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TAKING FLIGHT 
 
 
Dear reader, 
 
SomeƟmes, life can get a bit hecƟc. It can get downright overwhelming.  
SomeƟmes, amidst a storm of obligaƟons—looming deadlines and sports pracƟces and vol-
unteering and part-Ɵme jobs, all of them pressing, pressing, pressing against you—it helps to 
step aside for a moment.  
 
Breathe in. Breathe out. 
 
SomeƟmes, it helps to remind yourself of Ɵmes when life was firmly in your grasp. It helps to 
remind yourself that you and only you can shape your desƟny, that you are an invesƟgator, 
an arƟst, an innovator. That you have accomplished so much, and that you will conƟnue to 
explore and create and inspire. 
 
We of the Youth Workshop would like to share with you a few of these moments of self-
discovery, ingenuity, independence, and enterprise, with the hope that from our self-made 
strength you may possibly find your own. 
 
Take the iniƟaƟve. Take that chance, delve a liƩle deeper—you may just find  
yourself. Take your courage and screw it to the sƟcking point. Take the road less traveled.  
 
Take flight. 
 
Sincerely, 
Vivian Xu 
Editor-in-Chief 



A  —  B 
Victoria Wang 
 
 
 
According to math, the shortest distance from point A to point B is a line. 
 
According to Madeleine L'Engle, the shortest distance is a wrinkle. 
 
When I was a kid I thought writers were brilliant magical beings who could bend Ɵme 
and space at will, and I wanted nothing more than to be one of them. I would constantly 
write stories unƟl bedƟme and then, once my parents were done checking on me, sneak 
the light back on and keep wriƟng. I loved it - the wonder, the freedom, the pure exhila-
raƟon of creaƟvity. 
 
But eventually the world smacked me in the face: writers, everyone was suddenly tell-
ing me, contributed nothing to society. They floundered in coffee shops and cheap 
apartments and leached off of the rest of society with fake stories, childish fantasies, 
and elaborate lies. I was horrified - I didn't want to be a leach. I wanted to be a some-
body, someday. So I listened. Hey, math and science are cool aren't they? Yeah, sure. 
Maybe I'll advance technology inside American homes and uncover a cure for cancer. 
What do you do for fun? Oh, you know, I read. And someƟmes write, a liƩle bit, for fun, 
you know. A hobby. Not seriously or anything, not at all, thank goodness. Because I'm 
old enough to know that the shortest distance from point A to point B can't possibly be 
a wrinkle, it has to be a line. 
 
In the summer before Senior year, everything changed. 
 
“Poetry is an acƟon.” 
 
My pencil froze on the desk. I stared at my creaƟve wriƟng camp instructor, who was 
scrawling the quote with white chalk on the blackboard. He looked at my fellow camp-
ers and me. 
 



“Writers have no other reason but to change the world.” 
 
It was like a door opened, fingers snapped, lights switched on. What do writers do? We 
help shape a society’s ideas, beliefs, and morals; we change the world. It turns out that the 
old adage, "the pen is mighƟer than the sword," is true aŌer all. Armies don't take up their 
swords unƟl they believe in what they're fighƟng for, and that means someone put pen to 
paper and convinced them. In camp, I discovered the very acƟve role writers have in help-
ing to break social barriers, connect opposite cultures, and revoluƟonize concepts of what 
“acceptable” means. Now I know that the shortest distance from point A to point B can be 
anything - a wrinkle, a subtle knife, a door to the spirit world, a conversaƟon with God. 
Words do have magical powers. They can explore real ideas through the fantasƟcal, and 
they have the inexplicable ability to bridge one person to another.  

AŌer this revelaƟon, I felt like my enƟre life had finally snapped into focus and given me a 
real, concrete goal to work towards. Become a novelist? Sure. And, okay, maybe someday 
I'll haunt the local coffee shop and fill my apartment with empty Chinese takeout cartons - 
but who cares? I'll be doing what I love, doing it for a purpose, and doing it beƩer each 
passing day. Nobody is obligated to simply walk the line from point A to point B. There are 
airplanes, hot air balloons, giant peaches carried by seagulls, and each individual is free to 
pick any one. As for me, I'm crossing the distance on a dragon’s back. 



Capturing his likeness 
Monica Shi 
 
 
 
 

 
 
I stare at my father. I see his short hair, cut to perfecƟon twice a month by my mother’s ex-
perienced hands and dyed black by his own. I noƟce the subtle wrinkles by his eyes that 
come to life when he laughs, home to old memories that conƟnue to live and new memories 
that have yet to be made. The two creases nestled between peppered eyebrows have dark-
ened with age, but his eyes remain the same. They are walks in the park, tennis games at 
night, fresh tea in the mornings – they are home. And so I begin to draw.  
 



 
First the long face, the sharp jawline, the defined cheekbones. Then the crooked nose and 
wrinkled mouth, manifestaƟons of shouƟng matches through paper thin walls and warm em-
braces during dark summer nights. I capture it all. Every stroke I make brings to surface 
memories passed but re-lived. Each defining feature I add redefines the conƟnually evolving 
percepƟon I hold of my father. 
 
To me, art does not provide an escape. It ingraƟates me deeper in the world of reality, for I 
draw to understand, not to flee. It is my duty, but it is also my passion, a means of self-
discovery. I ask myself why I choose to draw my father, to capture his worn smile, to pre-
serve on paper a sight I see every day. This quesƟon, like art itself, is complex. It is fair to say 
that my drawing reminds me of who we were, the experiences we shared, and the role that 
our pasts play in our futures. I cannot create new memories for myself or for others, but I 
can bring to life passions present yet hidden, pains tangible yet unspoken. These raw emo-
Ɵons, which are so essenƟal to the shaping of our individualiƟes, our own essences of being, 
are so oŌen overlooked.  
 
Art forces me to understand who I am before I can ever hope of understanding who others 
are. Only on my own terms and on my own Ɵme was I able to forge this journey of self-
discovery. 
 
By now, my sketch is almost complete. All that is leŌ are the eyes. I shade, erase, carve. The 
eyes on paper are gentle like the chrysanthemums we pick on our daily walks. They sparkle 
like the stars that illuminate the swinging of rackets, the friendly compeƟƟon. They are dark, 
whole, and filling like the tea we brew together. These eyes are my father’s eyes, captured 
by the infinity of art. 



Half and Half 
Amanda Shi 
 
Art is about the cycle of inspiraƟon. Only by inspiring others, or by giving them the means 
to dream, can we inspire ourselves. With such thinking, the idea behind Half & Half Art 
was born. I began draŌing a business plan, contacƟng arƟsts from across the naƟon to 
gather insights and requests, and researching social media outlets for adverƟsing. And 
over the summer, during downƟme in the lab, I created, designed, and launched the 
online web plaƞorm.  
 
At www.halfandhalfart.com, teenage arƟsts are able to submit digital copies of their art-
work, which are then posted up for sale. For every print sold, half the profits go back to 
the arƟst to conƟnue the chain of creaƟvity, and half are donated to the Life Through Art 
FoundaƟon, a charity that funds educaƟonal opportuniƟes in the arts for underprivileged 
children. Through a conƟnuous cycle, arƟsts’ dreams are kept alive, and dreams are creat-
ed for those who otherwise would be unable to dream. 
 
The countless hours I invested into Half 
& Half Art were rewarded upon the 
first sale of a print, and then again 
when we donated our first $300 to the 
Life Through Art FoundaƟon. I am 
amazed that such a fleeƟng idea devel-
oped into a tangible enterprise, bene-
fiƫng and connecƟng real people 
across the naƟon. 



Sunny behind the Steinway Gallery 
Vivian Xu 
 
I used to drive out to West Hollywood every month to aƩend so-called “master classes.” A 
dozen or so of us would squeeze into a dim studio crowded with music stands and CDs and 
books. Then we would wait, shuffling sheet music and notebooks, eyes affixed to the grand 
piano in the center of the room. 
 
Each class, a different musical expert was invited to give a lecture, perhaps a performance, 
then to listen to and advise any students who wished to play. During sessions, delicate prel-
udes and intricate concertos, carefully executed with the nearby teacher in mind, certainly 
were musical feats. But it was during breaks when the magic truly happened. 
 
In the half hour we had aŌer a lecture, we automaƟcally gravitated towards the piano and 
played blues and duets and diƫes—whatsoever we pleased. It was during one such break 
that my friend Noah pulled me onto the piano bench and asked me to play “that one song I 
sent you—you know, the classy one.” 
 
I obliged. Suddenly hyperaware of the two dozen eyes turned my way, I nervously plunked 
out a few notes. I glanced over at Noah, who smiled at me expectantly. Mentally yelling at 
myself to just go for it, I willed myself to melt into the song. I thought about what I wanted 
to convey: leaves crunching underfoot, a contemplaƟve walk alone. Self-consciousness flew 
out the window, and the sweet melancholy of the song welled up to take its place. 
 
When the last chord faded, there was a moment of silence. Then, Noah, grinning hugely, 
whispered a simple “wow” and topped it off with quiet applause.  The background murmur 
of the room returned, and I rose, embarrassed to have bared my soul, but ecstaƟc to have 
inspired another. 
 
I’ve always striven to touch as many people as possible. Whether through music, art, or 
teaching, I want to express myself sincerely and convey my love for this singular world. Most 
of all, I want to bring the same light that was in Noah’s eyes that day to others’ eyes, to reach 
them, to both shed light and create its spark.  
 
Then, I will have found fulfillment. 



UnƟtled 
Kevin Shi 
 
 
 
Theseus 585b orbits a dim red star 17 light years from Earth. High moisture levels lead to 
violent storms and near omnipresent fog; the sun dyes the sky deep scarlet, and what 
photosyntheƟc life survives is black as jet to make the most of the weak light. This world is 
harsh, alien, and unforgiving, but here I am content, for one reason: Theseus 585b does 
not exist. I designed this ficƟonal world, and in exploring this place so removed from day-
to-day life I have discovered in myself an ability to innovate would never have discovered 
otherwise. My world has freed me to be independent and autonomous. 
 
Since I was a child, I have wriƩen stories. I admit I placed the first ones in worlds I did not 
own: I would watch a cartoon on Saturday morning and make it my playground by Satur-
day aŌernoon. Content to sculpt in other sandboxes, I consumed the work of others unƟl 
one day I decided that I could do beƩer. As I had just read Tolkien, saying my ambiƟons 
were stretched would be an understatement. Nevertheless, the idea consumed me. I 
would not make some dull clone of mundane Earth. Instead, I brewed an anachronisƟc 
stew of all things that roared, shone, and exploded. I was as a god—a god with a bed Ɵme 
of nine o’clock—but a god nonetheless, with divine might unquesƟonable. My mongrel 
Eden shambled with me through the garden of youth, and for a Ɵme I was happy. 
 
When my childhood paradise, so trite and nonsensical, stumbled into the harsh light of 
adulthood, I cringed. Silence, polite refusal, or brusque denial answered every aƩempt to 
showcase the place I loved so much. Shaken, I withdrew and set to work on a new, adult 
world, one worthy of praise. With every step I heard the crack of thin ice, as voices within 
and without whispered: keep it simple, but make it detailed. Be original, but be familiar. 
Keep up with the trends! It’s been done! No one will read that! Crumpled paper, the corps-
es of nascent worlds, liƩered my bedroom floor; my stories gasped and fell, paralyzed by 
doubt. AŌer years of false starts, I gave up. I archived my notebooks and resigned myself 
to live a dull clone of a mundane life. 
 



My imaginaƟon refused. I could not give up; to be dull would be to defy every fiber of my 
being. I watched a documentary on stars and wondered what lived there. I saw hawks and 
squirrels, and wondered what would take their place in the distant galaxy. I drove to 
school and wondered what marvels aliens saw on their roads. Details surrounded me that I 
took, 
 
 tweaked, and added to Theseus 585b. As I read books like Xenology and Guns, Germs, and 
Steel, my mind buzzed: what socie es existed there? How did they live? What did they val-
ue? QuesƟon aŌer quesƟon came, but “Will anyone like this?” never numbered among 
them. Freed, my pencil carved conƟnents and sang civilizaƟons. I twisted one detail and 
watched the consequences ripple through the world; it did not empower, but humble me. 
This place I had made—or, rather, discovered—was greater than me. Its depth implied in-
finity. Its magnitude defied comprehension. It was beauƟful. 
 
Of the places where only I have gone, Theseus is not alone. Only I have walked the plains 
of Shira Hay, negoƟated the arenas of StaƟon 83, and navigated the horrors of the White 
World. The path cannot be walked with whimsy alone; it requires utmost diligence, and 
while the journey never ceases to challenge and humble me, each step also demands the 
pride found only in those with faith in themselves. I owe it to our world to show mine in all 
their splendor. Even now, I am craŌing the ship to Theseus: the planet may be 17 light 
years away, but one day all it will take to get there is a book and Ɵme to read it. 



Brake Slowly 
Anita Gao 
 
 
“ZHA, ZHA!!!” 
 
To an outsider, more specifically a non-Chinese speaker, those strident sounds that grate 
my ears mean nothing but gibberish. But to me, those sharp syllables are a signal to im-
mediately smash my foot on the leŌ pedal. 
 
The car lurches violently as I brake. My mom’s notoriously shrill voices berates me in Chi-
nese for braking so suddenly but then takes on a more stern, construcƟve tone: “Brake 
slowly!” 
 
Almost a year aŌer geƫng my drivers permit, I am finally able to go on the road alone 
(legally). And in even less than a year, I will finally be able to live my life on my own at col-
lege (though my parents will thankfully sƟll be paying for my living costs and tuiƟon). 
 
In a world where almost anything can be a symbol, driving, to me, is a perfect representa-
Ɵon of independence. Learning to drive is a journey all on its own. As an Asian female, I 
was already at a disadvantage before even turning on the engine for the first Ɵme. But 
aŌer months of my mother howling at me to “zha”, I was able to grasp a meager under-
standing of the ways of the road. 
 
Life is, in a sense, the same. In the first stage, my parents had power over the places I 
could go. I was unable to travel anywhere out of walking distance without having to hop in 
my dad’s beat up 1997 Taurus that grew up with me (my dad treats it like it’s his third 
child) or my mom’s classic Asian “mom van,” the Honda Odyssey.  
 
Next comes the permit stage, where my parents were sƟll there to advise me as I gained 
hands-on experience both living and driving. Memorizing every page on the driver’s man-
ual (not that I did that) is commendable; perhaps the Asian in you wants to score perfect 
on the wriƩen permit test! But in reality, one cannot understand driving unƟl he or she 
drives. A person can recognize every obscure traffic sign by heart, know all the rules of a 



roundabout, but a person can’t understand the sensiƟvity of the gas and brake pedals, the 
blinding headlights of adjacent cars at night, the rush of controlling such a great and terrible 
weapon unƟl he or she is siƫng in the driver’s seat manning the vehicle. And likewise, I 
won’t truly understand what independent living is unƟl I experience it myself. Soon, I will be 
the one in the driver’s seat of my own life with no one else by my side telling me where to 
go or when to brake. 
 
While I had a permit, I found my mom’s incessant driving criƟques annoying but simultane-
ously comforƟng. Now, aŌer graduaƟng to a license, I almost (emphasis on almost) miss her 
constant freƫng and presence in the shotgun. It’s difficult to describe the mixture of excite-
ment and fear that overwhelmed me the first Ɵme I drove alone. As one gains more experi-
ence driving independently, the feeling wears off unƟl driving becomes a simple rouƟne. The 
nervous energy is no longer there, and it is instead replaced with familiarity. 
 
My mom taught me all she knows about driving, and she is sƟll trying to teach me all she 
knows about life. Whenever I go out on the road alone, my mom is giving me her complete 
trust to not screw up my life, or even worse, her car. Every obstacle I face on the street and 
on my feet is an experience for me to learn from. As I conƟnue to gain independence on the 
road to being an adult, my mother’s screech to “zha” will periodically ring in my head, only 
now it’s beginning to sounds less screeching and more soothing. When traffic is overwhelm-
ing, when glaring red or white lights obstruct my vision, when gravity collapses on me as I 
plummet downhill, I will remember my mother’s advice to “brake slowly.” 
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TOC Second Semester Starts TOCS 

01/31/2014 Chinese New Year - The Year of the Horse—   

02/01/2014 Senior Chiense New Year CelebraƟon   Chester’s Asia Chinese Res-
taurant 

02/16/2014 CCCA Chinese New Year Performance   T.O. Civic Arts Plaza 

03/02/2014 Spring Banquet Sheraton Hotel, Agoura 
Hills 

03/09/2014 Deadline for TOCS Principal candidate NorminaƟon  
  

03/15/2014 CCCA Board MeeƟng #3  TO Learning Center 

03/29/2014 TOCS Track and Field Meet TOCS 

03/29/2014 VoƟng day for TOCS Principal    TOCS 

04/05/2014 Arbor/Earth Day   Conejo Creek Park 

04/06/2014 Spring Hiking  Malibu Creek State Park 

04/20/2014 Deadline for CCCA/PVA directors norminaƟon 
  

05/01/2014 Deadline for CCCA Academic Merit Awards ApplicaƟon  
  

05/03/2014 CCCA Jounal Publishing - Spring Issue TOCS 

05/11/2014 Mother's Day CelebraƟon  TBD 

05/17/2014 Deadline for CCCA BOD ElecƟon Ballot CollecƟon  TOCS 

05/17/2014 
Official Announcement of CCCA VP & Directors ElecƟon re-
sults  TOCS 

05/24– 05/26/ 
2014 CCCA Memorial Weekend Camping   Lake Arrowhead 

6/1/2014 Senior Party   TBD 

6/8/2014 CCCA Board TransiƟon MeeƟng  TBD 

 6/8/2014 CCCA Award and Scholarship PresentaƟon Local High Schools 



 

Yang Xiaoming (858)776-1324  

Duan Zhibang (805)498-2372  

Yu Tina (818)635-3507  

Wu Yingchun (818)205-5366  

Yeh Wanlin (805) 552-4935  

Shang Hong (805)241-6291  

Yu Amy (818)707-6990  

Li  Wencheng (805)492-3168 *,  

Wang Zhifang (805)822-9747  

Tseng Janet (818)889-8770  

Ma Hong (818)575-6487 ,  

Rong Zhaoli (818)241-5636 /  

Zhang Li (805)499-9836  

Wu Eric (818)943-3323 *,  

Wu John (805)991-6132 /  

Qin Lian Zhao (818)991-6180  

Chulak Tina (818)292-1822  

Chen Wanfu (805)405-2257  

Lee Tim (805)338-2031 /  

Pan Jianmei (805)231-3808  

Bao Jiemin (805)300-9400  

Xu Weilong (805)492-6558  

Li Qiong (818)871-9784  

Chiang Bill (818)518-6397  

Woo Carol (818)284-0679  

Qian Wenchien (818)941-9067  




