
rarely visited by
students or staff. Due to
a significant amount of
the artifacts and photos
being moved to a digital
archive for more public
viewing, the building
has been left
unattended. Inside
holds the first school
yearbooks, uniforms,
cadet photos and other
objects that piece
together our extended

school history. From
1910 to 1920, the
archives successfully
outline the school's first
full decade of education
and the achievements of
students and staff.
Queens School was
founded in 1906 by
Captain R.V. Harvey.
Located in Vancouver,
BC, it merged with
University school in
1908. University School
(Continued on page 2)
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was founded in the
same year by Mr.
Bolton, contrary to

ties with the UK.
Over the summer of
1914, World War I

students' belief that
Cap. Harvey was the
original founder.
So what was day to
day life at University
School in the 1910s? At
this time, SMUS was a
boys cadet school,
boarding only. Nearly all
staff were male as well,
save for the school

forced students and
staff to fight under the
British flag and the
history of the school
shifted. Yearbooks
featured lists of
students who passed
during the war. When
summarizing the first
term of 1916, a student
writes, “we are sure we

nurses. Most photos
show boys in cadet
uniform, holding guns
or completing the
obstacle course during a
school event called
Sports Day. A large
portion of the average
school day was devoted
to cadet training, rifle
practice and cricket.
The boarding dorms
were large open rooms,
stacked with several

shall beat the Germans
before the end of the
summer term.” The
student papers
published stories of war
and the funeral of their
Master (headmaster).
The funeral included
songs, speeches from
students and staff and
the repeating of a
message for Harvey that

beds and separated by
age. Chapel had yet to
be built, so boys would
walk into town for
church services on
Sunday mornings. The
school pledged loyalty
to Britain, as Canada
had yet to sever formal

stated: “Live a
gentleman; die game.”
When the decade of
1910 finally came to an
end, the school had
been through more
change than ever
before. World War I had
begun and ended, the
campus had expanded,
and great loss had been
felt by the entire school
community. Students
are encouraged to visit
the Wilson archives
next year, once the
volunteers have
completed sorting the
alumni donations. The
next article of SMUS
Through The Ages will
outline the 1920s
history and the changes
that a new decade
brought to the school.

Source: The Wilson Archives. 1914 post card showing “the life of a boy” at U.S.
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END OF YEAR STUDY TIPS
By Anna Leslie
As Term Six draws to
an end, many classes
are rapidly approaching
finals. I have complied a
list of study tips to
ensure that exam
season is as stress-free
as it can be.
1) Write everything on
a piece of paper.

This is my go-to
strategy for reviewing.
Just write every
vocabulary word,
definition, or concept
down that you can
remember without
checking your notes.
Afterwards, this paper
can be be used to
identify knowledge
gaps and give you a
sense of what material
you need to work on.

2) Create flashcards

Making a set of
flashcards with
everything you need to
remember and flipping
through them can hep
to commit terms to
memory. Using
flashcards, you can
introduce a colour
system of paper to sort
information that you
need to remember. For
example, yellow
flashcards mean unit
three or blue flashcards
mean terminology. The
system that works best
will vary from person to
person.

The environment
we’re in shapes our
emotions, so it is
important to ensure
that the place you’re
studying in is conducive
to learning. Test if you
work best at a desk or
on a sofa and go from
there. Do you work best
in silence or with music
playing? If the latter, is
there a particular
genre? Is there a drink
that you like to have on
hand while studying?
Answering these
questions can help
create an environment
that will work for you.
4) Exercise.

3) Create a workspace
that will actually help
you study.

Even going on a
ten-minute walk can
(Continued on page 4)
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drastically improve
focus and energy. After

Talking through
ideas can help you to

exercising, endorphins
are released in your
brain that will increase
your alertness and
make you more capable

understand them, and
studying with other
people allows you to do
this. If having an indepth conversation

of retaining
information.

about the course
material will help
cement it in your brain,
reach out to classmates,
friends, or even parents
and siblings for help.
Ensure that you find
people who will both
help you engage with
the material and stay
on-topic.

5) Study with friends
and family.

6) Sleep.

You’ve all heard this
one before, but
research proves that
one of the most
effective ways to ace
exams is to ensure that
you’re getting at least
eight hours of sleep the
night before.

Thank you

for reading

and good luck
on finals!
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STUDIO GHIBLI RECOMMENDATIONS
By Nora Yang
My childhood was filled
with dragons being
chased by paper

My Neighbor Totoro
was the first Studio
Ghibli film I ever

Though not as mystical
as other Ghibli films, it
has its own warm

airplanes, fuzzy cat
busses flying through
rice fields, and gliding
over seaside cities on a
broom with a blasting
radio. Remembering of
the colourfulness of the
past, I like to consider
myself still in a kid’s
mind. Hayao Miyazaki
and his team have

watched. This movie is
beautiful in its
simplicity and
innocence while leaving
a sense of nostalgia for
a childhood that once
was. Hayao Miyazaki
created a world of
gentleness and
generosity with the
spirit of the forest that

charm, and is an honest
movie about young
people growing up.

poured endless love into
their animations, which
is immediately evident
from the very beginning
of each film. This article
stitches together my
favourite, most
cherished films from
Studio Ghibli, all of
them sharing a piece of
who I am today.

is Totoro, resulting in a
legacy lasting for years
after the movie’s
release.

Full of mesmerizing
visuals, storytelling, and
world building, Spirited
Away is one of my
favourite Studio Ghibli
films. It has earned
awards from around the
world, and is one of the
more well known of
Studio Ghibli’s films.
The story follows a
young girl as she
navigates saving her
cursed parents. The
storyline and art
emulate the style of
magical realism.

My Neighbor Totoro
(1988)

From Up On Poppy Hill
(2011)

Directed by Hayao
Miyazaki’s son, Gorō
Miyazaki, this film takes
us into a quiet 1963
Japan following the life
of Umi Matsuzaki.

Spirited Away (2001)

(Continued on page 6)
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Kiki’s Delivery Service
(1989)

The brilliance of the
film focuses on the
vulnerability of the main
character and how
people learn and grow
from their mistakes.
Ponyo (2008)

Kiki’s Delivery
Service is a funny and
sweet animation that
highlights the realistic
aspects of growing up.

Ponyo introduced
me to the brightness of
adventure and
embracing the
unknown. The film is
filled with beautiful
animations and fun
music, along with an
interesting and
relatable plot.
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PARADISE
By Avery Vaughan

About two years ago, I
was in Costa Rica —
Corcovados to be exact.
Corcovados has the
most jungle-like, wild
terrain one can still
venture into safely.
Skyscraper trees stand
tall and sturdy, yet
retain a certain delicacy
as they stretch out
across the land and
drink in the rain forest’s
precipitation. Monkeys
of all kinds swing and
howl among the
branches, birds dart
about in flashes of
colour, and all sorts of
bugs and smaller
organisms fill the cracks
between the grander

action. It is truly
paradise.
One night, we dined
at a small restaurant on
the beach — the closest
one we could find,
although it was still a
good distance away
from our bungalow.
We were the only diners
there other than ten or
so business men. During
our dinner, I overheard
a conversation the men

someone spend their
whole life trying to find
it? I imagined jumping
from place to place to
find what doesn’t exist.
Can paradise even exist?
If not, then what was
the point of anything?
This idea has stuck
with me since that night
and after copious
amounts of reading and
researching and
pondering, I have come

were having about
buying and selling
property in Costa Rica.
“Investing down
here is great, because
everyone thinks it’s
paradise, when in
actuality paradise is
only in their mind,” one
of the men said.
To a kid who had
grown up on Disney and
Mother Goose stories
with promises of happy

to a conclusion.
Paradise is an idea
that has been around
for nearly as long as we
have, being prevalent in
religious texts. Paradise
could be The Garden of
Eden or heaven itself,
which would mean that
although there is no
paradise one might visit
while still alive, paradise
is the beginning of each
human cycle during

endings and faraway
lands, this was a truly
horrifying revelation to
have. If paradise didn't
exist then couldn’t

reincarnation.
The concept of
paradise has existed for
(Continued on page 8)
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centuries. It has been
communicated through
writing, music, and art.
One of the oldest, and
most famous paintings
depicting paradise has
been stolen, fought
over, prayed to, and
once, almost burned to
a crisp. The Ghent
Altarpiece is the most
stolen piece of artwork
in existence and has
been missing for the
past 90 years. In an
attempt to find the
painting, people have
even illegally dug out
the remains of it’s last
known owner for an
attempted séance. The
story of the Ghent
Altarpiece illustrates
humanity's long-lasting
fascination with, and
search for, paradise.
Paradise is an
important idea for non-

religious people as well.
An article from Fader
interviewed people

treasure that awaits for
them just for it to fall
short, declaring, “give

around the world,
asking what paradise
meant to them. Many
replied with time spent
with loved ones,
achieving a career or
personal goal, or a
certain place that has a
personal meaning. For
Na-kel Smith, paradise
is something he feels he

me a toothache; give me
a heart attack; give me a
boring day at home; give
me the death that
awaits us all. I’ll find my
paradise there.”
So here are my
thoughts: paradise can
only be seen and
reached through the
eyes of its beholder.

needs to work for, as
“the few times [he’s]
scraped its beautiful,
orange-ish, pink, hazy
surface, it has been on
accident." For many
people, paradise is a
common moment,
brought upon by no
miracle or life-changing
event but by rather by
pure euphoric bliss.
Almost completely
opposite was Scott

There are many types of
paradises, but the
feeling they conjure
remain the same. One
might experience a
moment of paradise
only when they feel no
stress, no fear, and no
negative energy

McClanahan’s response
to the question, to
which he said that
paradise is a “great
scam.” McClanahan
claims that to search for
paradise is a fool’s game
and that people go mad
trying to find the

(Continued on page 9)
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whatsoever. This can be
as simple as talking with
and enjoying time with

hour, listening to A$AP
Rocky’s "Sundress," or
finishing an article the

might not have been
paradise when we lived
them, but time washes

loved ones, especially
those conversations
that start with
“remember when…” and

night before it's due.
Our idea of paradise
is often affected by
nostalgia. We attach

away the bad memories
and eventually all that’s
left is perfection. In
conclusion, paradise

never seem to end. It
can also be achieved
once you’ve finished a
long book, while skating
through abandoned
streets at an ungodly

certain memories or
sentiments to various
places and times in our
lives that we wish to
return to. These
memories and places

does exist, but only in a
state of mind, not a
place. A place might
trigger that state of
mind but paradise only
ever exists in our minds.
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TH EN , N O W , FO R EV ER
Submitted Anonymously

When I was six, I had a
coupon for a free donut at
a shop down the road.
With our mothers, my best
friend and I went to get
our delicious treats. In the
store, I looked at the
mouth-watering donuts
through the plexiglass.
Finger-pointing to the
glazed, sprinkled donut
sitting in the front, I told
the clerk “I want that one.”
in English. My friend, on
the other hand, squeezed
her mother’s hand, hid
behind her, and quietly
asked for her pick. I could
hear her mother
encourage her to speak
out loud, but I was too
busy eating my donut.
The truth is- if my
mother hadn’t let me ask

all by myself since I can
speak English, I’d probably
be hiding behind her as

asked, “What’s my name in
Mandarin?” and “Say
something in Mandarin!” I

well.
Growing up in an
Asian-immigrant family,
my ethnicity has always
been a part of my self
identity. English is not my
native language. My first
spoken language was
Mandarin, followed by
English, and then
Taiwanese (a dialect) that I
picked up later. I would
speak to my parents,
grandparents, aunts,
uncles, all in Mandarin.
The only time I really
spoke English was at
school and to the outside
world. I remember that I
wanted to speak English to
my parents at home, but
my father prohibited me
from using it, as he wanted
me not to forget how to
speak my mother tongue.

felt cool translating
peoples’ names into
Mandarin, but a part of me
hated it. People knew me
by my race, but not who I
was as a person. People
didn’t know that I liked
Barbies and watching The
Backyardigans. There’s
nothing wrong with being
known as Asian, but I felt
as if that’s all people knew
me about.
Outside of school, I
was “translator.” My mom
spoke little to no English
back then, and I had to
translate a lot of things for
her to understand and
craft responses. I would
speak to my mother all the
time in Mandarin, but I
hated it. I hated being a
translator. I hated being
Asian in an American

At school, I was “the
kid who knew how to
speak Mandarin along with
English.” I’d always get

country that I wished my
mother spoke fluent
(Continued on page 11)
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English, free from my
assistance. I was proud to
be Asian on the inside, but
I hated being Asian on the
outside. Columbus, Ohio
was not the friendliest
place to live if you were
not racially American.
Oftentimes I would take
part in racist encounters
that would make me hate
being Asian. All those small
eyes jokes, eating “weird”
food at the lunch tables,
speaking another
language. The only place I
felt comfortable with my
culture was at home.
Where everyone was the
same, where no one could
hurt me, where no one
would judge me for who I
was.
Every few years, I fly
back to Taiwan to visit
family. I eat “weird” foods,
speak to my grandparents

in Taiwanese, and embrace
the Taiwanese culture.
However, in Taiwan, I am
known as “The
granddaughter from
America.” I would tell my
family fun stories that I
had from school or from
people I’ve met at summer
camps, but one thing is in
particular; they would
always be surprised at my
ability to speak Mandarin.
“Wow! How come your
Mandarin is so good?” I felt
proud of receiving
compliments on my
language skills, but
something felt so right felt
so wrong- was it wrong for
me to learn my native
tongue? Giving credits to
my father who forced me
to learn Mandarin as I was
growing up, I was
emotionally shocked by
their remarks. In the

States, speaking Mandarin
at school made me cool,
outside of school it made
me different. In Taiwan,
knowing Mandarin was
shocking to my extended
family. Everywhere I went,
I didn’t understand the
importance of bilingualness. In the States, I wish I
didn’t know Mandarin, but
in Taiwan, I wish I didn’t
know English. As I grew
older, I learned to deal
with the judgement and
ignore what others said
about being bilingual.
Being bilingual to me now
is a proud
accomplishment, and a
skill I’d put on my resume.
At home I speak Mandarin
religiously and at school I
speak English as if I’ve
never learned Mandarin.
As I got on the shuttle
bus to board my flight
from Seattle-Tacoma
Airport, I couldn’t stop
realizing an Asian man
staring at me as I took my
bus seat. I ignored it, but I
smiled at him and looked
away. Shoving my tennis
bag onto the carry-on bin,
(Continued on page 12)
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I take a seat, ready for take
off to Vancouver Airport.
About to win level 586 on
Candy Crush, I felt
someone staring deep into
my soul from the corner of
my eye. It was the Asian
man from the shuttle bus.
He looked at me and
loudly yelled in Mandarin,
“Do you speak Mandarin?”
The Asian man had sat two
seats away from me
diagonally, and he was
traveling as well. I later
found out he was a man
trying to reunite with his
wife in Toronto, yet he
spoke no English or

French. Crossing borders
needed customs forms,
but he couldn’t understand
anything the form had
asked for. Without a doubt
I decided to help him, and
I’d become the translator
again. As we went through
the form, I found
satisfaction within myself
that I knew Mandarin and I
was able to connect with
this man. We finished the
form, and his face was
filled with gratitude. I
never learned his name, I
never found out if he went
through customs, but I
was happy that I had

helped someone get to
where they needed to be.
Now, after being bilingual
for 16 years, I’m proud of it
and especially at an
international boarding
school, I find myself loving
to speak my native tongue
with others who
understand it as well. I no
longer find myself
embarrassed speaking
Mandarin outside my
comfort zones, feeling like
I could shout it from the
rooftops. I spoke then, I
speak now, I will embrace
forever.
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O C TO BER
By Ruby Baty
mountain ranges like a
fractured picture frame.
The first day we crossed

It’s October, which used to
mean icy roads and
shrinking patches of frostcovered grass. October
meant walking up the
basement steps with
winter jackets slipping out
from between your arms.
It was cold toes while
standing at the bus stop,
still avoiding the winter
boots at the back of my
closet. But now it is
October, and I am getting

surfaces of listing these
details in excitement
before moving to Victoria,
elated by the idea of
change, of a place that was
new. Now, walking
through the Victoria
Airport doors a month
later, my mind is filled
with images of familiar
places. Old places.
There was my best
friend’s house, backing
onto the Silvertip Golf

out of a taxi and saying
awkward goodbyes to the
driver, distractedly
noticing how light is
reflecting off of wet
pavement, and flowers are
beaming upwards outside
the airport doors. It is
October, and I am wearing
a long sleeve shirt, my
shoes damp around the
edges from unavoidable
puddles. A memory

Course, her backyard after
the course closed at 8:00.
Surrounding houses stood
empty in the summer,
weekenders only driving
out on ski days in the
colder months. So it was
our place, one of the
highest residential points
in Canmore, Alberta.
Where the sun set and you
could see the whole sky,
traced by staggering

the smooth wooden fence
to the manicured greens
was in 7th grade. Four
years later and we had
grown up past the point of
recognition, but that place
stayed the same. It
encaptured vivid
fragments of my
childhood, the stories of
growth and age, evolving
versions of myself. Time
had passed there when I
was the least aware of it,
witnessing years and
experiences and
conversations that are
gone now, some even from
memory.
Then, the path that
wove behind my house,
stretching along the Bow
River where mountains
built abrupt walls against
the sky. It was the type of
place that I admittedly
tried to avoid — any walks
(Continued on page 14)
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along it meant failure in
convincing my parents for

sat gazing across the
valley. It was the backdrop

sitting with my best friend
on the slanted asphalt

a ride. But it was different
in the summer. Different
on the afternoons when
you could swim against
swift currents in the river,

of pitch-black walks on
Friday nights after slipping
out through my garage
door, when the mountains
were hazy silhouettes and

tiles. Entire books were
consumed there, lying on
my back on summer
mornings when it seemed
like the whole world

or nights when the sun
dipped behind orangestained peaks. It was
something I didn’t admit at
the time, but walks along
the river path meant
understanding the wide
eyes and extended camera
lenses of tourists. It meant
genuine gratitude and a
break from the
desensitized lens of the
town I’d grown up in. It
was in the woods behind
the river that we, and
generations of teenagers
before us, threw parties,
and on benches along the
path that familiar adults

the sky was a field of
dandelion-like stars.
My roof was the only
place in my house that I
considered purely mine.
The best kept secret from
my two younger siblings,
even when I moved to the
downstairs bedroom and
could only get there
through my sister’s
bedroom window. That
was a special place, where
you could see the whole
neighbourhood, and no
one could see you. It was
where I had first made up
my mind to go to boarding
school, on a May afternoon

existed below me. An
escape from my parents
when I, or they, was most
annoyed. That roof meant
the taste of independence,
figuring out at a young age
how to remove the mesh
screens, how to fit through
the small window frame.
That same independence
which grew into an
enabling trait, to leave that
house, that town, those
places.
Now, I am boarding a
plane and going back. To
that life, to the last place
that I existed as that
person. The one who
slowly grew up on an
empty golf course, and
found meaning in a
winding river path, and
layed for hours on a
slanted grey roof. The trip
goes by quickly, time
seeming to condense
within the empty plane as
(Continued on page 15)
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the air pressure outside
decreases.

this scene hundreds of
times, and still this one is

are the places in my life
that have been most

Walking through the
Calgary airport is like
visiting a hundred
moments at once, the tile
floors and surrounding

different. We enter the
town boundaries, and on
my left I can see a break in
the trees that I know
belongs to the river, and to

familiar up to this point,
their physical existence
insignificant to their
volume of memories, the
time they have seen pass.

vendors never changing. I
could be 8 years old flying
to visit family in Manitoba,
13 and leaving for Europe,
10 just getting back from
Montreal. But I am 16,
coming home from
boarding school. The next
two hours I don’t think,
just watch and take in the
facts: seeing my family
again, loading my suitcase
into the car, driving the
familiar route out of the
city, staring forward along
the highway in the
direction of Canmore. The
last 20 minutes of this
drive have always been my
favourite. Coming home
has never been pulling into
my driveway or stepping
through the door of my
house, but transitioning
from the pin-straight
highway to the winding
mountain roads. Lakes and
ponds replace farmland.
Familiar peaks in every
direction. I have witnessed

the path that traces its
banks. Turning off the
highway are lines of
houses standing proudly at
the base of the mountains,
where I can imagine my
best friend’s house hidden
between the rows, and the
golf course behind it. Then
we’re pulling into my
house and the grey roof
looks exactly the same,
slanting diagonally with
unemotional angles. These

All these places hold
pieces of me, versions and
phases that existed but
ultimately evolved, so that
they only persist in
memory. Memories
wrapped up in the places
that are most familiar, so
that in some limited way
we get to experience the
past again. To capture
time and existence in an
undying way.
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When given the impossible task of

This book follows 17 year old Jo
Kuan as she authors an
anonymous advice column in
her local newspaper amidst the

creating dresses from the laughter
of the sun, the tears of the moon,
and the blood of the stars, Maia
has to confront how much she is
willing to give for her dream of
becoming the King's Tailor.

suffragette movement of the
1890s.

Kallia is a powerful magician
who’s lived as long as she can
remember in a remote club. When
she enters a competition to prove
herself as a magician, she finds
herself locked in a deadly game.

Claire is a parachute, a teenager
dropped in a private home to study
in the US while their parents
remain in Asia. Dani is a debate
team star attempting to earn her
way to Yale. When Dani’s mom
rents out a room to Claire, the
girls avoid each other until life
forces them together.

In this gender-swapped retelling of
the Count of Monte Cristo, Amaya’s
quest for revenge against the man
who ruined her family uncovers
secrets and earns her powerful
enemies. Meanwhile, a deadly
plague spreads through the city.

Internment is about Layla Amid,
who is interned by her government
in a near-future dystopia for her
religion. This book chronicles her
resistance to the camp director
and her struggle for freedom.

This book follows Darius Kellner’s
first trip to Iran to visit his mom’s
family. A coming-of-age story,
Darius is dealing with clinical
depression while struggling to find
his place amongst his relatives.

Kasey’s sister vanished from their
eco-city three months ago, taking a
boat into the climate-change
ravaged world and vanishing
without a trace. Cee has been alone
on an island for three years with

When Darius meets his neighbour
Sohrab, everything changes for

no memories of her previous life
expect that her sister is somewhere

him.

out there.

T H E GH O S T S N O BO D Y T A L K S A BOUT
By Zephyr Fisher Franke and Jasmine Hobbs
would lurk in the hallways,
preventing boys from
sneaking off campus.
There are even plaques on
the Science building that
can give further
information on the ghost,

The title of this article is
taken from one written in
the Victoria paper in 1970.
The article claims that
rumours of ghosts in St.
Michaels University School
have circulated around
cocktail parties in Victoria.
What the article fails to
mention is that there is
more than one ghost on
SMUS campus.
The first ghost of the
SMUS campus (and the
one mentioned in the
article) is known as the
ghost of Captain Harvey.
Naturally, as he was the
Warden (Headmaster) of
the school until 1914, his
ghost haunts Reynolds

house. In the 70’s, an
exorcism to get rid of his
ghost failed. He is said to
have been spotted walking
up and down the stairs,
banging on doors.
There is a popular
story from the 1980’s that
“the Reynolds house had
an old maid who came
running from the door at
3AM claiming she had
pleaded with Harvey to
leave and he had refused”.
He has also been
rumoured to haunt the
science building, which
had previously been
Harvey house before its
destruction in the 90s.
Students report that he

and history surrounding
the building.
The second story tells
of the ghost that haunts
School House.
Near the end of the
Korean War, there was a
Korean chef working in
Brown Hall who got a
letter saying his family had
all been lost in battle. In
his despair, he went to
School House late at night
and hung himself from the
bell tower. Ringing echoed
throughout the night.
Years later, the bell
began incessantly ringing
and only stopped
whenever people went up
to examine it. However,
the drone of the bell
continued as soon as
people left. Even stranger
(Continued on page 18)
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was the fact that the bell
in the tower hadn’t had a
clapper since 1952.

back to school the next
day. The following months
were filled with locked

Eventually, the fire
department came to help,
but to no avail. In the end,
the school was desperate
to end the bell’s tolling and
hired their second
exorcist. On that day, the
bell and its ghost lay
silently at last.
The third ghost is also
in School House and was

doors opening with not a
person nor a breeze, and
also a faint knocking that
could be heard at the later
hours of the night.
The lost student also
seemed to be something of
a piano prodigy, as elegant
music could often be
heard in the halls of School
House, despite the

once a student. It is said
that he snuck into the bell
tower one night and tried
to summon its ghost with a
Ouija board.
No one knows if he
succeeded, but everyone
knew that he did not come

absence of pianos in the
building or surrounding
areas.
The fourth ghost was
also a student. Rumours
claim that he died
breaking his neck in a
Rugby scrum. On foggy

days at the school, he has
been said to emerge from
the mist and attack
students with the belief
that he is still participating
in a Rugby game.
Regardless of their
dependability, these
stories have been
circulating around campus
for almost as long as the
school has been around.
So the next time you’re
walking around campus on
a foggy day, look out for a
glimpse of a broken rugby
player, or a wistful snippet
of music lost to time.
Listen hard enough and
you might even hear the
faint and impossible
ringing of a bell long since
silenced.
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