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It turns (I shifted uneasily in your bed)

They form a tight circle around the
Baggage claim carousel

Awakened,

it comes to life

Fueled by their undivided atftention.

(My body exuberated with radiance
powered by

His eyes. His fingers. His lips) ,

One closed community formed by the same point
of origin

(like us, brought together by our mutual attraction)
But there is no love in this bond. Only

Selfishness. Locate what you want

Toke it. And leave.

(you picked me out from the packed crowd at
the party and took me upstairs.

Took it. And left)

The carousel moves and the crowd grows excited.
It turns (I shifted uneasily in your bed).

The carousel goes on and on

(The movements stopped,

you became ice and |

Nothing)
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Momentary glory, the baggage claim carousel
is labeled by its indifference

Bulky. Thin. Old. New. Fragile.

All the same; it turns with them aill.

(I've been marked as easy

Age. Appearance. Character.

You think I'd follow them all upstairs.)

*Sylvia Wu




Alone
*Kohn Liu




Our generation will always temember what we
were doing when the WTC fell. Studying abroad in Hong
Kong during the incident changed the way I saw myself. It
shocked me to read student writings on bulletin boards
claiming America deserved what happened to her. I found
myself questioning my identity. Everywhere I went I saw
people who looked Chinese like me, but didn’t think the
way [ did. It’s ironic how I’ve never felt more Ametican
than when I was in China. I couldn’t even watch reruns of
“Friends” without feeling a tug in my heart as the New
York skyline flashed by with the towers still standing.

Our generation has everything that the ones before us
never thought were possible. Computers, movies,
television, the Internet, video games, cell phones, air
conditioning, contact lenses, deodorant, post-it notes,
credit cards, rollerblades, pearl milk-tea, instant noodles,
ice cream, M&Ms, Disney, The Simpsons, MTV, pizza
delivery, plastic surgery, abortion, Civil Rights, just to
name a few ate dreams come true in the pass hundred
years.

Think for a moment what you would do without these
things...

Our generation takes too much for granted. I made this
drawing to make up for not being where I wanted to be at
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the moment — home. I want to dedicate this to every life
lost, every moment spent, every second together, every
memotry forgotten, and every lesson learned. Not all is
lost. I’ve learned to look outside the box from this
experience. I'm grateful I've seen the Twin Towers when
they were standing. I'm thankful you are reading this.

*Helen Tong

Opposite Page
Original size: 16 x 23

Medium: Ink Pen
Dated: September 19, 2001
*Helen Tong







*Jacob Silberberg

Lilies float in a basin, showing how tranquil the courtyard is in a mosque

in Xi’an, China. One of China’s oldest and most historic cities, Xi’an is

home to a sizeable Muslim population who are allowed to practice their
religion.
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* Jacob Silberberg

A pedestrian descends the stairs at the Macau Museum of Art, on Macau
Island. Less than an hour away from Hong Kong by ferry, the former
Portuguese colony is riddled with corruption and violence, lacking
prestige compared to its British equivalent.
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Smile

I can feel myself shooting through the bends, rocketing up
and plummeting down. I can feel myself zigzagging and
flipping. I can feel myself going crazy.

I¢’s like being on a rollercoaster tide. A moment high, a
moment low, a moment somewhere I don’t even know
how to desctibe. Sometimes I’'m even hanging mid-air, but
half the time it feels like ’'m flying across the sky and not
knowing where I am. Everything is just a blur, even the
shrieks and screams around me. Everything is just in the

background.

Amidst this haze, I realized that whenever I thought of
her I’d feel like I had myself become beautiful'. T tried to
ignore thoughts of her, but my effort proved to be futile
and she kept coming back. That was when it all hit me —
my life has been set to spin indefinitely with one girl, that
same girl.

Ever since, I’ve been reminiscing. All the happiness, the
sweet memoties (yes, even the mentally created ones),
everything just encitcled my eyes. I felt joyful, but I had to
remind myself that I couldn’t live in a wotld of dreams

! Soseki, Natsume. Kokoro. Trans. Edwin McClellan. Washington, DC:
Regnery Publishing, Inc. 2000. p.

155.
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forever. I felt my eyes dart continuously between reality
and all the memories, making everything else a blur. The
things and the people around me became molded
gradually into the background and all that was left on
stage was me and the one element that made me feel the
closest I've ever gotten to the one reality that I wanted to
be in — my memories with/of her. Anything beyond the
spotlights was just a gray mass.

People have been talking to me, smiling at me, but even
amidst that I’d find myself wandeting off into distant
wotlds. I’d feel like T wasn’t there, and then all of a sudden
snap back into the real world around me and miss half the
things they were telling me.

I don’t know how long the ride will be, but it’s still going
round and round. It’s not frightening, nor is it upsetting. I
won’t throw up, or get dizzy. I'll just be dazed and feel like
I’m in a trance. It’s like living in a wotld blanketed with a
white dreamy haze.

The ride is all about reliving the past. Reliving the joy, the
fun, and the love. It’s about reminiscing and a sad smile.

But, if you think about it, a sad smile is still a smile.
*Kevin Tu
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Sailing
* Wilma Chan




Taken away: My homeland my freedom and me

Until then we are still children fighting imaginary
battles in front of news headlines of Chinese
officials humiliating Taiwan. Our mouths are our
weapons and we execute mass destruction,
charging at full force at the satellite images before
our eyes.

Until then our self-identification is the fuel, creating
lines of fire among people who held different
political views; views that were left to seed
because there was no tolerance. No dictator. No

Big Brothers trying to mold you all into one black
sea of heads.

Until then the smell of rotten eggs exploded in the air
and we all inhaled the crude simplicity of
freedom. The freedom that empowers us. The
freedom that secures us like air ensuring our
survival: invisible, essential, but easily negligible.

Until then we pause Fatal Attraction after Michael
Douglas says, “Made in Taiwan” and rip the film
into flesh and bones like two paranoid film critics.

Until then the evening news is our imaginary
battlefield. Our mouths are our weapons, charging
with full force at the satellite images on TV.

Until then the boys learn about war through P52
games and never make the link before how they
might easily turn the games of virtual combat into
the reality
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