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 After an entire sea-
son of being undefeated 
the Harbord boys hockey 
season came to an unfor-
tunate end. After a long 
and hard fight, the team 
ended the season with a 1 
to 0 loss. 

 Following the heart-
breaking loss, Coach 
Erickson said, “This is 
the strongest team we 
have had in the past five 
years.” 
It was a very positive 
season and tier one is 

 You may have heard 
of the much sought af-
ter “full ride” scholarship 
given out to top athletes 
around the world entering 
university in the USA. It’s 
a scholarship that not only 
covers your entire tuition, 
but covers your room and 
board as well. Some even 
manage to squeeze in 
extras in the deal. Athlete, 
especially in the USA, train 
their butts off throughout 
high school with the hopes 
of getting scouted for one 
of these scholarships. Well, 
I’m sad to say that this “full 
ride” is more of a dream 
than a reality for most peo-
ple.  The mere chances 
of getting any scholarship 
whatsoever are pretty slim 
for a lot of athletes, regard-
less of skill.
 
 Universities will only 
pay big bucks for the big 
buck sports like football or 

basketball and occasional-
ly hockey, the other sports 
are just casualties in the 
grand scheme of things. 
Sports like field hockey, 
lacrosse or track and field 
get a very limited bud-
get leaving little room for 
scholarships to be handed 
out.
 
 Regardless of these 
“slim chances”, recruiting 
is a BIG deal in the states. 
Sports in general are a big 
deal in the states. In fact 
pretty much everything is 
a bigger deal in the states, 
but you have to respect 
their enthusiasm. There, 
kids are started on sports 
young and parents hope 
to uncover some magical 
hidden talent that will save 
them tens of thousands. 
Come high school (which 
is pretty much where all 
sports take place, they do 
not have many leagues or 
clubs outside of school) 

No Pucking Way!
By: Diogo Mello

definitely in their grasp for 
next year’s team. All the 
seniors on this year’s team 
will be missed. Their hard 
work and dedication for the 
team was highly appreciat-
ed and will never be for-
gotten. They built an excel-
lent segway for next year’s 
powerhouse. The team this 
year had a healthy dosage 
of grade eleven players 
who are now being passed 
the torch and given all 
opportunities to make next 
year’s team as memorable 
as this year. Onward Har-
bord!

students are already on the 
track to recruitment in their 
freshmen year. Some kids 
even start getting recruit-
ed by scouts before then. 
Companies such as NCSA 
find kids from across North 
America and get them to 
create profiles for scout-
ing. Coaches want to know 
pretty much everything 
about you. They ask for 
results, academic averag-
es, class rank, standard-
ized testing results, videos, 
height, weight, etc. 

 Once a coach is 
interested in you, you have 
to keep a steady flow of 
contact, continuously up-
dating them on new results 
and keep on doing so until 
your admission is set and 
scholarship is final. The 
struggle continues even 
after university has started. 
There is constant pres-
sure put on you to perform 

The Low Down on Sports Recruiting in the USA
By: Madeleine Whitestone

physically and academ-
ically with the threat of 
losing that scholarship. 

 The scholarships that 
I have been talking about 
so far are mainly the big 
ticket ones that cover if 
not all, most of tuition, but 
there are loads of smaller 
scholarships that are in 
my opinion a much better 
way to go. Yes, they do not 
save you a whole lot of fi-
nancial stress but a couple 
thousand dollars is always 
helpful. It also comes with 
the added benefit of less 
pressure. There are a lot 
more of these scholarships 
offered and most sports 
will give them out. 

 A word of advice for 
athletes: don’t get your 
hopes up too high, you 
may not be the recipient of 
a “full ride” but know that 
where there is a will there 
is a way. 
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 Ten... Nine... Eight... 
Even with my back on 
the cushion, I can feel 
shivers traveling down 
my spine. There are 
goose bumps appearing 
on my arms. My moment 
has finally come. 
Seven... Six... Five... I’m 
ready. Nothing can stop 
me now. 
Four... Soon this beau-
tiful, cruel planet will be 
nothing but a speck of 
dust below me.
Three... I tighten my fists, 
awaiting the jolt. A rush 
of adrenaline surges 
through me. 
Two... Escaping, fleeing, 
soaring. Never looking 
back.
One. 

 All at once, I am 
weightless. 

 My body is already 
thousands of feet above 
the ground. I am flying. 
I feel something at my 
throat - a sound. I open 
my mouth to let it es-
cape. A laugh? No, a 
cackle. Free at last. Sud-
denly, I am howling with 
laughter, tears streaming 
down my face. Never 
again will I be told there 
is something wrong with 
me. Never again will any-
one say the voices aren’t 
real. Goodbye, fools. I’ve 
left you behind. 

 I now take the 
time to look around me. 
Space is truly and utterly 
beautiful. The darkness 
looks like it has been 
splashed with a billion 
fireflies, moving together 
in a special kind of slow 
dance that even the most 

 The Astronaut
By: Olivia Deresti

elegant of 
dancers 
could not 
understand. 
I can hear 
them whis-
pering.

  “You’re 
here.” they 
say to me, 
“We have 
been wait-
ing for you.”

 The stars 
continue 
their dance, 
and I can-
not take 
my eyes off 
them. Once 
again, I am 
ascending. 
My body 
starts to lift 
off of the 

bed, and I realize that 
it is the stars prompting 
me towards them. I sur-
render, as I have nothing 
to lose. They wrap them-
selves around me, in an 
eternal embrace that can 
mean only one thing: 
“Welcome home.”

 I close my eyes and 
savor the feeling, but it is 
over too quickly. I open 
them only to realize I am 
back in the white room. 
The horrible, eerie white 
room. No, this cannot be 
true. “NO!” I scream, ter-
rified. “GET ME OUT OF 
HERE!” 

 A thin blond woman 
with a white coat runs in. 
I hate her. She is soon 
followed by a man with 
dark hair and a mus-
tache. I have never seen 
him before, but I immedi-

ately hate him too. I con-
tinue shrieking. 

 “I DO NOT BE-
LONG HERE!” I wonder 
if maybe the stars danc-
ing way above can hear 
me. I sit up and try to 
get off the bed, but the 
man grabs my arms and 
holds me down. 
“LET GO!” 

 My screams of fear 
have quickly turned into 
screams of rage. I flail 
my arms around, trying 
to slip out of his grasp, 
but have no luck. The 
woman comes towards 
me, leans down and 
stretches her arms out, 
removing my cardboard 
box helmet from my 
head, and throwing it on 
the floor. I am now over-
come with anger. 

 “No! I am the cap-
tain! I belong with the 
stars! I am the astro-
naut!” The man is still 
holding me down as 
the woman returns with 
something in her hand - 
a needle. Without hesita-
tion, she stabs it into my 
left arm. There is no time 
to react; I can already 
feel the liquid flowing 
through my veins - cold - 
like the hearts of the fools 
who put it there. 

I am the astronaut.
I am the...
I am...
I...
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 Some would say that 
travelling across the Pa-
cific Ocean at the young 
age of 9 months could give 
you the travel bug. Being 
someone who actually did 
that, I would say that that 
is 100% accurate. Luckily, 
my entire family has the 
travel bug, and ever since I 
can remember we’ve been 
travelling whenever possi-
ble. 

 Once upon a time, a 
long while ago, two people 
met in university, and they 
hit it off right and away. 
Soon they were backpack-
ing across Europe, and 
down into Africa where 
they stayed for five years. 
By that time, they decided 
to return to the Canadian 
life, living in igloos and 
riding moose to work. It 
was hard at first, but soon 
they were riding moose 
as though they had never 
been away. That’s when my 
sister arrived, dropped off 
by a beautiful Asian stork. 
Then three years later, I 
was dropped off, but my 
parents never stopped 
feeling the need to travel, 
so my life as a traveller 

began. 

 The first trip I remem-
ber was when I was in ju-
nior kindergarten, and my 
entire family took a break 
from the Canadian life, and 
travelled down to the Cook 
Islands and New Zealand 
for a couple of months. My 
memory is pretty choppy, 
but I remember having so 
much fun. My sister and I 
would spend hours play-
ing on the beach, finding 
hermit crabs, and running 
around before hopping into 
little bike seats and going 
for a pedal around the is-
land. 

 One of my favour-
ite trips would probably 
be one where we went to 
Belize. We began at the 
Lamanai Outpost Lodge, 
which is very remote and 
directly on the New River. 
To this day, it is probably 
one of the most beautiful 
places I have ever been. 
We arrived by boat, flying 
past beautiful lush vegeta-
tion, and some of the most 
startling vibrant birds.  The 
lodge itself was exactly 
how you would imagine 

and eco lodge to be; se-
rene, with all of the natural 
wood showing, with veg-
etation and wild animals 
roaming around at their 
own free will. However, on 
the occasion where howler 
monkeys began howling 
at 5 a.m. it was no longer 
calm, it was irritating.
 After about a week at the 
beautiful Lamanai Out-
post Lodge, we flew down 
to San Pedro, Ambergris 
Caye. The reason why we 
chose here was because 
we wanted to dive. My 
parents had their diving 
licence, and my sister and 
I wanted to get our kiddie 
versions of the real deal. 
So, we rented an apart-
ment, and were soon div-
ing every day. My sister 
and I began the course 
in shallow water, learning 
how to breathe calmly, 
clear our masks, retrieve 
the *mouth piece*if it ever 
fell out of our mouths, and 
use the signing technique 
to convey messages un-
derwater. By the time we 
got to deeper waters, I felt 
as though I could take on 
the world… I didn’t. In-
stead, I got myself stuck in 

Wanderlust
By: Kira Knight

a large bed of coral. How? 
Well, we were learning how 
to control our buoyancy 
with our breath, but then I 
was caught in a light cur-
rent and as I exhaled, to 
go down, I was pulled into 
a bed of coral. I sat there 
for a good few minutes be-
fore people even noticed 
that I was stuck, talk about 
embarrassing! However, 
that wasn’t the end of my 
embarrassing moments 
of that particular dive. As 
we were ascending to the 
surface, I got distracted by 
a couple of nurse sharks 
swimming below us. I 
stopped to look at them, 
but when I looked around, 
everyone in my group had 
disappeared. Beginning 
to panic, I looked side to 
side, frantically trying to 
spot my sister’s neon flip-
pers, I had no such luck. 
Then I felt someone tap my 
shoulder, it was the dive 
master, he pointed up-
wards and I saw my group 
floating just above me… 
they had seen my entire 
freak out and all I had had 
to do was look towards 
the surface. Fortunately, 
for me, these lapses in my 
judgement didn’t affect 
whether or not I got my 
diving certificate, and by 
the end of the trip both my 
sister and I were certified 
divers. 

 Since then we’ve 
gone on countless trips all 
over the world, following 
our need to explore and 
experience different cul-
tures, returning to different 
parts of Africa and Europe, 
visiting family friends. Nev-
er have I ever forgotten 
how lucky I am to be in a 
family who not only loves 
travelling as much I do, but 
one that has the ability to 
do so. 



Feature

5
December 2014

 I spent most of last 
summer in Serbia; in fact, 
for as far back as I can 
remember, I’ve spent most 
summers in Europe. Go-
ing to Europe is not really 
like visiting for me; my 
family owns a home there, 
we have responsibilities, 
friends, neighbours – go-
ing to Europe is like going 
to my second home.

 I love it in Serbia (I 
love Toronto, too but for 
different reasons). For one, 
the weather is fantastic in 
Serbia. Serbian summers 
are anywhere between 
27C to  40C. Last summer 
was a very difficult one, 
however. Serbia was hit 

1) Make a packing list (dont-
forgetyourtoothbrush.com).

2) Before packing anything 
into your suitcase lay ev-
erything out on your bed or 
floor to make sure you have 
a visual of everything you’re 
packing in case you missed 
something on your checklist. 

3) Roll all your clothes to 
save space in your luggage. 

4) Always weigh your suit-
case before leaving for the 
airport. Easy trick is to weigh 
yourself, then cradle your 
suitcase and subtract from 
the original weight. Make 
sure to leave room for sou-
venirs. 

5) Arrive at the airport a min-
imum of an hour and a half 
before your flight to avoid 
any complications. Don’t be 

that person/ family that has 
to butt everyone in the line 
just because you had to get 
all dressed up for your nine 
hour flight. 

6) In the security lines, have 
everything you need in your 
hand (Boarding pass and 
Passport) organize your 
carry-on so everything that 
needs to be taken out has a 
proper place to be put back 
into. Take everything out of 
your pockets. If you walk 
through the metal detector 
more than twice you’re an 
idiot and security will be se-
cretly laughing and judging 
you.   

7) Ladies, DO NOT wear 
heels onto the plane, EVER. 
Aside from safety reasons 
you look hella uncomfortable 
and in case there is a water 
landing and you tear open 

My Summer Spent in Serbia
By Nastasia Krstic

by a flood and my small 
town was directly affected. 
The flood was terrible, but 
people pulled through.

 Despite the natural 
disaster which inflicted 
Serbia last summer, I still 
had a fantastic time. One 
of my favourite places to 
visit is to Belgrade, the 
capital. Belgrade has ev-
erything a large metropoli-
tan city has: theatre, parks, 
shops, restaurants, and 
clubs. But it also has cas-
tles!

  “Kalamegdan” (also 
known as “The Belgrade 
Fortress”) is a huge cas-
tle-like building reaching 

Traveling for Dummies
By: Diogo Mello

the raft with your pumps 
you’ll be international water’s 
most wanted after everyone 
has to pencil dive into the 
frigid ocean. 

8) Your carry-on should NEV-
ER be a suitcase; you will 
never need anything that’s 
in there. Bring a backpack/
messenger bag/purse/brief-
case. Your massive carry on 
screws everyone else over 
because if there isn’t enough 
room everyone waits another 
hour for you to check-in your 
“CARRY ON.”

9) Keep yourself entertained 
on the plane and understand 
NO ONE wants to be in the 
plane. Be courteous to ev-
eryone and don’t be scared 
to make small talk with the 
people around you.  

10) If you are seated on the 
aisle and someone needs to 
get up for whatever reason 
don’t hold in your breath and 
retract your face as if your 
can sink yourself into the 
chair. Get up and let them 
out with ease. 

11) I don’t need to hear your 
music or your super “import-
ant business lingo” four rows 
down. 

12) When the flight atten-
dants ask you to do some-
thing DO NOT argue with 
them, simply agree and 

follow the order. They are not 
there to make your trip hell 
but to insure your safety so 
if they say “Tray up” it’s tray 
up. 

13) When the plane lands 
don’t rush out of your seat 
to grab everything because 
you’re going to have to 
wait for them to attach the 
bridge/ stairs for you to get 
off. You’ll be waiting another 
twenty minutes. You’ve al-
ready waited a minimum of 
three hours to arrive at your 
destination, you can wait a 
few more minutes.   

14) When you’re on your 
travels make sure you con-
tact banks prior to travel in 
case of emergencies. Talk 
to a doctor in case there is 
any type of medication you 
should take prior or any 
common illnesses found in 
the country you should be 
aware of and how to prevent/ 
cure them. 

15) When you finally im-
merse yourself into the coun-
try you are traveling to don’t 
walk around with a map. 
You’re best memories will 
be made from not sched-
uling them out plus locals 
can smell tourist from a mile 
away. 

16) Enjoy your travels. Enjoy 
the simplest moments to the 
fullest. 

125.5 meters in height, 
placed on a cliff and built 
in the year 535. It’s a sight 
to behold and it’s located 
right downtown!
  I also got to swim in the 
Ada – a man made river, 
situated in the center of 
Belgrade. It was warm and 
pleasant with all sorts of 
shops along the water’s 
edge, along with restau-
rants and cafes.

 Beyond Serbia’s 
capital city Belgrade, it’s a 
whole other world with rural 
villages where it’s possible 
to see all sorts of inter-
esting things: vineyards, 
apple and plum orchards, 
and of course, livestock.

My family home is located 
in such a village, Crkve-
nac, which is about three 
kilometers west of a small 
city called Svilajnac. Svila-
jnac might not be very big, 
but it is famous: the town is 
known historically as one 
where the finest silkworms 
were grown.

 For those of you who 
are thinking about summer 
travels, consider Serbia 
this summer. Belgrade will 
be hosting its famous Beer 
festival in August and Novi 
Sad, a large city about two 
hours north, will be hosting 
the famous EXIT Summer 
Rock festival.
Enjoy your travels.
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 When I was eight 
my family decided that we 
were moving to Nicaragua. 
My mother hates the winter 
and we all love traveling, 
so it seemed like a good 
idea to get out of Canada 
for a while. I don’t actually 
remember how I felt about 
moving there initially, but 
I know that I came to love 
my life in Central America 
for those six months back 
in 2005. 

 It was totally different 
than living here in Toron-
to. We settled into a small 
and pleasant fishing town 
called San Juan Del Sur. 
First of all, there was a 
huge language barrier. My 
family and I had to take a 
couple months of Span-
ish lessons. Since I was 
young, I learned quite fast. 
The culture is also very 
different than here. 

 Nicaragua is a Third 
World country, which was 

shocking to my naive eyes. 
I had never seen real pov-
erty before. The locals 
lived mostly in shacks, 
hand-washed all their 
clothes and dishes, and 
had chickens as pets. De-
spite all this, they seemed 
to be happy. This blew my 
mind, and I immediate-
ly felt guilty for being the 
slightest bit ungrateful for 
everything that I had. 

 The biggest change 
I experienced in Nicara-
gua was the schooling. 
The only good school in 
my little fishing village was 
a Catholic one called El 
Estrella Del Mar (The Star-
fish, for those who don’t 
speak Spanish). I am not 
Catholic. I was totally im-
mersed in Nicaraguan 
culture. The teachers were 
nuns, they wrote in cursive, 
and they did not speak a 
word of English. The class-
rooms were tiny, sweltering 
rooms, filled wall to wall 

There was once a girl
Who had a programmed 
path
But instead wished for a 
deferral 
She hadn’t seen much but 
photographs
And those who heard her 
plans often laughed 
Yet her feelings she could 
not ignore
Despite a tricky aftermath 
She needed to explore

She usually dreamed of 
big cities
Complete with a cornuco-
pia of unknown people 
With new stories and invi-
tations and profundities
Her desire to stay put was 
feeble
Undeterred by an inevita-
ble life upheaval 
The craving burned within 
her core
The wait was prolonged 
and evil
She needed to explore

Do you have enough mon-
ey?
They religiously inquired
No she replied numbly
But this fact seemed un-
equal to the atlas she ad-
mired
Upon which all her travels 
were inspired
There was nothing she 
wanted more
An unstoppable yearning 
permanently wired
She needed to explore

And she sat by the window 
with an impatient watchful-
ness
As she imagined swim-
ming on the Costa Rican 
sea floor
And time ticked by with 
perturbing slothfulness
She needed to explore

Nicaraguan For Six Months
By:  Olivia Deresti

Ballad for
Exploration
By: Imogen Bysshe with desks 

and seated 
students. The 
washrooms 
were out-
houses. The 
schoolyard 
was a giant 
square of 
concrete, no 
play structure 
or anything. 
The worst 
part of it was 
the uniform I 
wore: a white 
blouse and 
a navy dress 
made of thick 
fabric, add-
ing to the 
discomfort of 
the extremely 
hot climate. 

 At first 
it was scary and I felt 
very alone, but I quickly 
made friends with another 
non-local girl who’s parents 
moved to Nicaragua from 
England. As the only two 
foreign kids in a school of 
Nicaraguans, our friend-
ship was bound to happen. 

 Even though we lived 
amongst the locals, we 
didn’t completely embrace 
the Nicaraguan lifestyle. 
We were still tourists. We 
went out to fancy restau-
rants, took boat tours, and 
sat by the pool at the resort 
overlooking the bay. It was 
beautiful there, and we 
had a generally laid back 
lifestyle. I miss it and plan 
to return to visit as often 
as I can. I am so grateful 
for the experience of liv-
ing in another country and 
I would recommend it to 
anyone.
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 Back in the days 
when Tamagotchis and 
Heelys were all the rage, 
my parents decided to 
pack up and move to 
Mexico for a year. This 
decision, in its own way, 
was quite random - how 
did they come to Mexico 
of all places?But it was 
still planned. We decided 
to rent our house for the 
year to a nice Finnish fam-
ily, but that meant we had 
to clear it out. My parents 
had to painfully explain to 
my younger brother and I 
that we were only allowed 
to bring one stuffy each 
among our many hundreds 
(this being only one of the 
many cuts we had to make 
in terms of our luggage). 
Yet another catch was that 
my parents decided that 
we were to drive to Mexi-
co, not fly like any normal 
family, but drive. In our 
small car. We thus em-
barked on our week and 
a half long road trip quite 
literally through the USA.
 
 Road trips are a 
pretty common occurrence 

in my household. My dad 
jumps at any chance we 
have to “see America by 
road”, and my parents 
had figured out that two 
young kids left together in 
the back seat of a car for 
long periods of time tend 
to get pretty cranky. Their 
solution to this was enter-
tainment. The problem was 
that we did not have a por-
table DVD player, so, we 
strapped in a VCR playing 
TV to the back seat.  We 
were a bunch of happy 
campers bouncing along 
watching the Star Wars 
trilogy or the Never-ending 
story.
 
 Coming from Can-
ada’s cold climate, my 
parents were a bit worried 
about the transition we 
would face in Mexico so 
they opted to stay in the 
mountains. We moved to a 
small village close to Gua-
najuato, called San Miguel 
De Allende. It was a gor-
geous place with a great 
community. I didn’t want to 
miss out on my schooling 
for the year so my parents 

sent me and my brother to 
Colegio de los Charcos, 
a bilingual Waldorf school 
around an hour outside of 
town. The Waldorf school-
ing system is very different 
from the normal public one 
we have in Canada. Their 
mission is “Teachers strive 
to transform education into 
an art that educates the 
whole child—the heart and 
the hands, as well as the 
head.”. Not only that but 
their philosophy includes 
sticking with the same 
teacher throughout your 
entire schooling.  You start 
in kindergarten with your 
one class and your one 
teacher and you stay with 
them right to grade 6. I got 
lucky and ended up with 
a great teacher (who was 
coincidentally a Canadian 
as well) and I made friends 
pretty quickly. My brother 
on the other hand did not. 
He was in kindergarten 
at the time and I guess 
Mexican kindergarteners 
are a lot more judgmental 
than elementary school 
kids and did not take to 
my brother very well. They 
pushed him into cacti, 
locked him in a chicken 
coup. Within a month my 
parents took him out of 
Colegio and put him into a 
Montessori school which 
Ironically has pretty much 
the exact opposite values 
as the Waldorf schooling 
system. From there my 
brother was happy and 
he made his fair share of 
friends.
 
 Culturally, Mexico 
was very different than 
Canada; there was more 
of a joie de vivre vibe from 
the place despite its many 
financial issues. San Mi-
guel was full of festivities; 
they had thousands of 
celebrations in the town 
square for everything from 
Day of the Dead to Easter. 
At Christmas time there 

My Year as a Foreigner
By: Madeleine Whitestone

were posadas every night 
(the Mexican equivalent 
to a Christmas party). You 
would parade the streets 
singing Christmas carols 
while people in the sur-
rounding houses would 
toss gifts and treats at you. 
It could get a bit hectic 
at times (especially if you 
were nearly knocked out 
by a flying sugar cane as I 
was) but it was pretty fun. 
It even seemed as if they 
had their own made up 
holidays. One weekend 
in the town square there 
were loads of vendors 
selling hollowed out eggs 
filled with glitter or con-
fetti that you would buy to 
run around and smash on 
the head any unfortunate 
stranger who happened to 
be walking by (which was 
a totally socially accept-
able thing to do).
 
 Mexico was full of 
experiences the memories 
of which will last a lifetime. 
It was a long time ago now 
but I still remember it fond-
ly, travel does that to you. 
It gives you the chance 
to experience things you 
never would have. You get 
to be a part of a different 
culture, and live a different 
lifestyle for a while. While 
I do wish that I could con-
struct a better memory 
of this year, having expe-
rienced it at the age of 
eight, I am glad my par-
ents did it when they did, 
and I’m glad they did it in 
general. It must have been 
hard for them to totally 
uproot their lives for a year 
but me being my naïve 
eight-year-old self didn’t 
think a thing of it. All in all, 
experiences are great, 
good and bad, travels is 
great and most importantly, 
family is great.
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Travel
By: Serafina Fraracci
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 I’m writing this article 
while sitting in a small cafe 
in a Florida beach town. This 
week is Spring Break, and as 
anyone might guess, a beach 
town such as this is packed 
with Spring Breakers.
 I’ve never gone away for 
March Break before, so this 
ordeal is something I’ve only 
ever seen in movies. Police 
are a frequent sight, sitting 
sunburnt Spring Breakers 
down as they drunkenly walk 
almost into traffic. When we 
first arrived, a group of fire-
fighters from Cincinnati did a 
tamer version of a Magic Mike 
style dance routine on the 
beach, gold g-strings and all. 

 The Lani Kai is centre of 
the Spring Break culture here. 
Even the staff participates 
in the parties, and you can 
often hear them arranging to 
meet up with college kids after 
they get off work. Everyone is 
immensely friendly, talking to 
anyone who seems up for a 
conversation. People picked 
up conversation with us on the 
streets, telling us which bars 
and restaurants to go to and 
avoid, complaining about the 
police, inviting us to parties, 
asking about where we’re 
from. Practically everyone is 
wearing a jersey or sweater 
advertising either their state or 
their school. There are towels 
and flags with the names of 
different frats strung across 
the balconies of the massive 
hotel. Outside they have a 
volleyball court and a stage, 
along with a children’s play-
ground. 

 In recent years, the Lani 
Kai has begun trying to ad-
vertise itself as a family hotel, 
which is honestly ridiculous. 
I can’t imagine staying there 
with a child, surrounded by 
a party that never stops, yet 
children are everywhere. All 
hours of the day, the Lani Kai 
is lit up. People have travelled 
from all over for the vacation. 
Just a couple minutes ago, a 
British girl ordered a smoothie 
from the cafe I’m in, asking the 
baristas for whatever would 
best help a hangover. The 
Cincinnati firefighters gave a 
warning before their dance 
that they’d been up all night 
drinking, so they apologized if 
their dancing wasn’t as good 
as it could have been. It’s in-
sane down here - even the old 
people are partying hard.

The Lani Kai
By: Abby Adams-Gopsill

 Anticipation is one of 
those things that can lead 
you to complete success 
or absolute failure. After an 
entire year’s wait we board-
ed Sata Airlines and began 
our voyage to Açores. No 
Harbordite could fathom the 
series of events that would 
happen next. Air so crisp 
one could take a bite out of 
it, fresh enough to clear all 
sinus irritations. Driving to 
the Pousada Hostel we felt at 
home, as though each of us 
had been there before and 
knew every secret the island 
held. 

 Each morning a view 
of the sun rising glittered 
over the ocean’s horizon and 
painted a pink tone on every 
bit of skin it touched. Have 
you ever been awoken by 
a school of Tunas? No, you 
have not. Rather than a large 
fish flopping on the bedroom 
floor, in Portugal Tunas is a 
fraternity of students who 
sing in competitions. We 
were graced with balcony 
seats (literally from our bal-
cony) to one of these con-
certs. 

 Throughout the city 
of Ponte Delgada there’s a 
faint smell of marina: each 
break of tide releases whole-
someness. There is a higher 
chance of being struck by 
lightning twice than finding 
someone who won’t smile 
and wish you a good morn-
ing on this island. From 
day one, no matter where 
we went, we were watched 
like zoo animals, rare exot-

ic creatures who may have 
smelt like maple syrup. Walk-
ing on the cobblestoned 
roads is when it completely 
sunk in for us that we were 
no longer on the streets of 
Toronto. In that moment we 
were European. Within one 
day’s travel we experienced 
a new culture to its absolute 
fullest. 

 Frequent travelers say 
being ill on a trip is the worst-
case scenario. I disagree. 
Within three days a majority 
of the group had some type 
of sickness, varying from 
sore throats, sniffles, and/
or sad boy syndrome. From 
these illnesses we all be-
came vulnerable to one an-
other and became a “Family” 
and even began referring to 
the Pousada as home. 

 Every inch of this 
island offers a breathtaking 
view. Our schedule was more 
packed than the 401 at five 
o’clock. We went from ex-
otic gardens, including one 
with the oldest tree in Sao 
Miguel imported from Austra-
lia, riding a whale watching 
boat, and eating the greatest 
Bar-B-Q chicken ever with 
hand cut-fries. Despite the 
lack of sleep, and a constant 
need for a Gallon (latte - 
which cost a euro) and weird 
tasting milk, dull moments 
didn’t exist. Have you stood 
on top of an old clock tower 
and watched the sunset? 
Climbed the side of a water-
fall? Or dipped your feet into 
a black sand beach? What 
about Magnum ice cream 

bars that don’t cost your 
entire paycheck? Or drank 
Kima - or as I refer to it, “A 
saints tears”? 

 We found ourselves 
forgetting our city roots and 
willingly milking cows, drink-
ing milk straight out the utter, 
climbing mountains and hills 
with ease, and navigating 
our way through farm yards. 
Even the least religious per-
son was left speechless by 
the gold leafed detail and 
beauty of each church on the 
island. 

 Anticipation is one 
of those things that can 
cause misery or take us 
to joy. There came a point 
when I looked at the people 
on the trip and I no longer 
saw just another face in the 
halls, I saw friends; yes, it’s 
the biggest cliché man has 
discovered but no other word 
compares. 

 As I write these words 
down I find it more difficult to 
explain to those who didn’t 
come how the island stole a 
piece of our hearts, how we 
saw each other at our abso-
lute worst and best, how we 
managed to fall asleep any-
where and everywhere, and 
find the simplest of moments 
the best. Sitting beside a lit-
tle boy on the plane, I asked 
how he liked his trip.  He 
answered “I met my family 
for the first time.”
 I replied, “ I think I made 
one.” 

Fala Inglês?
By: Diogo Mello
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 The first step of a road 
trip is planning your route. 
Even if your destination 
is unknown you’ll need to 
know how to get out of the 
city and in which cardinal 
direction you intend to go. 
If you have an idea of how 
long your road trip will take 
and how long you intend to 
stay at your destination, then 
you will know how much you 
need to pack. Then pack up 
the car and off you go. 

 Personally, my desti-
nation is often Thunder Bay, 
a 17-hour (some may say 
16) drive to the Northwestern 
part of the huge province of 
Ontario. Packing has always 
been an immense struggle 
as my family is rather vol-
ume-challenged, however, 
after much rearranging we 
usually manage to squeeze 
everything in, including the 
cat. Then off we go up the 
Allen expressway, onto the 
401, the 400 and away! We 
travel north through southern 
Ontario, past the suburbs 
and the industrial wasteland 
that surrounds the city and 
into the Greenbelt (a strip of 
land on which development 
is restricted in order to pro-
tect the nature that exists 
there). It is also the home of 
much of the local agriculture 
that fills Toronto’s Farmer’s 
markets. Often I am too 
sleepy because of the early 
departure to appreciate the 
farmland of Holland Marsh. 
I do not fully wake up until 
Parry Sound; the town that 
marks the border from south-
ern to middle Ontario. 

 Now driving northwest 
along Georgian Bay, the 
woods get thicker with more 
varieties of pine, as well as 
birch trees (black and white 
striped trees, with bark that 
peels easily). There’s not 
much along this stretch 
until you reach French River. 
French River is a town but 
also a lovely provincial park 
and an ideal lunch spot. It 
features a small semi-muse-
um/information center with 
a large bathroom and many 
picnic tables in the shade, 
as well as a scenic walk over 
a bridge traditionally used 
by snowmobiles.(Pro tip: 

When travelling with a sedat-
ed cat make sure to tie him 
to a picnic table or he’ll get 
too excited and run into the 
forest.) 

 Further along the 
road, after travelling north, 
is Sudbury. This city rivals 
Thunder Bay and is prob-
ably best known for its in-
credible amounts of nickel 
and its university, Laurentian. 
The road does not take you 
through Sudbury but around 
the bottom of it so that you 
end up travelling west, in 
fact you have to change 
roads, and from now on you 
are on Highway 17. And 
what a highway it is! Rock 
outcrops on either side fly 
past your window and the 
dense trees become a green 
blur as you speed up. Pass-
ing through towns such as 
Massey, Blind River (which 
is featured in a Neil Young 
song [ask you parents]) and 
Thessalon. Sault Ste. Marie 
appears shortly after Thes-
salon. It is a little city, and is 
exactly half-way between To-
ronto and Thunder Bay. We 
usually stay in a place called 
the Water Tower Inn, which, 
as it happens, is named 
after the city’s water tower. 

 Another option, which 
is easier to do without a 
sedated cat, is camp in Lake 
Superior Provincial Park. 
Let’s just clarify, this is not 
any provincial park, this is 
the most beautiful park in the 
world. The nature is incredi-
ble, the water is clearer than 
in the Caribbean (and obvi-
ously much colder) and the 
view out onto Lake Superior 
framed by the Canadian 
Shield rock is breathtaking. 
This is the boreal North. 

 It may be hard to un-
derstand why there is such 
Northern pride, especially 
if you’re from the South. I 
suppose it is because of 
the small population, the 
ever-lasting fight against 
the cold and the impression 
(and fact) that you are sur-
rounded by nature, nature 
that is accessible to every-
one. 

 The next stop is 

Wawa. Wawa is the home 
of a giant goose statue, the 
reason for this being that 
Wawa means ‘Wild Goose’ 
in Ojibway. Its ideal location 
makes it a pit stop heavily 
relied on by almost everyone 
travelling on Highway 17. 
The Tim Horton’s is always 
busy. Driving further north-
west, the town of White River 
will appear, sporting a statue 
of Winnie the Pooh and his 
friend Piglet in a tree. Why 
have a statue of a famed 
Disney character and in-
habitant of the hundred acre 
wood? Because he was nev-
er just a Disney character. A 
real bear cub, by the name 
of Winnipeg (which soon 
became Winnie) lived in the 
woods near White River and 
was bought by a soldier 
heading off to WWI in 1914. 
He transported the bear with 
him until he could no longer 
do so and left her in a zoo 
in London, England. In this 
zoo Winnie met A. A. Milne 
the author of the Winnie-the-
Pooh stories (his son’s bear 
was dubbed this because of 
Winnie from the zoo). Also, 
amazingly, the soldier, now 
captain, survived the war 
and returned for Winnie in 
1918, though he did not take 
her back as a pet because 
of the joy that she brought to 
all the Londoners who visit-
ed the zoo. 

 The journey is almost 
complete, the land becomes 
hillier, you are on top of the 
Canadian Shield now and 
the trees yet more dense, 
with foliage and underbrush 
of all kinds. At Marathon you 
are on the northern shore of 
Lake Superior -the biggest 
lake in the world- and you 
can glimpse it through the 
trees as you drive by. This is 
a rather desolate and cold 
stretch of road, yet beauti-
ful. The beauty is evident at 
Neys Provincial Park which 
offers long stretches of the 
Canadian Shield jutting out 
onto the endless wavy wa-
ter, with a beach on which 
plenty of driftwood resides. 
This provincial park is also 
a historic site for it used to 
be a prison of war camp 
for German soldiers during 
WWII. Some remnants of old 

buildings linger in the forest 
and some old rusted metal is 
laid out on the rocks accom-
panied by an informative 
plaque.

  The final leg of the 
journey begins as you cruise 
through Schreiber and Ter-
race Bay. Highway 17 merg-
es with Highway 11 and they 
become 11/17, the sign that 
reads FISH in capital letters 
(designed by my former 
Thunder Bay neighbor) 
approaches. It is here on a 
little turn-about that the fish 
lady lives. She sells freshly 
caught red fin Lake Trout, 
jams and a variety local 
Thunder Oak gouda chees-
es. Her smoked whitefish is 
outstanding. 

 Not too long after this 
you are on the outskirts of 
the city of Thunder Bay. The 
east side used to be the 
town of Port Arthur. The west 
side was once Fort William. 
The twin towns formed 
one in 1970. Many Finnish 
people have immigrated to 
Thunder Bay and the Finn-
ish tradition of sauna-ing is 
widely practiced because of 
the similar climate. Thunder 
Bay has its own dessert that 
is not made anywhere else. 
It is called the Persian and it 
consists of fluffy white pastry 
topped with pink strawberry 
icing. Thunder Bay’s inhab-
itants enjoy the city but also 
how easy it is to access na-
ture, right outside of the city. 
Although the road trip 
seemed very long Thunder 
Bay is by no means the most 
northern point of Ontario. 
Ontario extends thousands 
of kilometers northward to 
land on which First Nations 
people live, accessible only 
by plane. 

 Ontario is a very large 
province and although trav-
elling overseas is a very 
worthy endeavor, why not try 
going on road trip and get 
to know the place you call 
home?

Do you KNOW Ontario?
By Iloe Ariss
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RV 
A perfect gift for anyone 
planning on travelling in 
one of those classic camp-
ervans. People often mis-
take this documentary for 
a comedy because of its 
amusing cover photo, 
but don’t be fooled - 
the group on the cover 
are actually some of 
the best RV engineers 
and mechanics in the 
world. Never before 
have people been 
able to fix every little 
problem in their RV, 
they’ve always had 
to go to a mechanic. 
Today, with the help 
of this how-to docu-
mentary and a group 
of savvy engineers and 
mechanics, YOU can do it 
all. Complete with a hard 
copy of everything shown 
in the documentary, this is 
something all you RV-driv-
ers don’t want to miss. 

The Sisterhood of the 
Travelling Pants
What a tear-jerker. In the 
1880’s, when trousers were 
unacceptable for women 
to wear, a group of wom-
en band together to find a 
place in the world where 
they can wear pants. We 
follow them across Europe, 
as they fight prejudice and 

sexism before finding their 
place in a small cabin by 
the ocean. A beautiful film, 
with an emphasis on wom-
en’s fashion, something 
any and every fashionista 
should see. 

Little Miss Sunshine
A movie about a family so 
stunningly organized and 
composed they are driv-
en out of town (literally) in 
their minivan after being 
shunned by the neigh-
bourhood. Dealing with the 
tragedy of being run out of 
their own home the family 
searches for friends that 
will accept their normality 
and perfection. Their des-
tination is the smallest and 
sunniest town they can 
find. Thus they stumble 
across Little Miss Sun-

shine, a town so small you 
only have one neighbour 
and where the sun shines 
so brightly you won’t be 
able to see that neigh-
bour. An excellent movie to 
watch with the family.

How to Train Your Drag-
on 2
Dragon traffic has never 
been worse. The skies are 
full of creatures and move-
ment has slowed down to 

walking pace. After wit-
nessing several dragon 
collisions a traffic police-
man knows this madness 
has got to stop. He begins 
to think up a strategy for 
traffic control, often riding 

around the skies at 
night with a ponder-
ous twinkle in his 
eye. His struggle to 
realize his supreme 
traffic-stopping idea 
is amazing to watch. 
Viewing this man’s 
genius on the screen 
is the experience of 
a lifetime.

The Imitation Game
The story of two 
mimes who meet on 

the street and fall in love. 
The beautiful soundtrack 
really ties this film together; 
featuring artists such as 
Beethoven, Katy Perry and 
Abba. Occasional dialogue 

from people walking by 
on the street sets the 
tone for each new inter-
action the mimes have. 
They encounter some 
difficult obstacles in their 
mute relationship such as 
the extremely high stress 
mimeing careers they 
both pursue and the out-
rageous amount of mon-
ey they earn. If you watch 
this film you will see that 
in the end love conquers 
all.

IK Reviews
By: Kira Knight and Iloe Ariss
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Long car rides don’t have to be boring! Spice them up 
with this bumpin’ road trip playlist curated by yours truly. 

93 Million Miles – Jason Mraz

Playlist: Away From Home
By: Lena Rye

DJ Liv’s Road Trip Playlist
By: Olivia Deresti

Home - Phillip Phillips 

Gooey - Glass Animals

Stolen Dance - Milky Chance

Endors Toi - Tame Impala

Atlas Hands - B
enjamin Francis Left-

wich

Roll Away Your Stone - Mumford & Sons

Janglin - Edward Sharpe & The M
agnetic Zeros

Baby I’m Yours - Breakbot

2 Atoms In A Molecule - Noah & The Whale
Sympathy For The Devil - The Rolling Stones

Graves - Tokyo Police Club

Holdin On - Flume

Sleep Tight - Rollerskaters
Towers - Bon Iver

Icarus - White Hinterland

Silver Lining – First Aid Kit

The Call – Regina Spektor

All I Want – Kodaline

Grow Up and Blow Away - Metric

Chinese – Lily Allen
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 Whiplash is a film that 
asks the questions: “How 
far is too far when it comes 
to pushing yourself to 
achieve artistic success?” 
It’s an important subject to 
look at since success in 
music, like many other art 
forms, is in the end based 
on how much you’re will-
ing to do to get ahead of 
others. This question is 
explored in a film which is 
a musical thriller (a rarity in 
cinema) similar to Grand 
Piano, director Damien 
Chazelle’s previous film. 
However Grand Piano was 
a b-movie compared to 
Whiplash. I would never 
have expected a director 
of his previous calibre to 
make a film with such ma-
turity in such an interesting 
way, though it’s not the 
weirdest turn I’ve seen for 
someone in film. (Nicholas 
Cage is in a good film once 
every blue moon.)
 What makes Whip-
lash so unique is the way 
it focuses on the stu-
dent-teacher relationship 
between young Andrew 
(Miles Teller) and his ma-
niacal teacher Fletcher 
(JK Simmons). There is no 
inspiration, there is no hap-

piness involved, it is just 
one student trying to prove 
himself good enough to a 
teacher who uses verbal 
and physical abuse to his 
advantage. Both actors 
give stunning performanc-
es. JK Simmons is finally 
able to shine in a major 
role after his brief suc-
cess as the perfectly cast 
J. Jonah Jameson in the 
original Spider-Man trilo-
gy. He gives a convincing 
performance of a teacher 
who will go to such levels 
of torment with his students 
that you almost want to 
congratulate him on how 
true he is. He’s a character 
to hate, but a character 
you enjoy watching and the 
film knows that and doesn’t 
a waste a minute of screen 
time with him.
 What about the main 
character of Andrew him-
self? He is the one emo-
tionally pushed, he is the 
student trying to prove 
himself of some worth in 
this world, and he is the 
person to emotionally con-
nect to as he suffers. Yet I 
don’t want to spoil the story 
by going into much detail 
(which is pretty much im-
possible to do). His down-
fall begins when the movie 

Whiplash

By: Reuben Barbosa 

opens. Miles Teller portrays 
a lonely young man who 
finds happiness in a world 
where everything is against 
him, everything being 
Fletcher. He is a relatable 
young artist trying to make 
it in New York and he does 
have a unique talent as a 
drummer which anybody in 
the audience could notice, 
though Fletcher believes 
as a teacher that no two 
words in the English lan-
guage are more dangerous 
than “good job”. We never 
know what Fletcher thinks 
of Andrew because he 
never says it until the end 
and boy is it worth it. 
 The last twenty min-
utes of this film could easily 
be the greatest third act 
I’ve ever seen. It features 
a passionate build up that 
makes you understand 
both characters and their 
actions perfectly with no 
words being spoken. It’s 
not worth spoiling beyond 
that sentence,but trust me, 
it is one that makes you 
question whether either 
side really won in the end. 
 The music in the film 
is exclusively jazz, though 
being a fan of the genre is 
not required while viewing. 
The film is edited in a way 

where the camera cuts 
with the rhythm, moves 
with notes, and tracks the 
beat to such a great de-
gree that it’s hard not to 
have fun when the musical 
pieces are played. What 
also helps make them so 
believable is the fact that 
Miles Teller learned to play 
drums and JK Simmons 
learned to play piano for 
their roles and both seem 
like experts at it. There are 
no awkward cuts or obvi-
ous doubles used in the 
film and apparently the 
pain you see their char-
acters suffering was real 
for both actors, with Miles 
Teller getting the worst in a 
scene that might honestly 
make you sick.
 My favourite scene 
would have to be the first 
encounter with Andrew and 
Fletcher. Andrew is forced 
to play the same four notes 
over and over again be-
cause he’s a millisecond 
off every time. He gets it 
wrong, and then he gets 
it wrong again, and then 
he gets it wrong again, 
and then he gets it wrong 
again, and then . . . But I 
wouldn’t dream of giving it 
away.
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Aries the Ram: March 21st- 
April 19th
Your prospects are rife and 
your energy is abundant! You 
my friend were born to thrive 
in the springtime and your 
month will be coloured with 
bright and festive shades. You 
should start to feel an influx 
of strength and desire to work 
towards a school or business 
related goal, keep it up!
Places to embark to on a 
grand voyage: England, Lith-
uania, Poland, Zimbabwe

Taurus the Bull: April 21st-
May 20th 
This month you may be faced 
with a chain of ambiguous or 
byzantine situations.  Paths 
may end up murky and hope 
could dwindle astray. Fear not 
as you are an exceptional de-
cision maker and your roads 
will shall soon be stabilized 
and running smoothly.
Places to embark to on a 
grand voyage: Serbia, East 
Timor, Cyprus, Ireland, Yemen
Gemini the Twins: May 21st-
June 20th

You may be faced with prob-
lems of love or friendship 
this month as your sphere of 
personal relationships is be-
ing negatively pressured by 
Venus. You will find it difficult 
to take control of situations, 
or handle tension within you 
peer groups. Alas, hard times 
like these hit us all every now 
and again. A patient mind is 
indisputably necessary. 
Places to embark to on a 
grand voyage:  Iceland, Mo-
rocco, Wales, Ecuador, Swe-
den

Cancer the Crab: June 
21st-July 22nd 
Unfortunately during this jolly 
spring month, you may feel 
negative emanations leaving 
you in a crabby mood. Nev-
ertheless, moonchild, do not 
always let the planets damp-
en your joy. Although tremen-
dously powerful, it is you that 
can turn around a sulking 
temperament with a drop of 
spontaneity and a douse of 
adventure. 
Places to embark to on a 
grand voyage: Paraguay, 
Scotland, Columbia, Mada-
gascar

Leo the Lion: July 23rd-Au-
gust 22nd 
Explore and feast and ex-
plore some more, Leo. This 
month is a stable and unen-
cumbered time for you; few 
anomalies present themselves 
in the stars. Do not hesitate 
to meander down forgotten 
roads, maybe even take it old 
school, hop on a train and see 
where you go… 
Places to embark to on a 
grand voyage: Italy, Indo-
nesia, Zanzibar, Nicaragua, 
Mongolia

Virgo the Virgin: August 
23rd-September 22nd
Unique possibilities will pres-
ent themselves in abundance 
this month. However, it is not 
certain that all shall be pos-
itive. Keep a watchful eye 
out and listen to your well 
ingrained instincts, they are 
better than you think. 
Places to embark to on a 
grand voyage: Brazil, Greece, 
Azerbaijan, Turkey

Libra the Scales: September 

23rd-October 22nd
Your sign shall feel an abnor-
mally dynamic influence on 
behalf of Saturn this month. 
This energy shall be solely 
concentrated on the sphere of 
personal relationships, which 
may appear ambiguous. Fear 
not young Libra, your charm 
and empathic qualities can 
make up for these negative 
celestial happenings and the 
love found undoubtedly in the 
air surrounds you invitingly.  
Places to embark to on a 
grand voyage: Tibet, Argenti-
na, Austria, China, Israel, Figi

Scorpio the Scorpion: Octo-
ber 23rd- November 22nd 
This month should prove plea-
surable for you dear Scorpio. 
Due to Saturn’s positive ema-
nations, your strength should 
multiply and your heart shall 
warm with the weather. Al-
though your sphere of person-
al relationships is in an inevi-
table danger zone for the next 
couple of weeks, attentive-
ness and good sense should 
clear your woes. 
Places to embark to on a 
grand voyage: Angola, Anti-
gua, Latvia, Panama

Sagittarius the Archer: No-
vember 23rd –December 21st
During this fine spring month, 
neutrality is key for you young 
archer. You may be attempt-
ing to place yourself in the 
arguments of others, bringing 
with you advice and support. 
Although your pursuit is no-
ble, someone else will patch 
up this tear. It is your turn to 
meditate on the outside and 
step back from the conflict. 
Places to embark to on a 
grand voyage: Spain, Austra-
lia, Chile, Bangladesh, Cam-
eroon

HOROSCOPES
By Imogen the Wistful Gazer 

Capricorn the Goat: Decem-
ber 22nd- January 19th 
Due to the moon’s powerful 
energy this month, you may 
feel an overwhelming desire 
to plan your future and map 
out the road stretching out 
far ahead. Be conscious of 
this yearning and cautious of 
letting it bound too far. Ponder 
most of the present and the 
stars shall light the way of the 
future. 
Places to embark to on a 
grand voyage: India, Bulgaria, 
Mexico, Czech Republic

Aquarius: January 20th –Feb-
ruary 19th
This month expect powerful 
support from your celestial 
patrons. Mercury and Mars 
are working in tandem to pro-
vide you with a dynamic en-
ergy that is to be used wisely 
and with caution. The stars 
also suggest that you spend a 
little more time with your close 
friends, perhaps a spring pic-
nic in the park is due?
Places to embark to on a 
grand voyage: Finland, Rus-
sia, Ethiopia, Sri Lanka

Pisces the Fish: February 
20th-March 19th 
Due to the position of the 
moon, you will experience a 
variety of advantages unique 
to water signs this month. 
Your level of intuition shall be 
heightened and you should 
thus act on impulse and trust 
your intelligent mind. Your 
ability to concentrate and 
accomplish will also rise, so 
begin projects and unleash 
your imagination! 
Places to embark to on a 
grand voyage: Portugal, Tuni-
sia Samoa, Egypt
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