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From 
The 
Editor

The PVLSE Issue 1 March/April 2022

We started off this publication process in March,
when we hung posters along the hallways of high
schools, advertising in every aspect that we can
to get submissions. We initiated an official
WeChat account, publishing  weekly  articles, and
attracting well over 100 followers who are our
family, teachers, and our most loyal readers. In
the way were challenges, when we found
ourselves halted because, in case you have
forgotten, we are  students. However, the team
is just that consolidated, and everyone has each
other's back. Whenever one of us is occupied,
others fill in, without hesitation.

The first issue is special, not only because of it
being the first, but also for the world we're living
in when this is published, and especially in our
city of Shanghai. No one would have expected
that we have spent the majority of our
publication cycle under lockdown and being
"invisible" in our online meetings. The anxiety,
growing exponentially, worrying if this
publication could make its way out, also
recognizing the hardship that many have gone
through, became the greatest obstacle. We
compromised, relieving the stress on our
contributors as well. The most important
objective, to stay strong with our family, stay safe,
and focus on mental wellness. This special
moment of history cannot be diminished. Thus,
we have incorporated journalist articles that
address this period. From the perspectives of
teenagers, to grown-ups, from daily life to work,
we attempt to portray the variety of
demographics of this era.

This magazine you are looking at is the
consolidated effort of everyone behind the
scenes: writers, editors, artists, designers, our
interviewees, supervisors, the support from our
friends, schools, families, every repost, every
read, every click is our motivation to keep
pushing forward. Thank you so much for being
here with us, either as a reader to unveil the
content, or as a writer to share his or her work.
Please enjoy your time reading this issue and we
hope to see you again in our coming
publications.

Yours,
Eric Jiang, Executive Content Editor

I cannot emphasize how surprising it is to find
that our contributors come from all over China,
and that we have produced a final product. This
is the very first issue of The PVLSE magazine,
and we are delighted to present you with the
journalism, creative writing, and artwork that
represent teenagers -- our age group -- and our
voices in this contemporary world.

We are a team of teens scattered throughout
Shanghai, every one of us from a different
school, but we come here as a team, with our
mission to make our voices expressed and
heard. This process has been difficult, beginning
with absolutely nothing. In our first meeting we
set a publication date, never knowing that we
would make it this way, with a full issue filled
with work submitted to us voluntarily. All the
contributors are magnificent in their
participation, and we sincerely appreciate the
passion that everyone shows in this project. 

The PVLSE is a special name. We chose this
name because the adolescent population of this
world is the fluid that runs through the urban
arteries, flowing passionately across every
aspect that ignites their interests. We believe
that teenagers are the pumping heart of the
globe, seemingly restless and always energetic.
The name of our magazine corresponds to the
five sections that we are about to show you:
Present (news section), Visions (visuals section),
Lifestyles (life section), Shortcakes (mini-stories
and comic section), Expressions (creative
section) have their first letters combined for the
word PVLSE. What a pleasant coincidence!
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SPOTLIGHT
D R .  R Y A N  T H O R P E :  P A R T - T I M E  P R O F E S S O R ,  F U L L - T I M E

J O K E S T E R ,  A L L - T I M E  D R E A M E R
W R I T T E N  B Y  Z O E  T

 

"This is just 10% of my collection," Dr. Ryan Thorpe says
in an online video interview. He fumbles around, struggling
to display the intimidating, skyscraping stack of journals
through his laptop's camera. "I used to fill these things up at
an atrocious rate. These are just the short ones." 

    He appears to be holding at least ten notebooks, all filled
to the brim with spontaneous thoughts for stories and
sprawled-out doodles from his adolescence and early
adulthood. Although Dr. Thorpe is already a professor in his
mid-30s, he often catches himself turning to this "treasure
trove of inspiration" from his younger days, especially when
he is running out of ideas for his next major piece.

 
     He casually flips to a page from a random journal and
chuckles. "A famous writer is placed on death row for a
crime he did not commit. Now, he has to finish one last book
while being incarcerated before he dies. Hey, that's not a
terrible idea. Thank you, 24-year-old self!"

     It's easy to be fooled by Dr. Thorpe's boyish humor and down-to-earth personality. Nonetheless, the
truth is that he is required to adopt a more serious persona as a wise, composed mentor figure for most of
his time. In the Shanghai Jiao Tong University Joint Institute, he guides and lectures students as an
associate teaching professor and an assistant director of the school's writing program. For seven years
now, he has also persevered as both the general director and founder of Inkwell, a non-profit program
spanning multiple urban centers across China, to support and uplift passionate writers by hosting free
workshops.
 
    "I might physically be getting older, but I think most of my friends and family know that I am the
world's largest goofball," he laughs.

    When asked how he continues to maintain his childlike merriment despite frequently assuming the role
of a mature, adult leader, Dr. Thorpe reveals that his early exposure to literature and creative writing has
been crucial. 

    "When I was younger, I was a literary ambassador for my college, and I got to meet super old, super
famous writers who were traveling around. I would drive them to the airport, get them food, and just kind
of sit with them while they eat. These were famous, successful writers, and they were all pretty goofy. I
felt better about the fact that I was never serious."

REGINA, JOJO, AMY
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    Dr. Thorpe has not always been able to learn about creative writing with such
freedom, though. Throughout his years as a teenager eager for any chance to unveil
and unleash his talents, he was limited by the scarce resources he had access to. In
his high school, a young Dr. Thorpe was thoroughly disappointed with the absence
of both a writing program and a welcoming, inclusive community of writers. "We
only had one writing contest a year, and I went to what was supposedly one of the
best high schools in Texas."

    Even when he could openly pursue writing, he was again held back by his own
doubts about how others would view his work. "I was in my mid to late 20s when I
finally started sending out work. I just kept churning it out, never trying to find a
publisher, because I [thought] a lot of people were going to turn me down."

    Indeed, perhaps the most difficult obstacle preventing the young Dr. Thorpe
from chasing his dreams were his worries regarding others' perceptions of him.
At one point, as an undergraduate, he almost succumbed to the pressure by
abandoning his aspirations to fulfill the well-intentioned expectations of those
surrounding him. "My father was a huge executive at a giant engineering company
in Texas. He was very keen on me being an engineer.

    "[But when] I got into the program, I sat down in that first introduction to engineering
class, and I could immediately tell that I wasn't feeling it. It just wasn't me. I was good at
it, but I wasn't enjoying it. There's a difference."

    Dr. Thorpe did not consider himself a good writer when he was younger, but he truly
enjoyed doing it. A genuine interest fueled him to tirelessly produce a book a year as a
high schooler and ultimately turn his back on engineering as a college student. Since then,
his fateful decision to prioritize writing as a vocational pursuit and select passion over
everything else has stayed with him. 

    In many ways, it was this same sentiment that led to the creation of the Youth Writing
Project, a separate extension of Inkwell acting as a free, quality writing space for high
school students by hosting workshops specifically tailored to their needs. The group
provides teenaged writers with the opportunities to pursue the same dreams he followed as
a young adult.

SPOTLIGHT

REGINA, JOJO, AMY
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"In high school, I would have really liked a community where I could talk about writing
with people serious about it – a legitimately supportive space where there was a real
conversation about getting better.

"It's important to have that because there's an inherent vulnerability in that first draft. The
first draft that is a big pile of a mess [containing] some promise. It could be better, and
when you look at it, you think it could be something. Then, you must find an
understanding reader to let you know that you're not crazy."

Since his youth, Dr. Thorpe has viewed creative writing as his true calling and aspiration,
but as a shy, inexperienced teenaged writer, he was not provided with an audience of
doting, patient readers ready to reassure him of his sanity. With initiatives such as Inkwell
and it’s various workshops, he has strived, and is continuing to strive, to allow more
writers to gain access to what he lacked when he was an adolescent.

As years have passed, more projects expanded on, and more attempts made to turn dreams
into reality, Dr. Thorpe's initial idealistic visions to make creative writing more accessible
seem to have remained relatively constant. In reality, however, as he developed from a
young man to a middle-aged one, his loftier ambitions have been tempered by the harsher
practicalities of the world.

"I tried to start a creative writing school when I first came to China. I wanted to make
education affordable. I wanted to revolutionize the industry. I wanted to create quality,
affordable English that people will enjoy being a part of, but I could sell absolutely nobody
on that. People often feel like they are not getting something of value when they are not
paying for it. I completely and utterly failed."

And it was not simply passion projects that Dr. Thorpe struggled with. When it came to
sustaining a comfortable lifestyle, he also found it increasingly challenging to support
himself through intangible dreams. Since he grew older and started yearning for more "nice
things," confronting the sobering truths of reality and work became a larger portion of Dr.
Thorpe's life. "At the end of the day, you need a job, something that actually makes money.
Writing makes it harder to do that. There is a part of me that's like: Man, life would be
easier if I were an engineer."

SPOTLIGHT
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Yet, rather than completely forgo his dreams, Dr. Thorpe flexibly integrates
them with the more practical aspects of life. "I've found ways to tap into the
engineering funding market by applying what it is that I do [in creative
writing] to scientific fields. And I don't complain because grant money is grant
money. Even with just a little money, there's a lot Inkwell can do."

In the end, he continues to be motivated by a sincere, life-long love for writing
rooted in his adolescence. However, what makes Dr. Thorpe so youthful – his
undying determination to fulfill his dreams and help others achieve the same –
is now supplemented with a more realistic life philosophy, ultimately enabling
him to advance his cause to support a vibrant generation of emerging writers to
create no matter how unyielding or dismissive the world appears to be.

"My advice to young writers is that if you continue to shape a piece of work
with an open heart and good intentions, then it will reach and touch far more
people for the good than it will insult them. People have said terrible things to
me about my work over the years, but that's just one reader. There's plenty of
others that appreciate your efforts, and those are the voices you need to listen
to when you write."

SPOTLIGHT
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News Section (Present)
    Present is dedicated to conveying

youth expressions on
contemporary issues, societal

debates, or any specific
phenomena that influence the

adolescent status quo. 
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CORONA VIRUS -
SHOULD

WE  IMPROVE 
 THE

LOCKDOWN?



Many say that the event has shifted from a “natural event”
into a “man-made crisis[3]”. This notion shows a general
trait of the current ideology of Chinese people. They tend to
regard social events or crises as categories. However, these
judgments are simply a differentiation of responsibilities
that cannot lead to the actual solution. 

Needless to say, these judgments are not completely useless.
They could provide insights themselves as a deep analysis
dividing the event into specific parts and stages. However, it
is more important to consider how to prevent similar
disasters and what should be learned and improved on after
the event has happened. 

Even if a disaster is completely “natural,” there are still
many actions that could be made. Take the example of the
coronavirus pandemic; it is unexpected, of course, but we
cannot stand by, let people die, and say, “It is a great
disaster for humankind, and we cannot do anything about it
except wait for it to diminish by itself[4].” 

Therefore, to take action, the government placed people
under lock-downs and conducted nucleic acid tests on the
population to increase the chances of survival and reduce
economical costs. These actions are indeed quite efficient
and did save millions of lives. However, in today's situation,
new problems caused by lock-down are raised such as
economic problems for the whole country or inconveniences
brought to people[5]. The situation is no longer only a
medical problem. Therefore, old ways to cope with it and
regular solutions to the pandemic have to be reassessed. All
the pros and cons of lock-downs should be considered to
find a better solution for the pandemic and reduce costs if
possible.

Achieving a better solution usually requires reflection,
learning and constant improvement. However, many are
very sensitive towards “reflection[6],” interpreting it as only
a responsibility of the one who made a mistake or something
useless. 

The coronavirus pandemic is going wild these days. Until the
24th of March, about four billion people are infected
overall[1] (including those who recovered), and the number
is still increasing. However, the virus’s death rate also
decreased to only about 0.2 per cent[2], even lower than that
of the normal flu. This raises a concern – some people argue
the lock-down is now unnecessary and could eventually
cause a greater cost for everyone. Therefore, people are
questioning the effectiveness of the lock-down policy — is it
still necessary to maintain such an extremely strict standard
in enforcing it? Are there any solutions that could be less
costly?

CORONA VIRUS - Should We Improve the
Lockdown?

Written By: Yoyo G
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This caused a problem—now, people’s needs are not taken
into enough consideration. Many small sole traders cannot
survive anymore, many workers are unemployed, and many
people are locked down at home, lacking food and water, as
the government requires more time and manpower to send
resources to people[7]. The most unfortunate case is when
you are ill. The patients have to do a nucleic acid test before
they can be hospitalized[8], which requires them to be
individually quarantined for a long time.

 

It is true though, that if lockdowns are abolished, the
coronavirus would suddenly outburst, and that could result in
millions of infections and paralysis of the medical system. I
am not suggesting that the lockdowns are completely useless
and harmful or that they should be cancelled immediately.
Instead, I want to point out that there are new-coming
problems that arise due to lockdown, and the government
should prioritize these new problems and provide sufficient
resources to minimize their impacts on the population while
trying to control the pandemic from spreading further. It is
the third year of the pandemic, and we still haven’t figured
out a way or an exact and detailed discipline to deal with it.
How to treat patients? How to treat students? How to treat
tramps? How to treat delivery men? How to treat pets? The
only reply to all of these questions is that “it is the policy of
the government[9].” 
The orders are abstract. They are made by humans.
However, people may have to deal with actual difficulties
because of abstract policies. 

In every newspaper about the pandemic, the only subject
where we can capture a sense of individuality is the hardship
of the medical workers. However, they have been extracted
from their personalities and assigned a “holy” aura, making
them no longer normal and human-like but instead appear to
be god-like figures who have to be praised for their
virtues[10]. On the other hand, the basic protection of these
doctors is not being considered – there is no reflection or
learning.
Usually, there are pure man-made disasters but not as often
are there are pure natural disasters[11]. In this case, the
boundaries between the two have become seemingly
indistinct.

If you use pesticides to kill insects in the farmland but
people who eat your grains are being poisoned as a result,
then you should consider how to improve your actions to
minimize fewer side effects.

Designed by: Jason Luo & Alex Tang & Alan Tang The PVLSE 13



Online 
Classes

By Zoe T



Although she follows a rigorous, compact daily
schedule of online meetings now, Natasha attended
far fewer live classes per day two years ago. “Back
in 2020, [some] teachers pre-recorded videos or left
worded instructions, so you could schedule when to
do each class,” she explained. 

I prefer the 2020 version for its freedom and its
minimized exposure,” Natasha professed, as she is
still having trouble accustoming to the new online
school day consisting of seven 45-minute live
classes interspersed with short breaks. “This time,
there were already some expectations, so I reacted
negatively when it turned out differently.”

“I don't think I've mentally adjusted yet,” she
disclosed. “It's hard for me to focus— it is boring
because at home I am in a very familiar
environment.”

Jack, a senior in Shanghai United International
School, acknowledged how both faculty and
students have better confronted the same technical
issues. “In 2020, many technical difficulties
occurred, and the school IT fixed them case by
case, delaying some classes. Some students were
unable to hand in assignments on time because they
could not log into the submission site.

Three students, three schools, and a second round of
online learning mayhem.

When asked how he is impacted by the recent surge
in Shanghai COVID-19 cases, Hank Lake (alias), a
junior in Shanghai High School International
Division, responded:
      
“Food supplies are running low. We must resort to
eating plants found in hedges and bushes next to our
apartment. In a few days, my complex will be sealed
off, and rivaling factions will start riots and
conflicts, seizing control of key resource points and
demanding toilet paper in exchange for protection. I
must pick a side to survive.”

Of course, Hank was joking. Nonetheless, although
Shanghai’s high schoolers are not suffering as
dramatically, they have still been greatly impacted
by the renewed presence of the virus. 

Not only are numerous students familiarizing
themselves with quarantine and repetitive COVID
testing as lockdowns occur city-wide, but since all
schools in Shanghai switched to remote learning on
March 12th, high schoolers have also been
struggling to navigate new schedules and online
platforms. 

The situation appears to be similar to the one in
2020, when schools went online as the pandemic
increasingly worsened. However, for Natasha, a
junior in Shanghai SMIC Private School, this round
of online learning could not be more different from
the first.

Online Classes in 2022, the Sequel
to 2020? 
Written By: Zoe T

Caption: Plants near Hank’s apartment
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Natasha sits in front of this messy yet cherished desk
while attending online classes

“[Now] I think students and teachers are more
accustomed to online learning. The schedules are
arranged more smoothly, and there is even an online
platform to receive and submit homework for SUIS
students specifically.”

In Hank’s school, bad experiences in 2020 not only
improved the management of technical difficulties
this year, but they facilitated communication in
online classrooms as well. 

“We’ve gotten better at making class fruitful and
productive,” Hank revealed. In most of his current
online classes, all students seem attentive and have
cameras turned on. “We know what it was like last
time. We hated it. The teachers hated it. Class was a
chore, and practically no one was paying attention.

“Now, classes are more engaging than ever, and in
some cases, they are almost on par with offline
classes. That’s something I’d never thought I’d say.”

Ultimately, different high schools and their students
are currently encountering various degrees of success
transitioning to live classes. Some students, like
Natasha, are finding the change more inconvenient
than others. Yet, as Hank attested, as they have for
him and his school, unpleasant online learning
experiences faced by students now can pave the way
for better ones ahead.

“They [Natasha’s school] didn’t go through hours
and hours of awkward silence [in 2020]. I imagine
they will be more engaged because experience builds
up knowledge; if that experience is undesirable,
cringeworthy, or to be avoided, then people will
avoid it next time. That’s what happened to us, so
hopefully, it happens to them too.”

Jack and his peers used the website Edmodo to
submit schoolwork in 2020. Now, they are starting to
use the new, school-developed platform depicted here

instead.
 

Hank giving a thumbs up to the Tencent Meeting
displayed on his computer screen. He claims to be

mostly enjoying online learning this year.
 

Designed By Jason Luo & Alex Tang & Alan Tang16 The PVLSE



imagineimagine
  dyingdying

 

Written By: Kat G



This piece contains disturbing content. Viewer
discretion is advised.
Every thought that ever passed through your
mind, every lesson you learned the hard way,
every dream you worked towards. Every time
you smiled, every friend you’ve ever relied on
when things got tough, every time your heart
broke and every moment of pure joy. All erased.
Imagine all of your dreams—your dream job,
dream vacation, dream university, dream home
—all snatched away from you, out of reach
forever. Imagine your friendships, every little
first-grade crush and every person you dreamed
of growing old with, every family relationship,
snapping. And imagine it coming at an
unexpected moment. When you’re on a family
car trip, and a missile hits the road. When you’re
safe in your home, and suddenly a bomb is
dropped through your apartment.
People in Ukraine are dying by the thousands.

Bodies litter the streets. Bodies of innocent
civilians whose hands have been tied behind
their backs so they could be shot in the head.
Naked bodies of women who were raped and
then burned. Bodies of children who have been
run over with tanks. Bodies that are yet to be
buried, or were thrown in mass graves. Each
body was a person. Each body was someone’s
mother, someone’s child, someone’s friend.
Now imagine going on social media and seeing
video after video posted in support of it. In
support of deaths, in support of the bombing of
homes and schools and hospitals, in support of
the “liberators” who entered homes and shot
everyone inside. In support of pain, heartbreak,
destruction. Imagine seeing people you
considered friends comment on them, calling for
the deaths of your loved ones.
“Sorry, can’t talk,” my grandma apologized
before hanging up. “Air raid.” In the
background, I heard a siren wailing. I didn’t 

Written By: Kat G

know then if I would ever talk to her again.
Imagine going to check the news and only
reading the headlines, because you can’t bear to
go into the details. Imagine seeing pictures of
your destroyed home. Of fires in your friend’s
town. Of tanks on your old summer campsite. 
Since early childhood, I’ve never understood
war. People killing people. As if the world
didn’t have enough problems. When I asked
anyone about it, they always jumped to politics.
Economics.
Nothing can justify this. No amount of political
tension and historical ties can justify the barbaric
violence against civilian people, the non-stop
bombing of innocent lives, the cruel destruction
of homes, schools, fields, museums—everything
people worked so hard for.
The screen lit up with a notification again. “Has
anyone heard from Petro lately? I can’t get in
touch with him.” 

Imagine Dying
 

 
Bodies on the street in Bucha
Twitter/@FedorovMykhailo
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Imagine Dying
 

You scroll through photo after photo of people
from the carpet-bombed city of Mariupol,
knowing that it’s very likely nobody will ever
get in touch with them again. And you wonder
who’s next.
Parents. Children. Favorite teachers. Bright,
hopeful students. Siblings whom you fight with,
but love nonetheless. Best friends whom you can
call at any moment—but this time, another
soldier picks up the phone. Imagine someone in
your life dying. Imagine their life being cut
short. And stop seeing victims of war as a
statistic that you can forget about.

t may feel like nothing you can do will matter in
the great scheme of things. But the combined
efforts of every peaceful protester, every social
media poster, every considerate voter, and every
petition signature will count. So, speak out. Speak
out against violence, abuse, unnecessary war.
Donate, support, volunteer, write, report. 
 
Shout until you make your voice heard.

Together, we will turn the world around.

The PVLSE 19



F I R S T  M A N ,  F I R S T
R A C E ,  F I R S T  P O I N T

B Y :  E R I C  J  

The same year saw him racing in Formula 4,
which he won runner-up that same year, and
proceeded to Formula 3. In the first race, he
participated in Formula 3 as well when he
stepped onto the highest podium and heard the
national anthem resound through the sky. "This
experience is unforgettable," he said after that
race. He was the first to do so in Chinese racing
history. And this record-breaking journey has
never ended. It seemed to be leading him the
right way without obstacles, so smooth that it
was hard to imagine. However, when he
ascended into Formula 2 in 2019 and won that
year's Best Rookie Award, his achievements
came to a standstill. So many young talents kept
flowing into that event, and everyone was
competitive. "I was already old, compared to
others," recalled Zhou on his Formula 2
experience. But he didn't give up. He kept
training hard for days and nights, pushing
himself to the limits. Weight-lifting, stability 

        round the final corner is Zhou Guanyu, the    
       22-year-old driver from Shanghai, China,
in P10, scoring the first point of his career and
the first point in Chinese Formula 1 history in
his first race.
March 19, 2022, will be a day to be
remembered as it saw China's first driver
claiming his first championship point in
Formula 1, the most prestigious series of
motorsport racing in the world.

The luck that Zhou experienced in the final laps
was not the only reason that allowed him to
achieve such a milestone that every motorsport
fan in China had been waiting for since the
introduction of motorsport broadcasting in
2003. The hard work behind his actions was
more important. Every overtake, every race
start, every day when he fought for the podium
marked a step of his uprising. He was the first
to do so, and he will not be the last to
accomplish this.

Zhou laid the seed for his love for motorsports
when he was young. In 2005, when he was six
years old, he entered the Shanghai International
Circuit for the Formula 1 Chinese Grand Prix
for the first time, where he waved a flag for his
idol -- the now 2-time World Champion
Fernando Alonso. His association with
motorsports was then established and never
since apart. At seven years old, he debuted in
karting in China, passing every opponent on his
way and proving his talent in racing. At the age
of 11, he moved to England with his family to
pursue a racing career and joined the Ferrari
Drivers' Academy, the dream of all racing
drivers. In 2015, he became one of the
prestigious four young drivers in that academy.

Zhou waving his idol Alonso's flag at Shanghai
International Circuit (twitter.com) 

A
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(finance.sina.com.cn) Zhou starting his Formula 2 career with Renault Academy
 

and steering training, sprinting using running
simulators, and strengthening his neck to
counter G-force in every session became a daily
routine. During practice sessions, he used every
possible opportunity to seize the chance to
improve himself. He didn't let his fans down.

In 2020, he advanced into being the test driver
for the Renault F1 Team, meaning that he was
another step closer to his ultimate goal. He
stepped onto the podium on August 1, 2020 at
the Formula 2 British Grand Prix, again the first
Chinese to do so on such a level. On September
27 of the same year, he started on pole position
(1st place on the starting grid) and claimed his
first Formula 2 win, making Chinese history yet
again.

2021 was then another fantastic season; after
earning one pole position and three race wins,
he started testing at Free Practice 1 at the
Formula 1 Austrian Grand Prix in his idol
Fernando Alonso's car. It was another step
closer to Formula 1. He won 3rd place in the
Formula 2 Championship last year after a fierce
fight with young talent Oscar Piastri, who won
the championship. Eventually, he starred on
another day that every Chinese motorsport fan
would remember.

On November 16, 2021, the Alfa Romeo Orlen
Formula 1 Team announced that Zhou Guanyu
would become a full-time driver for the team in
the 2022 F1 season. China was cheering him on
for his monumental achievement. When he
accomplished his ultimate goal, when every
sports journalist witnessed that moment when
every person, every fan heard the news, a brand
new world opened its arms to embrace
the Chinese driver. It was a new chapter of
Chinese motorsport history. Zhou stepped into
his dream car for the first time in his life,
debuting his first race with the team on March
19, 2022, at the Bahrain Grand Prix.

More was to come. Zhou made 14 overtakes in
the race, including one where he passed the 7-
time World Champion Lewis Hamilton. He
started off on an anti-stall but quickly recovered
seven places in his opening laps. Zhou was
determined to change tires during the Lap 46
"slow down" Safety Car, under Alpha Tauri
driver Gasly's engine failure, and gained a huge
advantage. He showed remarkable talent in tire
protection in mid-race. He got lucky in the final
laps when the two Red Bull Racing drivers
retired due to mechanical failures. He crossed
the line... Zhou Guanyu became the first point-
scoring Chinese driver in history.
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But it was just the first race. The season is
still long ahead, with 22 more races
remaining. It'll be a thrill to watch Zhou drive
in all those races, and it will surely be a
shame to miss out on any of them. Zhou
Guanyu, the record-smashing machine in
Chinese motorsport    history, will continue
his journey on the highest platform of the
motorsport world. It will be an exciting
season ahead with so many questions for him
to unveil.

(163.com) Zhou with his Alfa Romeo C42 Formula 1 car at the Barcelona Pre-season Testing

Designed by: Allen Wang;  Amen Lin; Anson Fan 
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Apps are helpful when we use them under
correct conditions and times, but before
answering the question, "Do Apps Help You or
Waste Your Time?" let's talk about what apps
are used for and why they exist. Apps are
designed to gather information more efficiently
and make working more productive. As the
development of smartphones and technologies
has become stronger and more hardware can
support more complex apps, the central
purpose of having apps started to change a
little bit. For example, one of the biggest
events happening now is the COVID-19
pandemic. Under this condition, a lot of new
types of apps related to the pandemic have
been quickly developed, and these apps are
used to notify people about the pandemic,
gather information about the global condition,
and help hospitals to organize and track people
who have been infected. On the other hand,
there are also apps made for commercial
purposes under the pandemic which have
spread 'fake' information towards their users in
order to achieve their goals. It would be a
waste of money and time to focus on these
apps that bring no benefits to you.

 Do Apps Help or Waste
Your Time?

Written By: Sam Z
Right now, when people are talking about apps,
do we mostly talk about apps that can gather
useful information, make our work more
productive, and give us more efficient ways of
doing a specific task? Probably not; when
people are talking about apps, it's mostly about
social media apps, game apps, and more. Most
children, teenagers, and even adults who grew
up in the Informational Evolution cannot leave
their electronic devices for a second. Some
people even look at their devices as their life.
Did you use your devices while eating dinner,
while sitting in the desk at school, while you
are getting to bed, and while engaging in
different activities where you shouldn't focus
on your devices? According to Statista
Infographics, more than 50 percent of teens use
their cellphones for way too much time, and
they probably use their devices under
conditions they shouldn't (www.statista.com).
Most people use their devices while eating
dinner, and even I do that when I am eating.
Under these kinds of conditions, people never
use types of apps that can increase their
knowledge and productivity. Instead, gaming
apps and social media apps take their place. 
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When people concentrate on electronic devices at times
they shouldn't, they are considered to be wasting time.
While doing that, you also block yourself from the real
world around you, family members and real-world
friends. As an example, under the restriction brought by
the COVID-19 pandemic, most people are required to
stay at home. This has increased the time when people
stay with their family members. But still, some teenagers
have been putting themselves into the virtual world, and
this has almost cut their connection to the real world.
They use their phones to communicate with their online
friends while eating lunch, and this blocks their
conversation between family members. After they finish
their food as fast as possible, they jump back to their
virtual world to play games or scroll through social
media, and this will cut their connections with real-world
friends and events happening in the real world. 

However, the world of apps is just like a forest full of
surprises and traps; when you use apps with the right
conditions and responsibility, they will be not dangerous
at all. In cases such as using apps to search about real-life
things you don't understand, gathering sources you need
for work, playing games when you finished all of your
work to relax, you are using apps to learn more and
increase productivity while covering different types of
tasks. 



For example, while finishing a task that needs you to
gather information about patients in different regions
under the COVID-19 pandemic and create a
conclusion from them, using an app that can help you
to create a visual conclusion while you are still
searching data will save a lot of time compared to
finishing the two tasks in order. Another great
example will be using apps that contain videos that
can be used for self-learning a new skill when you
finished all of your work. Specifically, under the
lockdown due to the COVID-19 pandemic, most of the
people are been locked at home. Under this condition,
people will feel anxiety and boredom as it last longer.
Sometimes you will find it helpful and interesting to
figure out a completely new skill. Therefore, gathering
useful information from different articles and videos
can increase your knowledge and also provide you
with a better way to spend your valuable time instead
of wasting it on social media and games. 

I would like to say thanks to apps and the programmers
who designed and developed them. Apps make it
possible to order things much easier, calculate math
problems much faster, and navigate us out of the maze
of modern city to new areas we have never gone before.
Using apps at the correct time is not a waste of time;
instead, this can be helpful by increasing productivity
and more ways of enjoyment in our life. Try to go
outdoor on days with good weather and have more fun
with your families and your friends; instead of staying
home with a non-living device that can trap you.

Designed by: Allen Wang;  Amen Lin; Anson Fan 
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VISIONSVISIONSVISIONS

Visuals Section (Visions)
    Vision is dedicated to presenting students' artwork
(digital or print) or photography that outline unique

interpretation of a theme in a variety of forms including
drawing, painting, and photography.
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When   I   saw   this   topic,
I thought   a    lot ,     such  
 as teenagers  with ages like
me, and   searched  Pinterest   
for weird  pictures  that fit
teens’ moods. But I bet
nothing can compare  to  
 my   childhood when it
comes to  the  theme of   
 youth.  On    a  whim,  I
looked  through  my family's
old   photo     albums     
 and remembered     
 some impressive      people     
and events  in    my    
 hometown when   I   was  a   
child. This painting    is     
 one of those events. 

- Smile L

 When I was young, I spent my summer holidays in my hometown with my
grandparents. We lived in an old yard. Even it’s autumn, children always like to buy
all kinds of cold drinks and ice cream. But the ice cream store is on the opposite side
of the yard. I need to bypass the neighborhood to buy ice cream. In an accident, I
found that a piece of brick was missing next to a flat building in the courtyard. When I
walked in, I found that on the opposite side of the wall was the small dessert shop.
From then on, whenever I buy popsicles, grandma will shout “buy popsicles!” against
the wall gap, the shop will be a dollar of popsicles handed over. I was so impressed
that I used the scene as              an               inspiration                  for               this   
painting.
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Grandma's
Popsicle



Ashley M

Page Designed by Coco
The PVLSE 30



Andy L

Page Designed by Claudia
The PVLSE 31



Allen X
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Andy L
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Lifestyle is dedicated to
displaying youth lives with a

variety of aspects that
represent the youth culture:
academics, mental wellness,

entertainment , music, science
and technology, etc.

L I F E S T Y L E S

 

 



        When the numbers start to spike, when the
ambiance comes to a halt, when the traffic
begins to ease, when the city sleeps, the clouds
and storms wash away all the happiness of the
town, everything is locked and lies calmly.

        On March 12, the online notice struck
social media across Shanghai, and the city was
destined to walk through fire. The fire of rebirth.

        Rounds and rounds of lockdowns and
quarantines have driven people crazy under this
extraordinary routine. PCR tests are almost
daily, and the "blue hazmat squad" can be seen
everywhere, but how does this round of
lockdown disrupt people's lifestyles? For a more
in-depth look, we have interviewed people from
different occupations, from adolescents to
adults, from the PCR test-taker to the test-giver.

        Undoubtedly, life's rhythm altered. With
people stuck at home or their workplace, not
being able to go anywhere, even the point-line
connection between leisure and work becomes a
route of pleasure. An international school
student, Sam (alias), expresses that "the lack of
entertainment" is a growing factor in his life that
makes every day the same scenery without fun.
Sleeping patterns, eating patterns, and people's
biological clocks, are ruined. "Some days I sleep
at 8 p.m., while other days I fall asleep as late as
3 a.m," Sam says. He is coping with the growing
issue of experiencing a "loss of focus during
class time."

       It is not only students but teachers as well.
John (alias), a foreign teacher working in this
city, tells us, "I have become more sedentary;
now that I can't leave my apartment, I feel like I 

am gaining half a kg of weight daily. I am able
to get more Steam hours logged; I don't know if
that is a good thing, though." This boresome
lifestyle accompanying quarantine is now
ingrained into people's lives they lose
interpersonal connections. Instead, they are
forced into communicating through video chats
and text messages, subject to screens cutting
through their communication between friends
and loved ones. "I truly miss my friends," says
Sam, and it's no wonder why -- this connection
has been so important.

       Joanne (alias), a nurse experiencing
lockdown in her hospital who has not been able
to meet her family back home for a long time,
explains that "this has been the way of living
since Covid ever started. These 2 or 3 years of
rounds of lockdown have always been like this. I
can see my family, but I cannot touch them, and
this grows into more yearning for the reunion of
the family."

A Sleepless City inA Sleepless City in
HibernationHibernation

Written By: Eric J
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       "Every day, the peace message they send is
the mere motivation of proceeding."

       Family is now so emphasized. Never has
family taken on a more significant role than it is
now. People live with their families 24/7
because of the restrictions and consider each
other's work schedules.Clearly, living together
has caused some burdens, but people tend to
leave each other some private space to make
interactions work. Families are trying to be
supportive. "Not interfer[ing] during working
hours" and mental support is the best a family
can do under this circumstance. "Being trapped
in our house isn't the most ideal situation, but
we are making the best of it," says John,
thankful for his family's company in this special
time. Family is the motivation for living,
whether for those who can be with them all day,
or not. Joanne says, "Thinking of seeing my
family after the lockdown is over is my
motivation for work, for trying harder at work to
combat this.I'm anxious that there will be
positive cases around them, and I'm so
concerned that not communicating with them on
a daily basis becomes a burden. I care a lot for
them."

        We are hopeful that this round of the
pandemic can be over soon. For whatever
trouble or burden we are experiencing now, try
to take it as a bar of chocolate that life has given
you and be hopeful for the next one. Your loved
ones are there with you.

      

A scene of lockdown at Joanne's workplace

 

         For the heroes out there at the frontline,
your loved ones have your back, waiting for your
glamorous return.
           Stay safe, and fail your Covid test.
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The best thing about watching Arcane is that
you don’t have to know anything about the game
itself to watch the show. From the beginning,
you are dragged deep into the story. Throughout
each episode, you’ll be able to easily understand
what’s going on and dive deeper into the plot.

Arcane revolves around the two cities -- the
utopian city of Piltover and the repressed
undercity of Zaun. Sisters Vi and Powder find
themselves on opposing sides of a war. The
show deeply examines these character’s lives
and the relationships around them. It has a great
cast of characters, all being integral to the plot in
one way or another and each conveying a
different perspective. Though it’s primarily
about sisters Vi and Powder, as the story
progresses, other characters such as Caitlyn and
Jayce are introduced. 

When I saw Arcane’s trailer for the first time,
the animation style caught my eye. The
backgrounds are digitally hand-painted, and the
texture on the characters is crafted to achieve a
graphical look that fits with the environment.
Due to its use of 3D animation combined with
painted backgrounds, Arcane’s art style is highly
praised and breathtaking. Taking elements from
the game, the animators of Arcane are inspired
to come up with their own ideas. Finally, the
meticulous cinematography frames everything.
Here are two screenshots capturing moments in
the show that are truly stunning.

When most video games are adapted for film,
the television shows and movies created from
them are often known for not being the best. As
an avid fan of video games myself, many of the
films I’ve seen for video games weren’t exactly
doing them justice. However, for League of
Legends, (a game you’ve definitely heard of at
least once), it was different. The game is not
exactly the most popular one of all time, but it
has gained a loyal fan base and a distinctive
reputation throughout the years. 

League of Legends is a multiplayer online battle
arena game developed by Riot Games, known
for its amazing character designs, accessibility
and production value. Despite its many
positives, the game is bound to have flaws.
Many long-time players end up finding the game
itself quite boring; some even consider the game
system unbalanced, and the online community
can be toxic at times.It wasn’t really the type of
game I’d play because it didn’t appeal much to
my tastes. Yet, my interest quickly piqued when
Riot games launched Arcane. After three
episodes, I was hooked; the show had an
element so compelling that it made me a doting
fan. 

With stunning visuals, complex characters, and a
spectacular soundtrack, Arcane is currently one
of the most popular shows on Netflix. As a show
with a 100% rating on rotten tomatoes and a
9.3/10 on IGN, it’s definitely recommended by
critics and highly worth your time.

The best thing about watching Arcane is that
you don’t have to know anything about the game
itself to watch the show. From the beginning,
you are dragged deep into the story. Throughout
each episode, you’ll be able to easily understand
what’s going on and dive deeper into the plot.

Arcane: The New Level
Written By: Ashlyn P

（ Into the series; Jinx confronts her past demons
from memories she had abandoned.）
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（Vi and Powder discover the genocide and loss of
their home.）

The voice acting for Arcane is a crucial part of
what makes the characters and plot blend well
together. Each voice actor naturally fits their
character’s role in Arcane, making the characters
come to life through their delivery of the lines.
You may know the popular actress Hailee
Steinfeld from movies such as The Edge of
Seventeen and the Hawkeye series. She voices
the character Vi in Arcane. By giving Vi a lively
voice, Hailee drew out her character’s overall
appearance and spunky yet bold personality.
Another prominent character whose voice-acting
and design made the series spectacular was the
show’s own villain Silco. The voice acting for
Silco was so compelling that it solidified the
antagonist image the show’s producers were
aiming for. Without spoiling too much, when
Silco talks to Jinx, he adopts a much softer tone
with his voice, implying he has a softer spot for
Jinx while maintaining a restrained facade in
front of others. This leads us to see him as more
than the villain he is and acknowledge the depth
his character holds. Voices play a huge role
when it comes to characters we see on screen;
the way a line is delivered can have a huge
impact on the story and how we as the audience
view a character. 

Arcane’s soundtrack also features incredible
songs. For instance, as the official theme song of
the show, Imagine Dragon’s song “Enemy,” is a
bop with a catchy instrumental tune. However,
the main aspect of the song is the subtext behind
its snappy melody. “Enemy” is directly linked to
one of the characters in the show, as to which
one is something I’ll leave you to solve.

What distinguishes Arcane from a lot of
animated shows is that the story emerges from
the characters and their desire for each other, for
satisfaction, and for retribution throughout the
course of the show's now-completed first season.
It's not a show that's focused with world-
building through exposition in the way that a lot
of fantasy shows are. Rather, it depicts
characters creating and shattering the world
around them. It exhibits how their actions have
consequences to their surroundings and sheds
light on how we as the audience see characters
as antagonists or heroes.

For me, the writing and animation of the show
drives its dark yet intriguing plot. Though
animated shows are not watched by everyone,
Arcane is one that I think deserves a chance
from all of us.
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       usic has become a more dominant way of
entertainment under the current trend. Since the
pandemic hit, music has taken a much more
important role as one of the most important
ways to communicate and share emotions. Even
Internet trends have started to link music
applications as a pitstop for frustrated people to
express themselves and find a relief. A diversity
of music is then born, with the easy accessibility
of music-making software, electronic music, rap
music, R&B music, country music, etc. Almost
every category flourished.
    The youth population, as well, have been
active participants in musical careers. From the
emerging pop stars of Korea to the penetration
of pop culture into younger generation's lives,
more and more youth music artists have
emerged from this age group. Towards this
population as well, music is marketed through
the increasing use of technology and social
media. It is intriguing to see how many
adolescents have joined the general trend and
start to pursue a music career.  In this article, we
are pleased to introduce one of them. ASL
(alias) is a high school student in Shanghai who
has participated in this culture himself for 5
years. He is a rapper and introduces many
everyday elements from student life into his
music. Here, we asked him some questions
regarding his music style and content. We hope
that his experience can also be inspirational to
you.

THETHE
RISINGRISING
STARSTAR
Written By: Eric J  

M
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What Are Some
Themes You Like to
Include In Your
Music? Why Are
They So Important
To You That You
Need To Make The
Public Aware Of
Them?
ASL: Generally, I don’t usually have
an exact theme in my mind when I
start off doing a song. I just naturally
go with my mind and let it take me to
wherever it reaches. I think that’s also
the reason my songs at different times
can have very different styles. There
were some about mental health, some
about personal emotions, some about
random thoughts, some just typical
"bragging" trap lyrics, etc… And I’m
very happy about how versatile my
music can be – I think the most
important thing for me is that my mind
can be heard through my songs, no
matter if they’re just random thoughts
or what else.

What Are Some  
Characteristics
That YOUR
GENERATION
Of Musicians
Have In
Common? 

ASL: I grew up playing the
violin – my father loved
classical. When I started
listening to rap in middle school
it immediately became my
favorite, you know, you just
naturally want to flow with it.
With what I had about music
from my violin experience, I
found myself not bad at
following and covering my
loved rap songs, so I felt like,
“Why not do it myself?” That’s
how I started.

What Sparked Your
Interest In MUSIC-
MAKING? Where
Did This PASSION
Come From?

ASL: I think on the
positive side we are
much braver to express,
perhaps due to the
internet and economic
development. People
now possess more
things, get to know
about more things, and
naturally would rap
about more things.
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How Do You Like Your
Music? Why Do You Think
People Enjoy Your Music?

ASL: Sometimes I would feel embarrassed
when people play my music out loud around
me because I always get to find one or two
more places where I didn't rap well, record
well, or mix well in the songs. I think why
people enjoy may be because though my
music makes me feel embarrassed to hear at
times, the songs themselves are not
embarrassing to listen to.

Who Is Your Favorite
Music Artist And WHY?
ASL: Dr. Dre if I have to name one. His Still
D.R.E. was the first rap song I listened to and
it was him and his N.W.A. that enlightened me
at the very beginning.

How Would You Describe
The Music Atmosphere Now
In The Youth Generation?
What Suggestions Do You
Have To Your Fellow
Artists?
ASL: The downside is that I feel like
everybody’s in a rush and so pushy and wants
to achieve at the very instant they just started
doing things. I think it is a very natural
outcome in terms of the current social,
economic, and industrial environment, but
there is no need to be over-obsessed with this
kind of problem because the US rap industry
experienced a similar stage before, and I
believe the problem will very naturally be
fixed itself as music industry keeps
developing. We will only have a more diverse
and more inclusive music industry afterward,
so there is no need to change the status quo.
But for each individual young artist, I want to 

remind them it was not about money or fame
that first made you fall in love with music.
We all should keep in mind our true love for
music itself. I hope that conversation sparked
some inspirations in yourselves. The
important message is to believe in yourself
and have faith in what you have been
composing -- not only music, but also work as
an artist, a photographer, a writer, etc. The
youth generation speaks up for the general
public and they have become the general trend
of the public more and more frequently.
Music provides youth with this platform of
expressing and exploring their true feelings,
so that their original works are representation
for the youth culture- conformity, liberty,
morality, and love. The growing influence of
their culture brings new blood to the society.
For all young artists out there, it is the most
important to keep working, believe in
yourself, and don't forget about your original
intention.
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Written By: Ashely Z



S o r r y  I  d i d n ’ t  m e s s a g e  b a c k .
M y  p a r e n t s  t o o k  m y  p h o n e
a w a y  f o r  t h e  w e e k , ”  m y  f r i e n d
m e s s a g e d  m e  o n e  e v e n i n g .  S o
m a n y  p a r e n t s  s h a r e  t h i s  v i e w :
t h e y  t h i n k  t h a t  t e c h n o l o g y
t a k e s  a w a y  h u m a n
c o m m u n i c a t i o n ,  m a k e s  u s
a d d i c t e d ,  a n d  i s  t e r r i b l e  i n
g e n e r a l .  I  t h i n k  t h a t
t e c h n o l o g y  m a k e s  u s  f e e l  l e s s
a l o n e ,  b e c a u s e  i t  a l l o w s  u s  t o
h a v e  o p p o r t u n i t i e s  t o  u s e
e l e c t r o n i c  p r o d u c t s  t o  c o n t a c t
w i t h  o t h e r s  o r  e n t e r t a i n
o u r s e l v e s ,  s u c h  a s  t h r o u g h
o u r  m o b i l e  p h o n e s ,
t e l e v i s i o n s ,  c o m p u t e r s ,  a n d
o t h e r  d e v i c e s .  

A t  a  t i m e  w h e n  s c i e n c e  a n d
t e c h n o l o g y  w e r e  n o t  a s
d e v e l o p e d  a s  t h e y  a r e  t o d a y ,
t h e  o n l y  t h i n g  t h a t  a  p e r s o n
c o u l d  d o  i f  t h e y  s t a y  a t  h o m e
i s  t o  s l e e p  o r  g o  o u t s i d e  a n d
p l a y  w i t h  t h e i r  f r i e n d s .  B u t
s i n c e  t h e y  d o n ' t  h a v e  a
m o b i l e  p h o n e  d u r i n g  t h a t
t i m e ,  t h e y  c a n n o t  c o n t a c t  w i t h
t h e i r  f r i e n d s ,  i t ' s  m o r e
c o m p l i c a t e d  t o  t h e m  t o  g o
o u t s i d e  t o  p l a y .

N o w a d a y s ,  t h e r e  a r e  m u c h
m o r e  o p t i o n s  t o  s p e n d
w e e k e n d  t i m e  w i t h o u t  g o i n g
o u t s i d e  w i t h  f r i e n d s ,  s u c h
a s  p l a y i n g  v i d e o  g a m e s  a n d
w a t c h i n g  T V  s h o w s .  W e  c a n
a l s o  u s e  W e C h a t  t o  c o n t a c t
w i t h  o u r  f r i e n d s .  T h e n ,  t h e
t i m e  w i l l  p a s s  a s  f a s t  a s
w a t e r  f l o w s ,  s o  e v e n  i f  o n l y
o n e  p e r s o n  s t a y s  a t  h o m e ,
t h e y  a r e  n o t  a s  b o r e d  a s
p e o p l e  w h o  l i v e d  b e f o r e
p h o n e s — t h e r e  a r e  c o u n t l e s s
o p t i o n s !  

S c i e n c e  a n d  t e c h n o l o g y
m a k e  o u r  l i v e s  m o r e
w o n d e r f u l  a n d  e a s i e r .  I t  i s
t r u e  t h a t  t e c h n o l o g y  m a y
m a k e  u s  a d d i c t e d  t o  o u r
p h o n e s — t h a t ' s  a  b a d  h a b i t .
S o m e  t e e n a g e r s  g e t  s o
a d d i c t e d  t o  t h e i r  m o b i l e
p h o n e s  t h e n  t h e y  d o n ' t
s t u d y  a n y m o r e ,  t h e n  t h e y
w i l l  g e t  b a d  g r a d e s — t h i s  i s
t h e  r e a s o n i n g  b e h i n d  m a n y
p a r e n t s  t h i n k i n g  t e c h n o l o g y
i s  h a r m f u l .  B u t  t h e  t r u t h  i s ,
t e c h n o l o g y  h a s  s o  m a n y
b e n e f i t s — p l u s ,  w e  w i l l  n e v e r
b e  a l o n e .

T E C H N O L O G Y
W r i t t e n  b y  A s h l e y  Z

 

D E S I G N E D  B Y  R A P H A E L ,  J E R R Y
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SHORT CAKES

Short Stories Section (Shortcakes)

Shortcakes is dedicated to laughter
and lightheartedness with jokes,
mini stories, and comics that are
enjoyable and entertaining.



It's Routine
Written by: Zara A

Get in the car, we’ve got places to be
 

I guess we’re eating out with the family
 

Quickly equip and acquire your items
 

Or lazily lounge by the lock
 

I forage the menu, find flavorsome food
 

We each order a caffeinated coffee or two
 

Parents tell tales of when we were little
 

They tell tales from times of their youth
 

Seriously speaking and thoughtfully thinking
 

Listening, my teeth and my cup are silent clinking
 

Life lessons learned that cling to my brain
 

SKREEH says the stand of the table
 

and the stumps of my seat
 

HA! I’m laughing hysterically now.
 

A bad joke that gets an applause and a bow
 

Distinctly discreet and suspiciously subtle
 

A special reference, no one else could comprehend
 

Dining, discussing, conversing with coffee
 

Means a great deal, more than you’d reckon it’d ought be
 

Significant, but simple. Humorous, but honest
 

Ah, it’s been too long already
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Recipe: 
Bake it ‘til You Make it 

To make sure that your slices of bread reachTo make sure that your slices of bread reach

peak deliciousness, remember to feed them thesepeak deliciousness, remember to feed them these

whispers of delight before their bread time.whispers of delight before their bread time.  

  

Then, they will know that they are loved.Then, they will know that they are loved.

Perform ritual by reading the following linesPerform ritual by reading the following lines

once per night until consumption:once per night until consumption:

  

"Without you, my life would be so crumby.""Without you, my life would be so crumby."

"You are the apple of my rye.""You are the apple of my rye."

  

"I'll always be here when you knead me.""I'll always be here when you knead me."

  

"Please don't rye and beat yourself up for not"Please don't rye and beat yourself up for not

being toast. You're way butter than toast.being toast. You're way butter than toast.

You're soft and squishy!"You're soft and squishy!"

  

"I'll give you a flour so that our love never goes"I'll give you a flour so that our love never goes

stale."stale."

  

"You can always crust me to keep your secrets.""You can always crust me to keep your secrets."  

  

"Wanna hear me tell you a secret? I loaf you.""Wanna hear me tell you a secret? I loaf you."

  

I know. I don't even really like puns. I'm aI know. I don't even really like puns. I'm a

weird-dough.weird-dough.

  

Sue me.Sue me.

-----Written by Zoe T
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“An inch of time is an inch of gold. ”

Mom often said，

When I was young. 

At that time, 

I was ignorant and did not understand. 

However, 

Today I have engraved this motto,

In my mind. 

Let me deeply understand, 

Those difficulties, 

Those dilemmas, 

Let me grow up.

Experience
WRITTEN BY MELODY P
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YTRAC
Y

G u
t was a bright sunny when a girl came home            
from school and watched TV. As soon as she
sat down, she heard someone sighing. She
stood up and went to have a look. It turned
out that it was Aunt Zhang, her neighbor! She 

oth
I
is talking to her mother about work. The girl hid
behind the door - eavesdropping. 

She heard Aunt Zhang say, "Hey! I'm fired from my
unit! It's all because there's no ink in my stomach!" 

"There's no ink in my stomach! No! There's no ink in
my stomach! In the future, I must be fired from my
unit!" the girl thought, her heart beating faster. 

So she quietly came to the study and began to look
for ink. Here -- a bottle of pure black ink.

She looked down the ink bottle, unscrewed the lid,
and saw a dark piece inside. She was stunned -
whether to drink or not? 

If I drink it, will I die! If I don't drink, there will be no
ink in my stomach. Think about the neighbor's Aunt
Zhang. She was laid off because she didn't have ink in
her stomach! The girl thought. 

She hesitated for a moment, thought again, and
decided to have ink in my stomach. She picked up the
ink bottle and just wanted to pour it into her mouth.
Her mother happened to come over and saw her ink
bottle. She wanted to pour it into her mouth and her
mother shouted, "what are you doing!!" 

The girl panicked and ink spilled on my clothes. Her
mother hurried over and asked why. The girl told her
mother the whole story. 

But her mother burst into laughter. Tell her:
"neighbor Aunt Zhang said that" no ink in the
stomach "means no culture, not drinking real ink into
the stomach." 

Fortunately, the girl didn't drink it into her mouth.
Otherwise, she'll die! 

I think the girl's childhood is very interesting.
Childhood is like the sea. Under the moonlight, there
is a churning spray, which will never stop.

D E S I G N E D  B Y  
J O H N  L I  &  J A C K  Y U A N  &  E D D Y  Y U E
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EXPRESSIONS
Expression is dedicated to presenting creative writing pieces to

our readers and operates under a theme specific to each issue. 

Designed By: Jarvis & Zoe & Selina



B Y

S E P A R A T I O N
L O U I S  H

Relation is a bond
With my grip beginning to slacken

My views are fixed at things beyond
But my mind is deeply misshapen

 
To believe I was savagely solemn
To think it was not my problem.

To know my difference caused separation
To feel the need for explanation.

 
I tumultuously lumber with the sense of reality
A concussion grows deep within my mentality.

The rising realization of building insanity
My emotions stray with the sense of insecurity.

And I was alone again. Grappling at a surreal time in my fractured memory.
 

Those were the times of friendship and amber,
A simple time, a life of glamor.

A thousand blues, a thousand hamper.
The days of heaven, sad in manner. 

 
Down with the never-ending cries of aware,
Down with the ever-minding tries of repair.

Sinking slowly into a dreadful yet compulsive lie,
With the verdant waves, my chin held high.

 
Alas, my conscience stays resilient
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“Harry, you should really come shopping with me. It is really not as terrifying as you think.” My
mother says, slowly closing in on me, like a predator preparing to launch into its prey.
      I shook my head and slowly stepped backwards: “No, mom.”
      “Harry?” My mother’s voice was getting dangerously mild, “it is not really what you think.”
      I shook my head again and firmly backed away. I never liked shopping or going to the
market, or any places with lots of people. Those noises, those colors.
      My mother closed in, her face twisting into a faint smile, while her voice remained soft, soft
and meek. She was trying to trap me with her deceptive gentleness. Her hand slowly reached out
and clamped firmly on my left shoulder.
      I started screaming flailing against this force that was closing in around me. I ran, ran from
the kitchen into the first closet I could find. All the while, voices whispered to me to move quickly,
to escape from a quickly darkening and impending fate.
      Quickly Harry, or she will catch you.
      Into this room and lock the door! 
      I threw myself into the room and slammed the door shut, locking it and holding my breath. I
heard footsteps closing in on me. “Harry, are you okay? I am sorry. I am so sorry, Harry.”
 Is that my mother? Is that really her? The voice was sweet, even sorrowful. Trouble, trouble. Hide,
hide. I must not make a sound or she will know my hiding place. The voices drowned out the siren
call in my head. More voices, voices of the wind perhaps? 
 Thump... Thump... Thump..
 Swoosh…Swoosh…Swoosh....
 All the sounds swelled together like that of a small village – the chatter, the laughter, the cries
of the vendors selling their wares, and yet the most piercing was the cloaked prophet that
appeared out of nowhere winding through the crowd rasping ‘beware,’ ‘be alert’, ‘the devil lurks
in plain sight’. 
 This room was not my room. The curtains waggled and closed in on me, unfolded, spread out like
the wings of a gigantic bird and then shrunk to their normal size. 
 “Harry, are you inside? Please, it is all your imagination!”
      I must not make a sound. Was this what the soothsayer (fortuneteller) warned against? Was
this why Circe implored Odysseus to leave those flowery meadows far behind?
Drip Drip Drip – the bathroom sink menaced.
      A phone on top of the shelf beside the bed suddenly screamed. I snatched it – if the woman
heard this sharp sound, she would know that I am inside. 
      “Hello?” I whispered softly into the phone only hearing a Buzzz.
There was nobody on the other end, but even as I picked up the phone, the unpleasant ring
didn’t stop; instead, it was getting louder and louder and louder. Another bang on the door. I
covered my mouth to stifle a scream. I snatched the phone to my ear, covering the mouthpiece,
wrapping it imploringly in my shorts, trying to mute those dreadful sounds. But it rang louder,
louder and louder.

A  G O O D  M O T H E R  I S
H A R D  T O  F I N D

Written By: Yinuo B
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      “Harry, I am so sorry, can you forgive me?”
      No, no, no, I cannot open the door. Did she hear the ring? She must have! It was so
pungent and high pitched; it was impossible for her not to hear. I must calm down. I must not
move.
      The ringing would not stop. I stared hopelessly at the phone only to discover that nobody
was calling. It was like… It was like the phone itself was coming to life. It was the phone itself
that was a living thing! 
   I wanted to scream, but instead of it, a strangled squeak passed my lips.
   “Harry? Harry? Are you in there? Can you please forgive me?” The knocking sound was not
gentle at all this time; it was intense, anxious. 
      1 2 3 4 5 6 … I closed my eyes and counted. 
      56 57 58 …
      “Harry, can you please come out, I am truly, truly sorry.”
      73 74 …
      Tick-tock... Tick-tock... Tick-tock...
      Ring Ring Ring
 The lady outside the door, the clock, the phone, the curtains, the wind, the dripping – a
symphony I could not…. I was terrified. A lamb to the slaughter. I paused, frozen by the stifling
melody. And then I felt them – those tiny hands touching and smoothly sliding all the way up
my leg. I leapt up, without another thought; I squeezed myself into the very corner of the dark
closet, shut the door, and held my breath, waiting, silently waiting for the woman to pass by.
 The noises went mercifully silent. I heard my mother’s voice, which still echoed dimly within
this room. “Harry? Harry? Are you still in there?”
 Bang! Bang! Bang! The door seemed to tremble under the banging of the woman outside the
room. And then, a very small snapping sound like something opening.
 A dim ray of light pierced the closet; everything else remained in total darkness. Whisperings
again, small and faint whispering, laughter, chants and warnings.
 I feel something, or someone. It touched me, stroking my skin. I looked up fearfully at the
great red jacket hanging in front of me. It turned slowly, very slowly toward me until we stood
face to face – its eyes locked mine. The red jacket swayed and touched me with its hands, I
closed my eyes. Was I at 155 or 157 in my counting?
I could not recall, not with that dreadful color scowling at me only an eyelid away. It began
recounting one of my worst nightmares, whispering relentlessly in my ear. I could close my
eyes, but I was not deaf. I was on a Merry Go-round. However, the wooden horse’s head
seemed to be smashed off by something immense and rough. There was a person with pure
white skin, half-naked. I could tell that the person was a “she” . The woman had a horse’s
head, my very own labyrinthine monster. The horse-headed woman sat upon the wooden horse
laughing with joy, her body still half-naked 
 upon the red and yellow horse. I ran and ran and ran – I could not stare at that color. But,
there seems to be something, something both evil and intangible grabbing me. I was petrified,
unable to move due to this invisible force.
 “Harry!” The woman’s voice grew louder and louder, I dare not to make a single sound.
 But the whispering in the darkness surpassed it. I slowly and cautiously pushed through the
other clothing to get far away from that bloody hue. The clothes that I pushed through
seemed to push right back at me, as if in collision with the grave color. They wanted to keep
torturing me with my dream.
 “Please, Harry, I beg you!” The woman yelled, entreated.
 57 minutes, maybe 58? – the time that had elapsed. 
 Tap Tap Tap Tap. Is that the sound of receding footsteps? Perhaps the woman was leaving. I
took a deep breath and opened the closet door. 
 I closed my eyes in the blur of light – a light that broke in shards of screaming color all
around me. I cowered, stabbed a thousand times by those living fragments.
 “Harry?” 
 I open my eyes and see my mother standing right in front of me.
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This day I woke up early from my sleep as usual and stretched out. I looked out the
window, the sun had not yet woken up, the sky was still dark, and I turned my head
to look at my owner. She was an extremely beautiful woman, but always worried
about national affairs. Her beautiful peach blossom eyes were always a heavy black
underneath, and she needed to take a heavy foundation every day to cover up her
fatigue. Because of the long years of exertion, her body has long been unable to
withstand, her age obviously likes the sun at noon age, her body is like the sunset,
seems to be about to go out. In her sleep, she looked even more tired, such as fan-like
eyelashes fluttering, she even frowned, and her mouth kept mumbling something. I
carefully went around to her, taking care not to step on her brown, beautiful hair,
afraid to wake her up and reduce her already little rest time. Tentatively, I reached
out my paw and gently placed it on her locked brow, then withdrew it. Her
eyebrows unfurled, but she did not wake up, and I was relieved.

Today she was in a surprisingly bad way. Usually, she doesn't get up late, but today
she missed a meeting with the ministers. Usually, she doesn't cough so often either.
There was a smell like a rotting tree trunk coming from her body, and I had a
terrible feeling that her life seemed to be coming to an end.

She seemed to realize something herself, but she didn't say anything to anyone. She
changed her usual style today, and instead of sitting in her office all afternoon on
official business, she took me to the small lake by the castle. She avoided the sight of
all the servants, secretly changed into a light dress. She carried me to the boat that
was docked at the lake. She placed me gently on a pillow, rolled up her sleeves, and
rowed the boat. She was so happy at this time, I realized then that without the fancy
clothes, she also has a little girl inside who has not grown up. She has not smiled like
this for a long time, since she was a child she was taught to be dignified and elegant,
no one ever cared about her feelings. Such a big smile was not allowed in front of
anyone. The sunset rolled up her skirt, from the path openly burned to the lake, in
the edge of the sky set off a magnificent purple and crimson fire, with an arctic
wind, wake up the lake's sleepy eyes hazy.
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Then she died, that very night. There were many people around her, her children, ministers, and
servants, all of whom stood silently by her bedside, and finally, they all left, leaving me alone in this
crumbling castle.

Looking back in the void, all the past has turned into nothingness, and the beauty that has stunned
the years has finally become a wisp of fragrant soul, a cuddle of yellow earth.

When the warm spring breeze blew, I sat on the fence of the tower overlooking the whole castle and
watched the bare tree trunks around me sprout green buds again; when the hot summer sun shone
on the lake, I was in my old study, counting the books that I could not see over and over again; when
the birds in the trees all flew away, I found a blanket and covered her statue in the garden; when
everything was covered with snow, I nestled in her bed and greedily sniffed the scent that belonged
to her ......

I remember when I first came to her, when she was at her best seventeen, when her father was still
on the throne and she was not yet overwhelmed by the burdens of her country. The first time I saw
her, I was amazed by the dignified grace in this girl. She also had an aura of being unapproachable.
The first time we were alone, I hid in a corner out of fear, but she took the initiative to slowly
approach me hugged her heavy skirts, squatting beside me and speaking softly to me. Since then, we
have become best friends, and everyone knows that the princess is always inseparable from her
cat......

She was buried in the garden of this castle, which was her favorite place to go, and every morning, I
would quietly lie down on the chaise longue she had placed just for me as if she had never left.
Everything seemed to be the same as when she was there, except that everyone had disappeared,
which was good because no one would disturb her sleep anymore and there would be no heavy
business to tire her out. I don't care how dilapidated this castle will become, I just know that this will
always be my home. The only thing that makes me sad is that the roses she loved haven't bloomed
since she left. I guess she loved them so much that she took them with her to the other side. I will
always watch over this castle, even though it has fallen into disrepair, the bricks on the tower have
fallen off, the exterior walls can no longer see the original color, the interior decoration has also
accumulated a thick layer of dust, but I will take care of this place for her, and will always wait for
her return.

The moss on the steps was getting more and more, the creepers on the outer wall had long since
crawled all over, my movements were getting slower and slower, and I was about to be unable to
jump on the chair that she had customized for me ......

The sun was warm and comfortable, I lazily curled up on the windowsill, the warm breeze brushed
my fur, this afternoon, surprisingly gentle, I looked at my shadow in the cracked floor-to-ceiling
window, the sunlight gently scattered on my body, gilding my silhouette. Looking inside the cracked
window, it was as if I could see a scene from the old days, so beautiful. 

Blooming Roses
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I seem to see my owner still sitting in that red velvet fabric, gold inlaid, and has an intricate pattern of
a study chair, combing her trademark coiffure, but not wearing that heavy crown, she looks less
solemn, quieter, the long tail of the skirt is not so neatly placed under the chair, I still remember that
whenever this time I always pounced, grabbed her skirt tail, play with her, she would always indulge
me. Those were the best days of my short life. I went to the garden once again. Then paced over and
sniffed the faded petals, a familiar smell. 

I used all my strength to jump on that recliner once more. I looked at the easel, if she was there, she
would have painted a picture for me at this time ...... I closed my eyes peacefully, I think this is the end
of it, I can finally come to her ......

The snowflakes were once again replaced by lingering spring rain, but the garden was a vast expanse
of brilliant red.

She was buried in the garden of this castle, which was her favorite place to go, and every morning, I
would quietly lie down on the chaise longue she had placed just for me as if she had never left.
Everything seemed to be the same as when she was there, except that everyone had disappeared,
which was good because no one would disturb her sleep anymore and there would be no heavy
business to tire her out. I don't care how dilapidated this castle will become, I just know that this will
always be my home. The only thing that makes me sad is that the roses she loved haven't bloomed
since she left. I guess she loved them so much that she took them with her to the other side. I will
always watch over this castle, even though it has fallen into disrepair, the bricks on the tower have
fallen off, the exterior walls can no longer see the original color, the interior decoration has also
accumulated a thick layer of dust, but I will take care of this place for her, and will always wait for
her return.

Blooming Roses
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Could a river run to the board ocean’s breast?

If no dews condense on leaves before sun rises;

Could trees turn colorful in a hazy night?

If no buds sprout in Spring after Winter dies;

 

When the scorching sun parches the ground every day,

So hot the sunshine flash out during summer;

In the cool rooms for sure thou hope to stay,

No need to do boring homework further;

 

When thou admire the beauty of the Moher Cliff,

Do thou recall tough course behind the scene?

Taking sixteen hours of flight with thy feet stiff,

At last thou faced the pretty thou have never seen;

 

So, every great starts from the mere tiny;

Each step takes thee closer to thy destiny!

 

 

 

Sonnet
C O L I N  Z

D e s i g n e d  B y :  D a n i e l  H u a n g58 The PVLSE



Sleeping is a daily routine 

It takes most of my time 

It's also a relaxing time 

I really enjoy these when I was sleeping  

When we are in a warm blanket 

We will close our eyes 

But our body still works 

What happens to us when we are sleeping 

Will our souls float out?

Do we dream? 

What dreams will I achieve? 

Will I remember my dream?

Today dream is about I am trying to fly to the sky 

The city is noisy and full of people  

I tried to get out of the city 

Running up to the hill  

I grew two wings 

I jumped off from the top of the mountain

I heard a loud noise 

Then I fell to the ground 

I woke up and found it was my alarm  

I realized

It was another school day
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Beware The
Red-Eyed

The moment Selena got called downstairs
she knew that something serious was going
on. Her big sister Ann was already down
stairs, her father on the couch.

“What’s going on?” Selena wondered.

“It’s time we pass on a little family secret. Our
family is not just an average family,” Their
father started.

“Cool, are we like secret government spies or
something?” Ann joked.

“No, not like that,” Their father took a deep
breath, “Our family is descended from...”

He was cut off by a ringing coming from the
antique phone on the wall. The sisters were
surprised, they always thought that phone is
just for decoration.

“What!” He shouted in to receiver, “I’ll be
there in 10.”

“Children, a really important artifact had been
stolen, I have to go. There are weapons in
the attic, you will need to defend yourselves
if needed. If worse comes to worst and it
finds you, remember the lullaby your mom
sings to you.” With that their father looked at
them one last time like a soldier going into
battle, and ran out the door.

“Wait, what?” Selena and Ann yelled
simultaneously, but their father was already
gone.

MONSTER
After a few minutes silence, panic started to set
in. The siblings ran out the door but their
parents are already nowhere to be seen.
Intrigued by what their father said about
weapons in the attic, the sisters went up to the
attic expecting the same cabinets and spare
furniture. But as the sisters investigated they
found hidden daggers in wall cracks, and curled
whips disguised as ropes. 

"Dad is always hiding things from us, he never
tells us anything. I'm starting to wonder what
really happened to mom." Ann said hotly. 

"But he must have an explanation about what
happened, I sure all of this is for a good reason."
Selena insisted. 

"You always have to side with him, huh," Ann
sniffed. "What?"

"You're always his favorite, you always have to
be perfect..." Suddenly, a howl cut Ann off. 

“What was that?” Selena yelped.

“That might have been what our dad mean by
defend ourselves!” Ann shrieked back. 

The siblings looked the window and saw a figure
of a giant wolf. Selena grabbed a whip, Ann
grabbed a dagger, they went down stairs and
saw the wolf staring at them through the
window. It’s a black wolf, with greasy fur, with
crystal blue eyes. The wolf started to bang on
the window. The sisters ducked and ran under 
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a table for cover.

“What do we do, fight?” Ann suggested.
The window started cracking.
“That only works in movies.” Selena
whispered back, just in case the wolf
understood English.

The walls started shaking a pot of plant on
the far side of the room collapsed sideways,
raining dirt onto the living room carpet.
“Movies? There’s a big black wolf banging on
our window!” Ann retorted.

Bang! The walls cracked.

"Do you still think that you dad would throw
us in the middle of all this for a good reason?"
Said Ann.

“Wait, remember what dad said, ‘remember
the lullaby,' what does that mean? Mom died
when I was four, do you remember anything
mom sang to us?” Selena speculated.

“Um...”

Bang! The window shattered.

The wolf barged in, its eyes found Ann’s, the
wolf’s blue eyes turned deep red, Ann
screamed. The wolf must have some kind of
influence when being stared right in the eyes,
Selena thought, because even she was
getting dizzy looking into those red eyes. She
shook out of her daze, and her hand rested
on a leather grip, the whip. She lashed out at
the beast.

“Snap out of it!” She shouted at Ann. The
whip’s end connected with the wolf’s nose, it
whined, pawing at its face, Selena almost felt
sorry for it. 

“The power of positive thinking... I remember
now, the sister stopped the flood, it was...”

Wham, the wolf struck Ann on the head. She
collapsed.

A lullaby of the flood, an early memory
surfaced in Selena’s head, mom was there,
she was so beautiful, she had curlers in her
hair, Ann was tiny, she must have been tinnier.
Music, mom was sing to them, her thin figure
draping over them protectively, they were in
their old apartment. What was she saying, she
was holding her head and muttering
something so important, she can almost hear
the sincerity in her voice and see the love in
her eyes.

“You're sisters, you can be heroines together,
because you have a magical mind that makes
impossibilities happen, and most importantly
you have each other...”

It’s like she would never fade, like she would
be by their side forever, but forever ended
eleven years ago, when she passed.

“Selena stop looking, stop,” Ann struggled on
the floor, then she busted out singing, her
voice was rough and shaking. She sang the
flood erasing crops and destroying houses,
then she sang of the hero twins saving
everyone, they are god Borns, the flood
washed away the evil.

Selena hadn’t even realized she was staring
into the beast’s eyes, her eyes were also
turning dark red, but with Ann’s singing the
wolf howled, still Ann kept on singing, Selena
shook out of her daze once again.
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turning dark red, but with Ann’s singing the
wolf howled, still Ann kept on singing,
Selena shook out of her daze once again.

Sing, sing Selena!” Ann got up, with the
dagger in her hand.

Selena hadn’t even realized she was
staring into the beast’s eyes, her eyes were
also turning dark red, but with Ann’s
singing the wolf howled, still Ann kept on
singing, Selena shook out of her daze once
again.

“Sing, sing Selena!” Ann got up, with the
dagger in her hand.

Selena channeled the love for her mom
and found the words in her, she joined Ann
in crocking out the lyrics, she sang of hope.
The wolf seem to be affected the lullaby, it
started whimpering and running in circles.
Then the beast started to shrank, it slowly
it turned into a puppy dog, no bigger than
a house cat, it was fast asleep.

“We did it!” The sisters crashed hugged in
to each other.

“That’s just the begging of your journey...”
someone whispered in Selena’s ear. 

“Who was that?” Selena asked, startled.

“Mom?” Ann whispered back, tears in her
eyes.

It is just the beginning...

D e s i g n e d  b y :  J a c k y  &  E r i c  &  I a n
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About dinner, what I still remember was a night last month, everyone was silent that day. On
the rectangular marble table there were pig intestine stewed chicken and some home-
cooked dishes. Of course, we also eat rice. Although Ms. Jacque (a Filipino maid) tried to
learn Chinese cooking from my mother, it still made it hard for us to swallow. 

I looked down at the tableware in my hand—an ivory chopstick and a metal one. It seemed
strange, but because I didn't think the mood was very suitable, I didn't get up to change a
pair of chopsticks of the same material. The metal chopsticks were bent because my sister
was in love when I was young, and my mother was so angry that she knocked her head with
chopsticks. 

Every time I see this chopstick, I think of her. She is still in the United States. I still vaguely
remember that when I was young, she took me to play in the community by bicycle. At that
time she was sitting in the front and I was sitting in the back. I put my arms around her waist
and smiled softly. I like the strawberry scent on my sister's body. Once, we fell into a
construction site full of rubble just because she didn't stop the brakes. We both got hurt
badly — I had a nosebleed, her knee was horribly injured, and I could almost see her white
bones looming in the blood. She trembled, but she didn't mention her knee injury at all.
When mum came, she just cried and admitted that my injury was because of her. 

The single-toned voice of the host of the financial program on TV finally brought me back to
reality. I looked around, everyone bowed their heads. Mother said nothing while wiping
tears. That was like a silent and sacred religious conference, and I dared not make any
noises. I quickly picked up the spoon and mixed the soup and rice together, chewed it
roughly a few times, and swallowed it. 

Finally, my mother got up and took my hand, and said, "Son, are you happy at this home?"
"Uh... Very happy." She wiped her nose with her hand and said, "Brany (my sister) has
depression, and it’s so serious that she needs to take medicine now. I don’t know what to do,
can you help me, I love her very much, and I can’t think of any way I could help her." Dad
raised his head slightly, said nothing, just sighed. At that moment, my sister's name instantly
turned gray in my heart. Every time I need her, she will come to help me. But I can't help her
at all now. I wanted to give some advice, but my mind was empty that time. "I don’t know
either." I dipped the bowl in the sink as I used to and went upstairs. When I entered the
room, I opened the strawberry perfume she gave me before going to California, and sprayed
some on my collar. I hope I can let her know: even when she is extremely desperate, I will
accompany her as she did to protect me without saying a word. 

The aroma quickly diffused, and I smelled the familiar strawberry scent. I closed my eyes and
felt like I was back on the familiar pale pink bicycle with a back seat.... 

DINNERABO U T  
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 I woke up in my bed, and looked at the clock on my bedside cabinet, ‘5:30am’. Why did I
wake up this early? I got out of bed and slowly made my way over to my desk. I turned
on my computer and looked at the date, “Monday?”. Last thing I remembered was going
to sleep on Friday? I got out of my seat and made my way over to my big black
wardrobe. It was nearly two times my size but we got it at a garage sale at a really
good price. We aren’t that rich, but we aren’t poor. We’re just financially challenged.
Things have been hard on my parents since my brother died, that day still haunts me. I
grabbed my uniform out of the closet and quickly got dressed. Today was my first day
at school, I really wanted to make a good impression. I scurried out of my room and
down the ladder that leads to the attic. I silently walked over to the only bathroom we
have in the house. I got ready and went to grab my backpack from the kitchen. Our
house isn’t that big, but it’s not small either. There are three rooms and an attic. The
first room is where the living room and kitchen is, in the living room, there is just
enough room to fit a couch, refurbished coffee table, and tv. In the kitchen there was a
small fridge, stove, and sink. There is also a bathroom, and my parents room. I’ve never
gone in my parents room. It’s been hard to make money since dad lost his job, so I
never see my parents because of how early they have to leave to go to work. I
sometimes like to pretend that they’re sleeping, and I have to tippy-toe down the hall
to make sure they don’t wake up. I remember that me and my brother would sometimes
sneak into their rooms and jump on their bed to wake them up. I remember how happy
he was. I wipe away my tears and open the door, making sure to lock it as I leave. I take
a deep breath, before letting go of the door handle.

I walk down the flight of stairs until I reach the not so busy street that we live on. I
have to walk to school because we can’t afford a car, but luckily school is only ten
minutes away. I get to school right before the bell rings. I look around to find the
nearest teacher until I run into the hall monitor who asks me where my hall pass is, I
tell him I don’t have one and that I’m a new student, he asks me what grade I’m in and I
tell him that I’m in the seventh grade, and he leads me to my class. He is tall, he’s
wearing a t-shirt and a fancy vest that reaches the collar of the shirt. We walked for
what felt like a century, past endless hallways with blue and red lockers, where we
would occasionally see a student grab something from inside. After endlessly roaming
the hallways, the man came to a stop and pointed at the seventh grade English
classroom. I look at him and silently thank him for his help, and I walk into class.
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 It isn’t as bad as I thought it would be.
At the front of the class there is a
whiteboard covered in little drawings
that my now classmates probably drew.
As I look at the rest of the class, I can
see so many colors and posters
splattered around that my eyes have
trouble adjusting to the environment.
The big windows let in so much light
that they don’t help me see at all, I
squint and see an empty spot in the
class, as I’m about to go sit down, my
new teacher grabs me by the shoulders.
My new teacher is… fun. She doesn’t
seem like a bad person, it’s just… she
looks… wacky. She is wearing a dark blue
croquet jacket on top of a bright red t-
shirt, she wears long thin pants that are
covered in weird white designs. She
wears big circular glasses that make her
eyes huge. She turns me to the rest of
the class and asks me to introduce
myself to the other students. Everyone
is looking at me. I feel my heart
pounding against my chest, as

if it were about to explode. I managed to calm myself and gather the courage to
introduce myself. I silently say my name and go to sit down at my seat. As I sit down
the girl next to me whispers, “psssst, pssst, hey you” I look at her and realize she’s
talking to me, I decide not to interact with her, but as I begin to turn my head she
makes her way over to me, tapping me on the shoulder. “Hi my name’s Katie, nice to
meet you!” She stretches her hand out towards me and waits for me to shake her hand.
I decide to shake her hand because I don’t want to seem rude. “Nice to meet you too” I
say. She’s the first student I talked to. I get lost in my thoughts and only get snapped
out of it when everyone started packing up. I look around and realize that the bell must
have rung. I grab my bag and make my way out of class, but before I’m able to, Katie
comes up to me and starts talking about what we learned in class and how she loves
English class so much. We walk out of the classroom and I decide to stay silent until the
bell rings.
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THIS CONCLUDES
 

Thank you for reading! 
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