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Lost
Artist: Elaine Gu

Materials: Digital Art
Artist Statement: "Memories of childhood were the

dreams that stayed with you after you woke."
-Julian Barnes
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Thoughts by the Lake
By Julia Mei
Layout by Joyce Wang

I was sitting by the lake, observing
The lingering golden shrine in the west;
Bright, mellow, burning, falling,
Subjected tirelessly to
!ever"ending reincarnation, demise#

Smooth ri$$les take o%
&nder winter's chilly $ulse( ) mirror
bent in*nitely, though tension undisru$ted#
Lighter than silk, more $er$etual than time,
)lmost+
,esembling rare $erfection
-ad the .owing golden hills not ruthlessly
/ngulfed their $redecessors, then a$$roaching the shore,
Be engulfed, of which were then
/ngulfed, shoved, overla$$ed, buried, then
/ngulfed, re$laced#

Soft, brief $erfection comes and goes
In a 0uiver+everywhere#
!owhere
to $in$oint, evading
My des$erate gras$s+ mere delusions of an
Im$ractical traveler#
The hand that mocked, the heart that fed,
The Mighty, the des$air,
)ll trum$ed, boundless and bare;
) hivefull of golden beetles
Swarming and humming and coercing and hustling
In eternal fren1y
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Materials: Digital Art

Artist Statement: They quietly watch the scenery of the lake. A
strange-looking fish jumps out, disrupting the stillness.

!ook "n
Artist: #amille $an

!ayout %y &oyce 'ang
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Drowning
By Selena Morse
Layout by Joyce Wang

The cushion sank with each breath I took.
My body rocking gently against the back of the couch like the morning tide
lapping at sand.
The room around me blurred slowly as tears began trickling from my eyes,
beside me, she told me I wasn!t alone.
I wanted to ask then why does it all feel so far away.
So far detached from my life that I felt I was watching it through a closed window.
But shards of glass sliced through my throat, and not the glass smoothed by the
wa"es of the sea when churned through the sand, but raw, crushed, stinging glass.
#nd she held my hand,
the tight s$uee%e of her &ngers around mine anchored me present and
told me she knew how I felt.

But the turbulent grief pulled me out outward
into the reality of death.
With watery eyes she said he!s in a better place now, swimming in the sea.
I choked on my tears, su'ocating from the damp salt that stung my cheeks.
She knew how I felt, the wa"es crashing relentlessly and the undertow stealing life
still, too much went unsaid.
I sat there, listening to my heartbeat, the indication that I was still
ali"e. But he was not.
Syllable after syllable I spat out the words that
tasted so rotten in my mouth.
Why him( Why now( What did he do to the ocean that was so bad for it to
steal his life(

But the unpredictability and power surging from the deep gi"es no answers.
She told me that e"entually the ocean takes us all
and the beauty of that cycle is the only constant on which we can depend.
I swallowed my salty tears and s$uee%ed her hand.
)e was no longer ali"e, I needed to learn to li"e with that to stay a*oat.
# deep breath escaped my chest,
one day, the ocean would take me too+
Then I!d be with him again.
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Experimental Tank
Artist: Joyce Wang

Materials: Digital Art

Artist Statement: A human-like robot is drowning in
water. Turn the paper !" degrees clockwise and she will be
#loating in midair at your doorway.
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