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By Fletcher Maggs

I t’s no surprise that this
fall, sports at the high
school level were not the

same as previous years. Due
to the deadly Covid-19 virus,
schools across the globe are
taking action to prevent
spread, while attempting to
make circumstances the best
they can for students.

In September, the Conval
school board released their
Covid fall sports plan. This
plan separated sports into
categories by to which extent
students were allowed to
practice their fall sport. Due
to Conval’s cohort plan, ath-
letes were only allowed to at-
tend practices every other
week. Furthermore and con-
troversially, none of the many
fall sports were in any way
permitted to participate in
interscholastic competitions,

making Conval one of the
only schools in the state to
do so.

It’s important to know
that every sport worked dif-
ferently during the season,
some with stricter guidelines
than others. It’s no surprise
that students of Conval had
mixed feelings with how
their sport worked.

Volleyball this fall began
its season outside, where
they brought and set up vol-
leyball nets in the outfield of
the softball field. After two
weeks they were permitted
to make their way inside
where they could do drills,
and scrimmages of their
choice while keeping masks
at all times. Molly Tyle, a Ju-
nior at Conval, described the
season as, “just not the
same,” and that “it was re-
ally stressful, being there
one week and off the next.”

The Volleyball team in no
way were able to compete
this fall with other schools,
despite there being an on go-
ing volleyball season for
other schools throughout the
state.

The girls field hockey
team, like the Volleyball team
and many other sports teams
were not able to compete in
interscholastic competitions
this fall, unlike the majority
of other schools in the state
and area. In the early stages
of their season they were
limited to just drills. As the
season progressed they
eventually were able to take
part in small forms of scrim-
mages with the numbers of
athletes they had. Field
Hockey athletes wore masks
during all water breaks, in-
structions from coaches, or

Perspective on Fall Sports
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By Leah Krason

E nd Sexual Violence on Campus
is a student-led organization
aimed at uprooting and pre-

venting sexual violence on personal,
cultural, and legislative levels in the
Monadnock Region. We are commit-
ted to bringing change to our com-
munities, and wider society, as fully
as possible. What are our goals?

1. Start the conversation
Everybody has heard about the

MeToo movement, Title IX, the
Clery Act, and national organiza-
tions against sexual violence on col-
lege campuses. What people don’t
talk about is the fact that sexual vio-
lence is a cultural issue that is
grown and nurtured far earlier than
it flourishes in college. It exists in
the high schools and middle schools
in our country too. Let’s start talking
about consent, sex, relationships,
and rape in a way that is effective
and lasting.

2. Implement legislation for age-
appropriate and comprehensive con-
sent education for all NH public
schools

The lack of age-appropriate con-
sent education is responsible for
generations of people who don’t un-
derstand the idea of consent and the
importance of it, therefore upholding
an environment where sexual as-
sault can exist. With input from com-
munity collaborators, educators,
health professionals, and state legis-
lators in the Health and Education
committees, our goal is to write and
develop a comprehensive consent
curriculum for implementation in all
public high schools in New Hamp-
shire.

3. Bring trauma-informed and
survivor-centric counseling to the
ConVal district

Because of the state’s emphasis
on mandatory reporting, many sur-
vivors are hesitant to report, share,
or get help for their trauma. We
want to re- verse the priorities for
reporting and make reporting a safe,
comfortable, and survivor-centric
process. Our goal is to implement a

trauma-informed confidentiality
counselor in the ConVal district.

4. Bring Restorative Justice ini-
tiatives to Hillsborough County and
encourage the use of juvenile diver-
sion programs as a means to effec-
tively address offenders of sexual vi-
olence

E.S.V.O.C. is a subscribed mem-

ber of the Citizens for Criminal Jus-
tice Reform in New Hampshire. The
mission of this group, taken directly
from their website is: “Citizens for
Criminal Justice Reform works for a
just, humane, and restor-ative judi-
cial and correctional system by
means of research, public education,
legislative advocacy, coalition build-

ing, community organizing, and liti-
gation. We support rational, cost-ef-
fective programs and policies that
reduce crime, lower recidivism, and
make our society safer.”

Our work intersects with theirs;
wishing for a future with less focus
on punishment, and more on restor-
ing communities affected by the lack

of consent education and sexual vio-
lence

With these goals in mind, we hope
to make our community a safer, and
more comfortable environment, for
all of us, and especially for survivors.
We urge you to also involve yourself
in making change in the community,
for the better.

End Sexual Violence on Campus

W h at ’s it like
for a new
student at

ConVal during
re m o te

l e a r n i n g?
By Alejandra Morales

A lejandra Morales talked to
several first-year ConVal stu-
dents to find out what it’s

like to start at a new school during
a pandemic, when remote learning
and classes split into cohorts re-
duce the opportunities to meet
other students face- to-face.

Freshman Francisco Jaimes, 14,
said he was not looking forward to
the school going to full remote learn-
ing, as he doesn’t get many opportu-
nities to see his friends outside of
school. He has been enjoying his
time with the yearbook club, in
which he is able to take pictures.

Freshman CJ Tillman, 14, said it’s
tough to be productive during re-
mote learning, but the biggest chal-
lenge is the lack of social interaction.

Freshman Aida Davis, 14, said
she was happy to have had the
chance to practice on the volleyball
team this fall, but there was more
she’d hoped to get out of her fresh-
man year.

“Sure, I did enjoy it, but I’m not
doing as much as I wanted to,”
Davis said. “It’s hard with a lot of
the activities canceled.”

Freshman Hunter Contois, 14,
said remote learning is harder than
in-person learning, “You can’t get
the same help,” Contois said. “There
i s n’t that one-on-one help.”

Freshman Christian Hall, 14,
agreed that not having an in-person
instructor to give one-on-one help is
a big obstacle for remote learning.
Hall hopes that the full remote
learning period of ConVal’s schedule
will go well

“I guess it’s going to be the new
nor mal,” Hall said.
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Claire de Lune
By Sage Kingsbury-Evans

F or 20(ish) hours, I taught my-
self how to play Clair de Lune
by Debussy. It’s my favorite

classical song, and it will be until I
hear a better one. It’s so peaceful
and emotionally charged, almost to
the point of being overwhelming.
The composition also requires a
measure of technical talent, but not
in a way that it overrides its emo-
tional appeal. The song itself is like
the perfect balance of thinking and
feeling. It instills a deep ache of
melancholy; a rising flurry of hope-
fulness followed by soft downfalls,
notes building and layering to
mimic that rush one feels when rid-
ing a bicycle downhill, so fast it feels
like you’re flying. I’m drawn to this
song especially when my days feel
hopeless and dull, because although
it’s never a promise of anything
great to come, it’s a small voice of
encouragement: Keep pedaling,
keep going, make it up this hill.
There is a great surge as you fly
from top that makes the struggle all
worth it. Yes, there will be another
hill after this but just keep pedaling,
keep going, ride on— and you will
feel higher than you ever thought
possible. Clair de Lune makes me
feel so free when I hear it, and I
wanted to make other people feel
that good too.

The thing is, I don’t know how to
read music. I’ve spent many years
of my childhood playing instru-

ments, and read music for many
years because of that, but at some
point the knowledge has just es-
caped my mind. That’s fine, I
thought, I’ll just play it by ear. So, I
found a YouTube video of someone
playing it, and copied their move-
ments, every now and then writing
down the names of the notes I
c o u l d n’t quite remember for long
enough. I found myself enjoying it
too, like a puzzle of exactly the right
difficulty; it’s not so hard that you
give up, but not easy enough to
breeze through. Memorizing
the music was relatively easy, so
was playing each note (once I real-
ized I could actually stretch my
hand to a full scale if I tried).

The most challenging part of this
project was playing it with emotion.
In the very early stages, I was play-
ing what I had memorized, and feel-
ing proud. Then my mom said
“Yo u ’re playing the right notes but it
d o e s n’t sound full enough”. When I
asked her what she meant by “full”
she explained that— the way I
played it sounded like an exercise,
there was no passion. Hearing this
bothered me a lot. I wanted to get
mad at her, to yell, to say “You have
no clue what emotion I feel when I
play this, just because you don’t
hear the passion, doesn’t mean it’s
not there!” I decided to stay silent
instead. In my hours of reflection I
realized there is only one reason
why I might feel so hurt by her
words, and that’s because she was

hitting on something that was vul-
nerable to me. I wanted so badly to
convey a deep hopefulness through
this song, and I wanted other people
to hear it too. I hadn’t achieved it
yet, and that bothered me to no end.
The only logical thing to do was try
harder, so I did.

As soon as I had a part memo-
rized completely, I would play it with
my eyes closed; again, again, again,
until the notes didn’t sound like mu-
sic to my ears anymore. I paid more

attention to tempo and volume. This
song has very intense crescendos
which add to the falling feeling. It
still didn’t sound good enough. I dis-
covered that by taking a video of
myself practicing, and later re- play-
ing it, I can more easily listen to
how it sounds instead of which
notes I need to play next. I spent
more and more hours of reflection
trying to find my own emotional
connection to the song. I tried to
imagine something raw and real, I

imagined riding a bike down a hill
while I played with my eyes closed.
It still feels incomplete, it still
sounds like an exercise, but I know
that this is more than a 20-hour pro-
ject. This project might not have
even been about a song. Maybe, it
was about finding a way to express
this thing that I can’t show with
words yet, that flying feeling— that
hope.

I have yet to find what I’m
searching for.

Po r t ra i t
A Day

By Leah Krason

T here are countless ways in
which to catalogue
change. To set up an ex-

periment and attempt to ana-
lyze the subconscious. I thought
I may be able to accomplish this
by drawing a portrait a day,
something I do very often any-
way. Looking at the images, I
see many different expressions,
though to be honest, I don’t re-
member the days well enough to
draw a connection. Perhaps
there is something in my sub-
conscious that pushed me to
draw a teary-eyed figure on one
day, a tired one on another. The
best we can do is guess.
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any other time where they
were not actively practicing
the sport. Like all sports, the
field hockey team was split
between the cohorts. Coaches
assigned drills and self prac-
tices to athletes during their
off weeks to maintain struc-
ture and progression
throughout the team. Natalie
Tremblay, junior on the Con-
val field hockey team ex-
plained that, “It was ex-
tremely inconvenient having
such small numbers, and hav-
ing practice every 2 weeks.”

The Golf team was one of
the two sports split into the
lowest risk category, there-
fore athletes going into the
season had high hopes of be-
ing able to compete, and have
a rather regular season. This

unfortunately for golf athletes
was not entirely the case. In
normal seasons, the Conval
golf team travels to the
Crotched Mountain Golf
Course, in Francestown, New
Hampshire, for their daily
practices. Due to the Covid
plan, all teams were re-
stricted from practicing off
school campus. The Golf
team were given the about
100-yard stretch where there
is a path and field of grass
from the parking lot, to the
lower field hockey fields. Se-
nior, and four-year Conval golf
participant, Brady Proctor ex-
plained, “We had like an 80-
yard hill where we could only
use two of our clubs because
the area was so small. After
an entire season of being dis-
allowed being able to com-
pete, we had to fight the ad-
ministration so I could partic-

ipate in states.” Not without
controversy, however, mem-
bers of the golf team were
eventually permitted to par-
ticipate in the interscholastic
states meet, with the require-
ment that athletes, and all
athletes family members at-
tending schools in the Conval
district, quarantine from in
school learning for two
weeks.

The boys and girls soccer
team, being a category level
two risk sport were restricted
in a few different ways. Frus-
tratingly, neither team were
able to compete in inter-
scholastic competitions tak-
ing place throughout the
state, even against neighbor-
ing schools like Conant,
Keene, and many more. This
applied for all sports except
for the football team. The soc-
cer teams were originally per-

mitted to just socially distant
drills but were eventually per-
mitted to small forms of
scrimmages with the num-
bers available. Owen Kotula,
Junior and boys soccer par-
ticipant said that “it was kind
of weird to come to practice,
and show up with masks on.
When it would start to feel
normal and we’d get into the
swing of things, we would
have the week break and the
cycle reset” Unlike the major-
ity of the other sports teams,
the boys soccer team be-
tween the two cohorts had
good numbers. In the blue co-
hort there were 15 players,
and in the gold cohort there
were 18, which for reference,
each cohort had about the
amount of players on a team
every year. The girls team
had about 8 players per co-
hort and were limited to the

same restrictions as the boys
team, just with the difficulty
of smaller numbers.

The Cross Country Team,
like the gold team had high
hopes going into their season
as they were in the lowest
risk category. However, the
cross country team was un-
able to compete until states
at the end of the season. Se-
nior Captain, August Kotula
said “practices were gener-
ally the same, it just was in-
convenient without everyone
at once.”

The Conval football team
was the only sport in risk cat-
egory level 3, giving their
team the most restrictions
out of any other sport. No
form of any kind of scrimmag-
ing was permitted or took
place throughout the entire
season. Acknowledging the
rules of football itself, with

them being restricted to any
drills involving physicality,
they were very limited. Con-
val Junior, and Football par-
ticipant, Gareth Armstrong
described this year’s season
as, “a chance as a team to
build.” The football team had
very small numbers and were
very limited however it’s good
to hear positivity coming out
of this difficult time.

Despite some frustration
from athletes, every inter-
viewed participant was clear
that they were very thankful
for the opportunity to get with
their team, no matter in what
fashion. It is truly a very diffi-
cult time and beyond the ex-
tents which athletes were
able to play their fall sport, all
Athletes were given the op-
portunity to socialize, and
build relationships this school
year outside the classroom.

A look at ConVal’s fall sports season
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By Aria Frehner

I t was one of those winter days
where the sun is out making
the snow glisten like diamonds.

It was barely above 45 degrees, a
rare commodity in NH winters. I
know that because you can only
enter bee hives when it is at least
that warm, and my hive was
where I was headed.

Dressed in my winter gear and
bee gear, I trudged through the
snow carrying the lemongrass fon-
dant they eat in the winter.

Throughout late summer and
fall, bees amp up their honey- mak-
ing so they can store enough food
for the long winter months. Most
beekeepers harvest honey during
this time to get the best crop, but I
like to wait. I believe the bees need
it more than I do, especially with
how long and cold NH winters can
be, and I have no problem waiting
until the spring to take the left-
overs. Lemon- grass fondant is a
supplement food I like to give them
to help them survive.

I approached the hive, its puffy,
black, trash-bag-like cover provid-
ing the bees their own winter coat,
and undid the straps so I could
open the top. As I set down the
cover, I could hear my little bud-
dies buzzing away inside, a few of
them venturing out through the en-
trance and coverless top. On warm
days, they like to stretch their
wings.

After placing the fondant slab
carefully on top of the wax frames,
where they will easily find it, I
closed everything up. Just about to

leave, I noticed some bees laying
still on the snow. The unlucky ones
who got too cold or decided to
touch down without knowing the
consequences. I knelt down to get
a closer look.

I took off my protective gloves
and hat to gather up every last bee
in my hands. Instinctively, I closed
them up and started to heat them
with my breath. After five breaths ,
I checked my hands.

A few bees were starting to stir.
Only three more breaths, and they
were crawling around on my
hands, perfectly peaceful and no
doubt confused about where they
were. Pleased with myself, I
brought them around to the front
of the hive and guided them so
they would crawl inside. They were
safe. I am not one to let a bee die
willy nilly.

A few moments passed, and I
noticed a new bee coming out of
the hive pushing another as she
went. I plopped down into the snow
to sit and watch what she would do
next. It took her all of 30 seconds to
push, shove, and roll this bee to the
edge of the hive where it fell off
and landed in the snow. It was
dead, and unlike the others, it
would not be coming back to life.
Once the dead bee was out of her
sight, she promptly turned around
and headed back into the hive.

I looked down where the fallen
bee lay on the snow, and noticed
she was not alone. There were
twenty something dead bees laying
together in their own little grave-
yard. It was easy to tell which were
new and which were old from how

shriveled up they were. As I was
gazing down at these creatures,
another bee hit the snow. The
warm day not only meant feeding
time on my part, but cleaning out
on theirs.

I learned later that these bees

emptying the hive of its dead are
called mortuary bees. It took me
twenty minutes to stop observing
them at their job and go research it
myself.

Bee behavior and hive roles
aside, I want to do this forever. I

have started truly contemplating
how to help all pollinators survive
our environmental crisis. I learned
a lot more in those twenty minutes
than the internet can tell me in a
day. Those twenty minutes made it
all click for me.

Those Twenty Minutes

By Meara McClusky

W hen I was little, I
used to go over to
my grandma’s

house when my mom
needed a babysitter. At that
age, I of course liked play-
ing with toys, but what re-
ally interested me was the
bookshelf in her sewing
room. She had a collection
of old books and I loved to
sit down and try to read
them, even before I could
fully understand everything.
My favorite book of hers
was an anthology of Greek
myths, which I read over
and over again. Perhaps
that was where my obses-
sion started, though who
can really say? I loved that
book of myths because
some part of me recognised
that it went beyond just a
made-up story, that these
words meant something to
people long ago and were a
part of human history. But
why would these books, and
countless others during
trips to the library, interest
me? Why does history inter-
est me?

History, first and fore-
most, is an understanding.
Of culture, of people, of reli-
gion, of war, of life itself. His-
tory serves to explain the
whats, whos, and whens of
human existence: what hap-

pened, who was there, when
did it occur. But the whys are
more difficult because each
answer only leads to another
question. One can keep ask-
ing why? Why? Why? But
never find all the answers.
We can never fully under-
stand human history for the
sole reason that hu- mans
are irrational; not all of our
actions are defined by the
laws of nature, leading to
confusion and evil and com-
passion. Such irrationality
has led humanity to develop
the most nonsensical con-
cept that is religion and be-
lief. Religion has never been
something that made sense
to me. I do not understand
how one person can be so ut-
terly convinced of one ver-
sion of reality that they cast
aside all other possibilities. I
would argue that religion is
perhaps the most human
thing of all, because what
else has defined history in
such a way? It both connects
and divides cultures in a way
that material things cannot.
By studying and hoping to
understand religions, maybe
we can more fully under-
stand each other.

But can we ever fully un-
derstand each other? No, but
we should try. Learning for
the sake of understanding is
a noble cause; otherwise it is
selfish. Hopefully, through

learning history, we can
learn to be better—better to
each other, better to the en-
vironment, better to our-
selves. These sentiments ap-
ply to everybody, so why is
history important to me?

Perhaps understanding is
what has driven my life. To
become more knowledgeable
is to become more complete,
and with that perhaps brings
true happiness. Just like this
subject, my relationship with

history can be traced back
through a series of whats,
whos, whens, and whys. It is
clear to see the people who
helped me, the books I read,
the hours I’ve spent, but
again, I am stuck on that one

question: why? And that may
never be answered, and
maybe it isn’t supposed to
be. This parallel between
history and one human’s ex-
istence is at the root of ev-
er ything.

Perspectives on history


