
Finding your voice… 

 

 

 

Creative Writing, Spring 2018 

 

Mu 101 

Queensborough Community College 



Stranger 

 

I am forgotten 

In this large abyss place I am a stranger 

Are you my friend a stranger too? 

Have you woken up in the middle of the night feeling hopeless 

I have, as the people around me talk  

About the blessing life bring 

I sit there as if I am blind to the worlds wonders  

My soul feels like its waiting for something that will never 

happen 

The world is just filled with temporary things 

I am just one of them 

                        Connecting with my audience happiness and sorrow. 
 

W hat purpose does my music serve the world? Is it my for my 
own personal amusement? Ratification or achievement? It is none of  
the above. I write music to share my life experiences. Some are happy 
memories, some are sad, but they are all worth living. My composi-
tions portray what is my head and I have no other way of  expressing 
than to release my anxiety through my music. 
 
It would be my greatest satisfaction to know there is someone some-
where listening to one of  my compositions and feeling a part of  my 
inspiration when I wrote it. I want people to dance and dance to the 
point of  weariness. Until they have lost their relationship with space 
and time, and it is that in the end that will create a state a flow. A 
state I wish to transpire on to my listeners with every note, beat I 
write. 
 
What makes my music better than others? Simply the fact that it has 
feeling. It is music with meaning made to convey real human emotions. 
I consider myself  to be a vivid soul and desire no less than to live every 
human emotion. A first love, a heart break, a deceived family member 
are all feelings that remind us we are alive. Emotions so strong they 
bring us to tears of  joy and sadness. One must be able to feel to know 
they are alive. Without human emotion life isn't worth living. 
 
I want my music to enhance natural human feelings to their full poten-
tial. I want to make your day brighter and darker as you follow your 
path through life in this endless road through earth. We are only visi-
tors in this planet we call home. My music will guide a lost soul and 
only then I will be satisfied with my work. 

Laura Cardenas Samreen Akhtar 



Corona  
 
 
The lost and found, 
All together  
Where kids act out,  
Wish they knew better  
 
Drugs at the park  
No parents til dark  
Learn on your own  
Young men think they grown  
 
Girls causing drama  
Oh look another young baby mama 
She could of been this or that  
Now she’s just another stat  
 
Empanada man selling  
But what’s in his bag no telling 
Either ball or slap the ball to wall  
 
One way or another  
We all know each other  
All different personas  
It’s where I’m from  
Corona   

Erving Rios-Enciso 

We Too                                                   

 

 

It seems like today we live in a Me Too world. 

It seems like everyone wants to say Me too! 

Me too! Someone says come take a look into my world 

Me too! Someone else says, my world is better. 

I’d say maybe it’s time for us to say we too. 

We all have something great to offer. 

No one person’s experience is greater than another. 

We all have something to share. 

It is not only about being an individual but, also being a col-

lective. 

We are all a part of this world. 

Aren’t we all human after all? 

Let’s share our story together. We too! 

 

Steve Kim 



Dear Diary,  

T oday is April 17, 2018.  
I'm back and as usual I sit in the same spot in my room on the window 

seat because I tend to do my best thinking and writing there. “Chloe you can 
do whatever you want in life. There is nothing and no one who can get in the 
way of your dreams,” mom tells me every time I forget or lose confidence in 
myself. Isn't that what parents are for? To lie to me and tell me I'm the prettiest 
even if that's not true? To tell me I'm the smartest when I'm barely a B stu-
dent? They’re obligated to infuse enough confidence in their children to make 
them feel like they’re G-d’s greatest gift to the world or something. Being natu-
rally more reserved and shy, it makes it hard for me to talk to peers and ac-
quaintances, but as introverted as I am, when it comes to singing, for some 
reason, I can’t be quieted. In a perfect world, I would be the next Adele. I think 
I have just as much talent. But when you’re 25 pounds overweight, no one 
gives you a second glance. But singing is my life. It's extremely therapeutic 
because I write about everything going on in my life. I pour my heart and soul 
into writing my songs. Anything I feel, I express through my singing. I'm like 
every other musician out there. I moved to L.A to jump-start my career which, 
honestly, hasn’t really kicked off. Hollywood crushes dreams before they even 
create them. It angers me how hard I’m trying. I met with agents and produc-
ers, and play in bars once in a while on open mic night but I'm not getting no-
ticed. That’s not so shocking though. I mean who gets noticed at bars? Every-
one is too drunk to even notice themselves. Scouts and talent agents would 
never lay a foot in the bars where I sing. When is it ok to give up and stop try-
ing? I’m so tired and worn out from all the auditions at 22. I’m so young but all 
this desperation and effort I’m putting in to my dreams make me feel like I’m 
worthless and no one will ever want to hear me sing. Thomas, my agent and 
only friend in L.A, isn't doing his best to find me gigs. Today Thomas told me I 
was auditioning for a soup commercial and I had to sing in the advertisement. I 
was with over 50 girls in the audition room and when I was done the producers 
said I had a great voice but I just didn't fit the image. What does that even 
mean? I'm being judged based off my looks as opposed to my talent. I deserve 
to be heard and noticed for my work. Is my work even good…?  

 
Hi Chloe,  
I know I shouldn't have read about your struggle trying to become a 

known musician, but I stumbled upon your journal. You left it in the audition 
room. I want you to know that you are not alone this business. It’s an extremely 
risky business and no one ever knows if they will make it. There are no guar-
antees in life. You can be a one hit wonder, but then you’ll be forgotten within a 
year when the next Christina Aguilera comes around. One thing I learned 
about being in this business is that you can never give up! I admire your per-
sistence. I’m a music producer and although I’m not promising anything, I 
would love for you to come in.. I’m leaving my business card in this journal. I 
hope you find it. I look forward to meeting someone with as much talent, pas-
sion, and drive as you have. Again, my apologies for reading your entire diary 
from cover to cover.  

Looking forward,  
Sara Hart. 

Chava Hamer 

 

 

Finding a Place 

 

There is a time and place to find ones’ true self, true recog-
nition. 

As if it were brought to you, on your own secret mission. 

Fate has brought you to your present moment,  

And it is up to you to achieve your rightful bestowment.  

And although life comes with many ups and downs,  

it is up to you to stand your ground.  

For when something is too great to bare,  

God is with you, for when no one is there.  

To bless the path of righteousness,  

and continue in the trails of holiness. 

As we get older we become more aware,  

bones become weak and begin to wear. 

Our wisdom is cherished by those who listen,  

knowledge passed, on to those newly christen.  

For we are God’s children in a world full of mystery,  

Looking to create our own history.  

 

 

 

Andrew Andriopoulos 



 

 

We, too, sing America 

We are the many whose voice is unheard 

The voice that was fought over and won with more than just words 

We are the builders 

The makers 

The doers 

Keepers of the American dream of grandeur 

From across the globe we came 

 On trains, boats and planes 

Bringing no shame 

With a determination forged in fire and flame 

We sing louder and prouder than most 

While others try to hide that their backyard used to be a slave post 

The land of the free and home of the brave 

Does not mention the struggles of slaves 

People may not like it but its reality 

America is a nation built by immigrants; just trace your family tree 

While not trying to boast 

All Americans live life to the most 

The Pursuit of Life, Liberty and Happiness is all we know 

So quit with the hate, we are all on the same flow 

 

We, too, are America 

 

 

Paolo Esguerra 

Dear Journal, 

I ’m not quite sure how much more of this I can take. What if my 
parents were right? What if this music thing is all a bust? I knew 

it’d be hard, but this is ridiculous. In the past week alone I’ve been on 
about five or six auditions and I still haven’t heard anything back. My 
manager thinks it’s my image. She thinks that my look is too tame and 
that’d I’d book more gigs if I was more like Cardi B or Beyoncé. She 
doesn’t think that I have enough sex appeal and that I’m too boring. 
I’ve heard about Hollywood changing people and I don’t want that to 
happen to me. If I’m going to be recognized in the music industry then 
I’m going to stay true to myself. It’s crazy how the music world just 
perpetuates certain stereotypes. Men get to be these big gangster guys 
and I’m supposed to sing about being heartbroken while half dressed. 
That’s something I can’t get behind. The music that I make is good. I 
write my own lyrics, I pull from my own experiences, everything that 
goes into my songs comes from me. I’ve always pictured myself per-
forming at sold out shows and having tons of people singing my songs. 
That’s all I’ve ever wanted. I saved up every penny I had to make it this 
far. I remember singing at kids parties every weekend just to pay for an 
hour of studio time. I remember taking my college funds to move out of 
Kansas. I’ve given up so much to make it this far. I’ve never taken the 
easy way out and I won’t start now.  

 

Dear Journal, 

I  haven’t written in a couple months. There have been so many 
exciting opportunities that have been coming my way. I knew that this 
was going to be my year. I booked my first gig the day after my long 
rant. It was for a girls sweet sixteen but to me I felt like I was playing 
Coachella. The crazy part of it all is that the girls father was a pretty big 
music producer and he loved the set that I was playing. He thought it 
was “authentic” and “full of emotion.” We had a long conversation 
about the music industry and he even gave me his card! It may be a 
slow start, but I know that I’ll be successful in this music business. But 
even if music doesn’t work out for me, at least I’ll know that I didn’t let 
society change me!  

 

Tychelle Jenkins 



Dear Diary,  

 I ’ve decided to start writing in you after what my therapist 
said, “ I need to start expressing my feelings and since you won’t say an-
ything vocally to me, maybe you’ll write out your true feelings in this 
journal.” Well here I am. I guess I should tell you a bit about myself and 
how I got into this situation right? Especially since I’ll be telling you all 
my deeper feelings. Well Diary, or maybe Journal? My name is Marlene 
Wright and I’m 26 years old. I do identify as female. I’m from Hamp-
stead Heath, which is in North London. I just recently graduated from the 
Guildhall School of Music and Drama where I did my undergrad in Prin-
ciple Study of the violin (of course since I’ve been playing the violin 
since I was a child) and then Postgraduate, I received the Guildhall Artist 
Masters in Performance. I’ve basically been studying and performing the 
violin since I was a kid, it’s literally all I know how to do. My parents 
who are also musicians, my mom a flutist and my dad a cellist, passed it 
right on to me and this is what I do and I do love it. My dream since I 
was a kid was to be a concertmaster in the London Symphony Orchestra. 
Its something I’ve been practicing and studying for all my life but I actu-
ally enjoy and I thought that once I get an audition that I would nail it 
and that seat would be mine. So guess what, my chance finally came. A 
little while after graduation, there was an opening, and for a violinist too! 
I think it opened up right for me. I have no idea why the person left but 
I’m so glad they did. I know that was a bit mean to say but I mean hey I 
really want this you know. I thought that this was a sign from God that 
this was going to be mine and since there hasn’t been an opening in 
years.  I started putting in more practice hours and sometimes I just did-
n’t even sleep because I worked so hard. I wanted to make sure I was on 
my A game for this audition. I secluded myself in my room at my 
parent’s house, spent time barely even eating, barely even sleeping. I 
thought, it’d be worth it because I know I will get this spot. Which leads 
me to the actually day of the audition. 

 I spent most of the night before practicing but I had to get some 
sleep because I wanted to be well rested before. The entire night I just 
couldn’t sleep. It was part excitement and part nervousness. I was sur-
prised I got any sleep at all. I kind of just wanted to practice all night in-
stead of sleeping. I arrive for the audition early like super early. I’m so 
nervous and I just want to get this audition over with, I just want that 
seat. Every second waiting for my number to be called was just agoniz-

ing. I guess I shouldn’t have gotten there so early, like an hour early. I 
tried meditating, just to ensure I was in the right mindset, and then final-
ly, my number is called. I’m prepped, ready to prove that I deserve this 
spot. In my audition I felt that I showed so much passion, I thought I aced 
it!  

 Waiting on a response from the audition was more painful then 
waiting for the actual audition. I think it was a bit over a month until I 
actually heard back, and I didn’t get it, no one did actually. How can they 
put me through that? How can they put everyone through that? How can 
they not see that I had what it takes, that I had the talent? Are they blind? 
Are they deaf? What am I supposed to do now? I literally have been 
working up to this moment and it didn’t pan out how I planned, like how 
my parents planned. The news really just broke me. I stopped practicing. 
I stopped tutoring. I just don’t want to play my violin anymore. I think it 
really sent me into a depressive spiral because I don’t know what to do 
now with my life. This was all I ever wanted and more and I just felt like 
I wasn’t good enough. I don’t even know how and where to try to im-
prove.  

 I just didn’t know how to cope with the disappointment. I seclud-
ed myself in my room. Again wasn’t sleeping or eating just alone in my 
room thinking what should I do now. Where do I go from here? I wish 
someone had prepared me for this to happen. I wish I had a backup plan. 
I wish I didn’t get hyped up that I’d get it just for this to happen. I got so 
depressed that my mom made me get help. I started going to see a thera-
pist to try to talk things out but I just don’t like going. I don’t like doing 
much anymore. Per the therapist recommendation, I got you diary, some-
thing to just write in and vent in about how I’m feeling. For now I just 
feel lost. I just don’t know what to do now and I really got to figure it 
out. So that’s kind of my story. I think this is a good place to leave off. 
I’ve told you about myself and why I’m doing this, why I have to writing 
out everything. This was just a first step. Now I have to figure out where 
to go from here, what to do with my life.  

 

Thank you for listening to me, 

 

Marlene Wright  

Valerie Anicet 



A Messed up World 

 

Yo my Names N- Boss 

All these problems in the world make our heads lost 

But right now I’m about to spit some fire  

Talking about a lot of things such as our president who is a li-
ar. 

So that guy President Trump;  

Has done a lot of things to make our country a dump.  

His skin is so yellow 

I thought I was starring at a live marshmallow.  

Disrespectful to the kids that witnessed in a school shooting 

And why he doesn’t have as many people at his chants rooting.  

Lifting up the taxes, making it difficult for the middle class 

Because of his selfishness and the fact his ego is stuck in the 
past. 

Apparently every person needs a gun, 

But all it does is makes people’s time on earth less fun.  

Now I am going to rant about racists  

They think there so tough by using items other than their fists.  

All humans should have equal rights. 

There’s no point in this world for so many racial fights.  

Racism is something that I wish could end, 

But if it truly happened, people would look like they are mak-
ing pretend. 

People, people kneeling for the Anthem, 

They think they invisible like Danny Phantom. 

But little do they know, 

Everyone sees them. 

That is the true reason why  

Colin Kaepernick ain’t on the field speeding. 

I don’t like Trump and I feel for the blacks. 

Although I don’t agree with the NFL player going behind the 
troops backs.  

The main in the White House ain’t the best. 

But you stand for the Anthem regardless of how bad our coun-
try gets. 

Yes I agree blacks are treated unfairly. 

But kneeling for the Anthem solves the issue barley. 

You can go protest or go on a strike 

But don’t be fake to the people that died in fight. 

I really feel for the colored unfairly killed by the cops,  

It doesn’t seem like the struggles ever stop. 

There are a lot of good in the men of blue 

Don’t assume the bad ones are the entire crew. 

At the end of the day,  

We all are brothers,  

Regardless of the race we got from our mothers. 

Hopefully one day racism dies,  

I talked about world issues enough, goodbye.  

 

Nick Bossotti 



Life isn’t easy, therefore it isn’t perfect 

 

Dear Diary, 

 Let me start by introducing myself, my name is Demi Lovato. I decided to get a 
journal and start writing about anything that I am going through or anything that is on my 
mind. I heard it’s good to write things down to get it off your chest. So I decided to try that 
and I hope to one-day look back on this, and see how much I’ve grown and how much I 
have succeeded in life and just remember that this was only a small difficult portion in my 
life. I have been going through so many difficult times in my life due to family problems. 
The issues aren’t with me, but with my family. My dad is an alcoholic and an abuser and is 
barely there. He’s destroyed his family and chose alcohol over us. I don’t think we ever 
think about our family being separated and we think it’s impossible until it actually hap-
pens and you’re stuck there not knowing what to do. The yelling, the screaming and things 
being thrown in the house affects me. Not only that but I’ve been getting bullied in school, 
and people are always making fun of me. It really sucks when you feel useless and hopeless 
not knowing what to do with your life. That takes a big toll on me, and brings my self-
esteem down.  But even though these problems are going on, I have this one thing that 
helps me keep my mind of things. Ever since I was young I’ve done beauty pageants. Well it 
first started of as modeling and then that is when I started doing beauty pageants. Thanks 
to my beauty pageants I was able to discover my talent and my love for singing. 

 

Dear Diary 

I know it’s been a while since I’ve written on here but I have just been extremely 
busy with everything that is going on in my life. I was able to start and act in Barney, and 
I’ve made my way to showing up on commercials, TV shows and now I can start my own 
show and guess what I am also able to write my own songs. All of this has happened so 
quickly. I feel the pressure coming on. I never knew how stressful this career would be and 
how much it would take out of me. In the beginning it was all fun and games until I realized 
how many fans I have now and how many girls look up to me. I feel the need to look a cer-
tain way, and to sing certain songs to make sure the public loves it. I am only a teenager 
and all of this is just too much. I’m starting to feel really pressured and my depression is 
starting to occur due to the problems and not having a father figure in my life. All of this 
stress is too much causing me to use alcohol and drugs. That seems to be the only thing 
that helps me forget about everything going on in my life. Isn’t it crazy how singing would 
help but now it’s what’s causing stress to my life. I don’t know what to do anymore, my life 
is falling apart. I finally get what I wanted and I just hate my life at this point. I don’t know 
what to do. The song I can relate to at this moment that I’ve sung is, Fix a heart. The 
rhythm is slow, the dynamics is low and tempo is slow. It fits my mood perfectly. 

 

 

 

Dear Diary, 

 After everything I’ve gone through, the people who work with me and are helping 
me succeed have realized what I’ve been going through. They’ve realized I’ve been abusing 
drugs and alcohol. They’ve seen how much my personality has changed ever since I start-
ed.  I had to stop and tell them that it was all-true. They made me destroy my phone, and 
made sure I had no contact with anyone who was supplying me with these drugs. At this 
point I realized how much drugs have affected my life, but I am addicted and I can’t stop. 
Although I want to stop, I cant. It isn’t easy. I’ve decided to go to treatment and it has 
helped but not enough to make me not crave the drugs. No one knows I have been sneak-
ing around, hiding my drugs. Making sure no one catches me. I have to lock my self in my 
room sometimes. Pretending I am in the bathroom showering, or getting ready. Or pre-
tending like I’m asleep, when in reality I’m in my room getting high. I don’t think anyone 
realizes how difficult this all has been for me. How lonely I feel and how much pressure I 
have been feeling. It’s been 2 months since I’ve used drugs non-stop, everyday. Feeling 
nothing but just the high these drugs give me. I have no motivations, no mood, and no en-
ergy to do anything at all at this point. But I am trying… I love this song Warrior. Because I 
am a warrior, I am a survivor. I wont give up. I will succeed.  

 

Dear Diary, 

 It’s been a couple of months since I written to you again. But I’m happy and proud 
to say I’ve been going to treatment for months and can finally say I’ve been sober and no 
longer crave drugs or alcohol. I’ve been able to continue my career; I have been experienc-
ing new things. Guess what? I am finally living on my own, I can finally say I have my own 
apartment. I’ve learned so many things these past few months. It’s crazy to look back and 
see how low I was, and how much of a mess I was. I had brought myself down and I was so 
close to losing everything I had. Looking back, it seemed to me as if I were following my 
father’s footsteps. I was abusing alcohol and drugs just like he was, and I could have lost 
my family as well if I didn’t take a big step, and decided to change my life for the better. I 
am not perfect; I am still struggling with certain issues. But I now know that I am in such a 
better place now, and I will be able to conquer anything that comes my way.  It was a chal-
lenge for me to be a teenager with so many responsibilities, so much pressure and being 
put in the eye of so many people made it harder. I found myself trying to be someone I 
wasn’t. Someone I did not want to be. But that’s where you have to be strong, not for any-
one but yourself. Put yourself first. Don’t do things for anyone. If you like doing something 
do it, don’t worry about what anyone else is thinking. People will always judge you. Wheth-
er you’re doing good or bad in life. That was my problem. I was so focused on trying to 
please everyone around me, that I ended up hurting myself. But things happen for a rea-
son, we learn from our mistakes and we’re able to look back and see how much we’ve im-
proved. Life is a rollercoaster; there will always be ups and downs. We just need to know 
how to handle it and never give up. 

Kueisi Catagua 



Stand Firm Youngin’ 

 

After high school, I fell into a space 

A space where my parents wanted me to do much more 

To be more but also a space of uncertainty  

I was unsure of my next move but I know I had to move 

I had to get the ball rolling but keep it rolling 

During times of uncertainty family wish to give the best advice 

But is it really the best advice for me?  

 

Do this, Do that 

No, I want to be this, I want to be that 

 “I've been through this before, I think this would work better for you” 

Sigh, I don't want to do that, I want to do this 

So, I go and try again and again 

Because I have to be this, I have to be that! 

“Again, I think you would be better off doing this rather than that” 

No! I want to do this to become that 

 

Feelings of progress emerge  

Along with a sense of satisfaction about my decision 

Closer and closer, just a bit closer to my goal 

“I told you, I don’t think that would a good fit” 

No! I got this. I can do this 

The pressure of succeeding along with warnings of failure 

It makes me want give up but if I do 

Ill never be this, never be that 

 

So, I fight through obstacles without giving up 

Reciting in my head the warnings of "you should or you shouldn’t" 

Using them as motivation to do what is best for ME 

While keeping in mind failure is inevitable  

So, I encourage you all to stand firm on your decision 

Because if you want to be this or that, never be afraid to fail 

 

 

 

 

 

‘I too sing to the world’ 

 

 

    Living in this world is sometimes hard being a 
girl that is going through depression. I am never 
happy. I live to please other knowing that is not the 
right way to live. I stress about the littlest things 
like, " why is that girl looking at me like that ... she 
must not like me. I feel like an outsider at almost 
every event I go to. I barely have friends. All I have 
is family but I still feel like I cannot be myself 
around them. I have to put on a fake smile every 
time I am outside. I have bad anxiety when there is 
too much attention on me. I feel alone. I sing to the 
world that I feel alone.  

 
Arielle Demetrius 

Stephanie Mills 



I choose to be loud 

 

This world is too quiet 

 

People hang their heads low, eyes refusing to connect 

Ears plugged, many choose not to hear the outdoors 

Phones on, many choose not to see the beauty around them 

Bubbles in tact, many choose to curl away 

 

But not I 

Ears free, I choose to talk and sing 

Phone away, I choose to look around and smile 

With my pin I choose to pull people out of comfort 

 

The world is cold and dark 

Yet I choose to accept it and be a light 

Maybe loud and obnoxious, but to others bright and daring 

I try to be unafraid to those around me 

 

The world is too quiet, so I choose to be loud. 

04/16/18 - Tyler ♥️ 

I 
 want to be able to make music to express 
my love for chords… I’ve especially 
loved the piano since I was a young child  

I want the world to know me, not ODD FUTURE… 
but everyone hated CherryBomb (my last album, a 
piece of me I never showed much attention to). It was 
just like all rock music honestly. 70% loud instru-
ments like drums, guitars, bass from all corners of the 
room and chords from the keyboard. And that’s not 
what the people want to hear from me. I couldn’t ex-
press myself in the way I truly feel for my fans be-
cause they’re used to Goblin and Tron Cat, the angry 
shit, the dark shit, my older albums from the begin-
ning. With this new album I felt like everything de-
pended on it. I felt like if I failed at this I would’ve 
just died. Flower Boy is something I worked my hard-
est on ever. It’s a deeper side of me that people tend 
not to see or even believe exists. I put everything into 
this. It was hard. I want the black kids to like me too.  

I reached out to many while making this album. 
I wanna take notice of who saw the vision and who 
didn’t. I didn’t let the fact that people refused to be-
lieve in or support me. I am super thankful to the peo-
ple that supported me, whom were most of my first 
picks when I envisioned this album. The completely 
major loud and violent dynamics of this whole album 
coupled by dramatic changes and sudden cadences to 
switch from high to low. It was a really personal al-
bum regardless of how 
fast the tempo was.  Carissa Galvez Biancha Hamlet 



                                                                                                    4.18.2018 

Dear Diary,  

 Pitter patter… pitter patter… pitter patter. Drip, drip, drip. It’s a lonely, melancholy Sunday night. Unfortunately, it’s raining – pour-

ing cats and dogs. I still haven’t been able to scrape together the money to fix that leaky roof of mine. The water is just collecting in the pot 

that I have under it to the point where it’s running over, but who cares, I don’t have time to tend to it. Times have been so 

hard living in the city since I moved from the South… I haven’t found a job yet. Not even a measly gig. To make mat-

ters worse, Joshua and I are no longer together. He broke things off last night. His reasoning? He simply won’t support 

my dreams and aspirations of being a singer anymore. He claims that I’m delusional and living in a fantasy world 

because I think I can make it as a singer in New York City. That’s okay. I had a suspicion that he was becoming too 

comfortable with his little secretary lady, Linda. I don’t think he had the courage to tell me and had to use whatever ex-

cuse he could find.  

 Truth be told, life in the city isn’t exactly what I dreamt it would be. My folks told me to move to New York City to pursue my dream of 

becoming a singer, but since I’ve come here, I’ve met with nothing but sadness and misery. There are so many aspiring singers, songwriters 

and musicians. I feel like a sardine in a cramped up tin. Every day, I think to myself, how can I make it here? What can I do to separate my-

self from the rest? What makes me unique? How do I get noticed? Music to me is about connecting with the song, the lyrics, the beat, the 

rhythm. When I listen to a song, I want to be engulfed in it. I want the musical notes to wrap around me like a warm blanket and I want to be 

able to take comfort in the lyrics. That is what I try to do with my music. I pour my heart into the lyrics for the songs that I make. I connect 

all my emotions with the words and make sure that my voice conveys this when I’m singing. However, I feel as if there is no room for this orig-

inality and this technique of making songs in New York City. I feel as if this generation has no appreciation for this type of music-making 

anymore. Everything is done in a fancy high-end studio with a top notch producer. No one cares about the words anymore in their songs. In-

stead, everything is about what’s catchy and what will make someone remember the beat, not the lyrics. I mean since I’ve gotten here, Cardi B 

has made it into the spotlight. Everyone claims she has talent. Where? I just don’t see it. It’s really sad when you 

sit back and think about it. Where do I go? If I can’t make it in New York City, where am I going to make it? I 

can’t go back home. Every day mom and dad call me and I tell them that I’m great. Great? I’m far from that. I’ve 

been singing in the subways the past few days, panhandling for a bit of spare change. I try and go to every club 

that I know does live performances and audition there. I’ve even tried to meet up with some of my friends, but 

nothings working. However, I’m not going to let this deter me from my dreams or aspirations. I am going to 

make it in this city, one way or the other. Did Beethoven let the words of those get to him? No. What about Mozart? 

No. Heck, people told Cardi B she’d never make it as an artist, but look at her now. I’m done letting people dull my 

shine. Not even this gloomy dark day can stop my creativity and ingenuity. I’m just going to use these road 

blocks in my journey as inspirations for my next song… yeah… that’s exactly what I’ll do. I just need refill my 

glass with some Cabernet and get the pen rolling on my next song.  

Christina Moonsammy 



 
 
            I can see it’s all a lie. 
             Fear and terror is  
           What drives them  
              To deprive Man. 
  
You comply then, you are just like them! 
Want the power and the money 

But undermine Him! & let the truth rise in  
They’ll crush it like a ball you’ll feel your  
Whole life cringe 

But take heed to what makes sense  
You can’t let them block what the sun shines in  
We are human; man we all make sin 

But who are you? Who gave you the rights to these plans? 

Trust if it were on the other side. You’d think twice 

For you DA-MA-GE cause PA-N-IC reek HA-V-IC   
On our planet  
But to end this, I’ll stay lit  
This light to bright to get diminished  
  
         I can see it’s all a lie. 
         Fear and terror is  
        What drives them  
           To deprive Man. 

                     
                     I won’t be just like Him ! 
 

 
 
 

I Am the Darkest Light 

Glare lights are everywhere, 

I can escape to nowhere. 

They hate dark lights, 

they covered dark lights. 

 

I love the music world, 

but it stained by human prejudices. 

I created excellent songs, 

they rarely play on the stage. 

 

Because, 

I am a dark light. 

 

I’m living under, 

the shadow of glare lights. 

They don’t even want to see, 

they don’t even want to hear. 

 

I will be the darkest light, 

music will helps me. 

Glare lights will se my songs, 

glare lights will hear my heart. 

 

They will see how excellent I can be, 

they will hear how wonderful I can  make. 

 

I am, a dark light.  Heng Zhang Jessica Joseph 



Johnny Charisma’s Blues 

 

 Dear Journal,  

I t’s been nearly 7 years since one of my singles has made it 
to number one, it’s also been 7 years since I even made a 
song. Unfortunately I’ve been struggling with my demons 
and my inner self; yes I have been using again yea the big 

old horse. I just can’t make ends meet I’m addicted, there I said it 
man I’m addicted. Mr. Federof won’t even call me Jom Jom’s any-
more, he calls me Jonathan he knows I don’t have the money for 
the house, he just sees me as a has been. I’m freaking pathetic man 
I can’t even afford my rent to this house, I had to be in three differ-
ent metal health hospitals because I wanted to commit suicide, I 
was in the emergency room for overdosing on heroin, the nurses 
even said how charismatic a junkie hes a junkie now. I don’t know 
why god has given me these chances to live; I don’t even think I 
deserve to live. It wasn’t always this way, this addiction all started 
when I was in college I didn’t care about school I didn’t care about 
my old good friends, or my very close friend, I remember before 
when me and my close friend as she would like to call it were 
good friends, we had a promise if I wouldn’t do drugs she would-
n’t drink. We would always be around each other wrestling, play 
fighting, cuddling all the stuff that I guess couples would do, she 
would talk on the phone with me all day and all night during win-
ter break meaning I would go to bed at like 5 am.  But one night 
she drank with her friends at a party and had her way with some 
boys, and when she came back to see me she reeked of alcohol and 
had hickeys on her neck. She broke the promise I was supposed to 
break the promise I was the drug addict, why wasn’t it me it was 
supposed to be me. I just spat in her face and walked away, I just 
started to hang out with different people and to experiment with 
drugs to top that all off I was on academic probation. I started not 
heading out to my classes, Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thurs-
day, etc... Was all about drugs and not school. I unfortunately went 
to the hospital two times and didn’t make the cut academically and 
was academically dismissed. This shaped me up as a person I quit 
drugs and started writing music, my music was mostly about heart 

break and drug addiction, I was surprised it grew after 4 albums I 
was a star but heroin came back to me and I got addicted again, I 
started to come into the studio under the influence and not caring 
what my music was about, so I went downhill and my sales 
dropped. None of my friends talked to me, no one contacted me 
about record deals, and I was pretty much a nobody. No one appre-
ciates my music anymore because I went back to my old ways, 
they don’t want to hear about a junkie making music it’s just not 
the norm. Everyone wants somebody they can look up to not 
someone they can look down upon, they need someone that can 
help them through tough times not hearing someone going through 
tough times. I’m a nobody  I don’t have my degree in music, I 
don’t have family of my own, and to top it all off I can’t even 
think of a song.   That’s enough I’m tired of being nobody I’m go-
ing to be somebody again and everyone will know my name again 
and for what I stand. My song will be about my addiction the tone 
will be monophonic at first with a violin playing a tone by itself 
but it will be in a minor key because I want to signify that drugs 
are a monster and an evil being then I start in a verse stating my 
origin of when my heroin addiction happened, I then will start to 
sing how I was addicted explaining what I did during m addiction 
it will go something like injecting a poison down through my veins 
that makes my body goes numb it’s like sex but only better. I then 
will explain and go into detail of how it brought me down and ru-
ined my life, saying how I lost my friends, how I lost respect from 
all my peers, how I went to the hospital and was called a joke, how 
I can’t even afford the rent to my house. I then end it off with a 
message that I will get clean again and that you should never ever 
give up it is ok to fail at life no matter what you want to do but it is 
never ever ok to give up on life. No matter how difficult life may 
be you can always be good at something and succeed at it, that the 
beauty of life and failure sure I didn’t make it as a great musician 
but it will not defy me as, I know who I am I am proud that I failed 
in life and will continue to surpass all my mistakes into opportuni-
ties and strive towards greatness. Because I have the audacity to do 
so, I have the strength, veni vedi, vici (I came, I saw, I conquered 
in Latin).  

Sincerely The Johnny Charisma  Payam Mosalee 



                                                                        The Last Word. 

  

They said I was not going to make it, 

But I’m here, will be here. 

When tiers got dry, 

hopes exhausted, 

and the only light to see was a blink, 

I woke up. 

  

They said again I was not going to make it, 

But I’m here, will be here. 

When memories got diffused, 

faces and moments, 

words and feelings vanished, 

I looked up. 

  

In the emptiness of each step 

and each memory , 

tears and hope  

my loyal company. 

Persistence and determination  

were my walking stick, 

and memories  

found a new way. 

What is in and out of me helps. 

Faces and moments, 

Words and feelings stay longer 

And Sun is bright today. 

 

They said I was not going to make it, 

But today I am standing by myself. 

Building new memories. 

It was not about their word, 

But if I believed it.    

 

Maria Serrano 



The Beast and the Prince 

 

G rowing up was grim. Born in a traditional black family in 

Rome, Italy in the 19th century I felt it was truly destiny 

for me to dedicate my life as a composer. I received tons 

of backlash not only for my dreams as a musician, but as 

an African American male. Friends I thought were friends, would only 

mock me after finding out where my fatigue had come from. Though I 

hadn’t had the best luck with people, my mother and father supported 

my goals heavily, regardless if we didn’t have the money nor the assets 

for me to become a successful musician. I would stay up day and night, 

practicing piano and composing music until my fingers grew heavy, and 

my head felt heavier.  

My first and favorite piece was made at 17 and it was made to be 

an opera, and It revolved around this specific story. In the deepest, lone-

liest parts of a forest lived a tribe of beasts, hidden from all. In this tribe 

lived a strong and beautiful beast princess. Beckoned by the moonlight, 

she wandered into a land of humans, and in the moonlit garden of a 

small castle, she fell in love with a prince. With passion blooming from 

her heart, she knew the tale all too well. “No matter how strong the will, 

a beast can never be in love with a human.” The princess then goes to 

see a witch, and asks her to be a human so that she may forever be with 

her love. The witch replied “I can offer my help only if you offer me 

your claws and your fangs. But no matter how well you disguise your-

self as human, you will one day revert and consume the prince’s life.”  

In Agonizing pain the claws and fangs are torn off of her. She 

happily smiles and cries tears of joy, “Im human! Finally I get to be 

with my love!”. She then ventures into a desert and there lay a man, bit 

by a poisonous snake. She runs to him and sucks the venom out of his 

leg. It was the man she had in the garden. “I owe my life to you. Please 

marry me” said the prince. A wedding is held soon after, and the woman 

lives happily with her prince as the princess in the castle of a human 

land.  

But her happiness is short lived. One night she wakes to a pain 

that renders her paralyzed and tells her she is going to form into a beast. 

“Why? I thought I was going to live happily with my beloved prince as 

a human?” She beckoned. “Using a witch’s power is wicked. You’ve 

lived long enough happy as a human, now it is your time to turn into a 

beast. However, If you kill the man you love most, you will be freed of 

your curse.” While turning, she hovers over her sleeping lover, her fangs 

ready to seep into his throat and take his life. Gazing on his face, she 

knew this wasn’t what she wanted, but the strong urge to kill him welled 

inside her. In the middle of the night the Prince awoke, only to find the 

love of his life gone, the shutters spread wide open, with a gusty wind 

blowing into his chamber.  

I wanted to show this piece to the world, show that an African 

American is capable of composing music that was sincerely heartfelt 

and touching. But to no avail. I went to several places, all firstly asking 

of my upper class status, only for me to respond that I was only middle 

class. No one took the time to read and listen to my works. So now at 

age 27 I’m living alone with barely enough to make ends meat and a 

strong still desire to pursue my work as a musician. Though I wasn’t 

blessed with strong upper hereditary status, I wanted approval from my 

peers.  

So I then decided that I would dismiss my doubts, and continue 
pursuing. If there’s one thing thats kept me passionate about music, it 
was the passion to be acknowledged, and I’m not yet ready to accept 

failure. Regardless of my hereditary status, I had to continue trying. Im 
aware this isn’t easy, that most musicians are those from fair status and 
finding someone that will hear you out is near pointless. I’m sure of all 

the people, there will be at least one who will give me my chance. And 
people will look past my lineage and respect me as a composer. 

Dariyus Hadizadeh 



  To This World 

 

     To this world, 

     I am born. 

     With eyes still new 

     And hands still fresh. 

     To this world, 

     A new life I am, 

     Though not aware. 

To this world, 

     My purpose yet found, 

     My age still young. 

     To this world, 

     Without a thought 

     Nor conclusion. 

     To this world, 

     I struggle on 

     With a lone passion heart. 

     To this world,  

     My sole declaration 

     To be free from earthly tethers. 

     To this world, 

     I alone will pluck my strings 

     And bellow my songs. 

     To this world, 

     Become a servant of the melody, 

     That brings me life, 

     Serenade the world  

     With once fresh hands. 

     To this world, 

     My song will play eternal, 

‘Till the last ocean dries, 

     the stars fade out, 

And I breathe my final breath. 

 

They’ll see my purpose 

And grief or laugh -- 

 

     I shall rest with thought 

     That my final song, 

     Belongs to this world.  

 
Max Ngan 



Kurt’s Diary: April 17th 

I t’s ten minutes before midnight as I look at the Queensboro 
Bridge outside my Astoria apartment. I’m taking a sip of my night-
ly ritual of having hot chocolate before bed as I hear Stephen Col-
bert on my TV in the background. I just had a long day with my 
songwriting partner Jules, working on songs for a musical, Broke-
back Mountain, based on the movie and the New Yorker article that 
inspired it. I’m doing the music and Jules is doing the lyrics, as 
usual. Jules lives over in Chelsea. He’s a homosexual and proud of 
it. I, on the other hand, am a heterosexual male and we’re both lib-
erals.  

       Working on a musical that takes place in the country seems a 
bit of a hard task for city folk like us. In our previous work, we did 
cabaret songs and contributed to solo albums with Broadway’s 
most talented actors together in the last four and a half years as a 
way to get noticed by some Broadway bigshots. Like today, we 
worked on some long days once or twice a week to make a song or 
two or three come to life. Early last month, we got a call from the 
head of Lincoln Center’s theatre division (the same people who re-
made South Pacific, The King and I and most recently My Fair La-
dy for today’s modern audiences). The director from each of those 
three shows was planning to put on a workshop for Brokeback be-
fore playing it on Broadway. When he heard samples of our works, 
courtesy of my agent, he loved it and wanted me and Jules to write 
the music for the show. We were excited and thrilled that we’re fi-
nally going to have a musical on Broadway for the first time. There 
was one hitch. The score needed to be done by the end of the month 
in order to get the workshop performances ready in mid-May. 

    Flash forward to now and we have just completed thirteen songs 
so far for the show. We’re aiming to twenty enough songs for the 
workshop. Some of the songs include duets between Ennis and 
Jack, romantic songs for the ranchers and their wives and a quartet 
featuring the four of them. Earlier today, we wrote an “I want” song 
for Ennis and an eleven o’clock number for Jack.  It’s not easy, but 
we handle our work very seriously. 

     I remember when I was a junior high school student back in 

1992 and, as a soon-to-be graduating student, I was thinking about 
what to do with my life. That year, in the spring, my music class 
was planning a trip to a matinee of the latest hit musical on Broad-
way this season, Crazy for You, which featured  the music of 
George and Ira Gershwin.  Like me and Jules, George and Ira were 
a songwriting team. The difference between both of us is that they 
were brothers unlike Jules and me. I decided to see it because I 
haven’t seen a show on Broadway in my life so why not try some-
thing new. When I saw the show with my class, I was wowed and 
amazed by the songs in the score (such as “Someone to Watch Over 
Me”, “I Got Rhythm”, “Embraceable You”). It was that moment 
that made me realize that I want to be a Broadway composer.  

     For me, creating music is a thing that takes time to work. First, 
you want to have lyrics to make it into a melody. Then, you have to 
make the notes that match well with the lyrics. Soon, it will be or-
chestrated and arranged for an orchestra to perform and a vocal 
singer to sing the finished work in front of a major audience to 
hear. Now, with our first ever Broadway score, I’ll finally have my 
chance for our work to reach an even greater audience. The cabaret 
clubs and the solo albums gave us limited exposure. But, with this 
show, Jules and I are sure to gain more fans.  Well, I’m going to 
stay up now to see Amy Schumer talk to Colbert about her latest 
movie. Then, I’m heading to the bathroom to brush my teeth before 
turning in to bed. Tomorrow, Jules and I will continue working to 
add more songs to the score. Can’t believe my dream is coming 
true. Isn’t showbiz great or what? 

 

 

Kurt Glenn 



 

Not destined to be alone 

 

look 

looking on your face 

Lying on my pillow 

Is your make time spread 

 

you 

you refraction of sunlight 

Flashed on my eyes 

Is time make you crowned 

 

one simple kiss  

one hundred possible 

Fall in love is my luck 

 

one simple love 

one hundred chances 

no longer to keep alone 

 

may some day 

look on the life 

not be stranger 

and be your lover 

This life worthwhile 

 

 

The Same Seat at the Table 

 

I too am still the black sheep sitting down 

At a table where I am not welcome 

I too sit and shed the Tears of a Clown 

The great Hughes left me a lot to leran from 

Don’t let these tears fool you, they wash off dirt 

At least I’m here right? Or so they tell me. 

They’re expecting me to hike up my skirt 

To further my career and pay the fee 

But I don’t need that nor do I need them 

My lineage is strong and follows near 

Behind to support the radiant gem 

The art and drive because we are still here 

Chasing our dreams and sharing our passions 

While never once settling for rations 

 

Destiny Greene Zhaoqi Gorden Chen 



The End Of The Road 

 

Journal Entry 

 T he greatness of a man is based on his accomplish-

ments, and what have I accomplished?, Nothing . I poured my 

heart and soul into my work and yet I have nothing to show for 

it. Failure is something I am familiar with , but it has never 

stopped me, I have made a habit of learning from the past and 

keep moving to the future. I have found myself wondering how 

much time must a man fall before he decides to stop walking, I 

think  I’m close to my answer. Today my landlord came over 

and he said I have one week to pay my rent or I am going to be 

evicted. It turns out that dreams don’t pay the bills I wish some-

one had told me that when I was younger, but this is a wake up 

call it might be time to move on.. Holding on to the dreams of a 

child was a mistake, or maybe it wasn’t. Music has always 

showed me the future I want. When I see myself I never saw 

money or fame, what I saw was someone who could bring joy to 

a cold world, now when I look in a mirror I don’t even recognize 

the man looking back .I remember when I was younger my 

friends, and I had a band, we were terrible,but we didn’t care we 

were having fun. We did get better as time went on we played 

some parties and even won our school talent show, but after 

highschool things weren’t the same. The band broke apart ,but I 

respected their decision to leave, We all had our own future to 

forge, but I wasn’t ready to walk away. I will say this being a mu-

sician has been the happiest part of my life and if this is where 

the music dies that would be alright. Looking back if I knew the 

road I took was going to lead my here I would have still traveled 

it. 

 

“Law of Attraction” (journal entry)  

     Hmm everybody that’s made it always seems think that they miss those 
“good old days”, that’s been on my mind lately honestly, I think if they’re talk-

ing about the shoes I’m in right now it’s like nobody can get enough even 
when they know their house is bigger but they still think the grass is greener 
where I’m at. Well other than that this week seems to be more of a songwriter-
type week, it’s not really a producer-composer whatever type week. It’s been a 
pretty busy week in general, I’ve been working on my own music something 
that I know that I’ve been getting bugged for, on Friday the team and I finally 

shot some of the scenes as well for that project they’ve been teething to get 
done, and I’ve been seeing a couple calls and text from my guys at the studio 
spot, I wanted to go but I needed some time to unwind just to be alone in my 
own thoughts. I feel like school’s been draining my energy and morale and 
thensome as well, everybody I run into we always get into these rants about the 
philosophies of education vs. a college education, if you ask me on my stance I 
think wherever you’re at, you should just take advantage of whatever you can. 

I can’t say that I’m not trying to get my degree but I know that it doesn’t make 
me who I am either. I only just cram up the first three days of every new school 
week so it’s not so bad once I pass through Tuesday or Wednesday. You 
should know I’ve been watching more self-awareness videos things on the 
“Law of Attraction”, I’m also really trying to be like that wise guy within the 
group, that guy that’s “enlightened” with like resourceful wisdom and 

knowledge and just open thinking and all that good stuff. Just last Wednesday I 
kept telling Bodega just to keep at it with the bass guitar, I know he a fan of the 
artform and that he appreciates the bass, I just happened to be able to give him 
an opportunity to help out by letting him practice with my guitar whenever he 
slides to the main spot. I think this whole upcoming liveset we’re rehearsing 
for as well is getting better too, it’s not no SOB’s but I think a good youtube 
video can take you along way if you believe and keep working at it. Man it 

always feels like a long journey, I think I know what I want to do but you 
know, I got “choices”, Aunty House and no college diploma, hopefully you get 
the big picture. I think that whole week I’ve just been moving around, I don’t 
see my Momma like that, and I’ve just been eating Checkers and a bit of Chi-
nese food and Jamaican food. Think about it, I got blessed a ride home on 
Monday, got to my house at 7 and I tell my Mom I’m out again cause I decided 

to holla and see what I can do at the squad lounge, headquarters, whatever 
you’d like to call it. Next thing you know we promoting people to the head of 
social media, in other words spam every popular page and just tell them to 
check us out, I think we got like 30 followers that same week too. And this is 
over some shrimp linguini we get from the frozen section at Target. So yeah I 
guess it’s been a struggle, I know I’m valid for the most part I just gotta keep 

working at it, you know put some positive energy into the universe and let that 
reciprocate (for Law of Attraction 
purposes). Rydal Singh Anthony Rubin 



Life’s Testimony 

Times like this make me wonder is this even 

for me? 

Music is everything to me and has always 

been but often I have to question if this 

lifestyle is really worth it. My family 

doesn’t have much faith in me or my ca-

reer. They feel I should have a 9 to 5 regu-

lar job than pursue my dreams. My family 

won’t understand how much creating and 

making music means to me and how passion-

ate i am about this. Times change through-

out the years! My family needs to accept 

and support me to be the best creative i 

can because ultimately i do it for them. I 

do it not only because I love it but to put 

my family in a better position and when I 

make it. The real problem that is conflicting 

me is keeping my creativity. It feels at 

times im being forced to make music that’s 

not much genuinely my type of musical style. The mu-

sic industry seems to have this certain mold for art-

ists trying to break through and it feels like i’m losing 

my own identity trying to make and build a name for 

myself. I’m trying to stay true to myself, my art, 

and be mu but how can I even get my best foot for-

ward if that’s not what there looking for. Its conflict-

ing when you want something so bad and want to be 

successful in this game but have to shape yourself and 

your style as an artist to be something that’s trendy 

and what’s hot at the moment. Why can’t I just be 

me? Create music that will be accepted regardless of if 

its trendy. Accepted for the feeling my music gives, 

the vibe my music sets and what I express through my 

music. One way or another I will make it!!! And it will 

be genuine and raw as ever. Cardi b made it being her-

self she kicked the door of opportunity down and kept 

running. I know I can do the same.. I will make it! 

Brian Harris 



Under Dog 

 

Dear Journal, 

T oday was another day of 

my music ideas being put 

down by the people around me, they 

can not see that music is so much 

more about what is popular today or 

not. But the real idea that every day 

something is new created, I get it that 

all people don't like change, but like it 

or not it's going to happen one way or 

another. I feel similar to Scott Joplin, 

Duke Ellington, and William Grant 

Still, I used music to show my place in 

the world, like they did.  

 There will be alway be an un-

der dog and I am that under dog peo-

ple are not seeing eye to eye with my 

ideas, my inspiration stemmed from a 

youtube video called “Techno Jeep” 

by: Julian Smith in his video he used 

the parts of the vehicle to create mu-

sic. When i first saw that video my 

mind has been widdinded to a ranged 

of music that I thought would never 

existed. Julian Smith went to another 

direction in music instead of using 

traditional musical instruments to cre-

ate his song or melody, but used 

something that no one would thought 

of using to make a melody out of it 

and that was the Jeep and everyday 

technical if you asked me or you be-

fore you saw the video could you, can 

you make music by using a jeep? I 

would say no but after seeing that vid-

eo I started to experiment using other 

objects like crushed aluminum cans 

and rocks to create a beat. 

BUt showing my finding to 

my peers, I have received a lot of neg-

ative feedback on the using the idea 

from Julian Smith to use non-normal in-

struments. But thats is to be expected Scott 

Joplin, Duke Ellington, and William 

Grant Still faced hardships when cre-

ating their music, life is never a 

smooth sail, so I will be continuing to 

create music using this idea from Jul-

ian Smith.  

 

 

   

 

“In a World, I Live in”.  

  

  

  

This is a big world, I live in a world so big, 

Surrounded by so many different things. 

Sometimes this world makes me feel happy, 

and sometimes this world makes me feel so crappy. 

 

 

As the days goes by, I try my best to make it in this 
big world that I live in. 

So many things are happening around me, 

I sometimes get scared and I sometimes feel dis-
traught. 

 

But I know I will make it through this world, 

Because I am praying to god that he can change it 

And change the people around me. 

 

This is a big world, 

But somehow, I will find a way to make it. 

Because this is the world I live in.  

 

 

Serena Lewis Michael Mangal 



Ask Me Why 

Ask me why I struggle to live, 

However, I am willing to give exchange for a chance at will. 

Why I go to bed every night crying, but when 

I close my eyes I feel like I am flying like an angel in heaven 

gates. 

Ask me why I stress all day, but  

My pain seems to fade away when I pray. 

 

I see people give me so many dirty looks,  

But they have never seen a college girl hit them books. 

Ask me why I say a prayer. 

Maybe I want to be the one to care. 

I want be the one with a med degree 

That is the only way I will help the need. 

Ask me why I am going to make it in this world, 

But it will be a challenge dodging flaming swords everywhere I 

go. 

People finding ways to strike me at any giving point. 

No one can ask me why I stay strong 

Because no one can tell me, I am wrong. 

 

Ask me why I am me. 

Because I know one day I will be free to be in paradise and 

have happiness. 

 

No more pain!!!  

 

Dear Journal, 

It ’s been years since I had my last record deal. Though it’s only been 

a couple of years, it seems more like decades. Back then, I had my own 

band with friends that I knew I could depend on. We stayed together 

through thick and thin even when the sales were rough. We also had a few 

rough crowds in the city we stayed in. What we played wasn’t the most 

popular of current music either: 60’s rock music in the 21st century. Not 

that it mattered all that much to us. The type of song genre we played in 

were a few decades old, or nearly half a century old if you want to think 

about it that way. The genre was popular in its heyday, but that time has 

since passed. The crowd goers usually preferred a totally different style of 

music, like country, rap or R&B. In the end, our band wasn’t really that in it 

for just the money; it just gave us an outlet to express our views and feel-

ings. We really had a good run, I can’t deny it. I say this even with some of 

the setbacks we faced. I was never the type of person to let failure stop me. 

Instead, failure made me push harder. Most of the band felt the same way. 

As the saying goes, “times change.” We disbanded due to external events 

out of our control. Nearly the whole band left the state altogether. The sing-

er and bass player left because of new job opportunities, and the lead gui-

tarist decided to retire. It’s a shame really, especially since our record com-

pany went bankrupt. When all of these changes happened, it took me a 

while to pick myself up again. I blamed myself for what happened, even 

though it was out of my control. But when depression hits, when do your 

thoughts ever make sense? A couple of months ago, I decided to leave the 

city and move somewhere across the country. I barely talk to my old band-

mates anymore, so it’s time I move on from them and find new friends and 

new jobs. I guess I’ll start somewhere small first, like performing at a few 

local pubs and work my way from there. I can’t predict what will happen 

next but I will try to stay on my toes while looking for new opportunities. It 

is the least I can do.  

Hopefully the next time I write in this journal, it will be news on my suc-

cess.  

Until next time, 

-T. 
Caroline Kanavatsas Aziza Busby 



Are they my dreams or your dreams?  

 

January 15th, 2014.  

D ays are hard, today especially, I’m not sure why, I can’t exactly 
pinpoint it, I’m just feeling off and I can’t seem to find myself out of 
this rut. I’ve been thinking you know, no one really prepares you for the 
hardships of being a musician, especially being a singer in the world of 
alternative music, but instead all you are surrounded by is the constant 
“You’ll do amazing!” and “Follow your dreams, you’ll do great things!” 
with the fakest of smiles but what If I don’t do great things? Why 
doesn’t anyone ever talk about if things go south? Hm. I always won-
dered why the option of me failing at being a singer is never spoken 
about as frequently as it should be, people should ALWAYS consider it 
because I mean not everything ever goes perfectly… there’s so many 
road bumps that came at me out of nowhere… maybe because I’m sur-
rounded by such sugar coated bullshit or maybe I’m just naive for be-
lieving what everyone says and not thinking of the option of me failing 
either?. “I hate myself” is the constant murmur I can’t shrug out of my 
thoughts, I hate that I attempted a life choice this bold, What was I 
thinking? I mean music? Really? I’m not even sure this is what I truly 
wanted or if it was something I felt pressured to do… I never wanted to 
disappoint anybody but it seems like I’ll be doing that regardless. Start-
ing from when I was eight years old, all I remember growing up is being 
surrounded by my parents pushing music and this life “better than eve-
ryone” lifestyle onto me just because I could sing, from the get-go; 
Mom and dad always signing me up and dragging me to guitar and 
voice lessons for almost ten years… God I hated those lessons. It’s just 
the constant cycle of “La la la la laaaa laaa laaaaaa” going on repeat, 
high and low, that I dreaded every single time I was told to start my vo-
cal warm up but I just thought of my parents and how I didn’t want to 
see disappointment staring back at me if I told them this made me want 
to die. I really just live for the calm, non-pressured moments when no 
one was around, that I could sing and construct music and my own pace, 
nothing matters in those moments and that’s when music means every-
thing to me. At the end of the day, I can’t change how I handled things, 
maybe I wouldn’t if I was given a second chance but I’m going to start a 
change now… I can’t keep living like this, this lifestyle wasn’t made for 
me and I’m happy with my choices.  

We, too, struggle 

 

We are stubborn and irresponsible. 

Because, we work smart not hard 

They don’t want to see us succeed, our way 

We are a rare breed  

Millennials  

A by product of our own critics 

Irony for the critters 

 

Tomorrow,  

They will be irrelevant 

Our time will come, but 

Not yet 

They say we don’t know anything, why  

Because we didn’t live their struggle 

Thank you for that 

 

Besides, 

Is our struggle any less real 

We’ve become numb in your world 

Yet, your mad? 

 

We, too, struggle  Michael Ledesma Alexis Klein 



I t’s March 11, 2018 and I’m here in my 1 bedroom apart-

ment sitting down contemplating about my life and how much of a 
mess my life is right now. I just visited my older sister Alexia last 

week and she had told me how amazing it was to start her first day 

on the job as a teacher, ever since she told me that I have been in-

spired and motivated to find where I stand in reality as it relates to 
my career. My mother would always pick on me since I was the 

younger sister who wasn’t interested in school that much but was 

very talented, music was what I loved. I love music with all my 

heart it’s my passion it’s what I love to do and what I want to 
make a living off. My sister becoming successful in Life and hav-

ing everything going so well for her made me realize that I need to 

focus more if my sister can do it I can do it too, even though I have 

been told no by so many people I will keep pushing and practicing 
and get better at my craft everyday. My sister would always be the 

one who gets A’s on every exam and she even got into the most 

Prestigious College, while I was the sister who would just sit on 

my bed in my room and find something to play I have been in love 

with music ever since. One of the thing that bothers me is I want to 
make my mother proud and seeing my sister doing well motivates 

me to do good in life as well. So I have been spending more time 

looking at ways in which I could better myself and my career. 

Some days I want to sing, while some days I want to play my pi-
ano or my guitar. I am 24 years old which I consider pretty old to 

my standard since I haven’t did anything noteworthy in my Life 

yet. I spend days wandering why my music career hasn’t taken off 

yet but there are people who are not as talented as me who are be-
ing praised and are really successful in the mainstream media. 

Sometimes I say to myself is it because I’m a black woman and I 

don’t fit the demographic that they are trying to push or is it be-

cause I have an authentic sound and I do not sound like every oth-

er musician out. I think about these things and say if I should 
change my sound to appeal to the media I have been going through 

this for years I have been trying to think how could I get over this 

struggle. I also have tried to build my network because I believe 

building a network would help me and my career paths if it took 

off in the long run. Even after going to local places trying to per-

form to people and music experts my music I still haven’t got a 
call or anything from these music experts. This has made me de-

pressed because I know how hard I work and not being able to get 

praised or being rewarded for my hard work is yet to come, but I 

feel like there is something at the end of the road for me and one 
day I would be rewarded for the work I do maybe if I spend more 

time just being my true self, because I think being authentic and 

true to yourself you will always win in the end in Life. So while 

I’m learning about music I’m also finding myself learning more 
about my music everyday and 

trying to be the best I can be. 

I want to feel Alive 

As the summer days go by, stuck in the days ease, as I 
watch the flow of the day 

I want to feel alive, I want to feel alive. Days move fast, 
as I stare into the dark abyss called my life, thinking of 
how it would have been if I was somebody else I want to 
feel alive, I want to feel alive. Stuck reliving the same 
day, seeing the same people, dealing with the same issues, 
I want to feel alive, I want to feel alive. I stop, glance at 
the lonely path ahead of me, as I sit on the fence unaware 
of whether to move forward, to a future unknown, or to 
stay reliving the same day over and over again. I want to 
feel alive, I want to feel alive.  
 

 

Tim Salami 

Remona White 



Mr. West 

 

April Fools, 2018 

 

 T here’s no one else that I’m kidding besides my 
self. Beat this and beat that, that’s all my head hears. From 
drums to keys to screams, my kids yelling; nothing but love… 
once in a while you know, I look above. Reminds me of 
where I was and who I was with because the only thing that 
I know is that I cant keep calm because all I know is I miss 
my moms.  The world don’t care, at the end it aint about be-
ing fair. My stories and beats don’t live up to expectations. 
Not yours but mine, who knows maybe with time they’ll … 
turn into something good, maybe like fine wine. My mind 
speaks truth, inspiration. But they don’t understand. Its like 
a good substance; BANNED. I can’t pleasure them, I can’t 
pleasure you, I guess that’s why I always feel so fuckinnn 
blueeee. Im lost in the world, out of my mind, you know this 
shit already, its been 11 years now and I cant keep this 
steady. Rest in piece MAMAAA, You aint got to worry about 
all this mess, the drama. The Paparazzi, the haters, the fans 
they all want me to conform to them. All I say is I aint never 
fitting in, it’s a good thing I aint trying either  

don’t forget im the greatest, IM KANYE WEST 

 

 

 

Consider yourself 
fuckinnnnn blessed.  

First Day Jitters 
 

Rochester, New York 1931 
 

Dear Journal, 
  

 I  am currently in Rochester, New York with my good ol’ 
friends, George Chadwick and Edgard Varese. I have a couple of hours 
before my symphony, Symphony No. 1 in A-flat, Afro American is to be 
premiered by Rochester Philharmonic Orchestra, and I must say, I am quite 
nervous. Becoming the first black musician and composer to write a 
symphony is not what rattles my nerves, rather the integration I have made 
between classical, jazz, and blues. I’ve always said that I wanted to show 
that the blues can be at the highest musical level. I have the great 
opportunity to start a revolution; to show the world what the blues is about: 
progression. It’s a progression about the afro American in the white culture 
in today’s society. The fact that I worked closely with Edgar, a French 
composer, a white man himself, shows procession on our equality. I seek in 
the 'Afro-American Symphony' to portray not the higher type of colored 
American, but the sons of the soil, who still retain so many of the traits 
peculiar to their African forebears; who have not responded completely to 
the transforming effect of progress.1 My nerves come from the potential 
outcome the symphony has on my community in Harlem and communities 
around the world. I wish nothing but pure positivity and bringing people 
together with this type of integration. I wish nothing but for people to 
understand that jazz and blues is more than a genre, but a movement. As I 
prepare to watch the orchestra perform my first symphony, I only ask that 
they pour their hearts out while performing, like I have done writing this 
piece.  
 

Yours truly, 
William Grant Still 

1Found the quote on Wikipedia, researched it back to his journal, which was in-
cluded in the textbook, William Grant Still: A Study in Contradictions by Cathe-
rine Parsons Smith 

Daniel Reyes Erick Montealegre 



is it, a day in the life? 

 

 

is it fear 

 

as i search for a seat on a crowded bus 

and the office worker grips her handbag  

and the mother shifts her children 

i stand and wonder 

 

is it fear 

 

as i enter a store  

and the employees keep offering customer service  

and the security guard’s eyes forever meet mine 

i realize, i don’t like this brand anyway 

 

is it fear  

 

 

 

 

 

 

as i walk a dim lit road  

and your lady is in front of me  

and if i slow down, or speed up 

i’ll still be damned  

 

is it fear  

 

when i am pulled over  

and loaded with bullets  

and inspire marches  

but receive no justice  

 

is it fear 

Michael Mordi 



PERSONALLY; HOW I FEEL IN THIS WORLD 
 
I feel right now things are missing, 
For me to get recognition, 
I’m put in certain positions 
Choices lead to harsh conditions 
That girl she gave me permission 
Showed her he’s no competition 
And thats just one thing that bugs me 
You have to see the distinction 
Its not that I do not want you  
I’m just out here on a mission 
I want to be at my prime before I make that decision 
To be with you.. what’s love?  
My girl at home gives me headaches 
And you come with the submission  
Not to mention other women  
They tempt the boundaries the limits, 
My ex still hit up my phone, 
She don’t understand the distance, 
Is why I had to let go, 
I need that real understanding,  
I need a soulful connection, 
One that requires great patience 
I’m tryna find who I am,  
in this world Please comprehend this, 
Flings constantly become strings and tangle 

 
 
I want good friendships , 
If you’re not helping me grow I do not 
Need that attention…what’s family ?  
 
I got problems of my own, 
My mom is always complaining, 
Siblings always crying broke, 
I cough it up if they need it, 
Then find myself in the hole, 
I’m selfless but when I need it, 
Theres no hand to lift me up, 
I’m left to climb no assistance , 
I tend to sympathize with most, 
Brother, I want you to listen  
You need to stop those addictions, 
I’ve watched you change and it hits me , 
Growing up I wanted to be you now, in total opposition 
I really want you to win, you just have to be commit-
ted,  
Then only man who can help you is you 
But relapse kicks in and… we lose you.. what’s my 
place? 

Maxiel Merced 


