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The sun melts onto the herizen.
Maybe you’re just getting off of a god-awful
shift.
Maybe you’re getting ready for a first date.
Welcome to 6PM.









By Coco

To talk about the true meaning of sexual liberation,
let’s start with what it doesn’t mean. Sexual
liberation doesn’t translate into being
“experienced”, it doesn’t translate
into “more sex”, and it certainly
doesn’t translate
into virgin-sham-
ing. The main
ingredients
in Moody’s
definition of
sexual libera-
tion are agency,
feeling empowered
in one’s agency, comfort,
and consent. So while sexual
liberation can encompass feeling
dignified in having sex with the
bartender you just met, it must also
encompass other dimensions, like
those who only want to have sex with a
person they love, those who are waiting to
have sex until marriage, those who do not want
to have sex at all, etc.

In my experience, “sexual liberation” was, for a long
time, almost a tagline I used to appeal to the male
gaze without judgment. Being “sexually liberated”
meant I could sit comfortably in my own social-
ly-programmed inclination to
cater myself towards men
who I desired to please.
While there 1s nothing
inherently wrong with
the desire to please
others, my inter-
pretation of sexual
liberation meant that
my agency towards
sex—though I may
have tricked myself
into thinking it was true
agency—was intrinsical-
ly tied to others’ agency
with me. This is where the
line with consent would be-
gin to blur; I would find myself
consenting to sex that deep down, I
didn’t really want to have. I just want-
ed to be a pawn for my sexual partners for
the sake of gaining approval and validation from
them. That is not sexual liberation. True sexual lib-

eration is not concerned with
approval or validation from
others. It is about doing what
you want for yourself, whether
that means having consensual
sex, or choosing not to.

Moody has always pushed
forward a sex-positive cam-
paign—that has been our goal
from the start. But I can’t help
but address the fact that this
campaign has, in past issues,
been expressed with a sense
of exclusivity. To elaborate,
Moody Mag has celebrated
sex in a way that has present-
ed itself as confined to one
form of sexual liberation: we
made it clear we were allll
about embracing the freaky,
the kinky, the proud-to-be-
sexual people, leaving those
who are not-so-experienced
to feel a lack of belonging

in the very realm of sexual
liberation, and in turn, a lack
of belonging in the general
Moody sphere.

While I am proud to be a part
of a magazine that openly
discusses topics on sex that
have historically been deemed
taboo, it is important that we
strive to incorporate all facets
of what sexual liberation truly
entails. One does not have

to experiment with bondage,
ropes and sex toys to be “sex-
ually liberated”. One does

not need to feel comfortable
having one night stands to
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be “sexually liberated.” One
does not need to even have
sex to be “sexually liberated.”
The main component, as
mentioned above, is feeling
empowered in our deci-
sions—any of our decisions—
regarding sex, as long as these
decisions prioritize consent
and personal agency.

Moody wants to welcome ev-
eryone under the umbrella of
sexual liberation: the hopeless
romantics, the virgins who are
waiting for the right person,
the elite masturbators, the one
night standers; the list can go
on and on. Moody was made
for all of us, together, and I
hope every reader can find a
space on its pages.
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liv (she/her)

'm debating wearing a thong. i still have one. it’s green. it’s in the
very back of my drawer. i

held onto it just in case. and i fucking hate thongs. even as a wom-
an i hated thongs. but if i wear

the boxers you’ll expect me to top. which. sure. 1l do. no worries.
if you want my pink plastic

dick you can have it. but. maybe for tonight i’ll stick with the briefs.
no assumptions with a pair

of briefs.

the binder is non-negotiable. it stays on or i stay in. ‘'m hoping it
spares me the inevitable

conversation of you won't be seeing my tits tonight. i wonder if
thatll be your dealbreaker. when

we first matched on tinder did you feel weird about it? about me?
do you tell your friends you're

going out with a girl, just to make it easier? do you tell your friends
you're going out with a guy,

just to make it easier? when you see me on your doorstep, wide-
eyed and shivering in the snow,

who do you see?

this says more about me than it does about you. i'm fully aware of
that. you're probably

wonderful and 11l forget i ever felt this way. but i won't know and i
never will know if you see

me- i mean really see me —the way i see myself. and my therapist
would say that if you don't,

who fucking cares; but i care. i can’t help but care.

please be great. please be different. please get me.

please be wonderful, what i need to

move on. please love me or like me and or at the very least want my
pink plastic dick.
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i slip into my binder and trim the back of my shaggy hair without a
second thought. i wonder if

you clocked me right away. if you saw me the way i see me. leaning
into my chair in the back of

that lecture hall. i didn’t clock you at first. i've been too embarrassed
to admit it, but i think my

head turned to glitter when you told me your pronouns. i still find
the little pieces all over my

bedroom floor.

'm sure it’s obvious you’re my first. i mean, fuck, it’s syracuse, new
york. who else here could

have been my first? i pull on a pair of boxers and test the word part-
ner on my tongue. im not yet

used to it, its tartness, its juicy pulp in my mouth. im not yet used
to boxers either. maybe for

tonight 1’1l stick with the briefs. who will wear my pink plastic dick
if we're both wearing briefs?

who knows, there’s no assumptions in a pair of briefs.

in theory, this is easier. in theory, it's my well-worn copy of stone
butch blues and my curated

insta feed of t4t lesbians. and glitter. in theory it’s glitter. but in prac-
tice... in practice, it’s more

of what i know, more of what i’'ve always known. it’s staring at my
reflection in the mirror and

hoping it’s enough to make you like me. and my therapist would say
if it’s not, who fucking

cares; but i care. i can't help but care.

please make this easy. please don’t laugh at me. please be you. please
make me realize that this is

what i’'ve needed and wanted all along. please love me or like me or
at the very least wear my

pink plastic dick.

Photo by Lily Rubenstein and Adeline Hume

13






Cincton the 726

by Rachel Okunev

A dishwasher loaded with wine-stained
innuendos. The tablecloth that cannot be
salvaged, stuffed into the trash among the
carcass of dessert. I check the bottom of
every cup as I dump out cold tea, looking for
a sign which I already know isn’t there.

I've always hated what comes after the
party is over.

When I was younger, my Mother would
always fill the space of

departed guests with music. Dancing as
we cleared the table, I would fall asleep on
the couch before she finished with the dishes.
She’d carry me upstairs, leave me to rest
among

mountains of stufled toys,

my blanket tucked beneath my

chin.

But I am older now. Too old, in fact, to
slip under the table when words go sour—to
sit alongside my dog, begging for scraps of
affection. My teeth are too sharp to lap them
out of adults” hands without nicking their
fingers, without being smacked in the nose
with “Grow up.”

Grow up. Stop placing your heart at the
center of the table and not expecting it to be
cut apart, to have the best parts picked oft
for eating.

Grow up. Stop sobbing your apologies
into the silverware.

Dinnertime is sacred to my famaly. The gathering
of our three generations around a table feels al-
most-religious—representative of both nourishing and

being nourished.

1t is the one ritual of thers that survwed vmma-
gration without a scratch.

But since leaving home, Ive found myself not
connecting as closely with these gatherings.

With every course that us served, I search for an
additional way to defend this new life of mane. I am
constantly poised to fight.

And when I brought my girlfriend—mostly Amer-
wan and so very dearly beloved—to dinner with my
Jamuly, I was half-expecting to go to war for her.

I grow up.
I'bring a girl home to our table.

She sits between my Father and I, and
holds my heart beneath the sheet of linen,
resting it upon my thigh. Always braver than
I, she lights the decorative candles, unwraps
the centerpiece, runs her fingers over every-
thing I have forever been too afraid to touch.

The magic is brought back to dinnertime.
Somehow, she makes shattered glass and
spilled wine spell out love poems on the nap-
kins. She spoon-feeds me laughter inside of
every uncomfortable pause, after every “So,
which one of you is The Guy?”

I am slack-jawed, feeling her pry open
chests with the most gentle hands. If she
notices the scarring—multiple generations’
worth of hurt—she does not show it. No, she
smiles and presses her lips to it, allows it to
soften.

Seat-by-seat, I watch all heads
turn toward her.

Through her eyes,
I can suddenly see

the humanity tucked beneath our plates, can
feel the warmth of each hand holding fork

and knife. All of us glimmering beneath the et
candlelight.

Tension boils off the bone. She is a taste
we have yet to try: something I have never
realized I so intensely hungered for, not
until she wraps an arm around my
Brother and asks, “Can I have
more wine, please?”




The moon has risen.
Dinner’s over, babe. Time to get messy.
Welcome to 8:00pm.



PHOTO BY BLANK

Photo by William Koning

419am

19



18

Design by Chloe Golden



PHOTO BY BLANK

Photo by Mia Ignazio

4:19am

19

19



Nigh+Clubs: Home of
Drinks bancing and
\Xp OrQFION oY coco
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Adulthood, maturity, being “grown
up”; all things that are practically
advertised to us from a young age.
Because of this, many of us embark
on a fast-paced race out of our own
adolescence, clinging onto things
that make us feel less like a kid, or
moreso, things that make others
perceive us as less of a kid. In other
words, it is not so much the internal
innocence we are readying to let
go of, but others’ perception of our
own innocence; specifically, the
way childhood feels synonymous
to being seen as inferior, to not
being taken seriously, to not being
respected.

The problem, however, is not
founded in our rush to grow up. It
is founded in the people that exploit
this rush to grow up.

Think of the promoters at clubs
in big cities like NYC and LA,
permitting girls as young as sixteen
years old to enter a space in which
they are clearly not ready for; a

place where predators prowl from
corner to corner, where roofies
are as commonplace as other
party drugs, where these girls will
come across their first experiences
of overt objectification and
sometimes, worse.

But it is because these promoters
do not care about the safety of these
girls, nor the preservation of these
girls’ innocence. They care about
the benefits they reap from these
sorts of exchanges: I—a thirty five
year old bum—will ignore how
obvious it is that your L.D. is fake,
if you—a pretty, juvenile girl—enter
a space in which men can look at
you, dance next to you, look at
you even more, get you drunk, and
potentially take you home. It’s like
product placement: these young
girls are a commodity while placed
in these nightclubs, and their
yearning for maturity is what’s
exploited.

Thus, these girls—some who have
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not even gotten their driver’s license
yet—are thrown into a sphere in
which they are no longer treated
like a “kid,” which is something
they’'ve been etching away from
since the first signs of change in
their prepubescent bodies. They get
to paint their face with makeup, and
in this, paint a persona of someone
they've ached to be regarded as:
the “mature woman”; the woman
with red lips and black heels, the
woman that adult men swoon at,
the woman that adults, in general,
finally take seriously.

And so, in environments like 21+
nightclubs, these children feel
shreds of the “maturity” they've
long been chasing; they feel like
people respect them as something
more than just a “kid.” But this
exploitation of youthful, hungry
naiveté, though it feels like an early
form of respect, is anything but.

After all, clubs are for fun. Not for
sixteen year olds.






w York City—home of Lady Liberty, the bustling city scene, and
nously known as the capital of drag. It’s safe to say that the distinct
iracters and cultures that thrive here are what makes

city the quintessential melting pot of the world. One

ividual encapsulates all that makes this place the

of dreams—Meet Cheeks Voila (@cheeksvoila

Instagram), an NYC based drag queen, who

ces emphasis on magnifying features instead of

nsforming them.

iphia Lucina and Vivian Li of Moody
gazine sat down with Cheeks to take a
ser look on how she takes on the dynamic
nes of New York City. Here’s what we
overed.

0O0ODY: Welcome, Cheeks!
anks for getting in the
ood with us.

eeks: Not a problem—happy to be
re!

, let’s start from the be-
nning. How did you get
to fashion and makeup to
gin with?

as like 7 to 10 years old and obsessed
th Polly Pockets. I felt like they rep-
ented a little version of me, in a way.
anted, I didn’t recognize the fact that I
sn’t a white woman with blond, bomb-
ell hair and made out of silicone. But...
tle did I know.

orable. Have you always been
mfortable with this side of
urself?

emember being 14, scrolling on Logo on
RECTYV. Drag race was playing,




and it was my first time seeing these people
dressed that way. ITimmediately clicked the
channel off, and I was like, shattered. I was

like, “I don’t know what these things are... I

don’t know who these people think they are,
but that’s not me.”

And why do you think you were so
scared?

Looking back to myself at that young age, I
just wasn’t ready to confront who I am today.
It’s interesting for me to find something — that
was once derived from xenophobic fear —to
eventually find comfort in these figures.

How do you feel that the Drag
community, and fashion overall
has allowed you to access that
part of yourself?

Fashion helped me access an emerging ‘trans-
ness’ that wasn’t fostered yet, however, despite
my confusion, I've recognized that fashion and
drag have always been a part of me since my
adolescence.

What would you consider your
favorite part of the night?

My favorite part is performing. Interacting
with the crowd. I believe in the power of
audience interaction— While I'm performing,
I tend to block everything else out, since all
I'm focused on is my art. I'm not just doing
choreography, I'm inside the choreogra-

phy- responding to the crowds’ energy. I feel
very strongly that people are portals. In this
conversation that you and I have been having,
I've been transported to a place where only
the two of us are right now. And perhaps some
electricity and some technology is facilitating
that. But there is the uniqueness of the very
moment that a person is existing in.

Moody Magazine is all about
expressing yourself without limits
while celebrating inclusivity and
authenticity — How would you
define self expression?

When I came out as trans a few years ago, I
began exploring my feminine side by wearing
corsets and high heels. It was upon my reali-
zation that I was never really trying to make
myself look feminine, I was trying to create a
physical embodiment of this entity that lives
inside my physical body.

Wow that was truly

thought provoking-I have

a final question for you. What

do you want to tell others who
are afraid to be themselves or
like leave a message to the Moody
community about individuality?

To those people who are struggling with self
identity, I'll tell you right now it doesn’t get
easier, especially in an age of social media.

In this digital age, it may seem like the world
knows you, but they don’t—no one does. More-
over, although everyone is completely unique,
it’s not always possible to express yourself

as I've experienced—even in New York City,
the “queer capital” of the United States, or
perhaps the world, y’know.

However, there’s something special in find-
ing ways to express your identity, tying into
self-love. I recently came across works by
Yumi Sakugawa, a Japanese writer, that re-
counts this idea of we are portals. A portal
is individualized and unique, pulling from
very specific energy to transport people

to another place. That is so powerful to
me. And I would say just lean into that,
lean into the presentness of your unique
character. You will never be the same ever

again, ever.

That was so powerful, Cheeks. I'm
so excited for this interview and to
share with everyone. Seriously, so
impactful.
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Getting sleepy?
I'Tl tuck you 1in.
Welcome to 10:0@pm.
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| used to love sleepovers - the crappy horror movies, pillowfights, pizza and prank calls, whispering secrets
under the covers. But somewhere between there and now, the games turned to gossip-:-the secrets to
confessions. And | began hating sleepovers.

Maybe it was the way being “girly” never felt natural to me. | was made to be less of a girl—some boy/

girl mutt—so | desperately chased the approval and friendship of other girls my age. I'd know | was doing
something right when a girl would hold my hand only to walk a few steps, when she’d ask for lipgloss, pull me
closer for a picture, ask where my top was from. Sleepovers felt like the ultimate test of how well | could fit in
with other girls. Did they deem me “one of them”? Did they deem me “girly”? ...Straight?

| still remember the panic I'd get walking through the front door, immediately being bombarded by hugs and
excited squeals, then hastily herded to some distant bedroom. The familiar sounds of girlish laughter and
smell of glittery nail polish (that somehow always reminded me of bananas) were permanently carved into my
brain. My anxiety manifested like a piece of shrapnel lodged into my stomach; simple activities that once were
sleepover essentials now felt like | was navigating a minefield.

I’d hesitantly sit on the edge of the bed, feeling so deeply out of place and uncomfortable within my own skin.
I'd feel the need to avert my eyes when they’d change into their pj’s, and would use my period as an excuse to
go to the bathroom to change into my own. | was especially uncomfortable with their touch. Even in its most
gentle forms- braiding each other’s hair, holding hands during scary movies, even hugs- I'd avoid at all cost. |
was so afraid my platonic affection would be twisted, that once they knew my sexuality, they’d look back on all
of these moments and feel that | took advantage of their oblivion.

They’d kiss each other and say it doesn’t count if it’'s a girl. It’s just practice for the real thing.
But it didn’t feel like practice to me. Or when I'd be pinned to the bed with her hips, her hand
delicately wrapped around my jaw, holding my face still as she painted my eyelid with some
shade of blue | picked out (which, apparently, was a bad choice). My makeovers were a

sleepover staple; my discomfort was their entertainment. | was their dancing jester. The mutt
with makeup.

Mom, come pick me up. I'd recite in a text. And as always, she’d pull up around ten
minutes later.

| used to love sleepovers, until my own anxieties and internalized homophobia
began to poison every innocent interaction | could’ve had. | was told to be

ashamed of who | was, and | let those ignorant voices dictate how | felt about
myself. | witnessed others who proudly claimed their identities get ostracized,

and deeply feared that isolation.

After coming out, all of my sleepover-invites appeared to get lost in the
mail. While it felt like the end of the world at the time, | wish | could tell
myself to remove the pedestal | placed others’ approval on. | now realize

that their friendship was no loss compared to a
lifetime of pride and comfort within myself and my
identity. No words or opinions could ever affect the
pride and confidence | feel within myself. Those
who didn’t stick around never deserved to be there
in the first place.

This mutt now bares her teeth.
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Going Out: The Mask,
The Insecurity

Moonrise



a minute where your ‘good
side’ isn't on a platform, being

presented to the entire room for

occupants to view, critique, and
maybe pick.

You've observed how many

bold texts and attention-seeking

displays have manifested into
exciting adventures for your
friends, all underpinned by
alcohol. So, you have another
drink to put your thoughts on
the lighting and the too-famil-
iar faces you're seeing on hold.

After the next song, though,
it only comes back three
times stronger. Soon you

feel the eyes of every strong-
jawed magnet pulling you.
The lights blue, you can't stop
thinking about your face, and
now your exposed shoulders.
You’re uncontrollably drawn
to show it off. Your body
wants all of it; the attention,
the attention from tall heads
peering in the crowd, the
attention to your unapolo-

getic nose and your wide back profile.
But your brain can't let you have it.
And before those thoughts consume
you into expression of this recurring
phenomenon, you’re being pulled out
by your barricade into another vortex
of freezing air.

Onto the next...the next basement,
the next hallway, the next sea of stares
and insecurities. We go out for fun,
but for some it’s impossible not to get
caught up.



Is Staying In the New
Going Out?

By Nate LeBoeuf

“I don't know if I'm feeling it tonight,” you say to
your friends over a dreaded FaceTime call. It's a
cruel Saturday night, and the cold outside has
stripped you of all enthusiasm for the antici-
pated bar crawl. You wish you felt up for it and
wonder what your friends are up to as you
seclude yourself indoors.

While they pour the shots two blocks down,
you light your candles and switch on the fairy
lights. Their black tops attach to their ribs

like magnets, and you know they're comically
tighter than the silk PJs you just slipped into.
Worst of all, it dawns on you that as your 11th
Pitch Perfect rewatch reaches its climax (the
Bellas are going absolutely feral on that stage),
they will all be bringing their lovers back to
their collective rooms- the fun has only begun
for them.

Nevertheless, your night is just as fuzzy as
theirs. You ate your comfort meal, finally called
your mom back, had a dance party for one, and
maybe if you felt naughty- ordered the expen-
sive necklace that's been in your online cart
for weeks. You may not have been drunk with
friends, but your party was loads more fun than
any frat could offer.



Your FOMO doesn’t come close to how much
your mind has felt like a shitstorm lately. You
finally had a night without substances; you
finally let your brain relax. But there's still that
inkling in the back of your head—-should you
feel bad for missing a night out?

There's passion and zest to a night in, but
college party culture does anything to take
that away from young people. There are op-
portunities for blackouts every weekend, and
parties come in a feast of plenty. It's a tricky
line to toe- how does one avoid being antiso-
cial and preserve their physical, emotional, and
spiritual well-being? There's also the looming
dread of feeling displaced from friends if you,
God forbid, decide not to go out on a Thursday
night. Will you miss out on the best night of
the semester or meeting someone sexy? Will
people feel like you don't value them as friends
if you aren’t stumbling home with them at least
3 nights a week?

There is a blissful sensuality to staying in at
night, but our fear of exclusion prevents us
from doing so. A crucial first step is reminding
yourself that nobody will hate you for barring
yourself in your room, as long as proper com-
munication is still there. Assuage that FOMO
by spending quality time with your friends else-
where: join your roomies in the morning after
debriefing on the living room couch, get lunch
with them the next afternoon and discover
what you missed. Nobody should feel bad for
choosing between face masks and frats.

Protecting your peace does not equate to
ghosting the people you love. So take a night
to yourself, and give yourself the love you
need. The dance floor will be waiting for you
next weekend.
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Yesterday turns into today.
Maybe you’'re deep in REM, or out on the
town.
Welcome to 12:00am, Midnight.






Choose Your Character:
Womanhood in the World of
Ouline Gaming

v Caroline Nolan
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cauze (a)l “playing female characters (typically
dezigned for the male gaze) iz another way for
men to objectify and control women™s bodies™ and
(b) “female avatars are psvchologically perceived
to be weaker and lesz zkilled and thiz can give a
plaver a psychological edge against apponents.™
Conszidering that the target demographic for video
games thrives off of their prezence, how could
video games not perpetuate mizogyniztic belief
syvstems?

MHeedlezs to zay, video games are a boys club,
“When women wish to participate, they are
zshamed, teazed, and sexualized. | remember
watching my brothers play online games when |
wasz vounger and feeling jealous at at the connec-
tions they’'d make with their online friends, When |
plaved online, men were one of two things — angry
or horny, Dude, we got a girl on our team. Hey,
zexy, vyou got an Instagram? | could literally jerk
off to her voice, Bruh, she just died., We lost, ARE
Y¥OU FUCKIMG SERIOUS, SLUT? Get back in the kitch-
en. | was only 13, Even as | grew older, | noticed
that my own guy friends saw my innocent hobby
az part of my sex appeal. If vou did gaming live
streams vou could get =0 rich — as long as vou pull
vour tits out, Other times, they’d simply exclude
me. Hah, vyou can’t play. It°s a boy’s thing. It seems
like men feel asz though they have the right to
make theze comments, The games were made for
them, not me, anyway.

Women, like myzelf, can’t change the way that

we are treated in the gaming space, at least not
inztantaneouszly. But, we can recognize the inse-
curity that fuels these behaviorz, One study found
that literal logers are more likely to harass women
in-game. In thisz gtudy, men who did not perform
wellin the game made unneceszzary, hostile, and
zexizt remarks toward the women in the game.

The men who won their games were, for the most
part, quite kind to the female plavers, According
to the rezearchers, “as men often rely on aggres-
zion to maintain their dominant social status, the
increasze in hostility fowards a woman by Tow-
er-ztatus males may be an attempt to dizregard

a female’s performance.” For now, we can find
peace in knowing that beta males are the primary
perpetrators of sexism in gaming. However, as
more women make their debut in the tech space,
it leaves us hopeful that zoon we will be able to
chooze our own characters,
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ritten
“‘By:

Sarah
Griffiths

I lift a glass of red wine to my
lips, savoring the rich flavor. I
shiver as I hold the cold glass to
my chest, feeling it move with my
shallow breaths.

Staring into the bathroom mirror,
my gaze traces the dark circles
decorating my eyeliner-smudged
eyes. My blue eyes trail down the
white shirt hanging off my shoul-
der to the lace trim underwear

I have had for way too long. My
purple stained lips are pursed in a
permanent frown. I stay there un-
til my glass is empty, studying my
features to confirm my presence
in the real world.

They say you can’t see your reflec-
tion in a dream. That in place of
yourself is just empty darkness.
Unfortunately, I dream a lot, and
not all of them are pleasant—so

I find myself more in front of a
mirror than not, rooting myself
into reality.

After a thorough inspection of my
face, I slip back into bed. I assure
the knife tucked away between

my mattress and bedframe is still

€clion

in place, my peace of mind soothed
with its presence. The burn of the wine
and my thick com

forter aid in warming me as I lose the
battle to stay awake. My eyelids start
to feel heavier until I finally succumb
to sleep.

I am startled awake by the burn of
someone’s eyes on me. Sitting up, I
scan the room for an intruder, only to
be met with the contents of my messy
room.

Running a hand down my face I
breathe in big gulps of air, clutching
the comforter with a white knuckled
grip. I eye the half empty bottle of
wine on my dresser, longing for a relief
from my dry throat. Sighing, I rub my
temples and turn to the 3:27am etched
on my alarm clock, emitting a soft red
light. The fluttering of my window cur-
tains draws my attention, walking over
I trail my hands down the silky fabric.

I stare out the window, gazing at the
stars blanketed by darkness and the
trees being rocked to sleep by the
wind. My mouth drops in horror as my
eyes hone in on a figure in the dis-
tance.

Design by Rachel Kessel

No. Not again.

Clad in black, their looming presence is like
plague to the surrounding bush.

My knees buckle, and my heart begins to
race. Scrambling into my bathroom I slam
the door, tucking my knees against my
chest as a guttural gasp is released from
my body. I hold my hands to my heart as if
my fingers are the only thing stopping the
organ from jumping out of me.

The knife.

Standing on shaky legs I ready myself to
grab the knife tucked away between my
mattress and bedframe.

Reaching for the door knob I freeze at the
terrible sight staring back at me in the mir-
ror. Black holes replace where my familiar
blue eyes once resided. Tendrils flare out
on my cheek, as if my blood was no longer
crimson. Clawing at my face in horror,
black liquid pours out of the scratches left
in my attempt to rid the monstrous view of
myself.



And suddenly I'm awake again;
throwing off the covers and
running to the bathroom mirror,
sighing in relief at the sight of my
own face. It was just a dream. It
was just a dream.

The alarm clock reads 3:30am.
I've been having these kinds of
dreams for months now. Maybe
it’s my subconscious telling me
there is something I need to over-
come before I can truly be my-
self...... Or maybe im just fucking
crazy.

Sitting at the end of my bed,

I rake my fingers through my
knotty hair. Forgoing a glass, I
grab the bottle of wine and take

a greedy gulp. Then I lay back on
the bed and wipe the sweat off my
forehead. The inadequate amount
of sleep I have gotten these past
few months has destroyed any
sense of sanity I had. This has to
end.

Despite the horrors of my night

mare, my eyes close on their own
accord and I am once again at the
mercy of my subconscious.

And the nightmare only seems to
pick up more intensely. Hands
roughly grab my shoulders. A
piercing cry is emitted from deep
within me. Kicking out with my
feet, I hear a satisfying grunt
released from my attacker as they
fall to the floor.

Digging around for the knife next
to me, I hiss in pain as the sharp
blade knicks my finger. Blood
coats my hand causing the blade
to slip out of my grasp. Then

my attacker grabs both my legs,
dragging me to the ground and
pining me under their body. My
hands flare around, frantically
searching for the knife. A wave
of my adrenaline pumps through
me as I finally feel the cold metal
against my skin.

Grasping the handling of the
knife I rear back and stab it into
the side of my attacker. I scram-
ble out from under them as their
weight begins to crush me, pull-
ing the knife out as I go.

Finally, I slayed the monster that
has terrorized me for months,

the reason for my nightmares.
With shaking hands, I stare at the
blood streaked knife. And that’s
when I see it, the biggest night-
mare of it all:

My stained lips frowning. My blue
eyes staring back at me.

My reflection.
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The demon hour.
That’s just a shadow...right?
Welcome to 3:33am.



Photo by Jah Levy
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Muchas veces es el presente que me hace confiar
En aquello que no se encuentra tan lejos

Que incluso decide llevarme de la mano

Con miedo de dejarme atras.

Es entonces con aquella prisa que me confundo

La cual da fin a los suefios

Y a las prontas ideologias

Queriendo solamente acoger lo que viene en camino.

Aun asi a pesar de la costumbre

La seguridad siempre logra esconderse

Quitandole lo similar a cualquier sentimiento
Convirtiéndolo igual de desconocido que el destino.

Y asi es que mi mano se va soltando

Pues la ayuda solo existe para cruzar el puente invisible
Aquel no tan lejos con el paso del tiempo

Como las ganas de llegar a familiarizarme con lo nuevo.

419am PHOTO BY BLANK



Many times it’s the present that makes me trust
In what is not so far away

Even deciding to take me by the hand

With the fear of leaving me behind

It is then with that rush that I get confused
Which puts an end to dreams

And to the quick ideologies

Only wanting to greet what’s on its way

But despite the habit

Confidence always manages to hide itself
Taking away the similarity of any feeling
Making it just as unknown as fate

And that’s how my hand starts to let go

Because help only exists to cross the invisible bridge
The one not so far with the passing of time

Just as the desire to become familiar with the new.



46

Mooy ’s

AN."‘“.
SEX nu‘s

¥ fucked my

Dayfvicnd s 20-\tor
0\d bBYeaxney 2 pweels
oafi1ey We¢ Dbvayge vp

Mogoy s

AN YN
SEX :Q ;:.'S

NS exay Cneaving
SUCKSI, hut Wt ore
$Y Jeung and i
Jet @ vugn frara \N...
aets et Mawe W&
o nad pevsen?

Moy ’s

AN."‘“.
SEX nu.“

fime i vo\d o
guy ) was a4 Vivain

eed e Puri 1
‘:3“{,,“- oM | tudug\t-

Mogoy s

AN YN
SEX :“103

sometimes « iy 10
fUCK qVys whne ere
Q litdle bit vqliey
an me so ;| tee)
like 1'm dving e
a favev

Design by Althea Rogenes

Mogoy s

AN YN
SEX :Q ;:.‘S

\ want 1¢ ¢t rai,
My marrieq ‘

Colleqe Prefesse,



Mogoy s
ANONYMeuS
€Y PqL

I'd tove g ¢,
MYy Come ¥

Mogoy's
ANONYMevS
€Y PqL

ave @ huge
':h?ng for aumonty
and | have clabovate

tasicS wheve
: ‘Seduce My boss.

Mosoy's
ANOuYMevS
SEX PqLL

Wwevaty .
L rexva but Al
aavd“" Mo’
e ficion On ye
fath e a uees
P

Moy ’s
ANONYMouS
SEX PqL

‘'m @ virgin but

i| a0n’'+ think |\ want
10 have SCY. @
makes me €eet bad
ar | den't Samering

Mogoy's
ANONYMeuS
€Y PqL

1 woauat my partner

tth me e
Hiosadaie it Lo

Mogoy s
ANONYMeuS
€L PqL

l'm bi but |
(d newty
come ot -l

47



umo(q apisdn ayr,

By Vanessa Walker

3:33 am. An empty street. A solitary walk home. An entrance
into the real Upside Down.

These are the sights that greet you everyday; colorful flowers
in front of the shops, vibrant murals painted on the buildings,
welcome signs that smile and invite you to come in and rest
for a bit. But it’s all different now. In the absence of daylight
or human presence, it feels like a desolate alternate reality,
one that cruelly mimics a once lively place. Locked doors

and darkened windows force you to accept that you're truly
on your own. There’s no one to rely on for consolation but
yourself.

This surrounding silence is only broken by your footsteps,
which sound like thundering echoes exposing your location
to any monsters that may be prowling about. You're tempt-
ed to fumble for your headphones and drown it all out with
your favorite song, but you know better than to let your guard
down. Your best bet is to stay under some light. All you have
are sparsely situated streetlamps, flickering with an eerie,
yellowed glow that almost makes the surrounding alleys look
even darker. You glance down each narrow tunnel as you pass
it by, keeping close watch so that no prowling creature can
catch you off your guard and snatch you away.



You pause in front of one for a moment and the tunnel seems to
leer back. It looks to you like a gaping mouth waiting to swallow
you whole, daring you to draw closer and find out what lies within
its depths. You might be hallucinating, but the darkness seems

to shift and morph right in front of you. The tension is almost
suffocating, threatening to close up your throat with dread so you
couldn’t scream even if you wanted to.

It’s almost like you are a child all over again, vulnerable and afraid
of the dark. But this is not a mere, childlike premonition; this
danger is real—and so are the monsters. It’s the last kind of place
you’d want to end up alone. In your defense, it’s not like you had
much of a choice; anyone who could’ve given you a lift is home
and long asleep, Ubers are upwards of $50 that you don’t have,
and you're in the final stretch back to your place anyway. At this
point there’s no turning back; home is the final destination, and
the luring walk alone is the only way to get there.

Your pace quickens. Your own shadow startles you. Your pace

quickens even more. This is 3:33 am. This is the empty street, the
solitary walk home.

This is the real Upside Down.



Ghosts of My Past

By Julia Kolinski

On a pitch black road, I face the morgue of our memories. A haunted museum

of what I used to call love.

Oh, the things we accept, the things we invent,
when we are lost and desired and

stuck in the dark...

I see shapes and shadows and outlines of lies,
silhouettes of excuses from your

hollowed out eyes and lips

and shoulders and spine.

No wonder I stayed, I had

someone called mine,

someone to sit with and someone to hold
with my bedroom closing in

and my breath running tight.

Inhale.
I’m devoted.
Exhale.

But when is devotion just fear in disguise?

All the greatest love stories contain wild rides,
right?

Right.

In sickness and health

In graveyards and hell.

In half-hearted vows.

In men on the prowl.

In the crowded room

under dark, colored lights

so you didn’t know whose hands
were whose.

Design by Nick Held and Soph Lucina
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The comedown.
The crash.
The burnout
Welcome to 4:19am.



PHOTO BY BLANK 419am 19









56






58

Design by Monika Krueger



There’s a light in the future even if you can’t see it yet. That’s what I'm holding onto.
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Sorry...didn’t mean to wake you.
The sun’s coming up.
Welcome to 6:00am.
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4. Scrub-a-fucking-dub.

LLet: the'scorching ot water drainieverylast spec ofidint; spilled alcoliol; and iookup ofif of
yourbody: Putallthe fruity-scented shit: that youhave i your hiair, Give younselfalilliead
massagewhileyou re at it becatise believe it ornot; youl deserve to e pampered...even iilast:
night-felt-a bit contradictory to)that statement:

o Soesccesesdedeny
3 5. Recharge 9
* You know what todo for this. Dowhatever the hell “recharge” means,toyou. K
Passing out until 7pm? Smoking copious amounts of weed from the bong you ¢
hayen't cleaned'sincelast week?'Reading a romancemoyel, watching Bojack §\

< Horseman, applying a detox facemask? Any or all of the above, please. 0

%
7

N
DA
e

I know hun, I know. The morning after can suck. But
you are safe now. Look at me: today might be filled with
hangxiety, apology texts that look like novels, regrets, and
maybe even some memories that stamp your psyche like
the bruises on your legs (wait a sec...how: did those get
there?). I know it can be unsettling to sit with. But re-
member, right now, right here, you are safe. The night is
over. And a new day has come:

So go get ‘em babe. Moody is proud of you <3



The light of the afternoon sun produces a sharp twang in your temples as you stumble onto
the sidewalk, mud-caked platforms in hand. Twisted ankles are the last thing you need to deal
with right now. Right now is about getting back home and microwaving some hash browns.
You need starches before your rejuvenating slumber, which will probably last around a day
and a half.

You take each step forward, thinking consciously about holding back the climbing acid reflux

in your throat. The flashbacks of cheap liquor and cigarettes are making your stomach S EEM S LIKE A RE G RET-

clench uncomfortably. While checking your phone, you catch a glimpse of yourself in the

black screen. You sigh as you open up the front camera. Surveying your cakey skin, clumy FU I. N IGHT...I Wo N D E R
eyelashes, and spit/vomit/substance-plastered knots in your hair, you decide you've seen

worse. There are other things to worry about right now, anyway, like the location of the WHAT TH E G Ro U PC HAT
underwear that you're totally not wearing anymore. The gentle morning breeze has a

personal mission to remind you of this problem; all you can do now is pull your hem down HAD To SAY'

and pray. The intrusive thought of getting a public nudity charge enters your mind. You grip
onto the hem of your sweatshirt for dear life.

Seeing a family in the distance, you glance down at your outfit. A hot sauce stain catches your . . . . . « .
B L. . . ‘ which, according to your front camera, is a lot. After nodding a “hello” in the

attention, painting the sleeve of shirt. A flashback of being incredibly drunk in the ©

Taco Bell waiting line has you gripping your thighs for dear life. The moth-eaten sweatshirt

on your body is the only article of clothing covering your butt, a fact you remember as you

straighten up to greet the family approaching you. So much for a self-reflective walk home.

Your charm will mask whatever amount of crustiness you are portraying at this very moment,

family’s direction, one of the parents s a “Good morning!”

u already know what they’re thinking;
had an adventure. However, the family i
feel like the

g ? The turn for your street is just up ahead! Your aching body
and pounding head refuse to let you sprint to the front door, though, no matter
how much you desire to get home.

your key in it. No key. That’s when you realize it’s probably becau:
aring a stre reatshirt. There’s a g >y y is knee deep in
p supreme. Lovely.




Aot of scary things go into a first hookup: a lot of trust, vulnerability---and
with someone you know relatively nothing about. But on this day, you

don’t feel these scary things weighing you down for some strange reason. If
anything, your strut feels light and airy; there’s even a little pep in your step.
Maybe it’s because of the way things finally felt authentic, the way you don’t
just feel like a player in some fucked up, performative game. You woke up,
and like many nights prior, you were not in your room. But! You looked over
and saw this beautiful human next to you...and your initial reaction was
NOT to acquire PWK (phone, wallet, keys) and get the fuck out of there. You
actually fell back asleep and had a nice morning? THEIR ROOMMATES
WATCHED YOU COME DOWN THE STAIRS WITH YOUR BOOTS
IN HAND, and still, all you can feel is warmth and fuzziness?

Regardless, you keep your cool, and attempt to keep last night’s dinner down

while you're at it. You don’t wanna freak out like that girl you just saw with the
fat hot sauce stain, mumbling to herself about keys or somethin.

HUUUGE
CHARACTER
DEVELOPMENT

That 1pm walk home: basking in the aggressive sunlight, soaking in every bit of that
life-giving vitamin C that only seems to intensify your throbbing headache. But this
walk feels a little different than others. Honestly, you couldn’t care less about your WAITTTTTTT....YOU
hangover. Life is good. Who cares that you're walking down the street in last night’s LOOK PRETTY DAMN
clothes? After a distinguished college career of seemingly intentional shitty hookups, GOOD

you've finally had one in which you’ve emerged net positive. Huuuge character .

development.
Manually, you place one foot in front of another, desperately trying to get home,
solely motivated by a bong rip that will settle your stomach enough to help /_\

you exist as a normal person for the rest of the day. Shit. You remember you
have a phone. You grab your phone to look at your camera roll, searching for
any long-forgotten selfies with this unforgettable stranger. While spam clicking
the power button, you see yourself in the tiny black screen, and for once, you
are not met with the usual disgust or contempt you feel after seeing your
reflection. You look pretty damn good.

While you try to process this feeling, you are almost immediately met with a
hangxiety and nausea, causing your heart to race. You might be a little drunk
still...no, you are definitely a little drunk still...but then something calms you:
the adrenaline, perhaps, flowing from such an unfamiliar feeling after oh-so-ma
bad or plain-mistake hookups.

Ok, ok — you remind yourself to pipe down.

Or else you’re going to throw up. Just breathe and reflect.

Photo by Melissa Farias and Mia Ignazio
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By Coco

Design by Eva Morris

The birds will announce her
entrance. She makes a gradual
climb from the horizon, casting
a forgiving light that shines on
the ruins left from the night
before. Regardless of what
occurred the last time you saw
her, regardless of what took
place in her nighttime absence
, the sun rises nonetheless.

You will see her. Her brazen light
glistens on the facets of office
buildings like gems underneath
a spotlight. She might peek
through the slits of your curtains
while you sleep, painting your
wall with a bright stripe of light
to remind you of her arrival.

You will feel her; her light yearns
to touch everything within her
reach. The moment you face
her, you will feel her sweet rays
of warmth breathing on your
cheeks, and she will hug the parts
of you that you allow her to: the
bareskinonyourneck, thefingers
that poke out from your sleeves.



She will greet you, and invite
you to grow with her throughout
the day. Even if her nightly
departure brought dropping
temperatures that blanketed
the ground with snow, even if
her absence left you lonely and
buried underneath your bed
sheets, she will always greet
you when it is her time to rise.

But there will be some days
when you can’t see her, when
she is tucked beneath thick
clusters of gray that pollute the
sky with a darkness reminiscent
of midnight. Some days, you
might not feel her, either. Her
warmth might be swept away
by icy winds, forcing you to stay
inside in moments you wish you
could leave. And some days,
you will not want to greet her.
You might even feel repulsed
by her light, barricading the
window in your room to block
out her flooding presence.

But even on these mornings—
mornings in which you don’t see
her, feel her, or desire to greet
her—she rises nonetheless.
And though she may bring you
progress, decline, or stangnance
in her visit, she promises
one thing before she leaves:

Photo by Will Koning
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