Ashley Chung

After our guide’s smooth translation,
we began our work of forging our “true
selves.” I started out fiddling with a
block of mud in front of me, then started
creating a face. Whose face it was I had
no idea. I made a jaw, and pushed down
two spots with my fingers to create eyes.
Earlier, I had found some tiny yellow
flowers, sharp blades of grass, and fairly
big and elaborate purple flowers—I
slowly blended in those elements of
nature into my little sculpture. My final
product looked something like an ancient
rock sculpture that had yellow flowers
inserted in its mouth and left ear, sharp
grass in its right year, and (relatively)
giant purple flower blooming out of its
head.

Miriam Bussel-Alonso

And she is dancing before me,
awakening emotions:
Anger, sadness, bliss,
Miseries, venom, devotions.
—I will always adore you.
—Perhaps you never knew me.
—In my dreams, I always damn
The promise of your always,
Always,
Always.
Feel her dancing
Like the bitter bite of a kiss
In the dark hour
Enough to fill a vast, ignored, abyss.
Now I know.
For this dancing clears your head
And calms your deepest beast,
Bow to her spell.

It is in vain to look away.

Aarman Pannu

I must say thanks to a few people who are
helping me recover. Ibuprofen—aside from its
horrible taste—has helped the most, though
sometimes it works too well and I think I am fully
recovered prematurely. I would also like to thank
my family for giving me the ibuprofen and also
being supportive. In all seriousness, I really must
thank one person in particular. I think her name was
Carey, but I regret not remembering with complete
confidence. Carey saw me in distress and decided to
stop and give me a ride back home. She worked at
Binghamton University as the head of cleaning staff.
She candidly told me that she, too, had once been hit
while on a bike and that a stranger with a pick-up
truck had helped her, and she didn’t mind that I was
bleeding on her car seat, or that I was a stranger, or
that I the only compensation I could give her was a
mere thank you.

Andy Cao

Present Perspective
The blaring TV
The bright phone screens
The clicking keyboard
The ink on paper
Are they weapons
or are they aids?
Filled with
two sides so different,
separated
by ideals and broadcasting names.
A battle
of worded swords.
Piercing with each syllable.
Yet they look,
Just attack.
I figured out,
It is hard to see the heart behind the weapons
When all they do is slash.
Figure out how their heart leads
Or else
The only thing you’ve got is
fear

and
worded swords.

Anya Sastry

The sun is almost gone now, signaling the end
of this moment; however, as it sinks lower and
lower, the promise to rise again tomorrow burns
brighter than ever, lighting up the sky.
*****
Tanzania, I will be back. For the animals, for the
beautiful sunrises, for the starry nights, for the
amazing people, and for all the happiness.

Azoya Clarke

Hauling my meager belongings up the driveway, I stopped and scaled
the building with eyes of awe. As though nothing had changed, the house
stood frozen in time, a relic of my childhood. There, at the corner of Beech
and McKee Street. was my grandma’s house. It was a two-story home with
sizable porch adorned with benches, stray playing cards, wind chimes,
and a doormat that read, “Welcome Home.” Other than the chipped paint
on the side paneling and the withering garden that my grandmother used
to tend to everyday, not much had changed since I last visited two years
earlier. As a child, I had stayed at Grandma Jolie’s house every weekend.
After school on Fridays, she would pick me up in her bright yellow
Volkswagen Beetle and we would cruise around town, occasionally
engaging in a game of punch buggy with other cars as we waited for the
stoplight. When we would get home, we would feast on peanut butter cups,
sugar cookies, chips, and all the other delicacies that my parents would
never allow. As we watched the sun set from the porch with all the other

kids in the neighborhood, Grandma would school us in card games,
occasionally letting me win.

Caroline Thompson

A blackberry-stained lake, bubbling with life
Topped by lily pads perched atop the gentle ripples
Rather than breathtaking, the land invited you to inhale its perfumes
And not too big, not too small, the cottage stood modest from the outside
Upon entry, the amiable home giggled through its frilled curtains
Its sunflower kitchen simply flavored with copper pots & pans & blue china

Eric Zhang
Amidst the audience, Andrew and dozens of other people from Gabriel’s company are
sitting. They are listening closely to Gabriel’s speech. They are supporting him. They are
admiring him as he stands confidently at the center of the stage, delivering his entire thoughts to
the city, the polluted city, the veiled city.

Hannah Adler

Today, Serena chooses the electrical
outlets. She waddles towards them with
purpose, her fists clenched and her brow
furrowed. I press the small of my back up
against the power sockets, watching the
devilish smile fade from Serena’s face. She’s
yearning for the indented plastic of the
outlet, an exciting new toy for her to
explore. I’m blocking her from the terrifying
contraption that could injure her. We’re
both looking at the same object, but we’ve
drawn very different conclusions.

Hannah Holdaway

“How do you know my name?” I
snapped back. He raised his eyebrows
little, and then he glanced around the
room before turning back to me and
pointing. I looked down to see my
name tag stuck on my shirt. The
corners of the name tag were curling
over, leaving a barely legible Madison.
“Oh.”

Isabelle Halsey

My first teacher, a Romanian immigré and
violin prodigy, had fled the Ceauşescu regime
in the early 1980s by crossing the Italian Alps
with only his violin on his back. He chose to
have me start learning the violin using the
same violin technique books that he had used
as a child. We started by playing pizzicato, or
by plucking one string. Every afternoon after
school, I patiently plucked Romanian folksongs for half-an-hour until my teacher
deemed me ready for the complexities of a
horsehair bow two months later.

=

Kassie Rivera

“Well, obviously they could have
done something because if they had
tried their best she wouldn’t be
f****** dead now, would she!” Kat
screamed, still raging.
Kat remembers standing there
looking down at her mother and
then her anger dissipating. Pity for
her mother took its place, then a
small bit of hope that everything
truly was just a joke. But no amount
of wishing could change the truth.
Kat looked away then, unable to

spend any longer looking at the
pathetic image before her.

Kristin Santana

I remember the first time my open-toe
sandals kissed the cracked city cement.
As the hexagonal buses gasped for space
between the train columns and the black
cabs zoomed off to catch the green lights,
dirt and dust entered the cozy crevices of
my feet. With confidence, I strutted down
the streets of the infamous Washington
Heights.

Mariapaula Gonzalez

“What happened in there?”
“Oh, I, um, got fired.”
He didn’t look surprised.
“Was I distracting you?” Lucas said
jokingly.
Fiona blushed.
“No,” she lied.
Lucas chuckled, admiring her.

“That record store I work at is hiring, if
you’re interested,” he offered.

I dream of the beauty from the stables,
the indigenous silk-covered horses
blinding me
with their oil-polished hooves.
Their rambunctious gallops and prances,
a mesmerizing vision,
dance across my mind
almost as gracefully
as their manes frolic in the wind.

Mark Valadez

Difficult, telling the time by the sun,
As the shades of the canyon come and go.
Challenging, telling distance by the step,
As the corners of the canyon come and go.

Matthew Weng

Eagles-Repeat Champions?
To win a Super Bowl in the NFL is a prestigious accomplishment; to win one with a
backup quarterback is an even taller task. The 2017-2018 Eagles did just that over the Patriots.
The Eagles have built a great all-around team that is full of effective free agents surrounding
future star quarterback Carson Wentz. Their roster looked unstoppable last year and they look
formidable this year as well.

Eagles in 2018
The Eagles did not lose any major pieces on offense this offseason. Trey Burton, the
second string tight end who made a big impact during the playoffs left for the Chicago Bears and
Torrey Smith was traded to the Panthers mid-way through the offseason. Other than those two
movements, the offense stayed put. However, the offense might not be as dominant this season
as it was last year. Firstly, Carson Wentz made many plays by being extremely mobile.
However, coming off a torn ACL injury, he will likely lose some of the mobility he exceled with
last year. More importantly, by losing Torrey smith, the Eagles are losing a key slot presence that
needs to be replaced as Smith dominated matchups and got other receivers open by demanding
attention.

Natalie Halsey

When my family had to leave Taiwan, I was
heartbroken. I was leaving the first true friends I had
ever known, a school that challenged and inspired
me, and a beautiful, thriving city. I would miss the
delicious street food and cute kitschy stores, the
endless bubble tea shops and high rises. I would miss
the view from my window, of red brick buildings
against the vibrant green hills, and the sound of my
friends laughing together in the humid night. I’d miss
the clean subway and dirty alleyways. But most of all,
I’d miss my friends. I would hold my experiences with
them forever in my heart. I had begun to come out of
my shell that year, a process I am still working on,
thanks to those girls and Captain America.

Krishnapriya Rajaram

Amongst the feverish foil
That seldom crinkles and cracks
A hurricane begins to boil
Princely umber tones vibrate
Rich, heady wine flows
The sky collapses from the weight
In mineral-filled waves
To the dented earth below
Who said the sky behaves?

Ryan Jones
“…your word is schadenfreude.”
“What?” she blurted, the spotlights intensifying, searing bare flesh. Her nails dug into the scratchy
denim of her jeans.
“Schadenfreude […] Would you like a definition?”
“Yes,” she wheezed, her knees wobbling beneath her. Was she having a stroke? A heart attack?
Transforming into The Hulk?
“Pleasure… someone… misfortune/”
What was the man saying? Was he making fun of her?
“All right…sharkenfrank.”
“It’s schadenfr-”
“S-” Her legs surrendered, toppling into each other as her shoulder plunged into the podium.
“C?” She scratched at the wood, scrambling to regain footing.
“H! A?” Hot tears stung her eyes then cascaded down her rosy cheeks.
“D….” She slumped into a tangled mess of limbs, forehead again smacking the dust-coated cedar as she
fumbled. The room remained silent.
“Um, E….” Behind her, a high-pitched giggle crescendoed slowly, until the boy, that arrogant boy,
gasped for breath, his feet kicking wildly at the emptied chairs around him.
“N.” Wait, what was that?
“F.” There it was again. Yes, someone was clapping.
“R.” Another person joined. And another. And another.
“E!” The room exploded with uproarious applause, soon accompanied by a two-syllable refrain.
“Ab-by! Ab-by! Ab-by!”
“U!” She grabbed the podium, shoving her legs into a standing position.
“AB-BY! AB-BY! AB-BY!”
“D!” The boy’s cackling had stopped; she peeked, and saw his eyebrows now scrunched into a jealous
scowl.
“E!”
She strode back to her seat, letting the applause flood the auditorium. The boy’s Nike’s tapped
ferociously against the floor, as plump beads of his sweat tumbled down his clenched fists.
“Good luck,” she sneered, as her lips spread into a smile.

Steele Citrone

…the remnants of a crimson rose emerged from a mountain of snow.
Clinging to life with all of its will, this rose, while damaged and of few
petals, persevered through the frozen wasteland of winter. As I hovered my
hand over this delicate flower, I gazed upon the contrast of the rich color
with the pure white snow. Gently releasing the flower from its agony and
pain, I pulled it from its stem. Then, pretending it was a bouquet of flowers,
I shut my eyes to the world and threw the bloom up into the air. Almost
simultaneously, cutting through the air at lightning-fast speed, tiny wings
whizzed past my ear, and when I opened my eyes again, the dark crimson
rose was nowhere to be seen in the surrounding pure white snow.
I still contemplate what exactly I heard in that moment, for I know my
hypothesis seems impossible, but the sound still rings in my ear: the
sound of a rapid heartbeat.

Liam Scott

My aunt studied abroad in Palermo, Italy
for a year during high school, and while she
was there she wrote a fabulous poem called
Away. A copy of it hangs in the sitting room of
my grandmother’s house, and I read it every
time I visit. I think about it whenever I travel,
too, and I think about what being away means
to me. I like the sound of being away more
than the sound of being abroad. It sounds
more romantic, more this-ness-esque.

Ryan Natcharian

Barcelona
She wraps herself in mismatched garments of vibrant
oranges and yellows so you can’t tell her age. Their styles
vary from ancient to modern, clashing in a way only she can
make work. She wears them airy in some places and tight in
others; her unique smell drifts only where she wishes it to.
Rome
The sun has beaten the hide of his face into a thick crinkle of
leather. His old bones bend beneath the weight of his
enormous muscles, once hardened from his victories against
others, now soft, speckled with crusted brown.

