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Once paralyzed by helplessness,
I, determined to regain
what power I have left, remember
No one saves us but ourselves

B R I T T A N Y  T R I N H

It’s not what you know
It’s who you know, but maybe
The what leads to who

D I M I T R I  K O U F A K I S
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Let the sun press its heat
Drown me in my sweat
At least you pull me from the shadows
Work hard, it’s all that’s left
If not, my light, I will be weak
The fl ower will droop its head
I planted myself away to bloom
Too old to grow anew

C A R L O S  I N I G U E Z

Do what you want to
accomplish, do it today.
Because if tomorrow never
comes, you’ll regret a
day.

S A N D E E P  K A U R
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I
t was late and I struggle to recall which
Number bottle of bliss we were on...but I

Said something that sounded much along the lines of
“Strawberry, I love you, you can’t keep falling like this”
But it was slurred... And the word wasn’t strawberry

Acoustic strums echo, stanzas resonate, darkness remains still,
Struggle to recall which number bottle of bliss we were on
But something clicked right then and we weren’t meant to
Think clearly that night.

You can’t keep falling like this Strawberry
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A
s I walk through the night. I hear the beat of drums. I hear the 
voices of crickets. I hear various noises. I can’t see them, but 

I know they’re there. As I walk this path, I know I will get to my 
destination. I might not see it right now, but I know it will be there 
when I get there. So as I walk, I will dance to this beat of drums and 
crickets. 
The beat of noise.
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All this pressure, it’s always all on me
I’m trapped in this gripping prison, never coming free

Why does it fall on me? It doesn’t make any sense
It’s down to the wire and I’m sure as hell tense

You were supposed to pass your test
But now I’m doing all the work while all you do is rest.

I wish for once I could just have it easy
But then again, life’s never ever been breezy.J
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every day i wake up to a bunch of smiling faces
every day is different, everyone living at different paces

sometimes i prefer to stay inside instead of going out to play
minutes turn to hours, i look back yet on another wasted day
these days are happy until i turn to look back
these days are sad when i’m confronted with the fact
time seems so plentiful when we have so much to look ahead
until it fl ies by when we reminisce as i’m slowly put down for bedA
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Hear
how she speaks,
with all the waves,
crashing on shores,
receding back to the source
where you heard her voice,
where you hear a whisper,
a dream,
a breath.

See,
far away,
two people’s hands,
hesitating
to embrace one another
where space is left void,
where their hands should be fi lled
with his,
with hers.

Taste
what’s bitter,
what’s sweeter than
honey and sap,
what’s more cool, hot, and salty
than the transcending breaths
of yours
and hers.

Feel
who you are,
what’s called your Self,
to fi nd nothing
complete without your body
and what you sense is You,
beauty
and love.

Smell
that scent old,
older than time,
fi xed between locks
as wild as fl ailing foxtails,
where stardust collects,
where rosewater pours out
in air,
anew.

B R I D G E S
S A M I  A T A S S I
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lonely highways
he’s packing up his things

head in the clouds
all he’s got is his dream

young and unafraid
he’s never been so sure

has to heal his damaged heart
and he knows music is the cure.

RODDRINSKEE JOHNSON
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