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The Holidays

By Sara Pratt
Layout by Finna Wang

Wrapped in the comfort of childish bedding,
can we shield ourselves from the looming threat of growing up,
of moving on.

Can we let this feigned persona protect us,

protect our Christmas wish lists,
protect the stuffed animals we moved from our bed to the back of the closet.

What if we shared hot cocoa and left cookies on the kitchen counter,
if we waited for those euphoric sleigh bells,

if we played hide and seek with New Years,

turning a cold shoulder to future goodbyes.

Let’s keep this newborn joy warm,

cupped in our palms, safe from the wind of the world.

Let’s keep this flame alive for as long as possible,
and cherish our holiday—

our joy

our youth.
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Letter to Oma

By Mamie Yang
Layout by Finna Wang

Dear Oma,

It’s crazy to think that I haven’t seen you and Yeye in almost a year...I wish I
could tell you when I would see you next. As winter break approaches every year,
instead of focusing on my final exams, I fantasize about boarding the plane back to
Taipei. Before the taxi doors are even halfway open, I would race into the kitchen
and swing the fridge door open, greeted by a stock of your favorite ice-cream flavors:
caramel biscuit, raisin rum, chocolate with macadamia chunks. You’d pretend to be
angry at me for not huggmg you first, but the chuckle in your voice always gives you
away. If this were a regular year, I'd probably be sitting next to you on the tiny
footstool right now, wastmg your nail polish trying to give myself a subpar manicure
as you unravel a year’s worth of gossip. We’d be enveloped by the familiar scent of
your floral Chanel perfume, Yeye’s newly finished acrylic painting, and the Bath and
Body Works Christmas candle that you've been using for more years than I can
count.

The cynic in me is starting to think the holidays don’t exist in Shanghai.
Everything is missing: Yeye’s handmade decorations, the smell of your signature
turkey wafting from the kitchen, the pile of presents stacked neatly under the
makeshift tree. I miss it all: the homemade gingerbread cookies that I don’t like, the
missing chocolates on the advent calendar that still gets hung up every year. I even
miss the excruciating caroling session that we continue to entertain, even though
hardly anyone enjoys it (except for my dad). I now realize how magical our Christmas
Eve was—the synchrony of the women in the family working to curate a table-full of
food, while the rest of us catch up after a long year apart, clinking wine glasses and
munching away at your endless supply of Sun Chips.

This year my mom will still make the creamy Vegetables, turkey, and cranberry
sauce that we always have, and I’ll cherish it—but it won’t be the same. This year I
might exchange a gift or two, sing a carol or two, maybe even eat a gingerbread
cookie (or two...probably not)fbut it wor’t be the same. I'll do my best to decorate
with our Christmas lights that haven’t been used in a decade, but no one will be here
to show me all the different variations the lights can flicker in like Yeye does every
year. There won’t be your Carefully designated seating arrangements—a ‘kids’ table
and an ‘adults’ table; I won’t be able to honor my noble role of youngest by handing
out the presents; and most importantly, I won’t be able to see Brian, Austin, Andrew
and whomever you and Yeye decided to take in this year. Whether it be my brother’s
friends or a random auntie you befriended at the marketplace, we always seem to
make room for at least one more every year, welcoming anyone who doesn’t have a
Christmas dinner. I guess that’s what grandmas do, right?
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Dear Oma, I miss you and Yeye very much. I'm sorry that we all can’t come
back this year, but I know you and Yeye will have a wonderful Christmas regardless.
Remember to FaceTime me and show me all the delicious food, although I wish I
could be there to try it for myself. I can’t wait till I can go back without having to
miss school or be cooped up in a cell-like room for two weeks. I promise that as soon
as it’s allowed, I’ll be on the plane and on my way to Da’an, and before you know it,
I'll be at your door thinking about what flavor ice-cream I'll choose that
day...except this time, I'll be sure to hug you first.

Love,
Meimei
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