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Wallflowers 
 

By Emily Pan 
Layout by Elaine Gu 

 

Coiling,  
Twisting,  

Blooming,  
Flourishing,  
on the walls  
we Grow.  

 
Wallflowers aren·t vibrant—  
lacking resplendent aromas 

and jaunty shades 
of roses,  

 gardenias,  
sunflowers, 

or even tulips. 
 

Wallflowers are inconspicuous— 
tending to cling 

to brick and mortar arches 
stubbornly.  

 
Yet, we have tried— 
with effort strenuous 

as Sisyphus pushing his rock— 
to emulate our popular neighbors.  

Only to be shunned further  
because we grow on walls,  

not soil. 
 

Thus, wallflowers are  
the black sheep of society.  

Made to bask in shadowy whispers,  
crevices we now  

call home.  
 

Which is why wallflowers tremble a storm   
upon being ripped off of their walls.  
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The Little Match Girl 
By Elaine Gu 

Materials: Digital Art 
 
AUWiVW SWaWemeQW: ´BXW iQ Whe cRUQeU, leaQiQg agaiQVW Whe Zall, VaW Whe liWWle giUl 
with red cheeks and smiling mouth, frozen to death on the last evening of the 

Rld \eaU.µ  
-Hans Christian Andersen 
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my neighbor 

By Cathy Tu 
Layout by Elaine Gu 
 
my neighbor,   

he was laid off today, 

his bank account 

ghosted by his promised pay.  

  

    my neighborhood abided tranquilly, 

    formerly absent of the din.  

    but i guess my walls 

    have now become paper-thin.  

  

listen— 

why, are those his wails? 

and now, The Scream; 

his visage pales. 

  

i could hear the melting of his tears, 

the trickling of them all— 

 
or perhaps, that was just the pouring of alcohol. 
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Joy
 

By DanǕel 3u
Layout by CaǔǕlle Fan 
MaterǕals] Photography

 
ArtǕst 0tateǔent] 1he chǕldren of 4ǕaohusaǕĨ a rural vǕllage Ǖn 5unnanĨ
ChǕnaĨ know nothǕng but joy\ 1he joy of sculptǕng endless aǔounts of
ǔudĨ the joy of farǔŕtoŕtable ǔealsĨ and the joy of crystalŕclean creek
water\ After thǕrd or fourth grade they also learn the joy of workǕng Ǖn the
tea fǕelds because theǕr parents canļt pay for theǕr schoolǕng anyǔore\
1hey learn the joy of wakǕng up before dawn and returnǕng after dusk\
1hey learn the joy of poverty\ Learn ǔore at xǕaohusaǕtea\org
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By Vivien Yeung
Layout by Mbali Toli

Social Media's
Lament

Twitter
Are you angry at your boss? Are you angry at your friend? Are you angry at that chip-on-
the-shoulder sna!e that cheated on you with seven other immature playgirls? "r maybe
you#re $ust angry that your favorite movie was rendered fourteen times less than the
original% and your favorite character#s arc diminished into chasing a snotty teenage nobody
for validation? &id your &oritos get stuc! in a vending machine? Scream it to the world'
(evel in every pin! heart you get every couple of hours so that you can nod to yourself
thin!ing that you#re )nally right for once% when in reality% they scrolled past your rant on a
couch-potato-!ind-of afternoon and found it funny* But at least you can feel better about
yourself% right?

Snapchat
Are you tired of $ust te+ting in class? &o you wish you could see your friends# faces instead
of their overused pro)le picture? &o you miss goo)ng o, with them li!e you would in real
life? Try cute )lters and simple minigames' The age of dull sel)es is over% and now even yo�
can have your mouth enlarged beyond the capacity of your face* So funny' Send a photo
every day to the same few people to show o, how pretty the top right corner of your face
is% only to have a brea!down when the tiny )re ne+t to their name blows out% and you feel
li!e all your life#s hard wor! amounted to nothing* Add random strangers so people can see
your mutual friends# icons and assume that you actually hang out with people instead of
staying up in your bed watching YouTube every night* -eep adding people until all your
snap stories are plagued by feminist rants% random hangouts% memes% and unreadable
glittery emo$i-ed nonsense* .f you go deep enough% they might even send you unsolicited
videos* /o even deeper and you#ll reali0e you can get multiple of the same unsolicited
video from )fty people*

.nstagram
&o you ever wonder if you#re as pretty as other people say you are? &o you ever get
insecure about not hanging out with friends as much as someone your age probably
should? &o you stress about whether you#re as talented as the people around you? 1ell%
prepare to have all your insecurities proven right' Scroll through hours and hours of
.nstagram feed until all that remains of what you recogni0e as yourself is gone* As!
yourself why other people can be so beautiful and lead much better lives than you% and
forget that people only pic! the pictures where they are perfect* Let go of realistic
e+pectations and wrap yourself in a blan!et cacophony of impossible idealism and double
standards* 2ost every day on your story so you can rebel% li!e a si+-year-old against a bully%
and prove to everyone that you have something to show* And this time maybe% $ust maybe%
you#ll feel worthwhile*
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Facebook
Enter the world of grandparents rekindling with their high school friends just before
their funeral. You’ll be shocked at how family friendly a social media platform can
actually be; it’s like Twitter but exclusively community lunches, four!year!olds’
birthdays, baby showers, and weekend church activities. You’ll also see wholesome
pictures of family gatherings, middle eastern volunteer work, and humble traveling. "t’s
sad that it’ll all come to an end soon, but it’s still nice to see how simple life can be
sometimes. #on$t be afraid when you type the %&' one day and everyone’s online, but
no new posts were made. "t’s probably because the last user died on their not!so!gamer
swivel chair and forgot to log off.

TikTok
#o you miss (ine) #o you miss *usical.ly) +ell they had a baby and this is it, "f you
thought "nstagram had a tasty feed, this will keep you for longer. -croll through hours
of pop song parodies, .!pop cuts, overdramatic school trouble reenactments; relatable
skits about being /sian, gay, *uslim, or even just going to college; people doing basic
dance moves, thinking they own the floor and putting tags of pseudo!relatable0
inspirational 1uotes to distract from the fact that they can’t actually dance. /nd then
professional dancers are actually killing it, so you have to keep brushing up and then
back down to rewatch it. 2r maybe it’s even just a 3ve!second clip of a teenage boy
taking off a ski mask. 4ow that’s hot, Eventually, you might even try to make your own
TikTok, only to reali5e it doesn’t 3t any algorithm and will always get you barely over
3ve views when celebrities can post the same TikTok twice and get more views the
second time.

&eddit
&eddit is where the breathing, walking memes live. "t’s the beautiful sanctuary for all
Tumblr users who miss the thrill and sheer chaos of forum h6acking and memeing.
#iscover incredible niches hiding in the dark corners of this site, including *7T"
bigots, the religious community of entitled men, way!too!emo fangirls, and not!so!
of3cial support groups for childhood trauma. &ead in!depth personal stories of home
invasions, the worst breakups, and how dumb high school is, coupled periodically with
references to movies, differential e1uations, and 8artoon 4etwork shows. 7efore you
know it, you’ve read the literary e1uivalent of seven 7ibles combined, and your mom
still has the audacity to say you don’t read.
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From Rain to Rain

September 3rd

6:33 AM: Rika’s alarm goes off, signaling her to wake up. She goes through her
morning routine, putting on her school uniform. Starched white shirt: right arm,
then left; pleated grey skirt, zipper on the right side; knee-length white socks:
right leg then left; black Mary-Janes: right foot then left. She breezily bikes to
school, easily clearing the distance. She pauses at the entrance: it is empty, save
for herself. In a hurry, she enters the building and climbs to the fourth floor to
her first class of the day. At the chipped white door frame, she once again
pauses. There is someone in the room, thankfully: a boy seated towards the
back, hunched over his desk, headphones in his ears, early morning sunlight
glinting off his phone. His general physical appearance matches the description
given to her, so she confidently approaches him.

“Hello. My name is Rika. You must be Ciro.” The boy looks up, startled at her
voice, and rips out his earbuds. Rika continues, “I was assigned to be your
ambassador to help you adjust to our school. It seems I was unable to catch you
on your way in, so let me be the first to welcome you.” She extends a hand and
waits for him to shake it, which he does awkwardly. Once he lets go, she says, “If
you have any questions, please don’t hesitate to ask me. I will try to help you to
the best of my ability,” before turning around and taking a seat in front of the
boy. She pulls a book titled Star Signals out of her bag and begins at the first
page.

The boy appears fazed for a second, scratching his neck as he tries to process the
sharp series of words that were just flung at him. Once comes to his senses, he
taps the girl’s book, pulling her from her reading. He sheepishly apologizes,
“Sorry for not responding just now. Yeah, I’m Ciro, and I just got here from
Florida.” Rika remains expressionless and does not respond. Ciro hesitates
before asking, “Hey, this is a super random question, but how strict is uniform
policy over here? Do the teachers go ballistic over an upturned collar or
something?” Rika notes that his dress shirt has been completely unbuttoned,
revealing a graphic T-shirt underneath, before answering, “That’s an interesting
question. Thanks for asking. We’ve never had an issue with uniforms before, so I
don’t know. We are all quite happy with our uniforms as they are, so the teachers
do not have reason to go ballistic, as you’d say.” Rika frowns for the first time
that day. “You might want to button up your shirt. It would be distracting during
class, and it is not very spirit-y of you. I know it’s your first day, but you are now
a part of your school, and it would be best if you begin to act the part.”

Ciro considers fighting back; he doesn’t want to blindly follow orders. He might
be new, but he wasn’t a sheep, for goodness sake. But then he realizes that Rika
has turned back to her book and does not care for his response. He does not
button up his shirt and plugs his headphones back in.

By Catie Yu
Layout by Elizabeth Shi

& Joyce Wang

Mar�� 3rd

6:33 AM: Rika’s alarm goes off, signaling her to wake up. She goes through her morning routine,
putting on her school uniform. Starched white shirt: right arm, then left; pleated grey skirt, zipper on
the right side; knee-length white socks: right leg then left; black Mary-Janes: right foot then left.
Looking out of her window, she notices a periwinkle bud peeking past her windowsill. She does not
remember it being there before, but she feels reassured, nevertheless. She calmly bikes to school,
enduring the light drizzle on the way. She pauses at the school’s entrance: it is empty, save for herself.
She enters the building, climbs to the fourth floor, and notices someone in her classroom: a boy
seated towards the back of the room, agitatedly tapping his fingers on his desk.

��� t�at�s rig�t� she thinks, t�e ne� �id� She walks up to him and introduces herself: “Hello. I’m Rika
and I’m your student ambassador. You are Ciro, correct? I was supposed to show you to your classes,
but it seems you already know your way around, so I see that will be unnecessary. Should you have
any further questions, please do not hesitate to reach out.” If she sees his confusion, she does not
react to it and sits down a few desks in front of Ciro. She pulls a book out of her bag, but before she
is able to open it, a hand blocks her. She looks up and finds Ciro, still with that confused expression
on his face, now bordering on annoyance.

“Is this.. is this some kind of joke? We have a presentation together in like 15 minutes. You did not
finish your half of the slideshow, and you did not respond to any of my texts or emails last night. Can
you please try to throw something together right now? I cannot afford to have my grade ruined
because you suddenly randomly turned into a flake.”

Rika replies tonelessly, “I’m sorry, I don’t understand what you’re talking about. We met for the first
time just now. It’s the first day of school. We don’t have any presentations or grades on the first day
of school. Are you feeling alright?” Her words sounded sincere, but Ciro could not believe them. He
stared at her in shock.

“Rika, are you feeling alright? You’ve never shown any interest in practical jokes, yet you seem to be
pulling a ginormous one on me right now. Please, I’m begging you, just do your part of the project
like you normally do, and I won’t bother you for the rest of the week, okay?” His voice drips
frustration, and his spirits sink lower when Rika’s expression does not change. Not that he expected it
to; when did it ever change? But before he could say anything further, the door opened, with the
teacher and more students shuffling in. That was odd. He could have sworn that class didn’t start for
another 10 minutes, but he knew better than to question the teacher now. He dutifully took his seat as
the teacher wrote out on the whiteboard, “Welcome to the first day of schoolA”

Ma� 3rd

6:33 AM: Rika’s alarm goes off, signaling her to wake up. She goes through her morning routine,
putting on her school uniform. Starched white shirt: right arm, then left; pleated grey skirt, zipper on
the right side; knee-length white socks: right leg then left; black Mary-Janes: right foot then left. On
her windowsill, a small bluebell stalk blooms; she does not remember acquiring it, but it reassures her
nonetheless. She bikes to school, a poncho draped over her shoulders to shield her from the rain. She
pauses when she reaches the school’s entrance: it is empty, save for herself. She enters the building,
climbs to the fourth floor, and notices someone in her classroom: a boy seated towards the back of
the room, reading one of the algebra posters off the wall. She approaches him, but before she can get
a word out, he speaks, slow and drawn out.
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“There you are Rika! I knew you would be here. You’re always here. I’m always here. Why am I
always here?” He vomits his words quickly! and he has to shout to be heard over the rain. Rika
does not answer! nor does he really e"#ect her to. Instead! he continues to shout! “You know! I
tried drivin$ out o% town yesterday! once the rains started. I ke#t drivin$ throu$h &elds! 'ust
endless &elds. I couldn’t $et anywhere. I think I #assed out! because when I woke u#! I was here.
Why can’t I leave Rika? Why not?” Rika 'ust stands! starin$ at him as the heavy dro#s continue
to hit them.

(iro holds u# a cris# #iece o% #a#er! holdin$ it under Rika’s umbrella to kee# it dry. He be$ins
shoutin$ a$ain! haltin$ly this time. “This is my letter o% resi$nation. I’m dro##in$ out o% this
darned school. You won’t remember me soon enou$h anyway. )o I $uess this is 'ust my way o%
sayin$ $oodbye.” Rika stares at him %or a %ew seconds lon$er! wonderin$ how a kid who 'ust
arrived could already be dro##in$ out! be%ore decidin$ to turn and head to class* it was almost
time and she couldn’t be late. +s she $oes! (iro! watches her and turns the #a#er over in his
hand. It slices his skin and %or a second he %eels ,ashin$ #ain. -a#er cut. .ut u#on ins#ection!
was it a cut? +ll that leaked %rom it was clear! 'ust water. (urious. /ery curious.

May 27th

0122 +31 Rika’s alarm $oes o4! si$nalin$ her to wake u#. +$ainst the backdro# o% the drums o%
the beatin$ rain! she $oes throu$h her mornin$ routine! #uttin$ on her school uni%orm. )tarched
white shirt1 ri$ht arm! then le%t* #leated $rey skirt! 5i##er on the ri$ht side* knee6len$th white
socks1 ri$ht le$ then le%t* black 3ary67anes1 ri$ht %oot then le%t. 8n her bedside table lays a
wilted ,ower! dri##in$ wet but wilted! nonetheless. )he does not notice it. )he bikes to school!
umbrella in one hand and the tallest Wellin$ton boots she #ossesses adornin$ her %eet. )he
#auses at the school’s entrance and #eers out %rom under her umbrella1 it is em#ty! save %or
hersel%. )he wades throu$h the waters that rose to mid6cal%! takin$ care to not s#lash her book
ba$ on her way to the buildin$. +s she ascends to the %ourth ,oor! she notices that the stairs each
have moderate amounts o% water on them. )he #resumes the windows on the landin$s have
been le%t o#en over the break and does not #ay any more attention to it.

9#on enterin$ her &rst block classroom! she %eels that somethin$ is o4. )he a##roaches the back
o% the classroom! and at one o% the desks! she &nds a #ile o% ra$s! so##in$ wet! and a lar$e
#uddle o% water coatin$ the table! chair! and ,oor. The desks surroundin$ it are com#letely dry.
Rika cannot shake the %eelin$ that somethin$ is missin$ here! like there was somethin$ she was
%or$ettin$ to remember. It hurts her head! and a%ter some mental debate! she decides that
someone must have accidentally le%t a classroom window o#en as well! while notin$ that none o%
the windows in the classroom are o#en. )he selects a desk towards the %ront o% the classroom
and #ulls out a book! titled Sta	 S
��a
�! and be$ins at the &rst #a$e.

“You know in my time here! I’ve never actually read any o% these #osters. They’re
#retty interestin$! actually. Hats o4 to the math teacher. +t least these stay the
same.” Rika! #er#le"ed! o#ens her mouth to say somethin$! but be%ore she can! the
boy starts talkin$ a$ain.

“I %elt like I was $oin$ cra5y. The #ast three months the $rass has been dry outside
and the sky has been blue! the sun shined e"actly like it did in :lorida! and classes
went on like normal. .ut they weren’t. )omeone restarted my li%e but %or$ot to
restart me. ;o one remembered. +nd then the rains started yesterday! and I 'ust
knew that it was ha##enin$ a$ain. Rika! do you remember me?”

Rika does not res#ond %or a %ew moments. )he does not com#rehend what is bein$
asked o% her. )he says! “Hello (iro! I’m your student ambassador %or this new school
year. Would you like to $o see the nurse? You sound distressed.” (iro smiles sadly
and shakes his head! lookin$ away %rom her and back to the #oster at the wall.
+wkwardly! Rika hovers by his desk! waitin$ %or a more concrete res#onse.
<ventually! the door behind her o#ens and more #eo#le be$in &lin$ in. )he takes
this as a cue to &nd a seat and #re#are %or her &rst day o% school. )he does not look
back at (iro! who is still readin$ the same #oster! eyes slowly turnin$ $lossy.

May 2�th

0122 +31 Rika’s alarm $oes o4! si$nalin$ her to wake u#. )he $oes throu$h her
mornin$ routine! #uttin$ on her school uni%orm. )tarched white shirt1 ri$ht arm!
then le%t* #leated $rey skirt! 5i##er on the ri$ht side* knee6len$th white socks1 ri$ht
le$ then le%t* black 3ary67anes1 ri$ht %oot then le%t. Her bedroom window is o#en a
crack! and throu$h it #okes a lar$e lavender blossom. )he has never noticed it
be%ore! but seein$ it now $ives her a %eelin$ o% ho#e. )he bikes to school! calmly
endurin$ the li$ht dri55le on the way. )he #auses at the school’s entrance1 there is a
boy standin$ ne"t to the $ate! shiverin$ as the rain soaks throu$h his hoodie down to
the cu4s o% his 'eans. He has an indiscernible look on his %ace! but it immediately
li$htens once he sees Rika. He trud$es u# to her throu$h the ankle6dee# water.
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GOLDE- CAGE 
By Joyce WǕng
LǕyout by CǕǓǔlle FǕn 
MǕterǔǕls: DǔgǔtǕl
Artǔst stǕteǓent: 
SheŁs on the swǔng ǕgǕǔnħ fully ǔn control. 
Whǔle she enjoys the vǔewsħ the sky
Ǖround her slowly loses ǔts brǔght blues.
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#�  rǔend ǔn the /k�

By MaǔǕe Yang
Layout by CaǔǕlle Fan 

 
she sǕts by ǔe through lonely hours,
sleepless nǕghts.
lurkǕng Ǖn the clouds, she hǕdes
Ǖn the shadow of the extrovert.

 a shadowœ or a reflectǕon
of the coward Ǖt hǕdes wǕthǕn.
oh how Ǖ wǕsh sheļd coǔe by ǔore often,
stay wǕth ǔe a lǕttle longer;
durǕng the daytǕǔe, perhaps.

streaks of eccentrǕc lǕght ǕlluǔǕnate
her ǔǕlky whǕte skǕn,
sprǕnkles of ash, here and there
 Ľacne proneļ
Ǖ bask Ǖn her beautyŗ
safe
Ǖn her passǕve doǔǕnance of the nǕght.

the stars that once accoǔpanǕed; sǔothered.
ǕntoxǕcated by the fǕnǕte fragǔents of poǕson
overrǕdǕng the azure.

aǔǕdst the sǔog she shǕnes Ǖn solǕtude,
Ǖǔperfect as the ǔoon.
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