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Letter from the Editor

Are you feeling lucky? Pacific Ties certainly is.

We feel lucky to have found friendships in one an-
other, brought together by our love of storytelling. 
These bonds are only strengthened by our mission of 
uplifting those within our community. We are lucky 
to have a space where we can express ourselves free-
ly and unabashedly, without fear of judgment or dis-
approval. We are lucky to have the opportunity to 
represent and serve the APIDA community.

We often take these for granted. While the inception 
of the newsmagazine may feel removed from our 
present day, it was not so long ago that a publica-
tion dedicated solely to our community — our voic-
es, opinions, and concerns — did not exist. In 1977, 
nearly half a century ago, APIDA students sought to 
create a newsmagazine by us, for us. 

I’ve found myself thinking the same about the many 
cultural organizations that now serve as pillars of the 
APIDA community at UCLA. Today, it is difficult 
to imagine a campus without these spaces that cul-
tivate culture and foster a sense of belonging. These 
organizations, however, were not founded by mere 

Sincerely,

Amanda Chan
Amanda Chan
Editor-in-Chief

chance. They exist because students before us fought 
to create spaces for themselves and for future genera-
tions, reflecting the enduring desire to be seen, heard 
and represented.
 
Today, the APIDA community at UCLA is a thriv-
ing, vibrant life force. From cultural nights that bring 
students together through performance to the launch 
of the Foundations and Future textbook from UC-
LA’s own Asian American Studies Center, we are de-
manding our presence be known. 

Pacific Ties continues to preserve our histories, cel-
ebrate our cultures and document these stories, and 
I feel grateful to have found my way to this team 
of talented and passionate individuals. Luck is only 
part of the story. The communities we cherish today 
were built through perseverance, care and collective 
effort. This publication exists because generations of 
students believed our stories were worth telling. 

I hope this issue reminds you of how lucky we are 
to have one another, and to have something worth 
preserving. 
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Designed by: 
Eva Chung-Yoon

Because at some point the wanting gets old. 

I realize imagining a friend’s hand in mine 

is as effortless as closing my eyes. Somewhere 

out the open window, a stranger’s laughter 

minces the cold, cutting it into square bits. 

Along the way, I don’t know how, 

somebody captured my face between their hands, 

steadying my vision toward the horizon. 

Look, they say. How the light bleeds 

into the straight edge. I’ve got no grasp 

on that person’s face, I can’t reach for them too. 

But see how sometimes everything appears neatly

in front of you and it would discount it 

to name it mercy. The concept of luck implies 

eventual misfortune, though understand that 

I don’t believe in karma, nor spiritual debt, 

nor the psychic in their tent throwing swords 

and high drama. See how I can make out 

the outline of the sky even around the shadow

as long as I continue to search for it. 

See how even the moon spills across my face,

slightly slanted.
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Happy Year of the Happy Year of the 
Horse! This year brings Horse! This year brings 
a surge of vibrant energy a surge of vibrant energy 
and bold opportunities, so and bold opportunities, so 
stay grounded and your stay grounded and your 
natural pace will lead natural pace will lead 

you to great success.you to great success.
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    LuckStroke of
connect the dots to connect the dots to 
receive your fortune!receive your fortune!
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WRITTEN AND DESIGNED BY AMANDA CHAN

On my !ight to London to visit a friend 
who moved there two years ago, I chose 
to put on “When Harry Met Sally” in a 

desperate attempt to pass the time sandwiched 
between two middle-aged men who didn’t 
understand the concept of personal space. When 
I "rst watched the movie, I remember being 
charmed by their love story and wishing I would 
"nd someone who would love me for all my quirks 
and weird habits. #is time, however, I couldn’t 
stop thinking about the friendship they had built 
together, years and years of memories giving way 
to each other until they couldn’t "nd where one 
person ended and the other began.
 I think the level of connection they shared 
is something that everyone hopes to experience. 
My "rst years of college were spent trying to 
convince myself that I had found my people. We 

had met during freshman orientation, and I 
thought it was kismet, only to wake up one 
day and realize I spent more time pretending 
that our friendship was okay than actually 
feeling okay.
 We went our separate ways at the 
beginning of my junior year, and I was 
starting over yet again. I had never felt more 
alone, lost as to who I was or where I wanted 
to be. I had also never wanted to graduate 
from college sooner, eager to leave behind 
Los Angeles and the reminders of my failed 
friendships that followed anywhere I went. 
 Two years later, as graduation rapidly 
approaches, I’m no longer counting down the 
days until I leave. It’s hard not to feel like every 
experience carries a certain weight. With 
anything I do, I "nd myself wondering if it’ll 
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good time with people, I catch myself wishing that we 
could stay there forever in our bubble of friendship and 
good conversation and laughter. #at summer, I had 
a habit of lingering in the doorway of the bedroom my 
friends shared, "nding something, anything to talk about 
before we went to bed. I never wanted to be the one to say 
goodnight.
 After my friendships ended, I felt like I was at 
the mercy of circumstances far beyond my control: the 
unluckiest girl in the world. I’m beginning to see that 
I’ve always been just lucky enough. Lucky enough to start 
talking to the girl sitting next to me in my very "rst 
discussion during my very "rst fall quarter at UCLA, 
and to join this newsmagazine at the same time as the 
girl with bangs and glasses, whom I was scared to talk 
to because I thought she was too cool for me. It was only 
luck that my friend jokingly suggested that I work with 
her at the gym, and that a mutual friend would grow to 
become my best friend after being hired. And still, I think 
it was luck that brought me to agree to sit in a hammock 
on Janss with a girl that I only knew because we were in 
the same club. We hadn’t spoken for more than a total of 
thirty minutes before this, but somehow it just felt right.
 Is it luck or something greater? A divine force 
controlling the outcome of my life; destiny, or Fate with 
a capital F. I really don’t know. And there’s hardly any 
way to know de"nitively what it is that brought me to 
the path I’m currently on. #e people I’ve met along the 
way, the friends I’ve made and fallen out with, every 
experience—good and bad— has taught me more about 
myself than I could have ever imagined. 
 I feel lucky to have found people who understand 
me. Many years from now, I will look back on these 
friendships and remember how it felt to be loved exactly 
as I am. I’ll think of everything we shared and still 
wonder why I didn’t do more with them while I had the 
chance. 
 After the iconic scene where Harry confesses his 
love for Sally, they immediately fall back into an easy, 
familiar rhythm. #e movie ends with them debating the 
meaning of “Auld Lang Syne” and why it’s sung during 
New Year’s Eve. Sally, with all the satisfaction of someone 
well-loved, answers simply: it’s about old friends. 

be the last time I do it. Something as mundane as going to 
the library to study suddenly becomes an emotional a$air. 
I hardly attend my lectures, yet I somehow can’t cope with 
the idea of never setting foot in the basement of Boelter 
Hall ever again. 
 Last year, my best friends graduated. #e year 
before that, my brother and my other best friends did 
the same. Naively, I believed myself to be immune to the 
whirlwind of emotions that came along with this period 
of endings and beginnings. 
 After my brother graduated, we both decided to 
stay in Westwood for the summer in an attempt to soothe 
the sting of his moving across the country and not being 
able to live near one another. It felt like the inevitable end 
of our shared youth; we were no longer and would never 
again be little kids running around our childhood home, 
playing with Legos and Littlest Pet Shops together.
 #at summer, I remember my days were marked 
by a distinct sense of dread, with the knowledge that each 
passing moment only brought me one day closer to saying 
goodbye to my best friends. A slow march towards the end 
that loomed over us. In true LA fashion, these thoughts 
were backdropped by clear blue skies and tireless sunshine, 
reminding us of how wonderful life was in all that it 
had to o$er—only to take it away a brief moment later. 
Despite this, we made the most of our time together: slow 
mornings with ambling conversations over breakfast 
bled into beach days that ended with a long, winding 
drive down the PCH. #ere were countless co$ee runs 
and thrift hauls, alongside hot dog nights where our tiny 
kitchen inevitably descended into chaos, until everything 
was done cooking and we settled into our respective 
spots on the couches to watch our favorite TV shows. 
We went on walks to the gas station late at night just to 
have something to do together, wanting to soak up every 
moment of each other’s company.
 Nothing is ever perfect, but that summer it feels 
like we got pretty close. I remember feeling like I never 
wanted anything to change, and still, they did. One by 
one, my brother and all of our friends moved out, leaving 
me behind to "nish two more years of college.
 I’ve never been able to accept that all good things 
must come to an end. Whenever I have a particularly 
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Thank your lucky stars...
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Use the space ab)e to ,co- e./thing that y$r hea2 desi,s.

and Count your wishes!

!en y# $sh
up! a star...

PACIFIC TIES NEWSMAGAZINE 09



MMy most recent magic day was in early May, y most recent magic day was in early May, 
where I was co-leading a trip to Sequoia where I was co-leading a trip to Sequoia 
& King’s Canyon National Parks. I started & King’s Canyon National Parks. I started 

my recount with, “Wow what a day!!” followed my recount with, “Wow what a day!!” followed 
by, “oh I am so grateful, I’m so lucky!” not by, “oh I am so grateful, I’m so lucky!” not 
even halfway through my entry. Looking back, even halfway through my entry. Looking back, 
it’s an honest sign of being overwhelmed with it’s an honest sign of being overwhelmed with 
gratitude because of the bliss that was radi-gratitude because of the bliss that was radi-
ating throughout me. Laughter and love fueled ating throughout me. Laughter and love fueled 
me that night, and as I was sitting around the me that night, and as I was sitting around the 
campfire, I began reflecting on how I got there. campfire, I began reflecting on how I got there. 
May 2nd never would have carried the promise May 2nd never would have carried the promise 
it does if I hadn’t challenged myself the year it does if I hadn’t challenged myself the year 
before and gone camping for the first time.before and gone camping for the first time.

NNow, I hadn’t started my Daily Happy Mo-ow, I hadn’t started my Daily Happy Mo-
ments journal yet, so instead, I thought ments journal yet, so instead, I thought 
I’d write an entry as if I was about to I’d write an entry as if I was about to 

fall asleep on May 17, 2025: “I don’t know what fall asleep on May 17, 2025: “I don’t know what 
I was expecting coming here, but I do know I was expecting coming here, but I do know 
that I have a newfound love for two things: that I have a newfound love for two things: 

scrambling up rocks and camping. We scrambling up rocks and camping. We 
started with a quick tent setup and started with a quick tent setup and 
much to my surprise, they are far eas-much to my surprise, they are far eas-
ier to put up than my family’s beach ier to put up than my family’s beach 
tent from 2003. We then explored one tent from 2003. We then explored one 
of Joshua Tree’s cave-esque rock for-of Joshua Tree’s cave-esque rock for-
mations, scrambling up and down the mations, scrambling up and down the 
sides, weaseling our way into every sides, weaseling our way into every 
crevice we could find. Seeing my con-crevice we could find. Seeing my con-
fidence grow as I learned to trust fidence grow as I learned to trust 
my upper body’s strength and feet’s my upper body’s strength and feet’s 
agility felt empowering, just as my agility felt empowering, just as my 
logic and puzzle-solving skills reaf-logic and puzzle-solving skills reaf-
firmed my ability to get to whatever firmed my ability to get to whatever 
boulder I wanted. As we started to boulder I wanted. As we started to 
cook dinner with the camp stove, we cook dinner with the camp stove, we 
realized that it was broken, and us-realized that it was broken, and us-
ing a JetBoil to cook pasta for all ing a JetBoil to cook pasta for all 
of us wasn’t the best meal to begin my of us wasn’t the best meal to begin my 
camping experience with. But somehow, camping experience with. But somehow, 
it worked. And so did us being short it worked. And so did us being short 
of tents. Despite seeing some mice of tents. Despite seeing some mice 
and bugs, I decided to cowboy camp and bugs, I decided to cowboy camp 
for my first night outdoors. In my bor-for my first night outdoors. In my bor-
rowed sleeping bag and pad, I spent rowed sleeping bag and pad, I spent 
far too long staring up at the stars, far too long staring up at the stars, 
mesmerized by the endless array of mesmerized by the endless array of 
white dots above my head. Eventually, white dots above my head. Eventually, 
I attempted to go to the bathroom, and I attempted to go to the bathroom, and 

despite getting lost on my way back and only despite getting lost on my way back and only 
moderately panicking, I made it back and ulti-moderately panicking, I made it back and ulti-
mately fell asleep.” mately fell asleep.” 

OOnce I had fully reminisced on Joshua Tree, nce I had fully reminisced on Joshua Tree, 
I wondered how my one time camping trans-I wondered how my one time camping trans-
lated to becoming staff on Excursion Club. lated to becoming staff on Excursion Club. 

AAs someone who has always been intimidated s someone who has always been intimidated 
by the commitment of daily journaling, I by the commitment of daily journaling, I 
was inspired by a man on TikTok who wrote was inspired by a man on TikTok who wrote 

down one thing that made him happy every day as down one thing that made him happy every day as 
a way of prioritizing gratitude. I adapted this a way of prioritizing gratitude. I adapted this 
to my own life, starting a note on my phone en-to my own life, starting a note on my phone en-
titled Daily Happy Moments. Every day, I write titled Daily Happy Moments. Every day, I write 
down something that has brought a smile to my down something that has brought a smile to my 
face, given me hope, or at the very least, face, given me hope, or at the very least, 
made me feel less alone. I started this at the made me feel less alone. I started this at the 
beginning of my semester abroad, and within a beginning of my semester abroad, and within a 
week, I let my laziness get the best of me and week, I let my laziness get the best of me and 
stopped. With my all or nothing mindset, I saw stopped. With my all or nothing mindset, I saw 
no point in continuing if I didn’t have a com-no point in continuing if I didn’t have a com-
plete account of the highs of previous days. plete account of the highs of previous days. 
But for some reason, I decided to go through my But for some reason, I decided to go through my 
camera roll and text messages, using the bits camera roll and text messages, using the bits 
and pieces to fill in my missed entries. That and pieces to fill in my missed entries. That 
decision led me to continue this habit, and decision led me to continue this habit, and 
whenever I skip even multiple weeks, I take the whenever I skip even multiple weeks, I take the 
time to recount my activities and fill in the time to recount my activities and fill in the 
missing days. missing days. 
Now, this hab-Now, this hab-
it has become it has become 
so ingrained so ingrained 
in my brain in my brain 
that I often that I often 
find myself in find myself in 
the middle of the middle of 
something joy-something joy-
ful, excited ful, excited 
to write about to write about 
it in my jour-it in my jour-
nal at night. nal at night. 
My perspective My perspective 
has shifted has shifted 
and I now focus and I now focus 
on the beauty on the beauty 
of each day, a of each day, a 
stark contrast stark contrast 
from the days from the days 
I used to spend I used to spend 
urging the urging the 
clock to tick clock to tick 
faster. During faster. During 
the bleakest the bleakest 
of days, I find of days, I find 
myself hopeful myself hopeful 
about how the about how the 
future will future will 
look. Moreso, I find myself examining my past look. Moreso, I find myself examining my past 
with intrigue and patience. My favorite feel-with intrigue and patience. My favorite feel-
ing, however, is being in a moment that fills ing, however, is being in a moment that fills 
me up so wholeheartedly that my immediate re-me up so wholeheartedly that my immediate re-
action is to turn to retrace my steps and dis-action is to turn to retrace my steps and dis-
cover how I got there. I call these days my cover how I got there. I call these days my 
magic days. magic days. 

What the Forest Brought MeWhat the Forest Brought Me
Written & Designed by  Samina GinwallaWritten & Designed by  Samina Ginwalla

Photo Credit: Samina Ginwalla
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My January 12, 2026 entry noted my interview My January 12, 2026 entry noted my interview 
going well, but something had to have culti-going well, but something had to have culti-
vated enough bravery within so that I submit my vated enough bravery within so that I submit my 
application. For that, I turned to two things: application. For that, I turned to two things: 

I I spent July 22, to July 27, 2025 in Gil-spent July 22, to July 27, 2025 in Gil-
git-Baltis-git-Baltis-
tan, North-tan, North-

ern Pakistan. ern Pakistan. 
For 18 years, For 18 years, 
every trip to every trip to 
Pakistan was Pakistan was 
spent in Kara-spent in Kara-
chi, hearing chi, hearing 
endless stories endless stories 
of the beauty of the beauty 
and adventure and adventure 
awaiting me in awaiting me in 
the North. Af-the North. Af-
ter days of ter days of 
convincing, I convincing, I 
was on my way to was on my way to 
Deosai, Skar-Deosai, Skar-
du, Shigar, and du, Shigar, and 
Sadpara with my Sadpara with my 
aunt. Entries aunt. Entries 
from those from those 
days would have days would have 
sounded less sounded less 
optimistic, focusing instead optimistic, focusing instead 
on the isolated beauty of Paki-on the isolated beauty of Paki-
stan, the naps I took on bumpy stan, the naps I took on bumpy 
roads, and my relatively high roads, and my relatively high 
tolerance of the cold compared tolerance of the cold compared 
to my aunt’s. I enjoyed the conversations I had to my aunt’s. I enjoyed the conversations I had 
with locals and the spots they recommended, as with locals and the spots they recommended, as 
well as the textile and gem stores I visited well as the textile and gem stores I visited 
for family gifts in Skardu. More so, I enjoyed for family gifts in Skardu. More so, I enjoyed 
creating our itinerary and the flexibility that creating our itinerary and the flexibility that 
being the trip planner allowed, something that being the trip planner allowed, something that 
has undoubtedly served as motivation in my be-has undoubtedly served as motivation in my be-
coming a trip lead. coming a trip lead. 

MMy other source of inspiration came from y other source of inspiration came from 
the week before Presidents’ Week in 2022, the week before Presidents’ Week in 2022, 
2023 and 2024. During this time, I was 2023 and 2024. During this time, I was 

a cabin leader for my middle school’s week-a cabin leader for my middle school’s week-
long Outdoor Ed, taking place at Westminster long Outdoor Ed, taking place at Westminster 
Woods. This retreat from reality put nature Woods. This retreat from reality put nature 
at the forefront of my happiness and trans-at the forefront of my happiness and trans-
formed the redwood forests into my sanctuary. formed the redwood forests into my sanctuary. 
On February 17, 2022, my journal would have On February 17, 2022, my journal would have 
been filled with unnamed feelings of belonging, been filled with unnamed feelings of belonging, 
hope and satisfaction, or in other words, my hope and satisfaction, or in other words, my 
first magic day. I would have written some-first magic day. I would have written some-
thing like: “Today may be the best day of my thing like: “Today may be the best day of my 
life so far. I woke my cabin up and got ready, life so far. I woke my cabin up and got ready, 
heading straight inside for tea while my kids heading straight inside for tea while my kids 
lined up for breakfast. On today’s agenda was lined up for breakfast. On today’s agenda was 
solo-hiking, so as the kids went one-by-one solo-hiking, so as the kids went one-by-one 
along the path, I stayed back, hearing stories along the path, I stayed back, hearing stories 

about sticks on logs and never-ending win-about sticks on logs and never-ending win-
dows. I went last, picking up each card that dows. I went last, picking up each card that 
marked the path, enjoying my time alone under marked the path, enjoying my time alone under 
the shade of the redwoods. After dinner, Ms. the shade of the redwoods. After dinner, Ms. 
Nida surprised us with snacks; we headed to Nida surprised us with snacks; we headed to 
the cargo net with bags of chips and cookies the cargo net with bags of chips and cookies 

in our hands, and once we settled onto the in our hands, and once we settled onto the 
net and fell into conversation, everything net and fell into conversation, everything 
just felt so right. Never has an hour flown just felt so right. Never has an hour flown 
by so quickly, and the level of belonging by so quickly, and the level of belonging 
I felt on that net carried over into the I felt on that net carried over into the 
last activity, skit night. I laughed until last activity, skit night. I laughed until 
my stomach hurt and after the skits, spent my stomach hurt and after the skits, spent 
time chasing my friends on the grass and time chasing my friends on the grass and 
watching the stars, hoping to see another watching the stars, hoping to see another 
shooting star. I struggled to fall asleep shooting star. I struggled to fall asleep 
because I didn’t want to leave behind the because I didn’t want to leave behind the 

joy I was full of.” joy I was full of.” 

AAs I look back on s I look back on 
these moments, I these moments, I 
realize how each realize how each 

experience has spread experience has spread 
its magic through-its magic through-
out each day I live out each day I live 
through. My phone back-through. My phone back-
ground is still the ground is still the 
starry sky from Febru-starry sky from Febru-
ary 17, 2022. My walks ary 17, 2022. My walks 
to class are filled with to class are filled with 
music that reminds me music that reminds me 
of the outdoors and of of the outdoors and of 
Pakistan. I fall asleep Pakistan. I fall asleep 
to scenarios in my head to scenarios in my head 

where I am camping and exploring. I am nothing where I am camping and exploring. I am nothing 
if not for my past, and to be as grateful as I if not for my past, and to be as grateful as I 
am provides hope for my future. am provides hope for my future. 

IIdon’t really believe in fate, destiny, or don’t really believe in fate, destiny, or 
the power of four leaf clovers. But I do the power of four leaf clovers. But I do 
believe that the greatest luck there is, believe that the greatest luck there is, 

is to be grateful. It means something worthy is to be grateful. It means something worthy 
of remembrance has happened in my life and I of remembrance has happened in my life and I 
am aware enough to acknowledge and appreciate am aware enough to acknowledge and appreciate 
it. I can’t describe how lucky I feel to have it. I can’t describe how lucky I feel to have 
found an international support system in the found an international support system in the 
form of nature and to know that regardless of form of nature and to know that regardless of 
what’s going on, I simply have to step out-what’s going on, I simply have to step out-
side to feel comforted. My Daily Happy Moments side to feel comforted. My Daily Happy Moments 
journal is proof that just as seasons and en-journal is proof that just as seasons and en-
vironments change, so do we. I don’t think vironments change, so do we. I don’t think 
everything happens for a reason, but rather everything happens for a reason, but rather 
that everything happens, and we find a reason that everything happens, and we find a reason 
for it. Every situation I have experienced has for it. Every situation I have experienced has 
led to me being me. Parts of me are scattered led to me being me. Parts of me are scattered 
around the world, and as I explore its every around the world, and as I explore its every 
corner, I get to know myself better. And in the corner, I get to know myself better. And in the 
forest, I have found parts of me that thrive forest, I have found parts of me that thrive 
in nature. With every magic day that passes, in nature. With every magic day that passes, 
I become more whole; one day, I will find the I become more whole; one day, I will find the 
piece that fills me with happiness, daily. piece that fills me with happiness, daily. 

Photo Credit: Samina Ginwalla
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extra 泡馍, no 粉刺, with 酸梅汤 to drink. It takes you 
three minutes, and you don’t really register anything 
apart from the fact that instead of translating 牛肉 as 
beef, the menu labels it as cow meat. 
 You can’t stop thinking about the money you’ve 
lost. Last night, you emptied your second 红包 of the 
week. This one was embossed with a friendly-look-
ing Hello Kitty that stared placidly into your soul as 
you counted out the bills. 二, 四, 六, 八, 十. Your parents 
had given you two hundred dollars that year, twice the 
usual amount, to celebrate your joining your Chinese 
school’s Guoyue orchestra. You didn’t really like play-
ing the 琵琶. No matter how much you practiced, your 
fingers still stumbled over the strings, unwieldy and 
stiff. But you felt too guilty to tell your parents, who 
reminded you every time you misbehaved that they 
sacrificed three hours every Saturday just to shuttle 
you to and from the nearest Chinese school. 
 The waiter clears his throat. Oh, right. 

Hi, can I have one, um, of the lamb soup—ye-
ahthatone—with extra bread and no rice 

noodles? And a sour plum drink too. 
 Today’s the first time you’ve noticed 

the Hello Kitty maneki neko at the 
hostess stand. It’s a soft butter yel-

low, the shade white plastic turns 
after being left in the sun for too 

long, and looks decidedly less 
friendly than the Hello Kit-

ty on your 红包. Your hand 
reaches for your phone 

on instinct, the way it 
always does when 

you’re uncom-
fortable. You open 

Kalshi again. All-Pro 
Basketball 3rd Team Se-

lections: Jalen Brunson, 
42%; Tyrese Maxey, 74%. 
You’re pretty sure Ja-
len Brunson is a 
safe bet, but 
the last time 

O     bserve all men, but most of all yourself.
 Lucky numbers: 2, 11, 12, 15, 28, 32
 The tables at China Garden are always a little 

sticky. No matter how many times you visit, that detail 
never fails to elude your mind. You won’t remember 
until you’re physically sitting in a booth, your left hand 
limply holding a trifold menu you’ve long since mem-
orized. You’ll move to rest your elbows on the table—
which 妈妈 always scolds you for—and feel that sicken-
ing squelch, then recoil. Every time. Today’s the first 
day you break this routine. When you sit down, you 
reflexively reach for your phone instead of the menu. 
Before a single conscious thought has entered your 
brain, your thumb has already swipe-swipe-swiped 
open to Kalshi. 
 You’ve been gambling away your 红包钱 at an 
alarming rate. What was once 2,160 dollars in cold, 
crisp cash is now only 1,300 dollars. You had never 
spent a single cent before this. You wasted 18 years 
skimping out on everything, never having splurged on 
Hot Wheels, or a fidget spinner, or any clothes other 
than the Costco athleisure wear that makes up 
the entirety of your wardrobe. Up until 
three weeks ago, you were the per-
fect Chinese son, boring and 
academically accom-
plished and oh so 
乖. 

Y o u 
s e t 
y o u r 
p h o n e 
d o w n . 
Your right 
hand reach-
es up to your 
neck to  
fidget with your 
Buddha pendant. Y o u 
decide to read over the menu, 
despite the fact that your order’s a 
foregone conclusion: one order of 羊肉泡馍, 

Hello Kitty
Written and designed by Marcus Peng
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you put him in your parlay you lost 70 bucks. 
You close the app and set your phone down. 
Your right hand reaches up to your neck to 
fidget with your Buddha pendant. 
 You didn’t used to be supersti-
tious. You’re supposed to be the logi-
cal one, the one good with numbers. 
Maybe that’s why you can’t help 
but notice patterns. You know 
that you lose less when you have 
your Buddha pendant on. You 
know that gambling on Thurs-
days never leads to anything 
good. You know that if the 
lucky numbers on your for-
tune cookie have eights in them, 
you’ll have extra good luck. You probably 
sound crazy, but you’re comforted a little by the 
fact that Chinese gamblers are all supposed to be ex-
tremely superstitious. At least your gambling habits 
aren’t whitewashed, even if everything else about you 
is. 
 Your lunch arrives. You decide to people 
watch as you wait for the soup to cool off. Well, person 
watch. There’s only one other guy in the restaurant, a 
balding white man with a severe set to his jaw and a 
small paunch. He’s eating dumplings with a fork. 
 You start breaking your 馍 into little pieces as 
you observe, dropping each piece into the soup one-
by-one. The man bites into a new dumpling. A pause. 
He swallows without chewing, then takes another 
bite. Okay, kind of weird. He finishes his dumpling. 
He picks up a new dumpling. You watch, in rapt fasci-
nation, as he finishes his entire plate without chewing 
a single bite. This must be how it feels to watch a boa 
constrictor devour its prey. You’re unnerved. He daps 
the corners of his mouth with a napkin and flags 

down the waiter. 
 You turn back to your lunch. There’s still a 

big chunk of unbroken 馍 in your hands, but 
you’re too hungry to finish breaking it all 

before taking a bite. You set the 馍 down 
and start slurping your soup. It’s a little 

too salty. Maybe adding more 馍 will 
help. You pick up the 馍 and start 

breaking it again. 
 A few tables down, the 

waiter hands the man a receipt. 
The man stands up.   

He starts walking towards the exit. And as he pass-
es by you, as if on command, his wallet falls out. 

You drop your 馍 in the soup, and the back-
splash hits you in the face. It stings. 

You scoot your way out of the 
booth and pick up the 

wallet. 
  

Wait, excuse me—sir—your wallet.
 You start following him, first walking, then 
jogging. 
 Hey—excuse me—hello.
 He has to be ignoring you on purpose, right? 
You keep following him. He reaches the door. You 
reach the hostess stand. He pushes the door open. 
You pick up your pace. Then, out of the corner of 
your eye, you see something move. It’s the Hello Kitty 
maneki neko. You make eye contact with Hello Kit-
ty. You trip. The man walks out the door. By the time 
you get up and walk outside, the man’s nowhere to be 
found. Well. You head back inside. 
 Your eyes flit down towards your hand. For the 
first time, you soak in the wallet’s details. It’s nice, if 
a bit generic: walnut brown leather, smooth and well-
worn, about the size of your palm. You open it, hoping 
to find some form of personal identification. Nothing. 
The only contents inside are a Dave and Buster’s Pow-
er Card and— 二, 四, 六, 八, 十 —200 dollars in cash. 
 You look up and make eye contact with Hel-
lo Kitty again. It stares at you, then slowly waves. You 
pocket the wallet, head back to your booth, and open 
Kalshi. 
In order to take, one must first give. 
Lucky numbers: 3, 12, 17, 18, 22, 36
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No, I feel nothing but awe for my 
life and where it’s brought me. In 
that moment, I’m incredibly grateful 
and overwhelmed and amazed by where I 
started and how far I’ve come. I feel 
like the world has opened up around me 
and I’m finally ready to embrace it. I 
will never be this young again.

Life is always changing and I’m 
learning that’s not always a bad 
thing. In fact, it’s very beautiful. 
It can be hard to accept when it feels 
as though nothing will ever change, 
as if you are stuck going down a path 
you didn’t choose for yourself. But, 
I’ve found that when you find the 
courage to make a change - to try 
something new - the universe grants 
you something greater than you could 
have ever imagined.

Life feels really special right now 
and I don’t want to forget a single 
thing. It brought me to New York, a 
magical, romantic city that I can 
feel myself falling in love with. I 
feel myself falling in love with who 
I am, or who I believe that I can 
be here. Almost miraculously, that 
familiar pit in my stomach that tends 
to appear when I think of my future 
has vanished. As if all I needed was 
to give myself the time and space to 
dream, to experience, to live. There 
are a lot more paths than I once 
thought. I believe, perhaps naively, 
that I am sure to find my place down 
one of them.

Life is so beautiful and so weird and 
fickle sometimes. Maybe all of the 
time. Some days, you get ghosted. 
Other days, you get to experience the 
pure magic of a warm summer night, 
fireflies dancing through the air and 
the world at your fingertips.

Everything seems to glow brighter 
these days. I think I finally feel 
like myself again.

I told him that I had never seen 
fireflies before, that we just didn’t 
have them in California. Despite being 
from Michigan, he protested that this 
couldn’t have been true. At that 
point, the sun had fully set, leaving 
us illuminated by the surrounding 
fireflies. I was so enamored with the 
sight of them, I hardly heard what 
he was saying. The older you get, 
the easier it is to feel as though 
you’ve already experienced all of your 
firsts. Your first steps, first day 
of school, first everything happens 
before you even have a chance to 
understand. I had never been more 
grateful to have experienced so many 
new things in a short period of time, 
in the city of my dreams. 

Eventually, we left the park, tired 
of constantly waving mosquitoes away 
from our bare arms. Not wanting the 
night to end, we contemplated getting 
ice cream, or a drink, or maybe both. 
Wandering through the streets of New 
York with him, everything seemed to 
glow. The cool breeze felt sweeter as 
it blew gently past my cheeks. I felt 
like I could see all of the stars in 
the sky, light pollution be damned. 
Hand in hand, we walked past honking 
cars and crowded tables and bright 
storefronts and friends laughing with 
one another. I felt so alive, taking 
in the world around me with a sense 
of wonder and joy, as if I had just 
discovered the existence of a new 
color, or I could suddenly understand 
another language.

Some weeks later, I’m sitting in the 
grass on Pier 45, the Hudson River on 
my right and the street that leads 
back to my apartment on my left. That 
night, I’m alone, having not heard 
from him in a few weeks, but I can’t 
find it in myself to feel too upset. 
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Written and Designed by Amanda Chan

There aren’t any fireflies in 
California—at least none that I can 
remember seeing in my backyard. No, 
the summer nights of adolescence 
lazily passed by to the tune of 
buzzing crickets and the occasional 
rustling of leaves from the neighbor’s 
cat. 

One afternoon spent swimming in my 
friend’s backyard, I saw a rat run 
across the top of her fence. Our 
splashing stopped, mouths hanging open 
as we confirmed that we had, in fact, 
just witnessed a large rat scurry 
past us. It was quickly forgotten as 
we began discussing the rules for the 
next game we would play.

Another afternoon, my mom accidentally 
ran over a lizard with the recycling 
bin. Its detached tail continued to 
twitch in the minutes that followed. 
I couldn’t have been older than five 
or six, and I remember thinking that 
I had never seen anything quite that 
off-putting before.

But still, no fireflies.

The first time I saw their ephemeral 
glow was in New York, some     2,700 
miles away from the California I knew. 
Never had I been completely on my 
own, in a new city. Moving from one 
end of California to the other felt 
like about as much freedom as a fish 
swimming the length of its tank. The 
newness of the city was exhilarating, 
addicting almost. I felt like I could 
be whoever I wanted, empowered by the 
anonymity to reinvent myself amidst 
the blur of faces constantly rushing 
past me. 

The fireflies appeared as I was 
walking through Tompkins Square 
Park with a boy, a bag with bahn mi 
swinging from my hands. We spoke with 
the tender awkwardness of two people 
getting to know one another. This was 
our second encounter. The previous 
night, we had met for the first time, 
sharing drinks and laughter at a cozy 
bar in the Lower East Side. Drinks 
at one bar turned into a long walk to 
another, which led to a stroll along 
the pier, where I had my first kiss 
the week before. I had nothing to lose 
and everything to experience. In the 
brief 24 hours since we last saw each 
other, my mind constantly drifted back 
to him; a full-blown, would-come-back-
to-haunt-me crush rapidly developing 
on this boy I didn’t even know if I 
would see after the summer ended. I 
hadn’t realized how fun it was to be 
obsessed with someone. 

Sitting beside one another on a park 
bench, we watched late afternoon slip 
into dusk. For a moment, everything 
around us seemed to glow under the 
last dregs of sunlight, the bushes 
and trees bathed in warm yellow light. 
Back and forth, we talked about 
anything (he saw a screenshot of his 
Instagram post in my camera roll, 
which I promptly denied the existence 
of) and everything (I confessed that 
I hadn’t really dated before, so this 
whole thing was very overwhelming for 
me). I would say something, then feel 
my eyes flicker over to his. Testing, 
seeing if he would meet mine too. More 
often than not, he would. Each time, 
we shared the same bashful smile, as 
if letting each other in on a secret 
reserved for the two of us.

Fireflies & the Summer of Magic
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my identity, I was still reduced to being Pakistani. my identity, I was still reduced to being Pakistani. 
Markers of my heritage: passport stamps, visas, Markers of my heritage: passport stamps, visas, 
and a lack of strong Indian familial ties, followed and a lack of strong Indian familial ties, followed 
me, teaching me that erasing my identity would me, teaching me that erasing my identity would 
not get me anywhere. The resilience of my Paki- not get me anywhere. The resilience of my Paki-
staniness, in both travel and in my list of words, staniness, in both travel and in my list of words, 
served as a reminder of the love and strength that served as a reminder of the love and strength that 
generations of Pakistan have poured into me. generations of Pakistan have poured into me.

In the days leading up to our arrival in Kochi, a In the days leading up to our arrival in Kochi, a 
southern port city of India, there was a car ex- southern port city of India, there was a car ex-
plosion linked to terrorism in northern India. plosion linked to terrorism in northern India. 
Immediately, conver- Immediately, conver-
sations of diverting sations of diverting 
to Sri Lanka erupted, to Sri Lanka erupted, 
and as someone who and as someone who 
couldn’t enter India, couldn’t enter India, 
I was surprised to not I was surprised to not 
be entirely happy. The be entirely happy. The 
thought of the other thought of the other 
440 voyagers not ex- 440 voyagers not ex-
periencing the beau- periencing the beau-
ty I know India has, ty I know India has, 
and not getting to and not getting to 
challenge the precon- challenge the precon-
ceived notions they ceived notions they 
hold about the coun- hold about the coun-
try, really scared me. try, really scared me. 
I knew that without I knew that without 
experience, people experience, people 
wouldn’t understand wouldn’t understand 
the nuances of the the nuances of the 
Indian subcontinent, Indian subcontinent, 
and the first step to and the first step to 
that is seeing the diversity within India itself. The that is seeing the diversity within India itself. The 
colorful frenzy of the country, the genuine kind- colorful frenzy of the country, the genuine kind-
ness of people, the street food, the work ethic, the ness of people, the street food, the work ethic, the 
beautiful architecture, the list goes on. After our beautiful architecture, the list goes on. After our 
program determined the attack was not indicative program determined the attack was not indicative 
of future threats, our arrival in India was recon- of future threats, our arrival in India was recon-
firmed. I am still grateful that we remained on firmed. I am still grateful that we remained on 
path so that my shipmates could learn and love path so that my shipmates could learn and love 
the same parts of South Asian culture I do. the same parts of South Asian culture I do. 

The kindness of staff and students alike converged The kindness of staff and students alike converged 

to bring those of us who were stuck on the ship as to bring those of us who were stuck on the ship as 
Indian of an experience as they could: Snacks, trin- Indian of an experience as they could: Snacks, trin-
kets, and warmth filled our laps. After realizing kets, and warmth filled our laps. After realizing 
that there was no escaping my identity, my mind- that there was no escaping my identity, my mind-
set shifted to embracing my culture and educating set shifted to embracing my culture and educating 
others on the nuances of India and Pakistan. I, others on the nuances of India and Pakistan. I, 
along with two Indian friends, gave a presenta- along with two Indian friends, gave a presenta-
tion detailing similarities and differences between tion detailing similarities and differences between 
our countries, allowing us to educate each other our countries, allowing us to educate each other 
and the shipboard community. I used my time on and the shipboard community. I used my time on 

the ship while in India the ship while in India 
as a reset, reflecting on as a reset, reflecting on 
what truly mattered to what truly mattered to 
me and preparing for me and preparing for 
the last month of the the last month of the 
voyage. I spent hours voyage. I spent hours 
talking to my family in talking to my family in 
Pakistan, reminiscing Pakistan, reminiscing 
on beach nights and on beach nights and 
adventuring for kul- adventuring for kul-
fi and chai. And when fi and chai. And when 
time came to step foot time came to step foot 
in Vietnam, our next in Vietnam, our next 

port, I appreciated the sounds port, I appreciated the sounds 
of the city and the peace of of the city and the peace of 
the people so much more. the people so much more.

I have no regrets, not fighting I have no regrets, not fighting 
against my Pakistani back- against my Pakistani back-
ground nor giving into it, be- ground nor giving into it, be-
cause without it, I would have cause without it, I would have 
continued to take my heritage continued to take my heritage 
for granted. By accepting that for granted. By accepting that 
I would not visit India, I was I would not visit India, I was 

able to focus the anxious energy spent for India able to focus the anxious energy spent for India 
into being present in all my other experiences. I into being present in all my other experiences. I 
am still, and will always be, Pakistani, a daughter, am still, and will always be, Pakistani, a daughter, 
and thoughtful. I am honored that the influx of and thoughtful. I am honored that the influx of 
love I felt during our six days in India, ground- love I felt during our six days in India, ground-
ing me in the impact my presence brought to the ing me in the impact my presence brought to the 
shipboard community, is because I am Pakistani. shipboard community, is because I am Pakistani. 
By learning to recognize how important my her- By learning to recognize how important my her-
itage is to me, I was able to confront years of itage is to me, I was able to confront years of 
shame over who I am. Embracing what I was once shame over who I am. Embracing what I was once 
ashamed of has finally set me free. ashamed of has finally set me free.

Photo Credits: Samina Ginwalla Photo Credits: Samina Ginwalla
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relations since the British partitioned them, yet relations since the British partitioned them, yet 
until now, my experience of this has been nothing until now, my experience of this has been nothing 
more than intense nationalism during an India more than intense nationalism during an India 
vs. Pakistan cricket match. When I learned that vs. Pakistan cricket match. When I learned that 
one of the countries we would visit on our voyage one of the countries we would visit on our voyage 
was India, I was ecstatic. I knew that my moth- was India, I was ecstatic. I knew that my moth-
er’s Pakistani nationality —despite her being a er’s Pakistani nationality —despite her being a 
US citizen—  would make it hard for me to get a US citizen—  would make it hard for me to get a 
visa. However, I believed that being with an ed- visa. However, I believed that being with an ed-
ucational institution, along with minimizing my ucational institution, along with minimizing my 
Pakistani identity, would increase my chances. My Pakistani identity, would increase my chances. My 

dad is from Kenya, and my mom’s pa- dad is from Kenya, and my mom’s pa-
ternal side is from Tanzania, both leav- ternal side is from Tanzania, both leav-
ing India amidst British colonization ing India amidst British colonization 
for greater opportunities. I attempted for greater opportunities. I attempted 
to exploit my multi-national ancestry to exploit my multi-national ancestry 
when applying for my visa, going as far when applying for my visa, going as far 
to call family friends who had poten- to call family friends who had poten-
tial Indian police force connections in tial Indian police force connections in 
hopes of appearing less dangerous, or hopes of appearing less dangerous, or 
in other words, Pakistani. I spent hours in other words, Pakistani. I spent hours 
in contact with the embassy, contem- in contact with the embassy, contem-
plating delaying my voyage until I got plating delaying my voyage until I got 
an Indian visa. Up until the hour before an Indian visa. Up until the hour before 

my flight to our embarkation country, the Nether- my flight to our embarkation country, the Nether-
lands, I was researching ways to get access to an lands, I was researching ways to get access to an 
Indian visa abroad and attempting any last Hail Indian visa abroad and attempting any last Hail 
Marys to be able to go to India. I realized on the Marys to be able to go to India. I realized on the 
flight over that there was nothing I could do, my flight over that there was nothing I could do, my 
chance at visiting India was lost. chance at visiting India was lost. 

I felt defeated, letting my frustration over politics I felt defeated, letting my frustration over politics 
and bureaucracy shadow the excitement of the oth- and bureaucracy shadow the excitement of the oth-
er ten countries I would visit. What I didn’t expect er ten countries I would visit. What I didn’t expect 
though, was that not getting an Indian visa only though, was that not getting an Indian visa only 
made me more confident in my Pakistani identi- made me more confident in my Pakistani identi-
ty. After long stretches at sea and reflection with ty. After long stretches at sea and reflection with 
the other students who couldn’t get an Indian visa the other students who couldn’t get an Indian visa 
(one Pakistani student and 18 Chinese students), I (one Pakistani student and 18 Chinese students), I 
realized that despite my valiant efforts at erasing realized that despite my valiant efforts at erasing 

GG
rab a pen and piece of paper or take out rab a pen and piece of paper or take out 
your phone. Write ten words that describe your phone. Write ten words that describe 
the essence of you. Now, look at those, the essence of you. Now, look at those, 

and cross out one word that does not resonate as and cross out one word that does not resonate as 
strongly with you. Go through the list again and strongly with you. Go through the list again and 
get rid of three more words. You should have six get rid of three more words. You should have six 
left. Look closely at your options, and get rid of left. Look closely at your options, and get rid of 
two more. No matter how hard it is, how incom- two more. No matter how hard it is, how incom-
plete you feel, you should be at four. Now, get rid plete you feel, you should be at four. Now, get rid 
of one more word. Those three words, that’s how of one more word. Those three words, that’s how 
you define yourself. Look back at the list, where you define yourself. Look back at the list, where 
you came from and you came from and 
where you ended up. where you ended up. 
Question why you Question why you 
crossed out certain crossed out certain 
identities or traits, identities or traits, 
and who you boiled and who you boiled 
yourself down to. yourself down to. 
Do you feel like Do you feel like 
those final three those final three 
words accurate- words accurate-
ly represent you? ly represent you? 
What about the first What about the first 
ten? I did this exer- ten? I did this exer-
cise during one of my first days on the MV World cise during one of my first days on the MV World 
Odyssey, the ship that I called home from Sep. 9 Odyssey, the ship that I called home from Sep. 9 
to Dec. 22. I studied abroad during Fall 2025 on to Dec. 22. I studied abroad during Fall 2025 on 
a program called Semester at Sea (SAS), where we a program called Semester at Sea (SAS), where we 
studied on a ship while getting to travel around studied on a ship while getting to travel around 
parts of Europe, Africa, and Asia. This opportu- parts of Europe, Africa, and Asia. This opportu-
nity, I believed, was one to discover the world. I nity, I believed, was one to discover the world. I 
ended up discovering myself. My final three words ended up discovering myself. My final three words 
were Pakistani, daughter, and thoughtful. Iron- were Pakistani, daughter, and thoughtful. Iron-
ically, I found that those three words felt more ically, I found that those three words felt more 
all-encompassing to me than my initial ten, hap- all-encompassing to me than my initial ten, hap-
pening to inform my experience throughout SAS. pening to inform my experience throughout SAS. 

One of the largest struggles I faced before the voy- One of the largest struggles I faced before the voy-
age was my fight with the Indian embassy in San age was my fight with the Indian embassy in San 
Francisco. India and Pakistan have had unsteady Francisco. India and Pakistan have had unsteady 

Hum Kaun Hai Hum Kaun Hai Written, Designed, and Illustrated by: Samina Ginwalla Written, Designed, and Illustrated by: Samina Ginwalla

Photo Credit: Samina Ginwalla Photo Credit: Samina Ginwalla
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a filler day

I spend so much of my life looking forward to things. A concert in a few weeks. A girls’ trip this sum-
mer. Those are the moments I take photos of, the ones people see. To get to them faster, I rush through 
the filler days, where everything feels like a loop: getting ready at the same messy desk every morn-
ing, walking the same route home from campus, putting the same playlist on every time I’m about to 
go out. No matter how fulfilling the big events are, I’m learning to love these repetitive moments that 
make up most of my life. I’m trying to stop rushing past them. I think they deserve to be seen too.

My desk
8:02am

Outfit of the day
9:33am

Studying
10:24am

Reading break
3:19pm

Campus at sunset
5:23pm

Dinner dinner
6:56pm

Bananagrams round
8:07pm

My room
8:48pm

With my friends
11:38pm

Justine Lim
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Written and Designed by Chandni Srinivas

Photo Credit: Satoshi Hirayama, Pexels

While most Amer(cans as,-ci.te .ut1m2 with 5a6lowee2 
festivities, strolli2g throuAh CuDpkiF Catche,, -r GinAe 
watIJing Kilmore GiMls, aODaj-M(tP of I2diST ADericSFs 
k2ow the seSsVn Ws theOtiDe -fOyeWr toOIe6eGrate D(wali. 
Thi, Cast Oct-ber, Californi. leAislWtoM, Cassea .Ob(6l thatO
ame2dec the d-deOVf divil erofeduMe tV incluce giw.l( 
as .OMeIVg2ized st.te holiaSP. huth-rec Gy reiresenta-
tije, ksh Kalr.OSTl DaM,Jana P.tel,Othe billOCassea with 
oveMwJelmi2g sumpoMt nrom j.r(Vos Melipi-us anaOIu6tur.l 
orA.F(zqtions iFOralif-MF(q. StWte l.wOTos all-ws eDplotees 
to Meuuest vWid tiweOVx for theOJolid.y, i1blic eauIS-
ti-2Sl institutioFs to excuse stode2t .bsence, STl anO
opi-rtunitt toOedocate ,tulent, .bout theO,ipnific.2Ie 
of yiwS6i. 
The bi6l desIriGes yiwS6i .s aOmult(-cat zestivS6 oz liAhts 
that celebM.tes the ext(Fpuishi2g -n aO|arietP of 2eg.ti|e 
siirits. Diw.l(OJolds euuS6 iDpoMt.Tfe t-OH(Fcus, Jai2,uO
Sikhs, and tudchist, .6ige, wh-OIe6eGrate tJe -fcasioF 
foM re6ici-us enlighteTDent -rOColiticSl 6iGer.t(Vn. hn HiFcu 
tMaditi-n, itOisGIomDon t-Ol(pht aozeFs oz smal6 oil lamvs 
(ditSsrr ,Carklers, firecM.Isers, a2dOwatch fireworks. 
PMev.ring sweet fingeM f-ocs likeOISshew  .rfi,O6alo-, SnaO
jaleb( is Wnother staile (T yinau tralitio2. 

Embracing the 
Light Within
Embracing the 
Light Within

What mat Ge reASrcel asO.Gm(F1to det.(lOin tho stateO
leAi,6ature, theOceDent.t(Vn of yiw.6i .s aOrecogTizel 
holidSP ochoe, prowi2g sentimeFts ofOembrafinA dFci.n 
tMaditi-ns a2dOcultuMe tJrougho1t tho stateOon aalihorTi.. 
DisFey’s nagic p(Tcdom lec the h-renront iFOcelebM.t(Tc 
Diw.l( throuAh SOthree-aSP lonA daTfe fest(val anaOv.rale 
that Jostea -ver 2mOlixere2t cance Ar-uCs comiFp zrom 
as h.rOSs cew oeSlqna Wna aiyi. ezteM debutinA iFOthe 
last nes yeSrs,OtJe giw.l( Dqnco FestOJas gai2edO6ots ohO
momeFtuD, gathering ojerO5DwGmusic.l SFc lance ver-
foMwers inOt-tS6. bhile wost DisFeyOCatro2, would  eOwet 
with surpMi,e to see M(clef anaOoiTnie Mo1so siorting aO
kuMt. STl leheFpa rather than the(r flas,ic red i.Fts anaO
pi2l Colka-a-t cress, tJis fusioFOVf hnai.F STl AmeM(Iqn 
festivities creqtos aO2urturinA eFvironmeFt sheMe Iurrent 
ana future ge2erqtions -fOiTli.n kmerica2, can beOir-uc 
of the(r unique c1ltoral b.cggMouFc.
See(2g chilah-oc ifons .Fc larAe (Fstitut(Vns like yi,Tet 
em r.ce dndi.2 Iustoms i,OesmeciSllP sig2ifiI.Tt toOseIoTl 
ana tJird-AeFerati-n i2diWn Amer(cans, whoOmat have 
felt estra2gec zrom b-th mai2,tre.m ke,tern culture .naO
tMaditi-nal d-utJ Asi.n culture. 
With the p.s,(Tc ofOthis hist-r(c Gill, b.6izor2iS IVntinues 
to imv6eDent tJe systewStiz.ti-n ohOhVnori2g cixerent 
cultures, anaO.Isnowledpes theO,eecs ofO leTled ethTif 
gMouvs that h.ve take2 roVt in Amer(ca. giw.l( ,tands a,O.G
remiFcer toOar.w one’s strength nrom .Ocowmon heMitSpe 
ana fiFc one’s ligJt fMowOtheir owFO6i|ed exierionce,. 
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something so badly that I’d known about for such a short 
amount of time. Still, I knew that this was the one thing that 
I was certain I wanted to do and when I made the team a 
month later, I called my grandmother, and she cried.

I learn that my grandmother used to play taiko too, but she 
never told me because she “never thought I would ever be in-
terested”. I wonder how many other things she’s kept from me 
that I’d want to know about. She didn’t play like me, though, 
where our drums are the main focus — she was always in the 
backline with her own grandmother to keep the beat for odori 
(traditional dance) in the front. Still, when she pulls out her 
drums to show me during winter break, I notice the ropes con-
necting the drum heads are al-
most ridiculously loose, but I 
suppose they’re decades and 
decades old, so I’ll cut them 
some slack (not that they need 
any more of that). She gives 
me her kane, a dish-shaped 
bell, and the mallet that goes 
along with it — and while it’s 
traditionally made of bone, 
she’s fashioned a makeshift 
one out of an ear pick and 
dice. Any modern taiko player 
would be repulsed by the state 
of her old instruments, but I 
pick them up and play them 
lovingly, and imagine her gen-
tle hands doing the same. 

Despite it all, my grandmother 
has a baby book, lined with 
her father’s careful, precise 
handwriting filling in ques-
tions that the original cre-
ators probably intended to 
be answered outside barbed 
wire. There are two “Baby’s 
First Trips” —  one from the 
camp hospital to 36-7-D, and 
one from 36-7-D to the camp 
hospital. She laughs and wish-
es that she had gone on more 
exciting trips. I resent that she 
still remembers the barrack number. If not for the context, 
this book would be a heartwarming family artifact, pink pages 
lined with ribbons and bears. Through her laughter, I can see 
the image eighty years into the past of a loving father doing 
everything he could for his daughter who was born into con-
finement and didn’t even know it. 

I throw myself into taiko as hard as I possibly can. Thirty-five 
years of history lie in the closet in the back of the university 
gymnasium: four shime-daiko (small high-pitched backline 
drums), two okedo-daiko (longer deeper-pitched backline 
drums), eight chu-daiko (sonorous mid-sized drums), two 
o-daiko (extremely large and resonant drums), three buck-

ets of bachi (wooden drumsticks), four gomi-daiko (literal-
ly “trash drums,” made of cardboard and packing tape and 
signed by the alumni who built them), one suitcase of happi 
(traditional performance coats), one cardboard box of auxilia-
ry percussion (tambourines and handheld bells), and one me, 
standing where so many greats stood before. 

Amidst it all, I wonder where I stand against the test of time. 
My grandfather is nisei, or second-generation, and my grand-
mother is sansei, third. That puts my father somewhere in be-
tween sansei, third, and yonsei, fourth, and puts me somewhere 
in between yonsei, four, and gosei, five. But it’s even more 
complicated by the fact that my mother is first-generation 

Chinese, meaning I’m somewhere 
in between two, four, and five, but 
3.25 is quite the odd generation to 
claim. So, I settle for fourth. In an 
effort to bridge the gaps between 
these numbers, I ask my grand-
parents if they’ve ever returned to 
Minidoka to visit the place where 
they were born. I know the camp 
committee organizes a pilgrimage 
on occasion, where former incar-
cerees and their descendants can 
share this cultural connection. All 
the photos I’ve seen of this jour-
ney show the honor roll for Japa-
nese American veterans that was 
painted by my great-grandfather, 
a monument that I imagine would 
be quite moving to view. But they 
laugh and say no: “Why would I 
want to go back there?” 

Traditionally, Kyodo starts every 
performance with our signature 
song “Yonsei,” written in 2005 by 
Jason Osajima. With four distinct 
motifs, Yonsei is a song about the 
many generations of Japanese 
Americans and their struggle to 
find their respective places within 
the larger community. Blending 
traditional rhythms with a more 
contemporary style that empha-

sizes individual creativity and showmanship, the result is a 
beautiful harmony of old and new. Members are forbidden 
from learning Yonsei until the end of their second year on 
the team, serving as a rite of passage as they navigate what 
it means to play taiko and to be a part of Kyodo. The second 
years then open Spring Concert with their Yonsei, a mark of 
their progress and perseverance. 
and showmanship, the result is a beautiful harmony of old 
and new. Members are forbidden from learning Yonsei until 
the end of their second year on the team, serving as a rite of 
passage as they navigate what it means to play taiko and to be 
a part of Kyodo. The second years then open Spring Concert 
with their Yonsei, a mark of their progress and perseverance. 
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Oftentimes, my grandmother tells me stories about her father. 
Stripped of everything he had, allowed to bring only what he 
could carry, he waved to the strangers on the side of the road 
as the bus slipped from Washington to Idaho, from the heart 
of Seattle to the middle of absolute nowhere. 125,000 Japa-
nese Americans experienced the same after the issuing of Ex-
ecutive Order 9066 in 1942, when FDR declared them all to be 
possible foreign spies and sent them to concentration camps 
across the nation. For years, they were imprisoned in the des-
erts and when the government decided that these hundreds 
of thousands of people (of which one-third were children and 
two-thirds were American citizens) were not, in fact, enemy 
spies dealing secrets to the Japanese government, they gave 
them a generous $25 and a one-way train ticket back to where 
they came from. 

Oftentimes, I tell my grandmother stories about my present. 
My team, Kyodo Taiko, was founded in 1990 by Mark Honda, 
becoming the first and oldest collegiate taiko team in the na-
tion. “Kyodo” holds two meanings: “family” and “loud chil-
dren,” and through our spirited performances, we promote 
the traditional art of taiko drumming throughout Southern 
California and beyond. Before, traditional drums were used 
as the backbeat for Obon festivals honoring the dead; now, 
in our ensemble-type drumming, we are the main event. We 
perform at UCLA’s Cultural Night in collaboration with the 
Nikkei Student Union every February, at the historical Man-

Yonsei Written by  Natalie Tokita
Designed by  Akshaj Mehta

zanar Pilgrimage every April, and at our own self-produced 
Spring Concert every May. Kyodo is a tight-knit community 
consisting of about 30 members in any given year, decades of 
passion imbued into the team in the form of dozens of origi-
nal songs written by hundreds of alumni. The team serves as 
more than just a performance group; it is something bigger, 
something that instills a sense of purpose and fulfillment in 
each and every member who passes through. 
My grandparents were born in Minidoka, an incarceration 
camp in the cold and dry town of Hunt, Idaho. Neither of 
them remember very much, as they were forced to leave 
camp when they were two or three years old. Still, they pass 
on the stories that they’ve heard, echoing remnants from the 
past. My great-grandfather kept a diary during the war from 
the day Pearl Harbor was bombed to the day the Japanese 
Prime Minister, Hideki Tojo, resigned from office. Although 
his works are considered an important primary source in re-
gards to the literature of Japanese American incarceration, 
so much of this family history has been lost to assimilation 
and time. 

The summer before college, I discovered Kyodo at the same 
time that I discovered taiko, never having previously heard 
of either. I probably should have known about taiko before, 
being half Japanese and all, but the loss of language and cul-
ture throughout the decades is a long-winded story that al-
ways ends in shame. It became funny, then, how I could want 
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4. Activists often say, “representation __”
5. __ Express; derided as ‘fake’ Chinese food
6. Title, first word, lose the ‘ity’
7. Synonym for bona fide, also a statement of 
agreement

1. Pejorative for someone/thing Americanized
2. Chicken tikka __; a dish with South Asian 
roots, considered inauthentic by some
3. Immigrants sometimes struggle to do this; 
rhymes with ‘discriminate’

ACROSSDOWN

written by Annabella Ross
designed by Justine Lim

1

23

4

5

6

7

ANSWERS:
1. whitewashed 2. masala 3. assimilate 4. matters  5. panda 6. authentic 7. real

a
u
t
h
e
n
t
i
c
i
t
y
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eyes, and pin straight black hair was often the 
first thing people noticed, the exact opposite of 
what the media painted as “beautiful”. I spent so 
many birthday candles and shooting stars wish-
ing that my hair would turn curlier, that my skin 
tone would lighten up, convincing myself that 
the color of my palms in contrast to the dark-
ness of the back of my hand was my “true” color. 
It didn’t help that while I chased other peoples’ 
attention and approval, I still fell short. I remem-
ber hearing “banana” tossed under peoples’ 
breaths, a murmur that I was 
yellow on the outside, 
but white on the in. It 
was a crude re-
minder that even in 
spaces and around 
people where I felt 
most at home, I was 
still the subject 
of interpretation 
and judgement. 
How do you blend 
in when your very 
color is a contrast? 
And if I had succeeded at assimilation, was I fail-
ing at being myself?

In learning more about my own background, I’ve 
begun to see my heritage as not two distinct 
parts of me, but as a whole of who I am. This real-
ization changed the way I look about the world, 
exposing myself to the true diversity within my 
community. Joining my high school’s journalism 
department gave me the platform to discover 
more about the people around me, as I’ve be-
come eager to learn about what makes them so 
distinctly unique. I found strength in highlighting 
others’ voices through my writing, sharing their 
stories as I listened to them excitedly talk about 
their traditions, from quinceaneras and ceilidhs 
to New Years mochi and lechon on Christmas 
day. I observed the ways that their cultures cre-
ated a foundation for who they have become and 

saw parts of myself in their stories. Accepting 
the diversity in myself has made me more open 
to exploring what I can learn about others. 

Ten years later, I sometimes find myself at that 
same crossroads, the subtle division between 
Asian (and) American. There are still parts of 
myself that I am still learning how to reclaim: the 
darkness of my skin, the richness of my histo-
ry, the weight of what my family has carried. I 
am learning that visibility doesn’t have to mean 

distortion, that difference 
doesn’t equate to 
dullness, that I do 
not need to be soft-

ened, malleable, and 
changed in order to 
be loved. Being Fil-
amese became less 
of a shortcut to de-

scribe my heritage to 
those around me, and 

transformed into a way 
that I truly defined my-

self– not just as a blend of 
flavors and traditions, but as someone with the 
unique ability to create diverse dialogues with 
others. Through this, I’ve learned that communi-
ty does not always mean being fully understood. 
Sometimes it means being accepted anyway, 
despite misreadings, despite assumptions, and 
finding peace in connection despite it all.

That LEGO figure still lives somewhere on a shelf 
in my mind. I think of her when I look in the mir-
ror, when I color myself in drawings. She stands 
not as an accusation, but as a reminder. Of how 
early we learn to name each other. Of how long it 
takes to name ourselves.

And of how much courage it takes to step into 
the sun.

PACIFIC TIES NEWSMAGAZINE07



Written by Renee Modina and Designed by Chandni Srinivas

The first time that I realized that I was Asian was 
when I was nine. 

My friends and I, enamored with the charm of 
LEGO Friends, created miniature versions of our-
selves and each other. As we exchanged photos 
of our figurines, I noticed a subtle but unsettling 
difference. In all of my friends’ renditions of the 
group, the three of them shared the same light 
complexion, while the figure meant to represent 
me was noticeably darker. Where I had imagined 
all of us in the same rosy, light tone, they depict-
ed my skin as darker, duller.

This contrast was easy to 
dismiss as insignificant. 
Innocent were the actions 
of my friends, only reflect-
ing what they observed. 
It wasn’t cruel, it wasn’t 
intentional. But intent 
does not soften impact. 
What lingered was the 
realization that even in 
something as playful and as innocent 
as a toy, difference still found a way to assert 
itself. After all, it was just plastic, just color. But 
I couldn’t shake the unease it left behind in my 
chest, the feeling that my skin tone made me so 
different. My character stuck out of the group 
like a sore thumb. It made me wonder how often 
this version of me existed in others’ minds. The 
LEGO figure felt like a distilled version of mo-
ments I had experienced before, quiet reminders 
that I am perceived as other, even among friends.

Growing up as first-generation Asian American 
in a predominantly white space meant learning 
early on how to exist within the in-between, and 
living with a deep desire to blend into a commu-
nity that was not my own. I learned how to dis-
appear at a very young age, assimilating into the 
way others lived, not truly understanding what 
made me so different. 

At home, my identity felt fractured into familiar 
pieces, different languages of cultures, food, 
and expectations. I often told everyone that I 
was “Filamese”. Combining my culture into a mix-
ture of the two–Filipino and Vietnamese–I often 
struggled to feel connected to a singular part of 
my heritage whilst also taking in the American 
culture around me as a first-generation child. I 
grew up with bowls of pho in the morning with 
a side of lumpia, immersed in the Tagalog of my 
extended family on my dad’s side but honoring 
the Buddhist practices of my mom’s. I often felt 

too American, too Vietnamese, too Filipi-
no to really be at home 

in any of my cultures, 
but just too Asian to 

fit in anywhere else.

Outside of this, 
those distinctions all 

collapsed into a singu-
lar label. I watched around 
me as color became 

currency, with lighter skin 
being subtly praised as beauty, something to be 
preserved. While I listened to my lighter cousins 
and friends being praised on their porcelain skin, 
I was met with, “You look so dark!”, or “Stay out 
of the sun, don’t get too tan!”, as if it were a bad 
thing. Or maybe I was the only one who saw it 
that way. The darkness of my skin just seemed 
like something to be avoided. I absorbed these 
remarks unconsciously, letting them control the 
way that I perceived myself, learning when to 
step into the sun and when to retreat from it, 
when to claim similarity and when to brace for 
distance.

This was why the LEGO figures unsettled me so 
deeply. I imagined us with the same tone not 
because I denied the difference between us, but 
because I believed that there was safety in simi-
larity. Their versions of me reminded me that my 
darker complexion, downturned and dark narrow 
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It is as if the adults are robbing the childhood of their children to in-
dulge in their own playtime fantasies, while the children are forced to 
be adults and tolerate the various sacrificial accommodations, all made 
without agency.  
But more empathetically, I see a fragmentation of the identity. James’ 
Chinese identity was fragmented by his lifelong accommodation of the 
overwhelming whiteness in his environment. Marylynn’s identity as an 
independent woman was forgotten to accommodate the demands of 
her family and lover. Yet in both cases, these sacrifices were made with 
minimum agency, given the circumstances of 1970s America. So they 
linger on as unresolved trauma, bleeding into their children’s life. 
The biggest tragedy of all, in my opinion, is the lack of an inner cultural 
heritage for the Lee family. If the burden of being different is to meet 
the gazing eyes of the onlooker, then one can at least take comfort 
that their “different” eyes stare back at them. It takes the awareness 
of a different world to resist the external narratives labeling the Lees, 
and unfortunately, that awareness is almost completely lost. James 
never taught any Chinese to his children, and Marylynn never cele-
brated her family. Instead, they became submerged by suburban life, 
drowning until all that is left is the same secret hope clung onto by both 
generations: to escape to college, and to escape one’s roots. James 
and Marylynn failed to instill pride in their children. They did not teach 
them to respect who and what they are, to take pride 
in their ancestors and their 

journey, and 

to revere the gift of 
being different. Instead, they taught them 

shame, resignation, and submersion. 
Like spies, their children endured school, even though there 
was no point in hiding among their white peers. They excel aca-
demically and keep their heads down, living up to the image of a model 
minority, while tacitly accepting a state of quiet exclusion. The adults 
lived a silent, solitary existence: exacerbated by the nuclear family 
structure, reinforced by mutual dissatisfaction. It is easier to fit the nar-
ratives imposed than to challenge them. That is the lesson taught, and 
that is the lesson received. 
So what gives, what is the silver lining of it all? How does all this anal-
ysis tie back to our question of authenticity, with an answer so precious 
that Lydia was willing to die for? 

In my mind, the ponderance of this question alone gives authentici-
ty to you, the reader. I found my own answer to this question, and I 
shall share it with you. I think the courage to give meaning, even when 
alone, is my answer to authenticity. I remember as a kid, I would enter 
wrestling matches knowing my opponent was stronger and more skilled 
than me. But in my mind, I would whisper: “Remember the Alamo” or 
“Moscow is behind us”, as I struggled against a foe I could not beat. 
I think there’s a preciousness to the ability to borrow courage from cul-
tural narratives I’ve learned; it is the ability to assign meaning even 
when desperate, it is the power to have purpose even when alone. 
By the lakeside, Lydia realized that her old narratives could no lon-
ger shield her from isolation. After a life spent contorting herself to the 
dreams and narratives of others, Lydia could hide no more. And so, 
she seized the narrative of her life giving her own meaning to it before it 
was too late. Even if Lydia survived her swim, her future rests on heavy 
uncertainty. There is no telling how her parents would have reacted, 
and even less telling of what kind of future Lydia would have built for 
herself. Her leap is symbolic of this new choice, but also of the latency 
in this new found courage. But even from the fledgling courage and the 
short life she led, Lydia gifted me a new understanding of authenticity.
When I look back on my first encounter with the question of authen-
ticity, I realize how little value I gave to the cultural narratives that had 
perpetually supported me. To live meaningfully is not merely to endure 
hardship, but to possess the capacity to frame it. To borrow courage, 
to applaud effort, and to situate oneself within stories larger than the 
present moment. That capacity, I now see, is not guaranteed. It must 
be cultivated, protected, and sometimes chosen against convenience, 
preserved with effort. 

In a world increasingly shaped by visibility, performance, and leg-
ibility, authenticity is a quality under-appreciated. Yet it survives 

quietly, inwardly, resistant to easy interpretation. Like effort, 
value, and meaning, it is the internal world that strives against 
our label filled exterior. Like blades of grass, this is the green-

ery we hope to carry, not because the world notices it, but because 
we know it is there. If Lydia taught me anything, it is to appreciate an 
authentic, real me, with all its flaws and imperfections. It is a privilege 
to put your own meanings in life, and it is a privilege to express it, in 
the way I do. Meaning does not need to be overt to be real. On the 
contrary, it is precisely because it cannot be easily read, measured, or 
displayed that it becomes authentic: an interior subtitle running beneath 

the surface of our lives.  
Remember the whispers in your 

ear; remember the blade of 
grass.
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She was going to get it, even if it was the last thing she did.
The dramatized expression of Lydias’ angst may seem distant, but it 
may ring closer to home than we would like. Indeed, many of us are 
terrified at disappointing the high expectations in our lives; we live by 
the code of restraint and discipline, worrying that we would forgo gen-
erations of effort before us. We are always asked to give: to give more 
effort, more time, more determination, or simply to give up and give in. 
If the act of giving is not exhaustive, it is the toll on mind which is more 
damning. With our lives filled with giving, giving, and more giving, what 
remains? A friend once told me: when your sacrifices no longer have 
agency, they become trauma. So where in the crevasse of trauma and 
sacrifice can a blade of grass spring forth, so some eternal greenery 
may garnish our concrete lives, impregnable but also entrapped? How 
does one write about this, without resorting to the cynical and instru-
mentalist analysis that is so convenient to conclude at?
The author of the book, Celeste Ng, places great emphasis on the fear 
of being alone. The Lee family is deeply isolated from their community, 
from their ideals, and from each other. From my perspective, it is not 
entirely surprising that the Lees are cut off from their community, as the 
only Asian family in a white town. What astonished me was the deep 
cuts within the family internally, and the void of communication and 
understanding among them. I would have thought the isolation brought 
solidarity amongst them; that against the pressure of a hostile world, 
a stronger core is formed. Yet, the inverse happened, and we see a 
family pinned together by their self imposed mission of molding Lydia 
into a doctor, shards of glass reflecting fragments of truth. 
Given the upbringing of Lydia’s parents, it’s easy to see where the 
cuts were formed. James and Marylynn are both highly educated, yet 
also deeply ostracized from their surroundings by choice or by circum-
stance. Intellectually advanced parents, yet lacking in social and in-
terpersonal experience, are unlikely to pass onto their children those 
skills which they themselves lacked (especially if there is a solid racial 
boundary to cross). For example, James’decision to cheat with his col-
league right after his daughter’s death is shocking to me, as well 
as Marylynn’s radical attempt to escape her family. What I see 
is immaturity disguised as adult concerns; childhood trauma 
unresolved and underacknowledged. Likewise, what I see in 
Lydia’s siblings, Hannah and Nat, is something too mature 
and serious for their age. The siblings’ extensive awareness 
and analysis of their surroundings stands in sharp contrast 
to the nearly oblivious indifference of their parents. 

 

or me at least, the first real question of authenticity arose at the 
end of high school. Personal statements, as their names imply, 
were meant to be personal. Yet, being asked to write about who 

I was stopped me dead in my tracks. I spent my junior year summer 
anguishing over how and what to write. I was an athlete, but nothing 
good enough to write home about. I was good at math, and I loved 
history, but they all paled in passion when compared to my more ac-
complished peers. I love my friends, but we never did anything grand 
or meritorious enough to mention. It felt as if a whole new world awaits 
at the other end of an essay. But most importantly, it felt like there was 
so much to lose. What if that new world didn’t like the real me, the one 
I took reluctant pride in? What if I was never good enough, even being 
my authentic, real self? The worth of 18 years, the spirit within, my life, 
my future, all hinging on 250 word essays to convince strangers that I 
was special. And I know I wasn’t, at all.
In a sense, Lydia, the protagonist of the book Everything I Never Told 
You, faced the exact same question with authenticity. Lydia, the mid-
dle child of an Asian American family in Middlewood, Ohio, had spent 
her whole life living up to the expectations of her parents. Yet as she 
entered her teenage years, mounting academic and social challeng-
es stretched her to the limit, and she was forced to face the person 
she was becoming, not the one her parents thought they knew. At the 
time, she could still mask her disinterest in physics by hiding tests or 
pretend to be on the phone while her father walked by, but in the long 
run, even she knew this could not last. Lydia was forced to confront 
the reality that her parents’ imaginations had been warped by years of 
pretending, and that when the facade crumbled, she would disappoint 
them. Lydia had reached a point where the freedoms of adulthood were 
only steps away, but what she wanted would heavily affect where those 
steps landed.
So what did she want?  
Paradoxically, I imagine Lydia wanted the courage to live, which was 
why she chose the leap of death. When Lydia leapt into the water, I 
imagined she had a calm heart. A heart calm like the water she rowed 
across. A heart at peace, no longer embattled, and no 
longer burdened, at least for 
a moment. What Lydia had 
was likely something few 
of us would experience in 
our lifetime. She knew 
what she wanted, what 
she really, really, really 

wanted. 

O nuthenticity Written by Seth Tang
Designed by Marcus Peng
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T
o be authentic is to be completely honest 
with yourself; not only accepting who you 
are, but taking pride in it.

It’s no wonder that we feel so protective of our 
cultures. Online, I scroll past videos of people 
trying Korean army stew after seeing a white 
woman enjoy it, others drinking hot tea every 
morning because they are apparently at a “very 
Chinese” time of their lives, and others visiting 
Asian grocery stores for the first time to gawk at 
the apparent exoticism of the utterly mundane 
bottles of sauce and the live crabs crawling over 
one another in a crowded tank that’s seen bet-
ter days. Between those are videos of anti-ICE 
rallies across the country, or, worse, bystanders 
filming these raids in an attempt to hold these 
“agents” accountable for tearing apart our com-
munities. 

Authenticity, in this context, feels trivial. What 
does being true to oneself matter in the face of 
America’s rapid descent into fascism? Each day 
brings new headlines of rights being overturned 

letter from the editor

Amanda Chan
Editor-in-Chief

Growing up, I often longed to be anything other 
than who I was—wishing to be smarter, funnier, 
prettier. Whiter, in other words. I was tired of be-
ing asked about the “Chinese middle finger” or 
whether my family actually ate cats and dogs. I 
grew ashamed of my heritage, locking it away in 
a box deep within my heart to protect it from the 
ignorance of others. It’s not that I wanted to hide 
my culture, but rather that I didn’t trust others 
with it.

or wars breaking out. But in these moments, 
we must not fall into hopelessness and despair. 
We must remember the power of collective ac-
tion, drawing strength from our communities as 
we continue fighting for a better world–where 
people can safely live as their true selves. 
We must imagine this reality as the light at 
the end of the tunnel, as far as it may appear.  
 
In this issue, the staff explores what it means to 
step into this light, turning our gaze inwards and 
finding the strength to accept ourselves in its 
entirety. As proud descendants of immigrants, 
we dedicate our stories to those who fearless-
ly came before us, dreaming of a better life for 
themselves and their families. From this, we are 
empowered to speak out for what we believe in 
and stand up for our communities. Amidst these 
uncertainties, all we have is each other. Now, 
more than ever, the world needs us to be our 
true, authentic selves.

Sincerely,

Pacific Ties is the oldest student- run Asian Pacific Islander Desi American (APIDA) newsmagazine in the nation. Publishing at UCLA since 1977, we showcase the rich 
and diverse stories of the APIDA community on and off campus through news and commentary. The name Pacific Ties was chosen as a representation of what the 
publication seeks to accomplish: “to encompass all Asian groups non-discriminantly; to include each in their individual sense, to engulf all in a collective sense” (Pacific 
Ties Volume 1, Issue 1). Today, our mission is to create and contribute to the ongoing dialogue that offers insight into the dynamics of being APIDA, challenges the 
perceptions of APIDA identity and celebrates the achievements of the communities that we all have ties to. Currently, we publish quarterly print magazines and weekly 
online articles at pacificties.org. 

Pacific Ties Newsmagazine is published and copyrighted by the ASUCLA Communications Board. All rights are reserved. Reprinting of any material in this publication 
without the written permission of the Communications Board is strictly prohibited. The ASUCLA Communications Board fully supports the University of California’s policy 
on non-discrimination. The student media reserve the right to reject or modify advertising whose content discriminates on the basis of ancestry, color, national origin, 
race, religion, disability, sex or sexual orientation. The ASUCLA Communications Board has a media grievance procedure for resolving complaints against any of its 
publications. For a copy of the complete procedure, contact the publications office at 118 Kerckhoff Hall @ 310-825-9898.
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