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To give a sense of why we wanted to edit the 
Observer, we could give the obvious answers. 
We like to make things look nice, we are at-
tracted to the challenge of it, we used to make 
little magazines for our families when we were 
growing up. All of this is true and operating on 
some level. But, as third year returners we are 
just getting to grips with our multi-year pro-
ject of how to be here. This gave rise to a deep-
er reason for editing this issue and we hope 
these few paragraphs can give you a sense of 
it. 

For many returning Brockwood students 2021 
to 22 has been the first complete year since 
we arrived at the school. We, like the rest of 
the world, really went through something 
during Covid-19. We had seen things together. 
We were literally stuck but in another way the 
student body really moved.

We realised certain simple things were, just…
well…really nice when at Brockwood. All 
spending time together as a community. Not 
being glued to our phones. Not splintering off 
into groups. These things became very real 
for us; something other than just rules we 
choose to follow or rally against. This natu-
rally brought us closer to our teachers, as we 
dropped that inclination to reduce them to 
symbols of authority. 

On the first day of this school year we gath-
ered on the south lawn chattering awkwardly 
over cakes, with the year stretched out in front 
of us like the uninterrupted view of the South 

Editorial.
By Ruby Rose & Ayla Czimmek

Downs National Park. The returners worried 
about how to convey all this to the new stu-
dents. How to navigate our teenage lives, re-
late to words like responsibility, freedom and 
perhaps, on occasion, catch a little glimpse of 
something real beyond all anxieties of day to 
day living. 

Reflecting back, I think we were successful. 
Now the world is turning again; the masks off 
and the energy flowing. The school and the 
student body feel simpler, closer and calmer 
than at any other time since we joined. A spe-
cial atmosphere, so hard to quantify or meas-
ure, is here. We wanted the Observer to give a 
sense of this. Less about what Brockwood, or 
humanity should be and more about how cool 
it actually is.   

It’s Saturday morning in early May. Many in 
our community are working to complete an-
other multi-year project; The raising of a barn. 
(see page 20) Dozens of people gather in the 
dusty sunlight.  Hours pass with everyone 
problem solving, working and smiling togeth-
er. All focussed on a shared intent. This beau-
tiful day, earnt over many months will be gone 
in an instant and soon become a tiny input in 
a lifetime of memories

But that feeling, that atmosphere between us 
may, like the timber structure that frames it, 
leave a legacy for generations to come. It might 
make an intangible contribution the next time 
the new students gather on the south lawn. Or 
not…in which case at least we got a nice Ob-
server out of it!• 

2







































21



Mud splashes on my bare legs. I need to be 
there on time. Wet leaves graze my face. Hair 
sticks to my sweaty neck. There’s just enough 
light from the setting sun for me to see where 
to step. The world is rushing past me. Leaping 
over moss covered rocks, sticks cracking un-
der my calloused feet. I can’t be late. I duck to 
avoid low hanging branches. Through the foli-
age, I catch a glimpse of centaurs on the hunt. 
Their hooves hit the forest floor like drums. 
The rhythm is soothing. I’m tempted to stop, 
close my eyes and sing. Keep running. 

I can see all the way to Crystalwell. It’s moun-
tains reach high into the orange sky. The sound 
came from the Harridans flying over Mount 
Hillerware. I’m safe here, but their daunting 
noises still send shivers down my spine. Run 
faster. At an almost imperceptibly slow pace, 
mists start to roll over the forest bed. I focus 
my attention on where I step, my feet sink 
deeper into the mud, which squirts through 
my toes and into my face. My laughter echoes 
through the woods. Winds sweep through my 
hair, pleasantly cooling my neck. I catch a few 
last glimpses at the navy sky before the trees 
take over.

“The night spreads it’s thick 
blanket across the 

woodland ”

The forest is denser here, light is scarce. The 
sun has set; I have only a few minutes before 
the night spreads its thick blanket across the 
woodland. Quick! My breath is heavy. I swift-
ly meander around fallen branches and over-
grown trees. Vines hang off ancient trees, dan-
gling towards me like dead arms.My legs are 
scratched from rocks and brambles cutting my 
skin. Just keep going. The earth solidifies. I try 
to look as far as I can but even through the ti-
niest gaps between the thickly grown forest, 
there are only more trees. I’m starting to lose 
hope.  Fluorescent green. A small gap between 

By Rosa Waschke
The Clearing.
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the trunks, now it’s gone. The colour pops back 
into my sight. I can see more now. Purple and 
different hues of yellow. I speed up, and though 
it jumps in and out of sight, I steer towards 
the gap. Energy erupts through me, as the lit-
tle curling path leads me through the forest. 
The trees separate and the glow spreads over 
the forest ground, through the leaves, past the 
trunks. 

“Water pools at the root of the 
willow”

There it is: the clearing. I stop running and 
fall to my knees at the edge. There are other 
creatures here. The clopping of hooves, wings 
fluttering, tails wagging, snouts sniffing, but 
whether fur or feathers there is only harmony 
here. I step out of the forest and into the glade, 
I’m circled by mushrooms, flowers, mosses and 
ferns glowing through the mist. A fiddlehead 
tickles my legs and just behind is a red bush, 
its firey leaves threatening to scorch the plants 
around it. And just beside the bush is the wil-
low tree I came to see. Her majestic branches 
arching over the clearing. Insects and animals 
find shelter amongst her leaves, bark and roots. 
Providing nutrients for all plants and fungi 
around her. The willow is the mother. Once a 
century, she wakes up to illuminate the night 
and provide all beings with her sap. It’s glow 
bringing balance to the forest.

Water pools at the roots of the willow, fluoresc-
ing with microscopic algae. I cup my hands and 
submerge them into the pool. As they resurface, 
the liquid continues to glow.  I drink  and relief 
rushes through my body. I take a deep breath 
in and sigh with pure contentment. A mush-
room large enough for me to sit on is protrud-
ing through the roots of the willow and greets 
me with its deep purple hue and light green 
freckles. There are hundreds of smaller mush-
rooms scattered around it like the pearls of a 
broken necklace. I feel the wet grass between 
my toes. I shuffle my feet around, to clean off 
the mud they collected in the forest. I fall back, 
my heartbeat synchronises with the rhythm of 
the forest, the rhythm of the plants and mush-
rooms. The rhythm of the willow. Life pulsing 
through me. Everything slows down. I grin at 
the starless night and she grins back •

23



When Enough isn’t Enough.

Overconsumption is a phenomenon that af-
fects humanity on every scale. It manifests as 
the root of major geo-political issues around 
the world, resulting in a lack of crucial resourc-
es for countless people. Most of all, it is not a 
lifestyle we can sustain for much longer. 

Over the years, our desire to acquire more has 
enormously increased. Wants turn into needs, 
excess has been adopted as a symbol of suc-
cess, and the economic system we live in has 
become a system fuelled by greed. Should we 
worry about the heart of our humanity that has 
taken a sharp turn towards a life dominated by 
overconsumption? 

“The system we live in is 
fuelled by greed”

Overconsumption is a situation in which a 
resource is consumed faster than it can regen-
erate, leading to the loss of the resource base, 
and eventually to environmental degradation. 
As the world population grows and materialism 
becomes more common, an increasing amount 
of resources are required for extraction and 
the issue of overconsumption becomes more 
prominent. Nowadays, we know of many cases 
in which overconsumption led to environmen-
tal degradation. Two of the most addressed 
examples would be climate change and biodi-
versity loss. 

Economic growth tends to be seen as the lead-
ing cause of overconsumption, as more resourc-
es are required to keep up with the growth, in 
terms of the economy and the population, as 
well as the supply and demand of the people. 
If there is a high demand for a certain product, 
then the supply will need to catch up to the 
demand, and therefore production will increase 
and inevitably cause more waste. If you take a 
country such as the United States, they repre-
sent less than 5% of the world’s population, but 
at the same time, consume 17% of the world’s 
energy and account for 15% of the world’s GDP. 

A research essay compiled by this years Humanites Class
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The industries that have the most disastrous 
effects/outcomes of overconsumption are 
those of fashion, agriculture, automobility, and 
manufacturing.  

According to the World Wildlife Fund, our qual-
ity of life is expected to significantly decline by 
2030 if immediate action isn’t taken. As of now, 
natural resources are consumed at 20% more 
than can be replenished.It seems so 
ironic that in a cyclical routine of behaviour 
rooted in self-interest, no one seems to care 
about how detrimental the consequences of 
needless overconsumption are to our health. 
It is estimated by the World Health Organisa-
tion that 9 in 10 people globally are constantly 
exposed to highly polluted air. In addition, 7 
million people die because of poor air quality 
yearly.

Throughout recent years, many major
geo-political conflicts have emerged from the 
primal instinct of continuously wanting more. 
These actions are considered by some to be the 
result of base level overconsumption. The end-
less struggle to selfishly grasp at the dwindling 
reserves of natural oil in the polar regions is 
a clear example of how the will of the human 
race has, over time, adapted to manifest into 
an evolving feeling of malice towards others. 
On a similar note, today’s European issues are 
another reflection on how ignorance to the 
wider world can have devastating effects on 
many people’s lives. For example, currently the 
Ukraine-Russia conflict has squandered a great 
deal of energy, resources, innocent lives and 
money on a futile battle. 

After our exploration, it is safe to say that over-
consumption is a problem that affects the ma-
jority of the world. We were interested in the 
perspectives of people living at Brockwood, 
so we interviewed a few of them. Javier (staff) 
made the point that the problem was multi-lay-
ered and that the first level was psychological, 
that the greedy mindset of humans was the 
source of this excess. He suggested, “Greed as a 

mindset and a thought system is very destruc-
tive, you can compare it to a bonfire. When you 
put more wood in the fire it becomes more de-
structive. When you feed the greed inside you, 
you become more greedy.” Open questions that 
arose from these views  were: “Where does that 
greed come from? Why can’t we be satisfied? 
Everyone had noticed careless consumption 
around them and, emotionally, it had an impact 
on all of them. Uma (student) said: “I notice all 
the time when we over consume and I feel re-
ally helpless as if there is absolutely no hope 
for humanity left.” We tackled the subject of 
our willpower to consume responsibly and the 
steps we could take towards a more conscious 
lifestyle. Leafryn (student) and Javier shared 
with us that they believed it wasn’t necessari-
ly related to willpower but more to “awareness 
about one’s needs”. While Uma admitted that it 
would be a hard task because desires always get 
the best of you. Everyone thought that the task 
would be more complicated because of the so-
ciety we live in; a society where profit is made 
through overconsumption. 

  “Ideas seem to take us 
nowhere”

In conclusion, it seems obvious that the fate of 
the world only looks more bleak as time pass-
es. At the rate we are going, it will take us two 
and a half Earths to sustain the human race by 
2050.  We need to observe our patterns of be-
haviour and think about our effect on the big-
ger picture. Often it is easier to see the prob-
lem as outside of ourselves where we are the 
onlookers, the problem-solvers, where things 
are “being done to us”. It is very difficult to 
comprehend that we make up society, with our 
thoughts which then become action.  Divisions 
and conflict within us are more than often the 
source of problems “outside”. Ideas, opinions 
from which action comes seem to be taking us 
nowhere. The question we leave you with is: Is 
it possible for us to unite as one human race 
rather than turn against each other?•
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She smelled like apples and an early morn-
ing in spring.
She had little fingers and toes
and a button-like nose.
She had big brown eyes 
and a grip so strong, so wise.
But  then she was blue,
and then she was gone.
And I found myself smelling like apples and 
gin
on an early morning in spring.
Until 
a tree grew
from an apple I threw;
in my garden she now bloomed:
a beautiful apple tree on an early 
moring in spring.

An Early Morning in Spring.
By Elizabeth Brunner 
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I wouldn’t wish the education I had before com-
ing to Brockwood upon anyone. The life lessons 
my parents gave me were very rich and open 
but my schooling was, on the contrary, dull and 
limiting. I had the opportunity to experience 
many different types of schools including tra-
ditional ones, home-schooling, Steiner schools 
and now Brockwood. 

The big adventure of home-schooling started 
when I was eight. After moving twice in the 
span of four months, my parents went through 
the very difficult process of requesting permis-
sion to homeschool my four year old  sister and 
I. Once the confirmation from the authorities 
was given, we flew to Sri-Lanka, the small is-
land to the south of India, for a quarter of a 
year.

“Written on the beach, erased 
by the ocean”

My experiences there were unique: mathemat-
ical calculations over freshly squeezed juice, 
negotiating the cost of a ride on the tuk-tuks, 
conjugated verbs written on the beach and 
erased by the ocean. New languages: English 
and a little bit of Sinhala… Travelling whilst be-
ing homeschooled gave me time to reflect and 
let my creativity express itself. This taught me 
so much more than sitting silently, one among 
30, listening to a monotonous teacher.  

The following year, I returned to Switzerland 
where I went to a small traditional village 
school and later a bigger one in the valleys. I 
was forced to go to learn something, no doubt, 
but it was certainly without the same enthusi-
asm. As a child in the process of becoming a 
teenager, these seven years disorientated rath-
er than supported me. Even though the content 
of the classes was relatively easily understood, 
the pressure placed on me by expectations from 
society became too much. 

In my last compulsory school year (2019-2020, 

Brick in the Wall.
By Juna Bovier
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the start of Covid-19) I had to make a very dif-
ficult decision that most teenagers struggle 
with: what to do next.

One day, stuck inside with a cold, my mum told 
me to check out the link she had just sent me. 
I opened it and stumbled upon the Brockwood 
website, exploring it for about an hour. I said, 
“That’s it, mom! I know what I would like to do 
next year. I want to go and meet those amaz-
ing people! Why didn’t you tell me a school like 
this existed?” And so the application process 
started and the exciting adventure of leaving 
my family for the first time and finding myself 
in an unknown place commenced. 

Here at Brockwood, I am invited to look at what 
is happening inside and around me, to inquire, 
to be sceptical, to find out for myself, to explore, 
fail and find my feet again. This place gives me 
space to challenge myself, time for social 
interactions and the opportunity to learn how 
to live together. Here I learn about emotional 
intelligence and how to reconnect with nature. 
I also have the chance to dream big ideas, 
expressing them and bringing them to life. The 
classes are my choice, with the teachers believ-
ing in my own ability to know what feels right 
to me. That means that every single pupil has a 
unique and personal timetable. 

The word Inwoods sits proudly no less than 
three times on my timetable. In my second 
year here, I have the opportunity to support 
the teachers at Inwoods, Brockwood’s prima-
ry school. Experiencing teaching on a practical 
level helps me obtain a bigger picture and is a 
great example of an alternative, non fear-based 
schooling system. Going there brings me 
so much joy! 
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My biggest learning of all was that children 
have plenty to teach the teacher.

The old-fashioned way of teaching is not ap-
propriate anymore. We have to understand 
that every single child is unique and there-
fore everyone has different needs and ways of 
learning which require a serious adaptation of 
the entire education system. 

Of course, it is easier to have the content known 
by heart and to recite it mechanically in front 
of little naive, scared and miserable 
human beings. This short term learning to 
please the teacher and pass examinations will 
inevitably cause unimaginable pressure on 
children. It leads to empty repetition, cheating 
and corruption. Evidently society (we) and the 
government has expectations about conform-
ity, expectations about what education should 
look like. We need to understand that the prev-
alent model of education was invented during 
the Industrial Revolution when the focus was 
mass production. We have moved on: schools 
should no longer exist as chain factories teach-
ing students to be slaves. 

Let’s remember that it starts with you, me and 
our children: by believing in innovative schools 
and maximising support for them, you can op-
timise a child’s development and growth. There 
are already amazing schools in place but most 
of them are private and inaccessible to the 
middle and working class. How can humanity 
live with that on its conscience? We have all 
touched mainstream schooling; we all hated it, 
yet we keep our eyes and ears shut as we kiss 
our children goodbye with a big smile every 
single morning•

This year I also had the opportunity to spend 
time at Inwoods, the small school at Brock-
wood. I supported two inspirational teachers in 
a beautiful environment. It was both fascinat-
ing and rewarding. 

Through my experiences as a student, then 
reading different pedagogies and now spend-
ing a good amount of time at Inwoods, some 
things have become clear to me. 

“Mechanical teaching leads to 
empty repetition”

We confuse teaching with learning, grade 
advancement with education, certificates with 
competence and this causes a big discombobu-
lation. Sadly, nowadays, people only value the 
left hemisphere of the brain, the part which is 
responsible for logic and handles reading, 
writing and calculations. But what about the 
right hemisphere, the one that manages crea-
tivity, rhythms and intuition? What about our 
amazingly complex and beautiful bodies?

The big issue that we have is that we are taught 
what to learn and not how to learn! The very 
word education comes from the Latin word 
educere which means ‘to bring out’ learning 
and knowledge, but regrettably all we do is ‘put 
in’ an excess of information to human brains.

“We are not trained to be intelligent, we are 
trained to be clever. You cannot be intelligent 
knowing things or reading books and reciting 
their content. The beginning of intelligence is 
to see everything without any distortion”
-J. Krishnamurti, ‘Does life prepare you for life?’
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History of Philosophy and Religion is 
a class where we learn about philos-
ophers and scientists from the past, 
their discoveries and how they have 
changed the world.

We worked our way from the past to 
the present. We discover the best way 
to research and develop 
critical thinking. Our teacher asks us 
mind-blowing questions that cause 
silence in the classroom. Those ques-
tions sometimes even make us think 
over the whole meaning of existence. 
There are even questions which we 
never find the answer to. 

A really interesting part is when we 
put our-selves into the mindsets of 
the philosophers to understand them 
better. Our teacher doesn’t offer an-
swers because he wants us to use our 
brains properly.

I am sitting in the depths of the library 
at a long table between bookshelves. 
Two windows peeking out between 
bushes to the South Lawn where the 
symbol of the school, the timeless 
cedar tree stands. I think this is the 
perfect place for my favourite class, 
somehow I feel safe and at peace in 
this room. The atmosphere allows 
one’s thoughts to become as deep 
as the soft cushions on the couches.  
Perfect to sink into...

Inside...
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By Sofiya Luther
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We went to a historical place, a 
marshland where many myths hide in 
the foggy landscape. We saw wild ani-
mals, like horses, cows and sheep. 

Friendships formed, as the hikes were 
very challenging and we only had each 
other to hold onto. Conversations came 
up by coincidence and life stories were 
shared. 

After the long hikes during the day, 
we met by the fireplace in the camp to 
warm up and dry all our clothes. With 
hot chocolate and warm blankets we lis-
tened to stories which were written by 
people who had visited in the past. 

In a few days, the group will return to 
our school and the time we had 
together will became a very special 
memory for each of us •

Out.
Glimpses of  my Brockwood year
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I consider it vitally important to investigate 
violence, discover where it is born, as well as 
all its implications, in addition to exploring the 
concepts of consensual and non-consensual 
violence. It is not possible for me to reflect on 
such an investigation in an article, even so I 
will attempt to start some conversation with 
the reader so that we can continue later on by 
ourselves, if we are interested.

It is evident that physical violence is a very 
present quality in nature, in the universe, and 
we can appreciate this conflictive quality in the 
creation of galaxies, in the clash of tectonic 
plates, in the waves of the sea, in the hunt for 
predators, in the clash of horns of the moun-
tain goats, in the shot of a football player, the 
plucking of a flower. In short, within everything 
that requires the exercise of pressing forces. 

“The clashing of horns, the 
plucking of a flower”

Throughout history, human beings have been 
physically and psychologically violent, not 
only against nature, but against themselves as 
a species despite not being the main determin-
ing factor, violence has given human beings 
the possibility of prevailing in their race for 
survival on earth for millions of years, which is 
why this stands out as one of its most present 
characteristics in history. Be it with bones and 
branches, spears and swords, or nuclear mis-
siles, throughout history, violence in the form 
of wars, tribal and personal conflicts, have been 
a daily part of the existence of the human 
being on earth. But what causes it? What moves 
that hand? Evidently, an intention moved by an 
emotional state. As in all social behavior, ac-
tions are based on the psyche. Consequently, 
we can affirm that a mental state of psycholog-
ical violence can be the origin of an action of 
physical violence, although physical violence 
will not always be the result of psychological 
violence. Take, for example, the fencers who 

By Javier Jurado 
Kishu Busshin.
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meet to practice their sport. They exercise cer-
tain mutual physically violent acts, typical of 
training, although in this situation there is not 
necessarily a situation of psychological vio-
lence. This fact clarifies that the action per se 
does not determine the quality, rather it will 
be the mental state of the executor, which es-
tablishes the violent or non-violent quality of 
the phenomenon. Note that a human being 
can look at another person, write a text or even 
speak violently.

“The baggage of millennia”

However each and every one of the actions ex-
posed previously can also be carried out with-
out violence in the same way that the fencer 
makes a blow without the need to feel internal 
violence of any kind. Still, naturally and regard-
less of the activity, this quality of psychological 
violence can surface during any activity, given 
the baggage of millennia of psychological vio-
lence present in our genetics.

All that has been previously stated regarding 
psychological violence is brilliantly reflected in 
a Japanese proverb linked to medicine: Kishu 
Busshin “Devil’s hands, Buddha’s heart” 

Although this expression may seem contra-
dictory and could be argued saying “Buddha’s 
heart, Buddha’s hands”, that is “mind in peace, 
action in peace”, the real meaning of the 
aphorism becomes evident in the specific area 
in which that was created: surgery. During sur-
gery, surgeons cut open a patient’s body. But 
even though the surgeon’s hands do seemingly 
horrible and cruel things, he does it with a com-
passionate heart to save the patient. In other 
words, from its outward expression it seems 
that brutal means (the devil’s hand) are being 
taken. Inside, however, he is full of benevo-
lence and mercy (the Buddha mind). “Means as 
severe as the devil’s, but 
Buddha’s mind at peace.”

Thus, the proverb makes it clear that the ap-
pearance of an action can deceive and not 
clearly show its intention or motivation, while, 
as mentioned above, the action per se does not 
determine its quality, but rather the mental 
state of the executor •
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Holding Back the Tide. 
By Luzie Raysz

Once upon a time there was a king governing a 
small island. On this island there was a tower 
with three floors. It was built right next to the 
sea, allowing the one standing on top of the 
tower an amazing view. 

On the lowest floor lived all the servants of the 
king. Down there, the sun barely reached and 
it was dark, wet and cold.  One floor above, the 
living standards improved. Here, the friends 
and the family of the king lived comfortably. 
The so-called middle class would find a place 
to sleep here. And then, on the upper floor, 
there was the most beautiful apartment with 
the biggest windows, the best view in the world 
and lots of food that the servants brought up. 

This was the king’s dwelling. He lived a lav-
ish life. He had great food and the best wine 
in the country, company from his friends and 
entertainment from his women. Everything he 
demanded was brought straight up to him, so 
he never had to leave his floor. The king loved 
his life. The king was fully dependent on his 
servants.They would joke about him and his 
inadequate regime, knowing well that they 
were the main cogs in the wheel. 

“The rumbling cloud rolled 
towards them”

Then, one day, the civilians looked up and saw 
a dark, rumbling cloud slowly rolling towards 
them. Everyone saw it except the king, who 
was busy drinking wine, eating food and hav-
ing fun with his women, not paying any atten-
tion to the outside world. 

As the sun painted beautiful colours onto the 
darkening sky, the first small but strong waves 
started to hit the shore. They became bigger 
and bigger, reaching higher and higher, until 
the first drops of the cold, salty water found 
their way through the tiny, battered windows 
of the servants. 
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Sooner than one would think, the waves had 
crept into the rooms, destroying their doors 
and beds. That was when the king first heard 
something unusual. Screams and shouts were 
dragged up to his floor by the wind, but he did 
not care about what was going on, because he 
was safe in his cosy dormitory, high above the 
sea level. Why should he help the lower class?

“Screams dragged up by the 
wind ”

The howling wind caused the fireplace to hiss 
maddeningly. As he went to pour himself an-
other glass of wine to soothe his temper, the 
strongest wave so far hit the tower with a 
boom, wrenching the glass from his hand. 
This time, the waves reached the second floor. 
Now, the king started to be slightly concerned 
for his safety, but he told himself that the 
storm would be over soon, and so stayed put 
at his table with all the fruits and sweets piled 
upon it. But it did not stop. One wave after an-
other  pounded the tower, which continued to 
sway. Most of the servants had turned silent, 
lost in the cold darkness of the rough sea. 

Only as his friends hammered against his door 
did the king realise that he actually should 
help. He opened the door and gasped with re-
lief, all his friends and family stumbled into 
his flat.

The King shuddered as he watched the wet, 
sweaty people invade his living room, eating 
his food and drinking his wine, making them-
selves comfortable on his couch. However, he 
knew he could not just send them back, so he 
decided to wait until the storm was over. 

Soon, all the food was eaten and all the wine 
was drunk. Outraged, he turned to seek his 
servants, but he realised that none of them 
were left. All of them had either perished or 
left in an attempt to help their own friends 
and family.

The King was left alone, with his desires, 
the cold and the consistent howling of the 
strengthening winds•
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And then my heart with pleasure fills…

Yes, it is daffodil time. They are every-
where and they bring so much joy and 
beauty. But what also brings cheer to 
my mind at this time of the year is the 
cherry blossom. 

Known in Japan as sakura and intri-
cately woven into Japanese culture, 
cherry blossom symbolizes beauty 
and fragility at the same time. Japa-
nese people celebrate it’s arrival with 
a whole lot of partying and revelry 
under the trees. 

However, cherry blossom is truly val-
ued because it also signifies transience 
and the fleeting nature of existence. 
You will find them in subtle shades of 
pink and white all around Brockwood. 
Don’t miss watching them with the 
backdrop of the blue sky on a bright 
sunny day. It brings pure joy. Krishna-
murti once asked, “Sir,  what will you 
do if you had just one hour to live?”  

The cherry blossom is more generous, 
it gives you two weeks• 
                                    
                                    ~Abhijit Padte

41



Across

1- People who might bug others (5) 

3 - Worldwide (6)

7 - Shape (8)

9 - Pardoned (8)

10 - Cigarette alternative (4)

13 - Shabby or in poor condition (5)

14 - Network connection box (5)

15 - Pop and sizzle, for example (12)

18 - Arrive (5)

19 - Gwen Stefani's favourite fruit? (6)

21 - Negative (2)

22 - Ancient Greek poet (5)

23 - Layered Ottoman pastry (7)

24 - William Shakespeare’s only son (6)

25 - Many family’s storage spaces (5)

Down

1 - Inhale through nose

2 - Hurt (7)

4 - Rowing necessities (4)

5 - Impertinent (6)

6 - You may find one on the end of a shoelace 
(5)
 
8 - English city - Harming IBM (anag) (10)

11 - @ (2)

12 - Woman with a box (7)

14 - Indian king (9)

16 - Hawaiian term for family (5)

17 - Very old (7)

20 - Makers of notoriously bricklike phones (5)

22 - Cured meat (3)

C
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