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As I leave the First Markham plaza with an
orange soda in one hand and a brown paper
shopping bag in the other (contents: pen
organizer, sticker sheet, assorted washi tape),
my mom suggests we go check out the claw
machine arcade nearby.

Objectively, I'm pretty good at crane games. I've
snagged plush bears, cats, hamsters and ducks
from one-dollar machines outside Chinese
grocery stores, carefully tipping awkwardly
placed prizes into the designated slot. My mom
is even better than I am.

So it’s settled, then. It's time to take on the
leviathan of a building as we sweep through the
place with our acquired skills. Besides, there are
children inside with armfuls of toys. It can’t be
that hard, right?

My expression is incredulous as we leave with
two keychains and a stuffed dinosaur with an
overbite. We hadn’t even really earned over
half of the spoils we left with: two of the
plushies were pity prizes, won with extra
tokens given to us by one of the employees.

“You have to press the button twice,” he
instructs, demonstrating it to me in the simplest
way possible. The claw moves deftly, and its
grip is much stronger than what I'm used to.
“And go for the larger ones. The little keychains
are much harder to grab. It’s physics, right?”

I know physics, I want to scream. I know about
perpetual motion and momentum. I can tell you
about the scientific contributions of Newton,
Schrodinger, and Feynman. I'm actually really
good at this. Your machines are too easy for
me.

I manage to convince myself that the entire
arcade is rigged before a little blonde British girl
walks past with three giraffes. Three. My // JOY KIM
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life is over as I know it. I should leave. My drink
is waiting in the car and it’ll get warm and flat.

Now that I've recovered from the utter and
complete humiliation of my continuous
ineptitude, the rational side of me (the one that
understands the basic principles of physics,
thank you) draws a conclusion.

Psychology tells us that we form schemata, or
concepts of how certain things should
function or behave. A ball bounces. A cat
meows. The way you play a claw machine is
by tipping the heavier side of the toy to
leverage it into the prize slot. The claw will
give out, but you want it to.

It's for these reasons that seasoned essay writers
who can easily churn out a thousand words will
struggle with a 600 word response, or that
someone who can ride a bicycle backwards falls
trying to go the right way.

When we practice certain ways of performing
tasks, they become a habit when we get good.
Relearning the rules to the same game is hard.

Flexibility between styles or strategies comes
with time and practice. In the end, I will get that
English assignment to fit under the word count,
and I will return to that store when my ego
recovers.



 We are all incredible people, brimming with possibility, and sometimes, after a
fall, all we can do is get back up again and let our bruises mend. But from one

healing heart to another, we are all worth every single tear we shed. Beautiful as
they are, our feelings don’t define us. It’s the growth in our hearts that matter the

most. 
So, next time you need to let something out, let it out. This only means that we

are one step closer to being our best selves again.
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I’m trying to speak, but the words are stuck in my throat. 
Come on, I urge myself. You can do it.
I’m stumbling, tripping over myself, over fear. I just need to explain myself. Explain why. Make another excuse. Anything. 

Anything that’ll stop the burning in my throat and the tension in my heart.
 
 

I know I didn’t do anything wrong. The paper trembles in my hands, my chin quivers for a second. Then all is still.
I breathe. In. Out.
Then, I remember. We are sorry to inform you that you did not get the role, it says, and memories flash through my head.

Years and years of not being enough, of not being the best, of telling myself that next time I’ll get the role. Next time, I’ll win the
award.
 She looks at me, anger in her face, but in her eyes is heartbreak. Why am I not enough for her? Around me, people are
achieving amazing things, but I have stuttered and stopped. I am a car that still runs on gas, coughing and sputtering as I work
to race, while other vehicles have advanced and now speed past me.
 
 

Why me?
“Well?” she asks impatiently, as if she’s done with me. As if this was my last chance.
The anger bubbles up in me, frothing and alive with a burning flame. I’m not enough, sure, but nobody gets to put me

down like that. Nobody is in control of me. I am in control of my emotions.
 Spitting and leaping is the fire inside of me, and I open my mouth to let it out, but I burst into tears instead. 

It’s okay, I tell myself repeatedly. It’s normal. You’re a
teenager. You’re allowed to feel.

 That night, tears leak onto my pillowcase and I feel
disgusting. And alone. So, so alone.

 We, as teenagers, all know it’s normal to feel this way.
Every adult says that it’s okay to feel like this and that

we’re enough, 

but in those moments, it feels so isolating. So distinctive in
what we’re experiencing that our brains can’t fully process

that.
 Yes, we are in a period of our lives where we’re finding

ourselves. 

We’re going through a time where we don’t know how to deal with
our emotions. And we understand that.

But that does not make these complex feelings easier to feel or these
experiences easier to get over. 









Zombies—a classification for soulless, come-
back-to-life corpses with insatiable appetites for
human flesh. These creatures survive in the
absence of humanity, and their sole obligation is
to condemn the rest of the living. 

Yeah, I wouldn’t stand a chance. 

Recently, I’ve been watching the well-known
horror show, Fear the Walking Dead, which is
told through the perspective of a single mother
(Madison Clark) as she quickly adapts to the
changing world of the apocalypse. In the blink
of an eye, Madison goes from working as an
everyday highschool guidance counsellor to
becoming a deity among her people; battling
her colleagues with fire extinguishers, hiding
under vans to evade the military, and making
quick getaways on stolen yachts. 

As unrealistic as it is, the more I submerge
myself into the catastrophic, fear-ridden world
of the TV show, the more I’ve started to reflect
back (and feel a little humbled) about the way
I’ve been living my own life. Especially when I
wake up swaddled in blankets with lofi music
playing in the background, it’s then that the
realization hits me hardest: while there are
some who might imagine themselves as valiant
survivors who’d go out fighting tooth and nail,
I’m more likely to wave white flags to the
zombies before the sun has even set. Truth be
told, I don’t think I have it in me to last longer
than a couple of hours. 

the APOCALYPSE
of Our Generation 



See, in the world of the undead, survival
demands much more than the life that I live
now. Forget grocery stores or DoorDash; I’d
need to be able to find food where there is none.
No more Google Maps or even GPS; I’d have
to self learn how to navigate with the sun as my
only friend. I’m certainly not going to find
public transit up and running anytime soon—
I’d have to travel everywhere by foot. 

I often hear adults say that we’re the lucky
generation, as we’ve grown up with everything
we need already developed for our use.
Transportation, technology, and information
access are just some of the things that have
evolved to make our world a much more
accessible place to live in. Now, virtually
everything is just a Google search away—our
social lives, entertainment, media, online
shopping—even the answers to our most
difficult problems (thanks Reddit) can be found
with a few taps of a finger. And don’t get me
wrong; this certainly isn’t a bad thing. 

At the same time, however, it’s also made our
society heavily reliant on things that we should
be fine living without. Do we really need to 

watch two hours of Subway Surfers gameplay
before we can ‘lock in’? Do we really need
phones just to communicate adequately with
other human beings? Our ancestors didn’t need
stores or restaurants because they hunted and
self-prepared all their food. They didn’t need cars
or buses since they travelled by foot and by man-
made canoes. Our ancestors certainly didn’t need
all the things many of us (myself included) now
deem indispensable in our lives, and yet they
survived just fine. 

Now, I’m not saying I’d want to experience living
back before the common era, or even worse, in a
world like the one in Fear the Walking Dead. I’m
also not saying that it would be good to go back to
the way things were before. I do think, however,
that it would be beneficial for many of us to reflect
back on the world we live in now. To reconnect with
nature, to reunite with others, and to recognize the
humanity within ourselves. To redefine our pre-
existing priorities and make a decision about what’s
really important in our day-to-day existence. 

Most importantly, we should learn to enjoy our
lives to the fullest before we’re swept away amid the
chaos of our own, man-made apocalypse. 

// JILLIAN OUYANG
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If you were to ask my fourth-grade self what the epitome of fictional literature was,
you would be met with a decisive answer of “Dork Diaries” before you could get
another word in. Who else, after all, could compare to Nikki Maxwell, the series’
middle-school protagonist, who landed a record deal, a personalized reality TV show,
and many other accolades, all by the age of fourteen? Though the series is fictional,
my envy was most certainly not. Yet, it was not the characterization nor the addictive
plot-development that I recall the most from the series, but rather the episodic diary-
entries each book was structured upon. I fell in love with the idea of filling a journal 

cover to cover, immortalizing the mundane details of my life with
glossy pens and intricate doodles just as the protagonist had. To
document my life in full had become an overarching goal ever since.

My initial journal entries were scored with Crayola and colored pens.
All the crucially significant details of my days, whether the day’s
lunch contents or the weather outside, were pressed into the --- book
with the intense fervor of an elementary-grade author. 

It became a daily practice, eventually. The waning hours of night 
before school the next day were spent hastily scribbling under the

faint bedlight, the paper sinking under the weight of arbitrary words
and unspoken thoughts. As I climbed the ranks of elementary school,
the entries thickened and diversified, lengthening from short blurbs
to lengthy monologues penned with the natural
 absurdity of a twelve-year old’s mind. 



Years passed, and with the arrival of high
school came the desire to, quite literally,
start a fresh chapter. Pages that once
contained doodles and tasteful scribbles
began to bear the weight of daily
schedules, hasty to-do lists, and brief
anecdotes about current assignments and
classes. Yet over time, as my schedule
began to fill with exams and events,
journaling became an increasingly passive
thought. Books that once bore the proud
signs of cracked spines and worn pages
soon began to rest half-empty on shelves.
Keystone events and significant dates
gradually slipped unacknowledged as
journaling slowly turned from a routine
hobby to a sporadic pastime occurring
solely to jot down last-minute reminders or
appointment notices. 

Over time, the absence of journaling began
to have a minute influence on how I
perceived the world around me. Birthdays,
achievements, and grueling tests came and
went, time flowing like sand as the
significance of such events began to slip
from my memory. Gradually, weeks were
approached on a systematic basis, days
discarded one after another and milestones
being forgotten as quickly as they were
accomplished. 

Now, in my twelfth and final year of high
school, time seems to have tilted on an
apex. Each milestone comes parceled with
the nagging reminder that they may likely
be our last; our last test, last trip, last
event, and last rehearsal before turning
over a new leaf onto the fresh page that is
postsecondary life. As the sands begin to
shift beneath my feet, I look back to the
old paperback notebooks lying sleepily on
the shelf. Thumbing through the glitter-
glued pages, old memories flicker as my
fingers, as if by instinct, itch for a pen.
Though this coming year may be
plundered with mountainous assignments
and a whirlwind of "lasts," I know now
that it's still a year I want never to forget.
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Career
Spotlight
Jerry Chen, IP Attorney

Knowing that he wanted to pursue law since high school, Jerry chose to major in biology due to his strong aptitude for
the sciences. Unlike traditional pre-law majors (e.g. political science, philosophy), biology – being less subjective –
would give him more control over his GPA. In addition, there are no major or course specifications for law school, but
the IP concentration requires a STEM degree. Therefore, majoring in biology opened up a wide range of options for
him. Although his biology degree was instrumental in getting his foot through the door, Jerry doesn’t use it much day-
to-day, as there is not a lot of technical exchange of information. However, his STEM background remains relevant in
IP law, especially for colleagues who regularly work on cases like medical patents.

Intellectual Property law safeguards creations of the mind, including
inventions, designs, and various forms of creative work. It includes the
management of patents, copyrights, and trademarks. To become an IP
attorney, you must have a background in STEM – usually fulfilled through
an undergraduate degree in a related field – and pass both the bar exam
and patent agent exam.

Jerry Chen is an intellectual property lawyer and registered patent and
trademark agent. He runs his own firm, where he helps startups and small
businesses navigate IP protection. With a B.Sc. in Biology from Western
University and a J.D. from the University of Toronto, he leverages his
extensive litigation experience to protect his clients’ intellectual assets.

Jerry’s daily routine contrasts with the fast-paced environment often depicted in legal dramas. After dropping his son
off at school, he begins work at 9:30 AM. The nature of his profession allows him to work from home most of the time.
His day is divided into equal thirds: writing emails to clients, coordinating with his assistant, and working on IP
submissions. He finishes by 6 PM, after which he tries not to do work while at home. Early in his career, however, he
was expected to work 2200 billable hours per year, and sometimes came home at 1 AM. He feels it was important early
on to get that experience, but now enjoys more manageable deadlines. Jerry feels that IP law allows more of a work-life
balance than other fields of law given the less frequent court appearances and generous deadlines – typically four
months for a patent and six months for a trademark.
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Why IP Law?

Typical Day in the Life

What is IP Law?

About Jerry Chen
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