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by Montana Fowler
Center Editor

Recently, the LGHS staff has been collaboratively discussing 
four major problems that have come up at our school to brainstorm 
solutions and modifications. A survey of the staff revealed issues 
with cell phones, dress code, academic integrity, and skateboards as 
some of the most prevalent issues at LGHS. As of today, no changes 
have been made to school policies; the staff is merely discussing 
the issues and brainstorming possible solutions.

Cell Phones: Some teachers use cell phones in their teaching 
and as valuable tools in the classroom. Students can take notes, 
record lectures, and use translators when appropriate for research in 

LGHS staff discusses school issues and their solutions 
class. Other teachers find cell phones distracting for both the users 
and the surrounding students. Some teachers confiscate student 
phones the second they see them and follow LGHS protocol with 
the confiscated cell phone, while others feel that taking them away 
is a waste of time and energy. The administration recognizes that 
teachers have different ways of teaching and different subjects 
allow for different rules surrounding cell phone use, but the school 
wants to agree on a policy collectively.

Dress Code: The current written dress code policy in not likely 
to change, but the staff is discussing how to enforce the dress 
code. The staff wants to establish a clear procedure for dress code 
violations. Assistant Principal Amy Drolette said that teachers 
often ask, “If I see a student who is clearly in dress code violation, 
whom should I notify? How should that get handled?”

Academic Integrity: The LGHS Academic Integrity policy was 
written about ten years ago; with the changes in language and 
media in the last ten years, the policy needs to be updated. The 
goal of the staff is to clarify the school’s definition of cheating for 
students.      

Skateboards: The debate on the skateboard policy is simply 
safety versus student transportation and sport. We received a 
letter to the editor from LGHS science teacher Philip Rosenblum 
defending skateboards and reiterating their benefits. His letter has 
been published on the editorial page. The current skateboard policy 
says that students are not permitted to have a skateboard in their 
possession during school hours. Skateboarders can put them in the 
Attendance Office or other classrooms until the school day is over. 
If students are found with a skateboard on campus during school 
hours, they are told to put it in the Attendance Office. Drolette 
stated, “We don’t want to discourage students from healthy ways of 
transportation. A skateboard is a form of transportation for some 
of our kids. At the same time, we also want to ensure safety, not 
only for them, but for other students as well.”

At the next meeting, the staff will discuss the current policies 
and the possible revisions. “Student voice is also important. I 

imagine students and parents would want to be a part of the discussion, 
too. We have not defined that yet, or what that is going to look like. 
We are just beginning the discussion on those policies,” said Drolette. 
The discussion of possible revision to school policies on cell phones, 
dress code, academic integrity, and skateboards has just begun recently 
among the administration, but no changes have been finalized.
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CONTROVERSY: The skateboard debate at LGHS is over safety and transportation for students. 

Local Lost Boy of Sudan shares his incredible story
by Lauren Finkle  
Web Editor 

“I was born in war and grew up in war.” This was the first 
thing Gabriel said when I asked him to tell me his story. I 
could see the childhood he never had, all of the people he has 
lost, and the peace that seems as if it will never come in his 
dark eyes. But there was defiance in his demeanor, too. In the 
way he sits, back straight and disciplined. In the way his chin 
tilted upward as he summarized his life with the word “war.”

Gabriel is one of the Lost Boys of Sudan. He told me this 
with a soft smile, that he and the other boys who walked the 
long road out of Sudan are named after “that guy, Peter Pan. 
So Peter Pan names the children who grow up in the world 
without parents “Lost Boys”…So that’s why they call us that. 
And everybody know our name. It is unique—everybody in 
United States knows our name.”

“One of the thing that I most remember is the day my dad 
died. Because I was with him, and my mom was with my little 
brother and my little sister. But his last words, he told me 
that ‘I’m coming.’ I asked him, ‘Where are you going?’ He just 
told me ‘I’ll come.’ And he did not. And when people ask me 
where he is, I tell them he is coming. After like two months, 
we were in the camp, and they told me that when he told you 
he was coming, he go to war and he die.” 

Gabriel returned to Sudan this January, to check on his 
family and the orphanage he has been helping, and to get 
married to one of the girls from his village. “My cousin was 
going to pick me up at the airport. When I called, he had been 
dead before I got there. They try to keep it secret, that this 
person killed and this person killed.”

Gabriel was born in Sudan, though his journey out of his 
homeland began almost immediately. When government troops 
began attacking the villages, the homes of the South Sudanese, 
thousands of boys ran away on foot. Some were out in the 

fields, caring for the cattle, and ran away from the sound of 
cries. Others were pushed out the door by their mothers, in 
the hope that they would find safety outside of their embrace.

The boys began as a group of twenty-seven thousand. Their 
journey was not one of weeks, or even months. It was years 
long. From the very beginning, they were stripped of every-
thing—family, safety, tradition, food. All they had was the 
clothing on their backs. The boys formed families to take care 
of each other. Hungry, exhausted, painfully under-developed 
eleven and ten year olds suddenly became authorities, sooth-
ing toddlers and choosing which direction of the desert looked 
most promising for their journey.

Broken and diminished, the remaining boys straggled into 
Ethiopia. Their bodies healed under the watchful eyes of the 
Red Cross, UNICEF, and the UN. However, few knew about their 
fate and even with three international organizations on their 
side supplies ran short. The boys faced stretches without food, 
sometimes going a month without a proper meal.

After three years of refuge, bombs dropped on Ethiopia. 
Struck by a deadly sense of déjà vu, the boys began to walk 
again in search of safety. They crossed the border to get 
into Sudan to reach the Kenyan border. International aid 
organizations were finally receiving word of a large group of 
boys wandering the desert, and they set up a camp on the 
Sudanese-Kenyan border to wait. When they finally appeared, 
there were only twelve thousand of the original twenty-seven 
thousand boys.

Gabriel entered Kakuma Refugee Camp in 1992 with the 
other boys. He remained there for years, uncertain of what 
the future would bring. Would they have to pick up and 
leave again?

Would he survive, or would he be one of the boys mourn-
fully buried along the way? What of his family, of his friends’ 
families? Were any of their relatives alive? Would they ever be 
able to return to a semblance of their old lives?

Gabriel remained in that strange desert purgatory until 
2006, when the US government agreed to take in some of the 
Lost Boys. They would place them in various cities and give 
them three months of support. The boys were expected to 
pay back the government as soon as they could. 

It took Gabriel a month to find a job. Eventually Fry’s 
Electronics hired him. The new schedule was grueling. “I 
had to go to work at six in the morning, so I get up around 
four, I shower at five, then take Bus 10 and then Bus 59 to 
get to work. So really, it was very hard to get to work. It 
took hours,” he chuckled.

The government chose Chicago for Gabriel’s new residence. 
“It was really very cold—wintertime—and there was very big 
snow, and I spent three hours in the airport, and I felt like 
going back to Africa!”

Though the Lost Boys had entered the land of plenty, 
there was still much struggle ahead. “I make eight dollar, 
my roommate make seven dollar, and the apartment cost 
one thousand, one hundred dollar. We pay twice a month… 
and the landlady was really very nice. When we’re late, she 
tells us to bring our pays down and show her. So we show 
her and she asks, ‘How do you do it?’ We tell her, it is what 
we have to do.

“When we come here, we start helping our people. Send-
ing some money, putting them to school, and then a lot of 
Americans start  helping. I start with my brother, and then 
with my cousin, and then another cousin. Four of them, I 
put them through high school. And then there were some 
in the orphanage I give them my help.”

He tells me, eyes on his folded hands, “My brother is still 
there, in Kenya, now.

“When I went back in 2010 to the orphanage I was not 
happy a lot because my brother had gone through school 
and all of the orphans had not. So I went on the orphanage’s 
website and found Julie, who works in an organization in 
Uganda. I tell them the situation, and the way I been work-
ing and how I help my relative. You believe in God, can you 
help these children?”

Julie and Brian, the workers Gabriel met, told him if he 
could get a list of the children that needed their help they 
would see what they could do about scholarships. “I went 
in September—that was in 2011—and I go back to where 
I live but I can’t tell some people they get to go and the 
rest to remain. It was really very hard. So I cut some pieces 
of paper and I throw them—if you get yes, you go, and if 
you get no, you remain. So I take them to school...and I am 
responsible to buy them their shoes and their clothes...and 
their transport.

“In the year 2012, I went back and helped like five chil-
dren. Each child costs around three hundred sixty a year, 
and Julie writes some letters and they get scholarships.” 

His shoulders tensed. “There are six left in the camp, 
and I left them there. When I go back this year, I did not go 
there. Because there are no scholarships left, and there is 
war in the country.”

Even though Gabriel is now in the land of the free, he is 
still in a limbo not unlike the one he survived in the Kakuma 
Refugee Camp. He is supporting 
twenty orphans, trying to pay 
off loans he needed to bring his 
wife Rhoda here from Sudan, 
and working to find a place for 
the two of them to live. It is too 
much for any one person to bear, 
and yet it is the reality for the 
Lost Boys that made it to the US.

courtesy ugandabuyamba.wordpress.com

BUYAMBA: Volunteers of Buyamba Uganda are pictured constructing a keyhole garden.  
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JOURNEY OF A LIFETIME: The Lost Boys have endured war and hardship to reach the US. 
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PHONES IN CLASS: While some teachers use them as teaching tools, others are opposed. 


