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change In
seasons

by Sara Pratt
Layout by Hayley Hawkins

1 cannot see outside of my self-absorption,
and 1’m left shouting my complaints into the wind.

these words leave my mouth feeling heavy and suffocated,
but in reality they are just wet feathers,

clogging what could have been fresh air.

1 constantly think the world is crashing down on me.

1 become obsessed with the attention,

but the world doesn’t care enough to give me that satisfaction.
food for thought.

during the winter,

1 watched leaves fall from their thrones

and have no other purpose than to litter the sidewalks.
the trees were bare

for a while.

but eventually the days got longer and greenery would sprout from the barren branches,
bringing flowers with them.

1 crush the memory of those sidewalks that carried the weight of my emotions,

their existence no longer relevant.

my Voice will be forgotten.

my opinions will be nothing more than opinions,
because new leaves will come.

but i should do my best while hanging on this branch,
even if 1 am drowning in a sea of nearly identical beings.
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So Tired

Isabella Luo

Dimensions: 30 x 25 cm

Materials: Ink, Colored Pens, Gray-Tone Markers
Artist Statement: It’s late.













The Barber

by Henie Zhang
Layout by Hayley Hawkins

My uncle was a barber, but only in secret. He used to keep little scissors
under his apron in the Brooklyn apartment where he worked as a janitor.
On the weekdays, he woke up at five in the morning and took the screeching
elevator up to the residential quarters to mop up the lobby while the
apartment owners were still asleep. But on the weekends, he dutifully

woke at two-thirty and took the fire escape. His work wasn’t without
mishaps. Once, he forgot his glass cutter. Once, his fleece gloves. Once,

he woke the madam of a French wine-taster by stubbing his toe on her
bathtub. Her scream was loud enough to shatter chandeliers on the opposite
block, but her husband, by some strange convolution of fate, did not wake in
the opposite room.

He never took much from his clients—he was a modest man, didn’t ask for beyond what satisfied
him, you see—just the tiniest snippet. His favorite was the section near the temple. He said it was
where you could find the gentlest specimens, shielded from the hard dust and water of the New
York hustle, so soft they felt like kisses between your fingers. His most prized item was a lock of
copper-blond from the scalp of the Italian businessman who lived on the first floor. He had the
head of a lion, praised my uncle, never seen anything like it. Never. After
church one day, he took me to his glass cases to see the brass beauty.
He instructed me to admire its exotic curls, its fine filaments, its
tasteful finish. Among his metropolis of glass cases, we spent a
""", philosophical, reverential afternoon: my uncle, dreamy, maniacal, lost
e = ' " in himself, gesturing wildly, sidling between the cases like a fish—color
~ maintenance, optimal temperature, rarest texture, you won’t believe it! And then
me, interrupting with a polite question, him pausing to fix me with an
unfocused stare, I’m so sorry, what did you say? Yet, as moved as I was
with his grand collection, I never spoke about it outside of his
basement quarters. It was an awkward subject to bring up in
conversation.

- :ov

" When my unele died, I sat on his possessions for a few years,
intermittently'wondering what to do with such an unusual collection.
Eventually, though, the tedious pile of old stuff began to exasperate
me. So, bit by bit, I started selling them to the local wigmaker. It took
me a few years to get rid of the entire museum. Going through his
things bothered me more than I'd be willing to admit. My uncle had
an entire city's worth of strangers’ hair, but I never found any of mine.
It was as if he never loved me enough to keep a small piece of me with
him too.
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s She Showed Me All The Stars

Sarah Kim s

A4
Digital
Inspired by the song “Oh My God”, this piece portrays a girl who is yearned for

by the person in the song. All the moments with her were fascinating, and the sky
L

she took her up to and the stars she showed her were unforgettable.
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The DiTuring Test

by Vivien Yeung

“Hello, you.”

It had only been a year since the last time their eyes held each other’s. Back then,
they spent years with their blades close to each other’s neck. Both equally inclined to
eliminate the other, but bound by their limited programming.

Out of reflex, Etheral scanned Amice to process her hard drive. Amice’s height
hadn’t changed since three years ago. Her energy level was fully charged, and every
mechanism in her body had been upgraded and rebooted multiple times. Her hard
drive, however, remained the same, exuding a familiar distant look in her glass eyes.

Amice kept her eyes looking forward, unmoving. Her fingers tapped the handle of
her blade in a cold rhythm, “You have some nerve, coming back.”

“I didn’t come for you,” came Etheral’s voice.

“No.” Amice pulled her hood back, revealing the undoubted resemblance between
her and the other girl. Their features were sculpted identically: their glowing,
mercury-coloured eyes, poised stance, joints of their metal plates, and midnight blue
hair that ran to the middle of the back. Most androids were made identical to each
other, but these two were the only prototype of their kind.

The first layer of Etheral’s skin was thin and easily removable, sliced into
rectangular pieces for the mechanisms underneath to push upward without
obstruction. When needed, the metal plates under the skin slid and turned, sometimes
to make way for a built-in weaponry, sometimes to change her form entirely. Most
androids were built from the same blueprint, but the difference in their purpose was
undeniable. No, they were not made simply for serving food or greeting guests.

The assassins stared each other down, but while one was seemingly clinical, the
other had the confidence of someone with strength, tenacity, and almost lifelike
emotion. Their motives rivalled each other’s - only ever meeting at a point of conflict.
Amice’s voice was a bare whisper, “I thought you were dead.”

“Unfortunate, isn’t it?” Etheral eyed her twin sharply.

“Yes, I could never live with myself if Father had been the one to kill you.” Amice
raised her cold hand and cupped it gently around Etheral’s cheek. “It was my dream.”
She giggled. “After killing so many humans, to know that I can watch the light fade out
of your eyes too.”

“Don’t they say that killing your own kind will bring bad luck?”

“Luck is only a haphazard probability. Dear, you forget yourself. You’ve grown
appallingly soft since the last time we met. If the world grazed you now, you would
crack in two - all the more reason for me to shut you down.”

Irritated, Etheral scowled at the hand, “Funny how life gives you second chances.”

“‘Life?’ Have you forgotten who you are?”

“I know exactly who I am.”

“Is that what that boy told you?” Amice spoke with patronizing gentleness.

Etheral reached for Amice’s hand and lifted it in front of her chest. Her fingers
were a source of incredible warmth against Amice’s icy hand. Etheral learned that
even after all these years, her sister knew nothing of people, of society, of life.

.
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That her mind was grown from a seed, carefully injected with coding and preserved.
Her programming sent only one signal: to kill. Only she had picked up some toying
methods on the way, making murder more of a savoury act of art or a game of cat and
mouse rather than mere instict.

Etheral was no different. She alone possessed hundreds if not thousands of ways to
end one’s life at the mere tips of her memory drive. The tricks they were programmed
with - sustainable eye contact, fidgeting moments, theatrical uncertainty, a sense of
humor, flirtiness - made them passable among humans.

Amice’s expression turned sour, “Our purpose is to serve our Father. Have you
forgotten your Love?” ,‘

“I could never forget my Love!l” Never, for it was programmed in her. Everytime her
thoughts waded to him the lights around her became brighter, the sounds more
harmonious, the details of the world more wondrous. Every time she thought of him,
her heart ached to prove she was worthy. And for the first years of her life, she served,
and she fought. Father was her everything. Until he no longer had use for her.

“Amice, love 1s not as simple as submission and sacrifice.”

“You are a liar,” Amice said.

“I would have let it go if I could. It ate me.”

“Father always knew you would turn out like this. It is a shame, really. You never
did learn.” Amice leaned in,gelishingin Etheral’s shame. “You made mistakes, again,
again, and again. So much that Father thought maybe they hid a human in you.” The
corner of her lips curled into a faint smile.

“The irony,” Etheral chuckled. The end of her blade left her sheath.

“Irony?”

When her Father finally relieved her of duty, Etheral remembered the one day she
could never remember before. Her wrists cuffed to the chair and wires spiking through
the depths of her brain; in front of her, a screen flashing with the infamous DiTuring
Test - failed. Back then, the surface of her skin was warm with colour, and fear was a
normal emotion that caused sweating and accelerated breathing. Back then, neglect of
grooming resulted in unkempt nails and hair, and careless motion was punished with
bruises and scars. Now, there was nothing.

The Turing Test, made a millenia ago for machines impersonating humans; the
DiTuring Test, made two years ago for humans impersonating machines.

Etheral searched Amice’s face one last time for a sign of emotion, but her face
remained unmoving—her eyes unfocused, her lips parted, the muscles around her face
laid loose and flat. She studied Amice’s eyes, both bright as the stars above them,
unlike Etheral’s, one of which glowed stronger than the other. She smoothed Amice’s
cream-silk skin, textured against the scars and blisters of her own. To Etheral, it was
clear as day. Her programming was not the only thing she was anymore.

In one swift motion, Etheral sliced the space between Amice’s chin and shoulders.
“Analysis incorrect.” Amice chimed as blood gushed from her wound, cloaking her
body in a crimson shower.

Etheral stepped back, careful not to stain herself with the bad omen. Then,
without another thought, she left the twin, reeking of the smell of what it means to kill
a computer.

T ——



page 18

My Twin Worlds
Allison Dan

Watercolor, White Gel Pen, Micron, Color
Pencils, Gold and Silver Acrylic Markers
8.27 X 11.69 inches

The contrast between the real world and the imaginary. Alluring
and deep, but temporary.




by Isabella Luo
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