
Dear SAS Community,

As the temperature steadily 
increases, I look back on my 
senior year at St. Andrew’s 
and am overwhelmed by 
the resilience displayed by 
all members of the SAS 
community through one of the 
most challenging academic 
years of our lives. In a 
year where communication 
and connection has been 
drastically shrunk into Zoom 
meetings, text conversations, 
and an infinite number of 
emails, we’ve found countless 
ways to meaningfully reach 
out to other students and 
faculty, despite the divide. 
Many contributors have 
written about the ways in 
which our lives as students 
have changed drastically since 
last March such as Micayla 
Kates’ “What Has Covid Done 
to Our Human Engagement?” 
and Tracy Yuan’s “Dining 
Experience During Pandemic 
Time”, to name just a few. 
Through writing, we’ve 
explored not only the ways 
COVID-19 has affected our 
lives and community, but also 
navigated a tumultuous and 
exhausting news cycle with 
dedicated grace and depth. 

Not only has the community 
found meaningful ways 

to connect through media, 
the emergence of student 
creativity on campus has been 
exhilarating to watch as we 
gather together for the spring 
term. Despite previously 
convincing myself that I 
would probably spend the rest 
of my senior year on Zoom and 
graduate on the couch with my 
family, I now watch incredible 
student performances such 
Saturday Night Live: St. 
Andrew’s! and Musical 
Theatre Showcase from the 
front lawn with my friends. 
I chat with my teachers and 
advisors in person and with 
perhaps greater enthusiasm 
than before. I’ve become 
inspired again and again by 
my classmates’ tenacity to 
plan events and create art in 
spite of the circumstances. 
Awed by the beauty of being 
here, in this place, for my final 
year has made me fall in love 
with St. Andrew’s all over 
again. The resilience of the 
student body and faculty has 
reaffirmed for me everyone’s 
commitment to remaining 
together for the 2020-2021 
school year, a testament to the 
compassion and creativity of 
St. Andrew’s. 

The Cardinal Newspaper has 
always allowed me to explore 
the events of the world through 

writing, allowing me to not 
only figure out my own beliefs 
but help grasp the beliefs of 
others. As we all go forth into 
the last weeks of school and 
finally, the summer, I wish 
for everyone to seek out these 
stories in a variety of ways, 
whether through the Cardinal 
Newspaper or through some 
other source. I’m so grateful 
to have been a part of the 
Cardinal for 4 years alongside 
the Torreys and the many 
senior editors from over the 
years who have helped create 
a safe avenue for students to 
express their voice. Lastly, 
I’d like to congratulate our 
new Cardinal editors (see 
back page) on their position 
and wish them all the luck for 
their senior year. You’re all 
going to do an amazing job!

Thank you, 
Riley
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NFTs - The Future or Another Bubble?

What are NFTs? Called 
NFTs for short, it stands for 
non-fungible token. Non-
fungible tokens are unique 
and one-of-one digital assets 
intended to stand for unique 
ownership. What does 
“non-fungible” entail? In 
short, it means that the NFT 
cannot be exchanged for 
other goods and currencies. 
As cryptocurrencies have 
boomed across the board in 
recent months, so have the 
NFT market’s valuation. I 
was relatively lost when the 
evening news ran a segment 
on the recent surge of NFT 
sales by celebrities. Fueled 
by the skyrocketing prices of 
Bitcoin (BTC) and Ethereum 
(ETH), many speculate that 
NFTs will be the future of 
digital art. Some would say 
otherwise. The concept just 
seems wild to the everyday 
person. Why would someone 
pay thousands of dollars 
to become the owner of a 
picture? Couldn’t you just 
take a screenshot of the token 
and own it?

But to understand this recent 
NFT craze, it requires us to 
take a deeper dive into what 
NFTs really are. These non-
fungible tokens have actually 
been around for quite some 
time, created in the early 
2010’s. But it started gaining 
more traction in 2017 with 
the website “crypto kitties,” 
where users fostered and 
sold unique digital animals. 
While the concept may sound 
absurd, NFTs have really 
taken off recently, with the 
most expensive NFT sold 
so far weighing in at $69 
million dollars. These NFTs 
are sold on multiple websites 
and platforms, but are mostly 
connected to the Ethereum 
blockchain. The blockchain 
essentially verifies that the 
owner of the NFT is the sole 
owner of the authentic piece. 

But what qualifies as a 
NFT? The truth is, literally 
anything. It could be a 
picture of digital art you 

made on your iPad. It could 
be a sports highlight. It 
could be music, a photo of 
art, a keycode, a letter. The 
subjectivity of traditional 
art seems to carry over into 
the realm of digital NFTs. 
Jack Dorsey, the CEO of 
Twitter, recently sold a NFT 
of his first tweet for a sum of 
approximately $2.9 million 
dollars. One that hears this 
might first ask themselves 
- couldn’t you just find the 
first tweet and screenshot it to 
“own” it? While technically, 
yes, but most NFTs and 
their ethereum blockchain 
certifies that you are the 
authentic of the original 
token. It is currently a widely 
speculative market and asset, 
as the future of this market is 
unknown. 

Today, you have celebrities 
such as Grimes and Logan 
Paul netting millions in profit 
from this current NFT craze. 
They are able to “tokenize” 
anything that they possess 
the intellectual or copyright 
properties to, and the market 
allows the highest bidder 
to obtain sole and unique 
ownership of the NFT. The 
creator will still technically 
retain ownership rights to it, 
but the buyer will also obtain 
certification of owning the 
piece. Think of it as an art 
collection. You could buy a 
replica of a Picasso or a Van 
Gogh, but does that have the 
same allure as owning the 
original artwork? Someone 
who owns an original Picasso 
or Van Gogh can boast 
ownership of the rare artistic 
pieces, but still concede 
intellectual property rights 
to the respective creators. 
Since NFTs are in their stage 

of infancy, it has attracted 
its fair share of criticism and 
doubters. 

While I believe that NFTs 
have the potential to become 
the “next big thing,” it 
could very well just end up 
becoming another bubble. 
What is a bubble? In general 
terms, a bubble is when the 
price of goods or assets are 
far inflated beyond their true 
value, often driven up by 
FOMO (fear of missing out) 
and uninformed investors. 
The craze led to NFT sales 
growing by 2,800% in 2020, 
and in the first three months 
of 2021 nearly $200 million 
dollars were spent on NFTs 
by private investors. It seems 
that speculative investors 
are dumping significant cash 
amounts into NFTs just for 
the sake of purchasing NFTs. 

Like the dot-com bubble in 
the late 90’s, perhaps NFTs 
could crash, or perhaps they 
could mark the new age of 
digital art investing. We 
as a society have become 
enthralled by consumerism 
to the extent where digital 
tokens of pixelated art 
have standard starting bids 
at upward of hundreds of 
dollars. Bubble or not? It’s 
really up to you to decide. 

 Jun CHoi ‘22
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What Has Quarantine Done to Our 
Human Engagement?

As humans, we are all different in every 
aspect of our lives. You might love big 
social scenes (like the front lawn), are 
very outgoing in class discussions, or 
always surround yourself with friends. But 
you also may not relate to any of those 
qualities. You might rather enjoy taking 
time to yourself or be more comfortable in 
smaller groups. Every person is their own 
unique individual, and that’s what makes 
us so incredible. 

In the past year, our ways of living have 
been altered tremendously. Through 
new restrictions and protocols, we 
have experienced many changes, both 
small and large. This has impacted 
each and everyone of us, even if you 
haven’t realized it. Our abilities to 
converse, engage in our communities, 
and live a day to day life are different. 
You might have noticed a change in 
your friend’s, cousin’s, peer’s or even 
sibling’s personalities. That’s normal. We 
are all so used to a different way of living; 
one without masks and with more hugs. 
We’re used to reading each other’s facial 
expressions, seeing each other’s smiles or 
frowns. Because of this, we used to know 
how to interact with one another, when to 
support someone, or give one space. We 

never used to hesitate when comforting 
and hugging a friend, letting them cry on 
your shoulder. But now, it’s different.
 
The Covid precautions and restrictions 
implemented around our world have 
impacted the way we interact with one 
another. According to the US National 
Library of Medicine National Institutes 
of Health, “To society, social distancing 
presents the dangers of increasing social 

rejection, growing impersonality and 
individualism, and the loss of a sense of 
community. It negatively affects learning 
and growth, and it prevents people 
from effectively socializing, which is a 
fundamental human need”. This describes 
the implications of such protocols like 
social distancing and how it hurts many 

aspects of human engagement.

Even the small, unnoticeable things can 
affect us. Such as going to hug a close 
friend and they push away. Although it 
is entirely pandemic related, it still hurts 
and can subconsciously alter one’s self 
image. For example, due to widespread 
vaccinations, acts of affection are 
becoming more acceptable as people are 
less scared of catching Covid. Yet you still 

might hesitate to hug your grandparents, 
due to the repetition and new normal you 
grew accustomed to. This almost “fear 
of others” that Covid has cultivated, 
along with the idea that others are 
potential carriers of deadly germs 
or a life-threatening disease, is quite 
apparent. We are almost losing parts of 
our sympathetic, loving characteristics 
and becoming more guarded and cold, 
despite not realizing it. That is why it is 
so important to show that you care for 

one another in different ways, and express 
that love more often than not. We must 
join together, rebuild ourselves, rebuild 
our community, and make the most out of 
what we are able to do. Be there for each 
other, check in on your friends more so 
than ever, and have an open mind towards 
this ever-changing new normal. 

miCayla kateS ‘22

The History of Anti-Asian Hate in the US
TRACY YUAN ‘22

Since the outbreak of 
COVID-19 last spring, hatred 
against Asian and Asian 
Americans has escalated 
in the U.S.. Just in the past 
month, we have witnessed 
multiple attacks targeting 
senior citizens of Asian 
descent in the Bay Area. While 
such violence seems to be 
triggered by a recent belief that 
“Asians brought and spread 
COVID-19,” this ideological 
association between “Asian” 
and “sickness” is no new 
development in the U.S.. 

Ever since the first major 
wave of immigration in the 
late nineteenth century, Asian 
immigrants have been targets 
of nativist resentment due to 
their competitiveness in the 
labor market. Such sentiment 
eventually led to the passing 
of the Chinese Exclusion 
Act in 1882, which further 

regarded Asian immigrants as 
“foreign” and “unassimilable.” 
Unsurprisingly, these labels 
rendered the Asian community 
an easy victim of scapegoating 
in critical times, particularly 
during pandemics. For 
instance, during an outbreak 
of the bubonic plague in 
Honolulu in 1899, since 
the early victims were of 
Chinese ancestry, ugly cries 
arose for the destruction of 
all Asian neighborhoods on 
the pretext that they seemed 
to be breeding grounds for 
plague. The Honolulu Board 
of Health locked down a 
predominantly Chinese and 
Japanese neighborhood and 
attempted to burn down houses 
of sick residents of that area, 
which eventually went out of 
control and destroyed 4,000 
homes. Later, in the early 
20th century, during a series 
of bubonic plague outbreaks 

in San Francisco, Federal 
Judge William Morrow 
enjoined local and federal 
health officials from enacting 
a plan to prevent Chinese 
persons from leaving the city 
unless they had submitted to 
vaccination. This pattern has 
continued into the twenty-
first century. As some of 
us may have witnessed or 
even experienced, particular 
minority groups have 
consistently been targeted and 
stigmatized during the SARS 
outbreak in 2003 and the 
spread of swine flu in 2009.

How does understanding the 
historical roots of xenophobia 
targeting Asian and Asian 
Americans in times of 
pandemics help us cope 
with the current situation? 
First of all, it is important 
for us to realize that many 
implicit biases held against 

Asian communities, such as 
the perception that they are 
“unclean,” are rooted not in 
truth but in long-standing 
racism. This historical 
knowledge equips us to not 
only steer away our own biases 
but also help people around us 
reconsider the validity of their 
beliefs. Regardless of your 
ethnicity, if you come across a 
comment that blames the Asian 
community for COVID-19, 
you can now challenge that 
comment by asking “What 
makes you think that?” and go 
on to explain how this belief 
in fact stemmed from racism. 
Both within our student body 
and the broader St. Andrew’s 
community, it is time for us 
to foster a culture of clarity 
where we debunk racial myths 
with truthful knowledge. 
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Three different decades. Four months 
of full volume headphones. Roughly 70 
bands, and a whole lot of rock n’ roll. 
This summer, I embarked on what I call 
the Discography Challenge. The goal: 
find new music, find great songs, find 
terrible songs, and become well-versed 
in the world of rock. The method: listen 
to one band, one album, top to bottom, A 
side to B side, with no skips. Outtakes, 
interludes, title tracks, and underrated 
hits. I spent the entire summer listening 
to Nirvana, the Pixies, Pink Floyd, The 
Rolling Stones, and more. 

I was always a Nirvana fan, and I 
heard Kurt Cobain name inspirations 
for Nirvana’s sound on Nevermind. 
Curiosity led to the Sex Pistols and the 
Pixies. The Pixies led to Radiohead and 
Weezer, and before I knew it I went 
through ten more bands. That’s how the 
Discography Challenge was born. Going 
from one artist’s inspiration to the next, I 
found that this challenge had substance. 

Inevitably, I found the Foo Fighters 
and their song “Everlong.” Dave Grohl 
wrote “Everlong,” the ultimate love 
song, when he and the band were at an 
all-time low. It’s supposed to be a sad 
break-up song. But for some reason, the 
music doesn’t feel sad, but inspiring. 
“Everlong” invokes emotions that I can 
only characterize as weird. It’s weird 
how sadness can be the muse for such 
a transcendent tune, how the lyrics and 
dynamic drums remain emotionally 
charged twenty years after they were 
recorded. The song is a true classic.  

Discovering songs like “Everlong” made 
the process worthwhile. For months, I 
endured tracks I didn’t like and learned 
to discern good from bad. Classics 
last because they instill an emotional 
response, feelings so fundamental yet 
unique. “Everlong” is amazing because 
I feel something different every time 
I listen. I can’t help but feel sad at the 
lyrics, at Grohl’s longing for the past. 
But somehow, the energetic riff and 

the drums encapsulate more than the 
sadness of the present; they convey a 
sense of infinity and transcendence, 
taking comfort in memories. Dave 
Grohl revisits the past, experiences 
overwhelming emotions in the present, 
and ponders the implications of both in 
his future. Whether you’re a divorced 
Grohl in 1997 or a bored high schooler 
in 2020, you experience the same human 
expression. It wasn’t until I realized 

this power that I appreciated the vast 
challenge I endeavored. 

Embarking on a challenge with this 
realization led to months of learning 
through a lens I never expected. I 
learned about myself – that I love 
fuzz pedal effects, the sound of 
Jaguar guitars, and the warm tone of 
humbucker coils. I learned that I had 
the perseverance to sit through almost 
50 hours of music. I learned about the 
history of music, that the grunge era 
of the 90s was born from the punk 
rock of the 70s and 80s, derived from 
the experimentals of the 60s, which 
were inspired by the big band and rock 
n’ roll of the 40s and 50s. With each 
band I researched, I learned the history 
rooted in its upbringing, and the lasting 
impact of these groups. These classics 
are permanent because of what they 
represent to us: the power of emotion, 
the nostalgia, the history written into 
the riffs. In the end, I believe that I was 
able to persist in this challenge because 
I loved to feel these emotions. The 
fast drums, the slow riffs, the highs, 
the lows, the breakups, and everything 
in between. I could listen to 70 bands 
express the same few emotions in 
infinite niches. Music is everlong; it 
remains infinitely relevant because 
human emotion is infinitely complex. 
There is no end to how we can express 
and interpret our emotions, no end to 
the lenses through which I can see the 
world. But no other lens sounds as good 
as rock n’ roll.

Seniors’ College Essays: A Look Into the College 
Process

ANDREW PARK ‘21
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“Just go inside and eat your fried bananas! ”
 
 Nikki and I walked up the driveway 
to our front door; we had just finished yet 
another heated argument with our neighbor, 
and as usual in an attempt to hit home, he 
decided to comment on our African Culture. 
This was not the first time I had been left to 
dwell in the shame of being an immigrant 
child; living in a predominately white 
environment, I grew up being questioned 
about the protective hairstyles that switched 
every month, the accent that followed my 
parents’ words, and the spices that escaped 
our kitchen as “the girls” spent Sunday 
afternoons cooking for the week. I grew 
up lying about my heritage and hiding my 
African roots. I did not see the need to claim 
that aspect of my identity and would have 
preferred to blend in with all the other kids 
of my class. I wanted to eat hotdogs and 
hamburgers rather than chapati and chicken, 
and have a middle name like Marie instead 
of Kerubo. I wanted to feel American. So, 
when my parents announced that we would 
be traveling to Kenya during the spring 
break of my 4th grade year, I feared that 
the same isolation that I felt at home would 
follow, and I wouldn’t be able to connect 
with the culture I spent my life repressing.

 Nairobi’s busy streets shocked me. 
People everywhere, from the marketplace to 
our rental apartment, welcomed us with open 
arms. As we drove, people were walking and 
talking, carrying their kids on their backs or 
attempting to sell their bananas, tomatoes, 
and tea leaves to the tourists. It was so 
full of life, even the kids were eager to 
include Nikki and me in their games of tag 
and spying on the guard of the compound. 
Somehow, even though this lifestyle was 
so different than that of what we were 
used to, it felt as though we didn’t have 
to pretend. We didn’t have to act as if we 
could relate to fetching water from nearby 
wells or lie about our experiences in order 
to find our place. The kids knew we were 
from America, but instead of making us feel 
as if we didn’t belong, they had a genuine 
interest in understanding our culture. They 
wondered about our day schools, and 
admired our clothes, but never once showed 
shame in their language and culture. This 
struck me. Whenever I was questioned 
about my background at home, I always 
dodged conversations or laughed along 
with the jokes, but these kids took pride 
in their upbringing as they acknowledged 
our differences but remained true to their 
own identity. They danced to the traditional 

music, snuck into our apartment to grab 
some crisps, and even made fun of our 
brand new Osiris sneakers. When we were 
together, they never shied from speaking 
Swahili or telling stories of boarding 
school—they had learned to balance both the 
pride of their culture and the environment 
that they were in, and I respected them for it. 
 My identity goes far beyond being 
the child of immigrants or growing up in 
suburban Pennsylvania; it is instead the 
balance of each experience, conversation, 
and tradition. My background is my identity, 
and in hiding behind my fear of judgement, 
I was failing to understand the power that 
comes along with acknowledgement and 
recognition. There was knowledge that came 
from disagreeing with some of my parents’ 
beliefs and traditions; there was confidence 
that grew as I leaned into conversations 
rather than running away from them; most 
importantly, there was pride and comfort 
in finally understanding and accepting the 
various aspects that make me uniquely 
myself.
 So, as I reach my door I peer to the 
side and look him in the eyes.

“They’re not fried bananas,” I tell him. 
“They’re called plantains.”

NIA CROSS ‘21

Jill tora ‘21

“Because I said so,” was a phrase 
commonly used in my grandmother’s 
household. “Because I said so” was 
followed by silence from my mother. It 
meant the conversation was over. Yet, 
when she said those same words to me, 
I couldn’t help but open my mouth and 
respond. “Your mouth is not going to 
take you very far,” my mother often told 
me. As a child, I thought that she was 
silencing me. 

Through the making of new generations, 
I always thought I’d eventually have the 
power to rise above the admonishment 
of previous generations. My mother’s 
words, for a moment, ushered me to her 
generation. There, curiosity was perceived 
as arrogance. This conflation of curiosity 
and arrogance led me to question my 
mother about my “mouth”. 

Public speaking is where my mouth 
can take me far while allowing me to 
shape my narrative and experience my 
being. When I stood at the podium at 
my church’s youth conference in my 
sophomore year, I felt an instant release of 
nerves as I began to speak. My motto was 
“your attitude determines your altitude.” 
Every word I spoke, I felt reassured that I 
wasn’t alone.

As I projected my voice, a wall of shame 
began to break down before me. This 
wall was built over time. Once I was 
placed in a corner as a child during choir 
rehearsal because I spoke my mind. I 
felt humiliated. The eyes of peers were 
watching me as I faced a blank white wall. 
Whenever I turned to the wall my mind 
would shut down. The only sound that 
seemed to exist was the voice in my head. 
I contemplated whether or not exercising 
this voice was worth the sacrifice of being 
alone. But integrity soon guided my 
words.

Two winters ago, I spoke at an addiction 
recovery transition home for women and 
I had no fear. My ability to now speak 
without fear comes from being content 
with where I am in life. An empath 
by nature, my experiences inform my 
thoughts and shape the feelings behind my 
words. Anytime I need to speak, I speak; 
there is no limiting my speech. “My 
mouth” is not only free, but it is a channel 
for creation.

At the tender age of seventeen, I now 
understand my mother didn’t mean to 
silence me. But the principle “your mouth 
is not going to take you very far” had 
governed my family through generations, 
both protecting and limiting. My voice 

revealed a power that historically signaled 
danger for Black women my age.

Words are not only a form of 
communication but a telepath to 
one’s own journey. The generational 
juxtaposition of my mother and me 
reveals that certain words have closed off 
her ability to experience life while they 
have allowed me to fly.

Public speaking not only gives me a 
voice, but it gives me the ability to create 
community and confidently express my 
views. I have a voice and I thrive when 
I use it. I am now forging a new history 
where my thoughts and dreams can defy 
my family’s legacy. 
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I heave the back door open and step into 
the printing corner that houses an electrical 
hole-puncher so loud I jump every time I 
use it. Libraries are usually quiet, but ours 
buzzes with activity. Besides the hole-
puncher, there are study-buddies chattering, 
teachers helping with essays, and gossip 
sessions disguised as group projects.
Even when most students are playing 
spikeball outside, this energy remains in the 
library. I can feel it humming between the 
psychology and graphic novel sections on 
the first floor, the buzz enveloping me when 
I sink into my favorite spot to read: the 
periodicals nook with the most comfortable 
green armchairs in the world. Afternoons 
and weekends are best for reading quietly, 
since during the day, people bustle in and 
out, turning pages and clacking computer 
keys. Daytime is prime time to chat with the 
women who curate this haven: Ms. Wilson, 
Ms. Tully, and Mrs. Myers.
Ms. Wilson and Ms. Tully share an office 
that looks out on the hallway connecting 
the library to the rest of the building. When 
I come in the front way, I pop my head 
through their window and ask for book 
recommendations or help with a research 
project. Ms. Wilson has suggested Alice 
Hoffman and Liane Moriarty novels when a 
fluffy distraction was exactly what I needed, 
and Ms. Tully was a life-saver during my 
history project. She found a journal article 
that was directly related to my niche subject 
material and requested it from UD! Besides 
being great one-on-one resources, these 
women prepare tricky, offbeat questions 

to ask at the library’s monthly trivia night. 
In October, they provide Halloween candy 
and, consequently, fill the trivia room to the 
brim with hungry teams of four competing 
for glory. This past October I ate endless 
Snickers bars, laughed hysterically with my 
teammates, and whooped in surprise and 
celebration of each correct answer. Needless 
to say, we lost spectacularly.

Mrs. Myers is the head librarian, so she 
has her own office in the center of the 
library. With windows on three sides, she 
can see the noisy hole-puncher, squishy 
green thrones, and tables nestled between 
the stacks. Whenever I’m looking for a 
new book, I knock on her door, and we end 
up chatting about our favorite novels and 
their TV renditions or the new books she’s 
ordering from Amazon. She makes me 
laugh, and we usually talk for so long that 
I have to run to class, backpack bouncing, 
a grin still on my face. Her humor and 
approachability were the reasons Spencer 
and I asked her to mentor our Book Club. 
A small circle of students and a few faculty 

show up to each meeting, but she is a 
constant member and the biggest supporter 
of our discussions.
It’s hard to believe that when I was new 
at school, the librarians scared me. Their 
windows seemed like portals to a secret 
world in which students were forbidden—
Shhhhh, faculty only! But after I tentatively 
asked Ms. Wilson how to check out books, 
I realized that the windows were there so 
students could see inside the librarians’ 
secret world: desks piled with stacks of 
books to enter into the catalogue, sticky-
notes taped everywhere, their contraband 
coffee machine in the corner. The women 
who inhabit this world create clever displays 
of thematically connected books, print and 
place copies of important news articles 
in common areas for students to read, 
and answer every question thoughtfully. 
They’ve taught me that people who seem 
intimidatingly smart can also be kind. 
They’ve taught me that asking questions is 
the most effective and the most fun way to 
learn. They are the reason the library thrums 
with energy, the reason it is simultaneously 
a safe place to escape and a center for 
intellectual collaboration. I’ve always felt 
best surrounded by books, but these three 
women have made the library my home.

MADELINE BIRKNES ‘21

I can remember perfectly the first time I felt 
like an outsider. I was standing in the early 
morning chill as screams of excitement flew 
across the playground. This wasn’t  just 
any August morning. My family had left 
our home in Washington D.C and moved to 
Buenos Aires, Argentina; this was my first 
day of Fifth Grade. I stood rooted to the 
ground while raucous games of tag flowed 
around me. Pangs of fear washed over me as 
I floated helplessly alone, petrified at the idea 
of finding my way in this new place. I had 
never felt so nauseous before without actually 
being sick; desperate for someone to grab my 
hand and pull me in. 
I started making friends, learning Spanish, 
and finally greeting someone with a kiss on 
the cheek instead of the awkward handshake 
that immediately identified me as a foreigner. 
But no matter how much I tried, I couldn’t 
seem to fit in. My friends loved soccer, which 
I found singularly uninteresting. One of the 
reasons I think I gravitated towards theater 
was because I spent so much time feigning 
interest while my friends traded Pokémon 
cards. I could never seem to break free of 
the agonizing feeling of always being on the 
outside.
When we moved back to Washington, much 
to my dismay, my new classmates still wanted 
to play soccer at lunch. After school however, 
instead of Pokémon, they played first person 
shooter games, which I couldn’t even 

pretend to enjoy. Compounding matters, my 
parents did not drive a Mercedes, nor did we 
own a house in Nantucket. I threw myself into 
activities, from writing for the newspaper to 
debate club, just to make it through lunch and 
break without being forced to confront my 
loneliness. There is something so visceral, 
almost biological, about the desire to fit in 
that overtakes reason and perspective.
With a gentle push from my mother, I decided 
that I needed a fresh start for High School 
in the way of a giant public performing arts 
school. Entering the building on the first 
day, it felt like I had walked into the real live 
version of Fame. There were definitely no 
soccer or video games here; violin concertos 
wafted out of classrooms and the cafeteria 
came alive with flash mobs. I had found 
my people! But that didn’t change the fact 
that I still didn’t quite fit in. I was among a 
handful of white students in a school that was 
predominantly African American. I could 
never be a part of the world that my friends 
came from, and no matter how much I tried, 
I could never truly understand the reality of 
their lives. Although the school ended up not 
being the best place for me, I couldn’t let go 
of this thought: how many ways were there 
for me to not fit in?
I wish I could say there was a moment when 
it all clicked. But that isn’t true. I guess you 
eventually learn that fitting in is meaningless. 
I often wonder who I would be if the stars 

aligned with my dreams of never feeling 
lonely again. Of course, I would still be the 
Nicholas who worships Lin Manuel Miranda, 
but otherwise I am a different person. 
I learned to embrace being an outsider. 
Everyone has felt like an outsider at some 
point in their lives; it is this shared feeling 
that represents the most powerful connections 
that I know. And who knows who I would be 
if I hadn’t ended up at St. Andrew’s, where 
I developed lifelong friendships. I built 
my own community instead of waiting for 

community to build around me. So, I have no 
idea what comes next, but I know this: on that 
cold morning on the first day of Fifth Grade, 
instead of waiting for someone else to reach 
out, it was up to me to jump in.

NICHOLAS LAMPIETTI ‘21
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I lifted the heavy tray of chai nah-bat and 
glided through the living room with my 
grandmother. She pointed to which tea on the 
platter belonged to each person, as she knew 
well the strength of chai each family member 
preferred. After finishing my rounds, I left 
the buzzing television to enter the crowd of 
women preparing dessert in the kitchen. I 
took a deep breath, embracing and loving this 
time with my family. 
Chai nah-bat plays a universal role in 
traditional Iranian households. Growing up, 
my grandmother would prepare this special 
tea with rock candy after dinner every night 
to help our digestion. Whenever we were 
unwell with anything from a sore throat to 
a sprained ankle, she swore that this sweet 
beverage would cure our ailment. Iranians 
worldwide embrace this tea’s powers; 
however, the way we serve it reveals the 
gender roles that often exist in Iranian 
households. 
I started thinking critically about these gender 
roles at the Student Diversity Leadership 
Conference (SDLC) last year in Seattle. At 
the end of my first day, I opened the door to 
a small room of Iranian students from around 
the world; the familiar sound of Persian 
music and loud laughter welcomed me. I 
quickly immersed myself in a conversation 
with a group of girls talking about their 
lifestyles and family traditions. 
The gender gap within our families became 
clear as we talked: women primarily 
complete the household duties while men 
focus on financially supporting their families. 
I recalled my own family gatherings, where 

the woman plates her husband’s meal and 
serves him. I had tried to see these norms as 
my grandmother’s kindness instead of my 
grandfather’s expectations. However, after 
hearing my peers’ interpretations of these 
patterns and their deeper connotations, I 
started to see the situation differently. 
We even noted how gender-based differences 
influence our own generation. One of my 

friends remarked that her brother has a 
girlfriend who eats dinner regularly at their 
house. Yet, my friend’s parents prohibit her, 
their only daughter, from dating. This story 
reminded me of my own household, where 
my male cousins bring their girlfriends to 
family gatherings, yet my sisters and I would 
never dare discuss a relationship. 
My conversation at SDLC with my Iranian 
peers pushed me to revisit aspects of my 
family’s history. I saw my uncle attending a 
private boarding school in England while his 
sisters stayed home as a reinforcement of this 

gender gap: he received better opportunities 
because of his gender and the fact that my 
grandparents felt comfortable sending him 
abroad. Although I didn’t see these disparities 
in my immediate household (where my 
parents evenly divide responsibilities), I 
recognized that in my extended family these 
traditional roles are still apparent. Having 
always lived in America, I struggled to 
understand how some of the strongest women 
in my life took on seemingly subservient 
roles at home. These realizations, in turn, 
made me question how to balance my love 
for my family and culture with my newfound 
understanding of the flaws in some of our 
outdated traditions. 
Last Thanksgiving, my favorite time of year, 
thirty family members crammed into our 
home for a much-anticipated celebration. 
We heartily enjoyed our favorite dishes 
and laughed endlessly over familiar stories. 
However, I noticed that while the men played 
football outside, the women tirelessly worked 
to prepare the meal. As the men enjoyed their 
last swigs of beer, the women cleared their 
plates and cleaned after them. Pouring the 
tea after dinner one night, I pointed out these 
gender inequalities to my male cousins who 
sat on the opposite side of the table, watching 
me work. One laughed and walked away; 
while the other immediately jumped from his 
seat to help. He approached me awkwardly, 
clearly overwhelmed by the surrounding 
commotion. Gently, I placed the tray of chai 
nah-bat into his hands, and together, we 
walked into the living room.

The Borough Hall chamber is packed with 
citizens standing before a panel of stoic 
council members. My deep breathing drowns 
out the hopelessness of the crowd as I try to 
formulate my speech. Like most there, I have 
come to voice my frustration at the Borough 
Council’s decision to permit a new gun store 
in town. After listening to dozens of others 
speak, I slowly rise from my seat, trying to 
steel my nerves and steady my trembling 
voice. 
The Noah at the start of his freshman year 
was not the same as the one rising to speak. 
Afraid of causing unnecessary conflicts, I 
always silenced my inner thoughts and let 
others’ opinions overshadow mine, even 
though there were plenty of people with 
whom I disagreed: the teacher with extreme 
political views, the friend who routinely 
made bigoted jokes, my grandma whose 
outmoded views on women were offensive. 
Beyond not wanting to seem impolite, I felt 
that no one would listen to me. I always only 
listened. Yet, listening to others at the March 
for Our Lives showed me the power of 
speaking and unlocked my voice. 
Despite being one of hundreds of thousands 
in a sea of teens from across the country, 
I could hear my individual voice. I was 
chanting in unison with those beside me, 
the words becoming liberating: “Enough 

is enough! We call BS!” There was anger, 
but I felt safe in that anger. The words of 
the speakers gave me goosebumps. And 
while the march was physically exhausting, 
that night I found myself restless. A fire for 
political action was lit within me. I knew I 
had to fuel it. 
That summer, I set out to make a difference 
in my hometown and hone my voice. I 
secured the position of junior council 
member for Hellertown, PA. This required 
me to articulate my views with the elected 
officials on the Borough Council. I had to 
learn to speak for myself, and, once I did, I 
wanted to help others speak for themselves 
too. Inspired by the death of a family friend’s 
son, I started the Hellertown Memorial 
Tree Project. It would encourage citizens 
to plant a tree in someone’s memory, while 
simultaneously beautifying the town and 
commemorating those who’ve passed. First, I 
had to get the Borough Council’s permission. 
In preparation, I secured a landscape 
architect’s free services, negotiated approvals 
from the neighboring city, convened 
meetings with planning commission officials, 
had initial renderings created, and received 
the Borough Manager’s full support. When I 
spoke to the Borough Council, I knew I had 
allies and was confident in the preparation I 
had done. It was a success, and my project 

was approved. My voice was heard. 
But speaking at the gun meeting was 
different—I didn’t have control of my 
presentation and had less time to gather my 
thoughts. As I stood to speak, I remembered 
the March For Our Lives protest and all 
the times in which I could have shared my 
opinion but didn’t. I thought of the speaker 
at the March who said she had “learned to 
duck bullets” before she “learned how to 
read.” If she could find the strength to say 
that to hundreds of thousands, I could find 
the strength to say my piece to a roomful of 
neighbors. I looked down upon the almost 
illegible words I had prepared and tentatively 
started to speak, stumbling through my 
words. “With respect, I don’t understand 
why we would make it any easier to buy 
guns in town. In the wake of multiple school 
shootings, allowing a gun store on Main 
Street just doesn’t make sense.” Although 
this comment fell upon deaf ears, as the 
council had seemingly made up their minds 
before the meeting, my voice was louder than 
I had anticipated. Voicing what I had to say 
was winning in itself.

HELEAH SOULATI ‘21
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