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When I wake up I become alive
I glisten in the sky’s eye

Everything is vibrant 
Everyone is at peace.

 
I watch over my city

with my streaked cheeks
and widespread arms.

 
My warm rays stretch out

encompassing each building
glorifying the grey city.

Adults on their journeys to work
hunched over

an invisible force dragging them down.

SUNRISE
BY ZOE SCHWINGEL-SAUER
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Kids departing to school
bright eyes

a supportive force pushing them up.
 I start to open my eyes,
I reflect off my waters

Nothing sits still
Everyone is crazed

I start to open my eyes,
I reflect off my waters

Nothing sits still
I set the sky ablaze

I start to open my eyes,
I reflect off my waters

Nothing sits still
Everyone is crazed.



BLACK COFFEE
BY MARLYN MOONEY

I sit in the little cafe, 
the one with bleak traces of human existence.
The cafe that opens at 3 am,
the one for the insomniacs who dream through their writing.
I try to write poetry,
but all that comes out is your name.
What song do I want to hear,
that isn’t the offbeat but in tune melody of your heart.
What poem do I want to write
that isn’t about our love of Bukowski or Vivaldi. 
Another cup of coffee. 

The denouement.
I carved your name into an ice cube, 
pressed it to my heart, and let it melt you into my pores. 
I hope you never have to think about anything
as much as I think about you. 
Your fingers dove into me like quotation marks.
Our conversations were more intimate
than the words our bodies spoke. 
We were drenched in darkness yearning for stars. 
Perambulating micro-universes,
we have never been before and we will never be again.
Another cup. 

I’d rather spill this coffee all over my skin
than write about you anymore.
(It would burn less)
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CRIMSON
BY ANNA SUGRUE

His shadow spilled out from his white rubber toes like coffee on 
a bad morning. He slumped forward as he worked, against the 
light. 
We made eye contact in a reflection. 
His eyes, clear and gray, sank deep into his skull. Like he was 
waiting for something. 
I didn’t look away. Neither did he.

When he touched my waist, every nerve in my body ignited. 
When I touched his cheek, the monotonous beige walls melted 
away from us.  Our lips met, perfectly off center, and all I knew 
was his warmth. 

I smell him sometimes. When I’m nowhere near him. He smells 
like closeness. Like one too many long days. I inhale. I exhale. I 
inhale. 

There is a moment, right before I close my eyes, when I remem-
ber that I am looking at the world through a looking glass. The 
blur, of life against darkness, echos in the back of my throat. 
I inch just a little closer to him, so one day I’ll remember what it 
feels like to be the opposite of alone.
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A rabbit sings songs.
A rabbit plays songs.
A rabbit plays ballads.
Some rabbit plays ballads.
Some rabbit plays violin.
Some thing plays violin.
Some thing plays cards.
Some thing throws cards. 
The thing throws cards.
The thing throws knives.
The thing throws knives
The thing throws knive
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220335
BY JOSH BERG



The sun was just beginning to bleed over the endless line of trees 
when Calder arrived at the clearing. As he entered, he was greet-
ed by a chilly gust of wind that brushed against his brown leather 
jacket and through his blond hair. Letting out a gentle sigh of 
relief, he dropped his things and took in the place. It was small 
and sheltered, surrounded on all sides by vast and leafless woods. 
This was where he would be camping on this November night.

Soon, a modest fire lit up the shadowy evening, throwing pale red 
light about as the inevitable dusk crept nearer. To the quiet tune 
of the forest, Calder had pitched his tent, and after the long hike, 
now sat relaxed. 

The temperature sank like an anchor as the young night settled 
in and wrapped its hands around the forest. Despite the wintry 
conditions, Calder was not uncomfortable. There was something 
peaceful about being the only one in the calm dusk, with the only 
sounds that escaped into the air his own breathing and the occa-
sional crackle of the waning fire. 

A feeling of drowsiness began to cloak Calder, and weights 
formed on his eyelids. Unable to keep them open any longer, he 
slowly began to fade away. The near silent buzz of the forest and 
the soft sound of the fire scorching the air washed into a collage 
of sound as sleep blanketed him. 

Calder woke abruptly with a bitter taste in his mouth. It was now 
thick dark, and the fire was a mound of blackened ashes from 

THE NOVEMBER NIGHT
BY ZACK HERSH



Water by Jasmin Gilliam



which no light or heat escaped. Even the stars and the moon were 
blocked out by a veil of clouds that prevented the smallest hopes 
of luminance from passing through. Letting his body slack, he 
exhaled and shifted uncomfortably. He was awake now, no longer 
stalked by drowsiness or in the peaceful certainty of sleep. The 
darkness was flawless. His eyes dilated futilely to try to penetrate 
it, but it was cruel and unrelenting. He stretched out, letting his 
mind drift and his thoughts meander. He realized he had no 
idea what time it was, or what had brought him out here tonight, 
surrounded by the simple calm of the woods. It was dark and 
cold, and he was alone. What was he doing here? His thoughts 
continued to wander, and they reached his love back home. He 
felt his eyes glaze over, and on the black screen in front of him he 
saw her face, bright and shining, lighting the dark. Images of her 
looking at him danced off his eyes and he remembered stroking 
her hair as she leaned into his chest, her head rising and falling 
with each exhale. 

As the eidetic images wrapped in front of him, the conversation 
they’d shared before he left resounded in his ears. He heard the 
hints of doubt and confusion in her voice when she asked why he 
was going out camping by himself during the middle of Novem-
ber. He heard himself try to explain, but the reasons couldn’t have 
been true. He remembered trying to reassure her that nothing 
bad was going to happen to him, he had camped in the woods 
before. But he could not ignore the expression that came over her 
face as she tried to be supportive but could not understand him. 
Fluidly, with all of this on playback, the last words she said to him 
echoed in his mind like endless ripples across a lake. I’ll miss you. 

Miss you. Miss you. Miss you. The words reverberated through 
the night, and then shattered the illusory pictures in front of him, 
leaving just the blackness. Calder stared blankly at the ghosts of 



the images and realized that sleep was once again encroaching 
upon him. Still hearing the remnants of the conversation, he 
groped about blindly for the tent, found the zipper, and pushed 
inside. The vision of her face was pasted to the inside of his eye-
lids as he swiftly fell away.

Calder opened his eyes to rich light filling the tent as the sun 
peeked over the line of trees. Cold, fresh November air surround-
ed him as he lifted himself up and into the day. What had been so 
consuming and complete the night before now seemed so small 
and powerless. His gaze passed through the trees around him, 
and he felt fulfilled. He would get an early start back home, as 
the morning was young, and she would be waiting for him. He 
packed up camp quickly, threw the backpack over his shoulders, 
and in an undramatic goodbye, set off on the trail.

Morning was still entering as Calder hiked. The trip would only 
take a couple of hours. He moved efficiently, and his rests were 
brief. The forest chattered around him silently as he plowed 
through it. 

Out of the clear, perfect November sky a sudden noise sounded, 
puncturing the silence and exploding over the calm; a thunder-
ing, rumbling boom-pop that shook the ground. Another sound-
ed, and Calder screamed. Pain shot through his gut and sprawled 
through his body, and he bent over, gasping for air. Fire burned 
in his stomach. His mouth was suspended open, but no sound 
came out. He wrapped his arms around his waist, and his hands 
and shirt became sticky and red, stained by hot spilling blood. 
His vision blurred, and he caught a glimpse of something bright, 
unnatural orange. On it, he made out the word POSTED. He 
heard shouting voices as his body was ablaze in agony. I think we 
got one! said a voice followed by running footsteps. No man, shit! 
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It’s a young man! We shot a young man! Calder fell over clutching 
his gut as the voices grew nearer and more distant at the same 
time. The world was blurry, so blurry. . .

Suddenly, he was back. 

Back in the clearing. Amidst the November night. Surrounded by 
cold, thick darkness. 

Suprised Men by August Polite
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Can we paint a world without lies?
Where hatred and corruption are not on the rise?
Where the blood of innocent victims
does not stamp the concrete
Their bodies left out in the sun
devoured by the unforgiving heat
Where liberals and conservatives
meet to agree
That the society will live in
will not set the caged birds free
Why is the man, who saw brown
and shot lead
not locked up behind bars instead?
If he had seen white, would their be a reason to attack
No, he resorted to murder because he saw black
Well I see black coating my skin
And to a villain,
I do feel akin
They have taught us that dark is evil
Night is eerie
This is one of the most celebrated theories
It haunts my mind
Plagues my soul
That people of my kind
Can be so cold
Although I see color
I do see a frame
Our bodies, us being humans
makes us all the same

PEACEFUL CANVAS
BY TK SACCOH



15But Trayvon was seen as evil
Mike Brown, viewed as a miscreant
Because they saw black,
and immediately thought delinquent
But some still insist that it was not about race,
Black vs White has never been the case
I just want the colors to mix
Without murders taking place,
Red blotches symbolizing the death of a soul
Who knew the world could be so cold?

Untitled Comic by Nat Hinton
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I swore an oath to my nation
And a promise to my kin
I will not feel humiliation

I know the state I’m in

I chose this life on my own
For the people whom I adore

This will be written on my stone:
You were all worth fighting for.

“For those I love I will sacrifice”
The words inked on my skin

Now forever resting in paradise
Lord, forgive me of my sin.

Accepting it now, I am dead,
I enter the pearly gates ahead.

I SWORE AN OATH
BY LEAH KELLY



 President Igna slumped in his chair and listened. As the 
ceiling fan whooshed above them, men gathered around the con-
ference table, each dressed in crisp business attire. There wasn’t 
a wrinkle in sight. The President looked up at the man in green 
who leaned down to await his command. “Cancel my appoint-
ments for today,” The President whispered.
 “Let’s get down to brass tacks,” General Anthony de-
manded. He paced back and forth, hands behind his back,eyes 
forward. “War is what this country needs right now. War for the 
sake of all that is good, holy, and pure.”
 The General paused. The man in green handed him his 
cigar, lit it with a match, and then sat down.
General Anthony took a long draw, exhaled and watched as the 
smoke began to waft around the room.
 “Mr. President. If the word war bothers you, say no more. 
I understand that you’re a man who values peace.
But let me tell you something. May I have the permission to speak 
freely?”
 “Yes, you may.”
 “You’re wrong, Mr. President. Peace doesn’t resolve 
anything. War does. Good things result from war. I myself have 
determined the Five Reasons for Warfare. Let me explain.”
 “Please General, go on.”
 General Anthony considered the request and slowly 
smiled as he sucked on his cigar. He replied, “Gladly, Mr. Presi-
dent.”
 He rolled up his sleeves. All eyes were on him as if he 
were about to preach a sermon.

THE FIVE REASONS FOR WARFARE
BY WILL AMARI



 “Reason Number One: Stimulation. War brings out the 
best in men, not just physically, but mentally. War stimulates the 
mind and senses. Young, able soldiers go into battle and all the 
while they’re being stimulated. They sit in a foxhole and while 
bombs explode all around them they start strategizing. Subcon-
sciously, they’re evaluating time and probability, as well as geo-
metric formulas for getting from point A to point B. A sniper in a 
tower, for example, learns trigonometry by estimating the dis-
tance from his target to the tower, all by calculating the missing
angle of the hypotenuse. Operating tanks and bombers involves 
an impressive amount of mechanical knowledge that, thanks to 
the stimulation of war, our soldiers learn very quickly. Stimu-
lation is what our country needs in order to grow and develop 
properly. Without stimuli, neurons stop producing, plasticity 
stops increasing, and the brain doesn’t develop properly. We need 
to stimulate our country in order to prevent it from becoming a 
mind numbing entity such as Switzerland, a simple country that 
fails to grow, learn and evolve.
 Reason Number Two: Team Building and Patriotism. Our 
country was founded by patriots. Let’s never forget that. Without 
patriotism our country would be in shambles. There would be no 
order. Our democratic system as we know it, would be destroyed. 
How exactly do we keep Patriotism alive? The answer starts with 
a W and ends with an R. War, baby, war. Let’s join hands and 
work together to protect what is rightfully ours. Freedom. Liberty. 
Justice. Sadly, our Natural American Rights are slowly eroding. 
When the people understand this, they’ll unite, and by golly,
Mr. President, they’ll want a war so badly they’ll be willing to 
give up their TVs and Big Gulps faster then you can say ¡Viva la 
Revolución! You’ll see your patriotic America. In unison—black, 
white, gay and straight, will all work together to fight against the 
horrible evil, that is... our enemy.
 Reason Number Three: Protection of our Lifestyle. I 



don’t want to worry about my grandson growing up in a world 
where it’s okay to... well... do anything you want, when you want 
to and I’m pretty sure you don’t either. There is a great deal of 
corruption lurking out there. Are we going to sit back and watch 
it overtake our youth? I’m not a violent person Mr. President, but 
if I may quote Steinbeck’s Grapes of Wrath, ‘In the souls of the 
people the grapes of wrath are growing heavily, growing heavily 
of the harvest.’ Deep in my soul, that’s how I feel about violence, 
Mr. President. And if my soul feels threatened, then my soul shall 
grow, and my enemy and all intruders shall feel my wrath! You 
see, I only like fighting when there’s something worth fighting 
for—when it’s meaningful. Violence is worthy only for the protec-
tion of Pure American Values. This reason alone is enough reason 
to wage war, but I’ll continue.
 Reason Number Four: Discipline. I’m old fashioned. I 
admit it. I believe the best way to educate our young country is 
through discipline. And what better way to learn this necessary 
skill than through combat? In war, people learn to listen, follow 
orders and instructions. They learn to walk, talk, and eat proerly. 
At absolutely no cost to them, we teach our soldiers how to live. 
It’s no secret that most of our soldiers are lower middle class. 
We’re giving them a job, a place to go. We’re keeping them off the 
street and out of the jails. At least we are offering them the op-
portunity to become heroes and not criminals, bums, scoundrels. 
Lower income Americans are better off in our hands for we can 
teach them to better their lives all through good old fashioned 
discipline.
 Number Five: The Future, Mr. President, the future. Do 
you know what these undisciplined young people do with their 
time? Are you aware of the sins they commit? Mr. President, I’m 
worried about this generation evolving into a generation of shift-
less swine and unprincipled scum. Can you imagine this country 
without war? Where will our citizens work? How will they live 
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I pledge allegiance to the jury of my peers
To the United Kingdom of my house
To the castle of my fears
 
All hail our lord and savior, big brother’s watchful eye
Pay tribute to our plasma screens
as acid rains down from the sky
 
I pray to see the day when all the people get my message
When the kings may change their ways
And the kids will get God’s blessings
 
I have dreams of a world where we are all serene
where the people are all seen
but that’s only a dream

PLEDGE OF COMPLACENCY
BY LLOYD WILLIAMS

without the support and guidance we give them? Can you imag-
ine? Mr. President, I can’t go on...”
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Submission by August Polite
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 The company had produced a product this year, just like 
they did every year. After testing it, performing surveys, and do-
ing various other things that measured how much people wanted 
this product, the company found that it simply didn’t measure 
up to the competition. Nevertheless, it was the best thing ever. 
Everyone would want to buy it, and once you had it, you would 
wonder how you lived without it. It was nothing short of a revo-
lution in the toaster industry. However, due to the fact that it only 
toasted one slice of bread at a time, didn’t pop up, and was made 
out of ugly plastic, it would be kind of difficult to convince the 
unwashed masses of the facts. This was no job for the engineers 
and designers; this was a job for the marketers.
 The marketers looked at the blueprints, 3D models, 
sketches, and prototypes of the toaster and decided that this 
would be a piece of cake. After conferring for a few hours, they 
decided on the theme for the marketing campaign: minimalism. 
Minimalism was a pretty trendy thing at the time, seen in user 
interfaces for smartphone apps, video games, the actual phones 
themselves, and many other things. It only stood to reason that 
people would want everything to be minimized. Heck, this could 
be expanded into an entire product line - toasters that only toast 
one slice, a blender that is just a square spinning blade, and mi-
crowaves that are not actually microwaves, just solid cubes with a 
few lights on the front. The possibilities are endless! The market-
ers thought of this, and made up a snappy name for the appliance 
line. They also got to work creating a website which had no useful 
information on it whatsoever, but it looked really pretty.
 The next step for the marketers was making the toaster 

THE TOASTER
BY TOBI HAHN



more attractive. Using the plastic shell to their advantage, they 
made the toaster available in a wide variety of bright colors. A 
toaster with a metal shell would be available for an extra charge. 
The marketers prepared an ad campaign that showed the toaster 
and all his fellow minimalist appliances against a white back-
ground with sparse, ambient music. Another ad showed the 
toaster, the frontman of the product line, in all different colors. 
More ads showed the appliances majestically standing amongst 
the cosmos. This made it clear that the toaster was too good to 
pop up, and really, why are you expecting it to pop up? It’s mini-
malist! It’s simple! It’s a revolution!
 There were a few months left until the appliance line 
was released, plus the engineers were getting bored, so to go the 
extra mile and to make it even more attractive they shoved some 
electronics into it and hopped on another bandwagon, turning it 
into a device which could be linked into the Internet of Things. 
A user could make a special gesture in the Toaster App (It had 
no buttons and used gestures only, and turned a special color if 
you did it right.) and boom, their toaster would toast the bread! 
Much easier than pressing the buttons on the toaster yourself. A 
fantastic ad was produced based on this. It featured a busy family 
who wanted to have toast in the afternoon but didn’t have enough 
time to make it when they got home. After years of misery, they 
solved this problem by buying the Toaster (which is what they 
had gotten to calling it now, just Toaster), putting the bread in 
when they left in the morning, and pressing the toast button on 
the app when they got home. This ad won its way into the hearts 
of everyday people everywhere, and drove massive sales of the 
toaster on its release.
 It was time for the toaster to be released to the public! 
The ad mentioned earlier was not run on TV immediately upon 
the release - the company waited for the excitement about the 
launch to die down. They held a big party to celebrate the launch 



24

of the toaster, inviting many high-profile tech executives. When 
asked what he thought about the toaster, one replied: “The party 
was great! I enjoyed it a lot, especially all the free food and mon-
ey.” There was a bit of confusion before he figured out that he was 
being asked about the Toaster, after which he replied that it was 
undoubtedly a revolution, will change the world and the industry 
forever, etc, etc.
 The unwashed masses enjoyed the toaster quite a bit too. 
It sold a million units in a first week. The other appliances sold 
somewhat less, which was understandable because they were not 
marketed quite as much. The company’s tech support line got a 
number of confused calls from buyers who could not figure out 
how to put food into it, even after turning it off and turning it 
back on. The tech support line had to regretfully inform the cus-
tomers that yes, you have bought a solid cube with a smartphone 
app and some blinking lights and no, we do not offer refunds. The 
unwashed masses were quite mad about that one for some reason 
or another. Something about false advertising, it isn’t what we 
said it was, blah blah blah. It clearly said in all the ads that THIS 
MICROWAVE MAY NOT ACTUALLY FUNCTION. WE ARE 
NOT RESPONSIBLE FOR ANY SHED TEARS, TORN OUT 
LOCKS OF HAIR, OR SPENT MONEY. 

On the opposite page:
Do Androids Dream of Electric Sheep? by Ava Olsen





26

I am the one who is scared of the consequences he must face if 
something goes wrong.

I am the one who puts his best effort into his work and yet wor-
ries that his parents will disown him.

I am the one who worries that something is wrong with himself, 
even when he is constantly told that he is fine. 

I am the one who knows the difference between a big deal and a 
not-so-big deal.

I am the one who keeps his anxiety under control and forces him-
self to fight.

I am the one who is proud of who he is and wouldn’t want to be 
anyone else.

I am Benjamin Fink. I am me. 

I AM THE ONE WHO
BY BEN FINK
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[THIS PAGE INTENTIONALLY LEFT BLANK]
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My biggest fear is easily seen in a family photo.
I am scared of becoming like the women who came before me.
I don’t want to inherit the love hate relationship with food
that seems to be passed down from woman to woman.
I see all of them struggling to get thin,
but they only grow thicker.
I do my best to work against it,
but we all know
sweat doesn’t taste better than sweets.
or savories, midnight snacks, sodas, shakes.
They all start to sound like sins after a while.
It’s so overwhelming.
Screaming,
Wait!
Wait,
Weight.
Will I become the person I fear?
Which tastes better, sweat or tears?

FAMILY PHOTO
BY MICHAELA PRELL
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When we were little, we relished our bodies with the curiosity 
and diligence of archeologists.
Studied every new centimeter and scar with incessant awe.
And our obsession with fresh injuries drew us to danger.
Wounds were our flowers and we were a victory garden
Blossoming with yellow and purple perennial bruises.
We were as colorful as our parents’ backyard,
And we would pick our favorites and present them to everyone as 
bouquets.
Waved wiggly teeth and skinned knees like proud pockets of 
posies.

I remember looking in the mirror
And pinpointing every chip, nick, pit, dent, fault, flaw and blem-
ish I could.
If only to trace their outlines and let them tell me stories.
We were our own captains.
These fingers could contour the charted waters of a tummy’s 
timeline,
And this flesh could fold and swell like anatomic salt waves.
We were forever fascinated by our shape.
Our reflections never seemed disgusting until grade school.

Adults came out of the woodwork when we turned ten.
Took tape measures from their usual post measuring our height,
And wrapped them around our abdomens. 
Standing on tiptoe became sucking in stomachs and wanting to 
be bigger became smaller,

#SELFIE
BY CALAMITY JUNG-ALLEN



What is it about growing up that makes us want to be smaller?
They poked my stomach until it was checkered and red.
Pinched my cheeks and squeezed my sides like careless explorers.
They didn’t treat me like the artifact I always thought I had been.
And soon we learned loving yourself was unacceptable. 
When we hit our teens, they told us the same thing. 
Said selfies were the downfall of society.
Convinced us that celebrating your body is narcissistic,
Hate those who love themselves, they told us. 
Call them out, shut them up, break them down.

And it scares me how much I believed them.
And how long. 
How easily they could force words down my throat 
And make me spit them back up at the wrong target.
I am done with swallowing every single myth they slipped slick 
into my mind.
Because the secret’s out: they haven’t done their research on us.
We are patching ourselves up in a world they let sink into a pat-
tern of systematic apathy
Because it told them they weren’t worth paper or memory.
But we are going to write ourselves down or we’ll assemble our-
selves empty.

If they didn’t respect our existence, they should’ve expected resis-
tance.
Do not let bitter adults take these years away from us.
We are allowed to revel in our commodities like they did in 
theirs.
We are allowed to love ourselves and each other.
Show them that we can be happy and as vain as we please.
Tell them look at us!
Look at our legs, look at our bellies, our nails, look at our eyes!



We can want everyone to see every bit of what we’re proud of,
Document every pimple, scar and birthmark,
Every on point eyebrow, liner and lipstick with the curiosity and 
the diligence of an archeologist.
May the dirt of indecision you’ve buried us in crumble.
We promise to dismantle every foot above us with the resolve of 
seeds,
We will destroy the times you told us we couldn’t be cute.
And we’ll look cute while doing it.

Dear Little Black Girl,

I understand.

I understand how hard it is when you comb your thick forest of 
lush curls in the morning

I understand when all the teeth from the comb are scattered 
around your beautiful mane

It means your strength is too damn overpowering that the re-
mainder of it has to go somewhere.

Dear Little Black Girl,

I know how it feels when you’re subjected to chemical alterations 
to fit into society

DEAR LITTLE BLACK GIRL
BY KALI TAYLOR
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Nikola Tesla by Michaela Prell



But, your curls still sprout up like the first spring bud after a 
harsh, blistering winter from your scalp

Because that is you   the real you.

Dear Little Black Girl,

Don’t believe in the white standards of beauty

If anyone dares to sputter the words, “you are less than beautiful, 
less than perfect  ”

The biggest  “screw you” is your wide, radiant smile that can kill 
with your glowing sun rays

Your smile gives warmth, love, and hope.

Dear Little Black Girl,

I know it’s hard to stand tall and proud with your head held high

I know first-hand   my body is like fine china.

I’ve been dropped so many times.

I’ve self  applied tape each and every time

One more drop and all the king’s horses and all the king’s men 
won’t be able to put me back together again

Dear Little Black Girl,

You are not less than black if you’d rather jam out and dance to 
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Taylor Swift than Rihanna

It is okay if you prefer DC Comics to Love & HipHop.

Don’t stop what you’re doing

You are not an Oreo, you are not a white girl trapped in a black 
girl’s body.

Dear Little Black Girl,

It is okay if you do not have rhythm. You’re allowed to not know 
how to clap on the 2 and 4.

It is okay if you don’t have a so called  “black girl’s body”, you are 
still perfect

Don’t be ashamed if you do have a body, if your thighs touch 
because they love each other.

Dear Little Black Girl,

Uplift other black girls

You are the world’s most underrated goddesses, princesses, and 
queens.

Embrace yourself, love yourself, love each other

Signed,

A Little Black Girl
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EDITORIAL

This poem 
was a waste 
of too much 

paper. For this 
reason, it was 
confined to a 
single page.

POETRY IS A WASTE OF PAPER
BY ALEX MARX





temperature drops by tens of degrees
can’t help but wheeze and cough and sneeze

everyone else can whine and pout
there’s nothing I’ve got to complain about

when leaves are falling from these trees

sometimes I miss that summer breeze
and wearing shorts above my knees

I’m pulling all my sweaters out
temperature drops by tens of degrees

I don’t want to melt, I’d rather freeze
then find a blanket to rest at ease

you grab one too, and wipe your snout
and have some tea, ‘cause it’s cold out

I’ll sleep and pretend I’ve got no worries
temperature drops by tens of degrees

FWINTERALL
BY NIA HAMMOND
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The sound vibrates the air
Reaching my ears in a heartbeat.
My ears are open and my eyes are closed,
Drinking in the springy tune.
I try to focus on each instrument
But they blend together
Into something beautiful and unique.
 
My thoughts wander like escaped cattle.
I lasso them back
Trying to stay in the moment.
The performers stand up and
I clap, ready for their next piece.
 
Clutching the paneling,
The next tune is loud and soft, fast and slow.
It’s as unpredictable as the wind.
I lean forward, feeling the volume rise
Along with the tension.
I get carried along with it,
Trying to hum a few bars.
 
I hear a ding and wrench my eyes open.
I realize that I had been
Squeezing the handrail this whole time.
As I step out of the elevator,
I think, “Elevator music… cool”.

MUSIC TO MY EARS
BY CLAIRE BYRNES
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On the previous spread:
Ascent by Leo Levy
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