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A Tri

During the February half
term, | travelled to the

P

capital of Argentina, Buenag

Aires. | have never been tdi

South America before, and
this trip was a great
experience for me.

First Impressions
First of all, I noticed that th
mentality of the people wag
very much like the country

itself; cheerful, happy and '
smiling people walking in £
the streets. The thing that |

surprised me mostabout |
them though, was thatthey
are always ready to help
you. For example, if you ar
staring at your map, trying
find the right direction in the
middle of nowhere (as you
think), during the next five
minutes or so, you will be
asked by at least three
people if you need any helj

The Weather

The reason why | went the
was the practice of my
Spanish; to improve it. |
spent two weeks there, anc
evenin such a short time, |
managed to see this city
from different sides and ge
to know the culture more.
The weather and nature ar
very different from Europe.
Itis very sunny, colourful
and green everywhere. Ifit
rains, it rains heavily, but it
still warm. The maximum
temperature | experienced
there was 30 degrees.
Usually in December and
January, which is the peak
its summer, itcanbe 40
degrees or higher. In July
they get their lowest
temperatures, of 610
degrees.

The History of the City
The city has an interesting
history as well. ltwas
originally named afterthe
sanctuary ofNostra
Signora di BonarigThis is
Italianfor "Our Lady of
Bonaria") inCalgiari, in
Sardinia. The city became
autonomousin the 1994
constitution,which explain
its formal nameCiudad
Autonoma de Buenos Aire
(in English, Autonomous
City of Buenos Airej2eople
from Buenos Aires are
referred to asportefios
(people of theport).

The Culture

Buenos Aires is sometime
referred to as the "Paris o
South Americagbecause i
is strongly influenced by
European culture. It is als
the site of theTeatroColon,
an internationallyrated
Operahouse. It is10wW
closed for renovations unt
at least 2010. There a@sc
severalsymphony
orchestrasand choral
societies. The city has
lots ofmuseums related
to history, fine arts, moder
arts, decorative arts,

popular arts, sacred art,
arts and crafts, theatre ai
popular music, as well as
the preserved homes of
noted art collectors,
writers, composers and
artists. The city ialso
home to hundreds of
bookstores, public librarie
and cultural associations
as well as the largest
concentration of active
theatres inLatin America.
It has a worldfamous zo@
and Botanical Gaen, a
large number of
landscaped parks and
squares,aswellas
churches and places of
worship of many
denominations, many of
whichhave beautiful
architecture.

Traditions
There are some tradition
things, of course. Tango
music was bornin the
suburbs of Buenos Aires
notably in the brothels of
the Junin y Lavalldistrict
and in thearrabales

(poorer suburbs). Its

sensual dance moves we ==+
not seen as respectable *

until adopted by the

to Buenos Aires

Ekaterina Simurzina

Parisian high society in th
1920s, and then all over
the world. In Buenos Aires
tangodancing schools
were usuallypnly for men
Tango consists of a variel
ofdancestyles that
developed in different
regions and eras of
Argentinaand Uruguay
andother locations
around the world. The
dance developedin
response to the crowding
of the venue and even the
fashionsof the time.

Mate

Mateis a traditional South
American infused drink
prepared from steeping
dried leaves oyerba mate
in hot waterand it
contains caffeinelt is
served with a metal straw
from a shared hollow
calabash gourdThe straw
is called dombillaandis
traditionally made of silvel
| liked it a lotbutitis
quite bitter; a lot of
people drink it with sugar.
It gives you energyyakes
you up, and reduce
hunger. Perfectl am sure
that if | had another
chance to go to this
country, I would

C——
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Kate enjoying some local culture
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- .She was my rose,

" With petals and thomns, 2
~ _ Now she has wilted, 1

And this %q_@rd‘e.per is lost.




¥ Pulleth the Reel,

¢ K S védry®&nKing Richard 11l shows us

K2g (02 aiaNHzi @& 2 dzNJ

ot made to court an amorous lookirgjass? Having
problems with the nymphs? Being the nice guy not
working? King Richard shows us how the only thing yc
: . YSSR gKSY €2dzZQONB 2y U
| have beentowar and 3 Lessons of Logic 6 Pulleth the Reel 4 Originality
conquered, livedasa  As the male populationhasWhen she thinksthat ~ NEVER do anything that
prince and dealt with always known, women € 2dzQNS 0 S A Yy Jan@ddbhgraply yWidhild doA U
tough royals, and ruled a have a habit of over is the time to drop the (Remember that you are

poverty-stricken country. complicating absolutely ~ ultimate line, which not like other guys.) But
None of this however, everything and thebest s that you wishto take hemever tell HER you are not

was as hard or daunting ahing to do when women somewhere; when she like other guys, because
prospect as winning the start talkinginriddlesis  asks where, reply with thethis would be hindering

heart of a fair lady, over to keep things to the 62 &aAYLX Saidyous ehaidess \Nywh dzN
the corpse of her father point, simple andtousea 0 SROK I Y 0 S NX2 dsometimes know when you
indaw (who | murdered!) degree of logic. If she She will be in utter shock are spinning a line).

| SNBQa K2¢ IcomRave’ you tb awil mamd mayneed some time 8 .
easyto-F 2 f f 2 ¢ & lieSstJiud itintoa positive to gather her thoughts. Never Give Up

~_ andlether know how wild She will probably bring up Never be deterred by a
12 K2Qa GKS yquhr&iRdthrareas.. KSNJ WSy OK as8iRaskshpwever large a
2 KSy &aKS I a }l a g Ke @2 dzQgd %henyou must exclaim thatcoOnquering soldier fights to
interrupted the funeral, Sly Simplicity all that you did was for ~ the death, andyou should
tell her that you willkill  'Women cannot handle the her, because you love heralways_view awomanasa
her if she disobeysand truth. I have therefore founddearly. (This includes mustwin conquest
thus show her who the that the bestthing to do is tenurder of her family.) It is 8 Crocodile Tears
Daddy is. This supeirile lie; say whatthey wantto important atthis stage to Cry. Itis important to show
statement deliveredto a hear as it keeps everything declare your undying love her emotion. Tell her you
beautiful woman, with thesimple. See the box for sonfgr her. have never cried, until now.
intent of actively useful ideas for complimen
demonstrating to her a ,
lack of interest, will O Executive Excuses

actually spark her interedt is imperative thatyou
in you. have an excuse for absolut

EVERYTHING. Never let h¢
2 The Wench Screen  think she is in a dominant
She will mask this position. Remember: you a
excitement, in 90% of blameless!f she does keep
cases, with what | have asking you about somethin
come to describe asa you have lied about, finally
YgSy OK & ONS &dyhidtdit sb Khe &elsilike
for show, and should notyou are being honest with
put you off. You should her. This makes you seem
now drop in some flatterygenuine to her, but of cours
to break down the screerYou still have the control.

Richard in action, wooing Anne in a funeral parlour.



Seal eth ¥

9 On a KnifeEdge
Give her the opportunity
to kill you. Give hera
knife and tell her to take
e2dzNJ t AFS® 22YS
like violence and she

g2y Qi R2 Ald 2K
cannot bring herselfto

kill you, provoke

her thoughts and suggest

the reason she cannot Kill

you is because she loves

you. Simple.

10cCloseth the Deal

The final stage isto give

her a present. Women love
jewellery and whoever
suggested that the way to

' ye@YLKQa KSI NI
your wallet, was a clever

knave. | would suggest an
Syal3sSYSyid NAy:=
right: propose to her.Job

done.
Useful Compliments

oOoYou Wi

somewhere; when & ARSI,
asks where? Repl
with the two simpl
words: O

bSEG L aadzSXx

REMEMBER: Richard gives us the perfectguide to killing
someone and howto get away with it. In his
Dominate pursuit of being an afpbowerful king, Richard

must first kill off his three brothers, followed
by his two nephews. He has devised a plan and

AConquer
Adlways think outside the box AG AAd FIANI & F22f LINE

Article by Hashim Hussain




Floating Points

Sam Shepard aka Floating Points is onto a
good thing, working elements of funk, soul, and
jazz in among lofi synths, and rutted beats to
create almost obscenely danceable lovestep.
His dubdown of Real to Reel's ‘Love Me Like
This’ is 8 minutes of music so infectious it's
almost impossible to listen too without getting
up to work it like it’s 1999, you're Carlton
Banks, and Tom Jones is pumping on your
stereo. Following a series of releases on Planet
Mu, and a string of increasingly high profile
remixes expect Floating Points to be driving
your hlps. and ,L__; ing your arms throughout

:
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. 7. o the same way dubstep did in the
. naughties.is Joy Orbison; Hyph Mngo'' "
.. was basically THE tuuuune of last
*‘“"ﬁ# year, mixing Up garage, vocal house, )/ /
74/ " .and dubstep (sans the massive wobbly '
s+ bass)into a piece of music so ridicu-/ / /)
71 louslyeuphoric you can't help but |, /
@' beam like a lamebrain regardless of
u.l.,:.{"l:j.!'; location or inebriation'when the open-
K@‘,{{_M;,;. \ing salvo of vocal samples drop. The '
4 Croyden based producer’s first release |
i of 2010 The Shrew EP.contains two ~
\ \ more tracks that amidst the skittering |
"W\ drum patterns, minimalist synths, and
W', . spiraling vocals reach a dancefloor
\\ _paragon. The quality of the music
\\ being produced means that pythe end
\ ofthe yearyou HAVE to have Joy Orbi- |

—

Heading up the waveofpostdubé\tep\ \\\%\\\\ ' \\
\\\\\\. \' '\

i

L

which s undoubibly going to break all | \\\"\ \\\
\ | \
I
l
)
-

over 2010 and the rest of the decade" \\\\m\“\ \\\\\\\ \
il

\\m,.,m.\...l
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.. Son inyour life; and if not you'll prob-
N\ ably stilf be stuck-with the same mo-
\: = notanous ‘kick wob wob wob snare’
\ release from someone called Trolley

' Snatcha or something, and if that’s the

~ case | give you my condolences.




The Dark Light

iron fingers rippedinto the distant. Slowly the voice |mag|nat|on.EventuaIIy,

fabric of my life RA&l LILISH NBR zthfoé‘%zﬁ”_‘ eterngy 9fy,

remembered. itwas tearinglet go. | could not forget. tHiS sultering, these

me away. My whole being | craved to feel and hear stolen fragments of

pleaded wept andbegged the power this voice had Mages came together.

not to go.! tried to fight it, carried to me but | could P€9an to understand. |
Blood. | could seeit. Dark but the pull of death do nothing. In the lonely Was dead.  once lived.
and black against my skin. igripped me like a freezing blackness, thoughts near NOW I was nothing, just
trickled through the cracks river flowing at unworldly ~to that of a conscious mind? WiSP of smoke
between my fingers. Each speed. | could hold onto theformed within me. | began€tWeen the vastness a
drop echoed as it smacked sweet rose of life no longerto question. | was E 7; :S b (31/ Rh a L
on the pavement again and| was gone into the waters confused, yet still | La ﬁagﬁ.ergk why wa
again, like dirty fingernails of death. Then nothing. No yearned to know why this _ . ¢
tapping on a drainpipe.  sound. No memories. No  voice had called. It was alfiu&stions roliSd round
There was nothing around voices. that existed, the only MY SEMICONSCIOUSNESS
me, except the whisper of | knew not whether | had  S'ither of understanding | \S/girgz;nv:/r&%tt\?vg)s%r;\tfce
the wind licking my face  peen there for a dayora had grasped.

with its sweet, cold tongue. thoysand years. But in the Waves of attempted me..

| was dying. I felt no pain. - stjjiness a voice spoke to  understanding came and 4 flicker of memory
The harshagonythathad y§ o L 02 dzf Ry @ént. BagtRiSielgbditled/ ashed before me. it
swept through my body like\yhat was being said, but to keep what | had thoughtwas_real, I pould taste it
an internalrash had faded, the yoice was clearand  but each ideaor theory €€l it seeit.Then
replaced with a numbing  peautiful; more beautiful ~ that came to me seemed &nother. And again one
coldness. In my mind | wasipat anything | knew. Its  to jump of the cliff of my more. Random clips of
ice, floating in a greatocearsound was a sweet melody imagination as soon as it memory, too short for
of nothingness. through an eternal silence. had climbed up. Aftera  Me to understand, yet

| would be dead soon. That It was then that | knew while | was able to capture’© utter_ly gwe Inspiring.
knew. Sleep was clouding beauty. After a while this  fragments of these Each glimpse of life wa.
my mind. Through the fog voice began to fade. It ideas; these random a shower of true

of my memory all | could became more and more  wanderings of my euphoria.

see was the faded images o
my former life. Aface. A
room. A car. But something,
some memory was pulling
my focus through the mist
of my thoughts, dragging
me through the bleak forest
of the thousands of useless
moments | had enjoyed,
loved, or hated. Itwas
becoming clearer. This
object slithered into the
form of a person | knew
well. At that moment, |
loved it. | knew not why,

nor did | know who it was.
But | loved it.

Death. | feltit. | knew what
it was. | now felt fear, for

Photograph by Adam MurrayLee



More came. Soon they
were coming quicker and
quicker, similar to a
flipbook with each page a
new piece of my unending
puzzle. | was now being
flooded with snippets of m
former life. They filled me,
made me feel real. | felt
almost alive with the buzzi
of colour and the rays of
new-found understanding.
What could have been
forever felt like a few
seconds by the time |
remembered my life.

Photograph by Adam Murray.ee

| had memories from the
perception of being small as

well as those of being tall. Ithe new reality. That
nothing else nowwould

care. | felt like a bird soaringn my fingertips, the
_ up into the heavens after inhaled scentof earth, the
saw a girl I feltlove for, the . . & |0 not accept SWooping for an insect. Théickle as my lungs

smell ofher hairandthe .~ sensation was amazing, expanded to allow
taste of her lips. My mother,Th . | bewitching, though most themselves to be filled
the woman who loved € MOre NS IgEe importantly, | now knew | with delicious cool air tha

me always, whenever and blocked outthese sCraps |5 ng jonger alone or  started the thump of my
whatever | had done. | saw of premature understandingy,ck as | was. All the whilagart. New blood

my father, a man always ~the greatermy sorrow ¢ jtsspendedinair,  streamed into virgin veins
fighting for my success. | grew. All that|was, wailedy, 5 sicaly | transformed. soaring heatinto my body
remembered green fields, inwretched agony.|couldgy g gies of my new self After standing and bathing
the taste of ice cream, the notleave and yet! COUIOIn(E}egan to fold and wrap likenyselfin this radiation \
sound of music, the feel of Stay. | was already gjowing stands of silk, givingf ecstasy, | began to

(,3 buQa T dzNJ y pegaage@, beredt iof iny Igeﬁve form and substance. wiggle my toes. Squishy,
g2YlI yQa 02 Re exiinckremtBe woni off Sgey \wrapped round and moist earth squelched
exploded around me. | nowéssence itself. There could, ., ;nq me in perfectunisobeneath my feet as |

understood; itwas all be no suicide, no r_unnin_g as ifl were the baitofa  pushed my heels into
meaningless. Just a beautif@way and no ceasing this great enchantedspider. the ground. Gradually |
dream in HEEEENch] SN RS, OF CrL.‘e“’i'hicker cords of light curledegan to raise my right
realitygy meantnot_hing, JPLLISL Vo QuEiTy aftgmfe, in and out, up and down, arm, whilst curing my
now | too was nothing. My reason became firé; M¥ewing me a cocoonof  fingers in the air. My hanc

| began to grieve. A thoughts lightning and My yistering fabric. These linessached my face, where

further feeling of soul now transformedinto &t energy continued twiningny fingers extended to
destitution boiling mistofenraged  h45,gh me, encircling me lightly touch my face, anc

overwhelmed my new exasperatoy and twisting into seeminglywvith the tips of my fingers
reality. Lost and alone It was at this moment I wafamiliar shapesThese | felt my nose and the
my shaded being saved, for something held shapes now moulded softness of perfect skin.
screamed tothe core onto me and with a into the beginnings of arms5oft curly hair hung

for escape, for some soothing touch, similarto |egs, then a head, until  loosely over my forehead
way out of this bleak, ice, that completely soon, fingers formed, as digthich | swept behind my
unholy emptiness. | drowned my flame. | was a nose, and eyes. This  ear. Gently | beganto

g2dzt Ry Qi & dzo Viftediup.ihigh up,/ilB cocoon was now me and | separate my eyelids and
knowledge that this was it, floated unaided upwards, knew at once this was my with a flick, my eyes

that suffering would be to where | did not know or pody. | felt moisture opened.



Adam Murray-LeeDawid
Retkowskiand Fraser Tionghow us

Photograpnhy

Adam MurrayLee
Ge¢KS adetsS 2F vyeé LAOGdNBa Id GKS Y2YSyid Aa
abstract, making the normal into something that
is out of this world. | think the thing that inspires
me the most is just trying new things. While
searching though the internet for some
photographers | came across Mark Raymond
alaz2yT Ay KAa 02ttSOGA2Y yIYSR WdzNBlFyQ (KSNB
gl a I LAOGdINE OFftt SR WFANBE RIYIF3ISQd ¢KA& LIA O dzN
inspired me to make every picture | take seem
AGNIy3IS 2NIKFENR G2 (Stft oKFG AG NBFtte Aaodé



