





About

Equinoxis the literary and arts magazine that is exclusive to the Campus Honors
Program of the University of Illinois at Urbaizhampaign. Itvascreated,
organizedand published by Campus Honors Program students.

The mission oEquinoxis to sharethe artistic and creative talents of Campus
Honors Program members. Its name, borrowed from astronomy, reflects this
mission: the vernal and autumnal equinoxes are days of the year when day and
nightare seen equallyrheduality of day and nightefleds the balance between
academi@and artistic achievemeamong Campus Honors Progragholars

2013 Executive Board:
Samantha Fuchs and Clara Mousdjtors-in-Chief
Ethel Liao and Monica JarboRgeview Board and Editing Team

Thank You

Equinoxextends thanks to the 2013 Executive Board for collecting, reviewing,
and selecting submissions for publication in this inaugural issue.

We also thanKessica Chen for her beautiful watercolor coveratjo Aranguiz
andthe CHP Computer Administratof3 ej Chajed, Sanjit Dutta, Alex Kordas,
and Genevieve LaBelld)r theirassistance in making this issue an online
publication and all of our student contributors for making this magazine such a
success.

Finally, we want to thank the Campus Honomo&amstaff for their
encouragemerthroughout this preess.

Your dedication, time, and contributions were invaluable in the making of this
inaugural issue. This magazine could not have been created withdut you




Letter from the Editors

Dear readers,

We coud rattle off the traditional lettefrom-thee di t or s comment s:
so hard to put this together! It was a challenge, but teamwork made all of this
possi bl e!o

But really, that woulde a bit of an understatemegAnd also really cheesy.)
This is te true story of the creation of this magazine:

Samsends out an emdd find out whds interested in doing a startup. Clara,
Monica, and Ethel respond. Sam asks Clara to bEdtor-in-Chief. Clara

accepts. The four of us meet once or twice to malaeglan. We decide to call
ourselves the Fantastic Four. Sam and Ethel leave for Europe, never to return.
Clara and Monica stay behinBubmissions open up. We have a haming contest.
Clara still owes the winner cookies. For five weeks, the Fantasticwaufor
submissions, dreading the possibility that no one wants us to publish them. Then
in a single week, we receive a billion emails asking us to consider their art. We
send celebratory emails to each other. We bask in our own awesomeness. And
then we ealize how very much work we have left to do to finish the magazine. A
month or two later, here we are!

The process was a trighnd our longdistance situation made teamwork a hassle.
But the trouble we faced along the way has made our results even more
rewarding.

We are proud to have prockd such a massive finsistalmentof Equinox We

are proud to have received so many submissions, and we are proud to be able to
share the artistic talents of Campus Honors Program students wiihetimet

world.

But none of this would have been possible without the overwhelynuogitive
response that we received from our Campus Honors Program community. We are
ecstatido present to you the firstver issue oEquinox the Campus Honors

Program literary and arteagazine.

Enjoy!

Sincerely,

Samantha Fuchs and Clara Mount
Co-Editorsin-Chief
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Poetry




Cascades of Cacophony
Erik Kountz

Hungry hikers tiptoe through the tangled forest,
Between sticky and thick thorny thistles,

To an open clearing where the suimshk through.

In the center flows a stream

And nearby the rush and roar of a waterfall thunders.

The stream is a tumbled torrent of water,

As it tears and blasts from cataract to cataract,

And thrashes and smashes from rock to rock.

The fast water flowd like a horse that can never be broken.
The bubbling foam of the stream makes the rapids rage whiter
And have more shape than ever before.

The water gushes as it seems to race from rock to rock,
As it cascades down from the drop,

As it rumbles down thetsep and slippery slope.

In a jet of pure power, water spurts and spouts,

As wave after wave of water rush to destroy

Everything in their path with untold force.

The hungry hikers, no longer famished,

Pack their picnic belongings.

They smile happily, ahey think about their wonderful day,
Inundated with joy.




To Race the Rapids
Erik Kountz

As | propel myself in a kayak through the tight turns of the river,
The river becomes a tumbled torrent of water
As it tears and blasts from cataract to cataract
And thrashes and smashes from rock to rock.

| paddle fiercely to dodge each and every jagged rock
Which stabs into the sky.

The spiky rocks scrape my little kayak with a vengeance
| thought was reserved only for cat fights.

The river careens like a wlilhorse that can never be broken.
The bubbled foam on the river makes the rapids rage whiter
And my longing to navigate them all the stronger.

The water gushes and crashes as it races from rock to rock.
The spray splashes my face.

The waves buffet me fromvery side,

With only enough control to keep myself upright.

My ears pound as | hear the thunder of the waterfall that | approach quickly.
The rush and roar of its danger is soon upon me.

ltds too | ate to change my mind or cour|s
As my kayak and | plungato the froth.

We cascade down from the drop

And rumble and tumble down the steep and slippery slope.
In a jet of pure power, water spurts and spouts,

As wave after wave of water rush to destroy

My kayak and me with untold force.

| am excited and a tie scared

And my heart skips several beats as | fall through the air and mist,
And | smash the surface of the water at the base of the fall,

To plummet below into a calm underwater abyss.

| pop back to the surface and paddle downstream
As fast as theurrent flows.

My pulse slows slightly and | catch my breath.

| journey on: One down, three to go.




Nutella, Dear Nutella
Ethel Liao

My love for Nutella is trumped by noée

| long for it like a caged bird longs flight,
Innately seek it, like flowes the sun.

I'd wither without it; that is my plight.

For who could resist its sweet temptation?
Each rich taste makes me desperate for more
Of hazelnut's grace, darling sensation.

Eat ice cream instead? | would be left poor.
Yet, with my daily Nutella spanful,

Over time, | notice my growing pudge.

As | suspect this might not be healthful,
With each bite, my arteries clog (my judge).
Perhaps, of my Nutella consumption,

| should deliberate moderation.

She Tells Me
Jessica Chen

She tells me sheds broken,
Mumbling incoherent somethings about
Cracksandhumbled pastandflaming memories

While she sits on a ledge,

Fishing for gems sheo6l |l never
Ignoring the refracting ripples

Which originate from her peeling lies,

Noting only hypfbicdesolate gays.f aces

have

f

ak




Perspective
Clara Mount

AO, 1 mage!
Your beauty, ever reflecting,
show me perfection

that | may woo her divine soul!
O, image!

Speak not such words to me,

For howd

how can | portray your perfection,

when you assuredlyave none?
Humang

vain, hateful creatures;
You bathe yourselves in demeaning opinion.
How distraught you make me!

lost in this chaos

of mass imperfection,

while humanity fishes for some extinct utopia.

Nay, it is you, weak specter,
who should reflecme.
For a mirror, captured in stillness,
Has no purpose but to relay an image
to his Creator,
And can do no wrong.

AO, 1 mage! o




Finals Week
Christina Crusius

ltos 2: 22! Make a wish!
And by 2:22, | mean 2:22 AM.

My room is silent

Except for he hum of the refrigerator and heater
And fingers tapping away at the keyboard,
Hoping for an answer.

My eyes droop, but then they notice my whiteboard:
Six assignments on my-to list.

Zero turned in.

Crossing out procrastination only happened orepap
Or rather on the board staring back at me.

Facebook kept my attention.

Why canét homewor k?

| tell myself that this will all be over in a few days,

But until then, | wallow in the mud of overdue essays, practice exams, and social commitments.

What is hundry?
What is sleep?
What is sanity?

| see no end in sight.

Now it is 2:38.
| have made no progress since | started this poem.
Time to get back to work.




Stranger in Both Lands
Ethel Liao

She's born by the East, raised in the West,
Comes intahe world with this burned bright as a brand.
(Really, such a union couldn't be for the best.)

Her different looks are the first object of detest;
She's too conscious of the shape of her eyes, the skin on her hands.
She's born by the East, raised inWiest.

She accepts her mispronounced name without protest,
Tries toadptcustoms foreign to her supposed native land.
(Really, such a union couldn't be for the best.)

With her parents' halting English she is forever obsessed,
Knowing if she isn't, her sketaught native accent will crumble like sand.
She's born by the East, raised in the West.

Racial slurs ache, but still she humors their jest,
Because otherwise she's abandoned and no man is an island.
(Really, such a union couldn't be for the best.)

When she returns to the distant land she's never addressed,
She realizes too late the lost home she can't understand.
She's born by the East, raised in the \West

Really, such a union couldn't be for the best.




Tugboat
Jessica Chen

i.

In ancient photos of pé&a

and black and contrasts of white

he sits alonesome, dangling palsmlightdespiseteet
along grass that will never taste color

surrounded by a grey ocean on his island

given only a tree for company

wondering if solitude is his destiny

.

In a notso-faraway world, a girl drives tugboats
watching cobalt oceans turn in gradients of slategray
irondark, obsidianblack

pigmentswvashingawayike

the sky during springtime rain

hitting the rocky, unvisited shore of

boyés island

iil.

With a rope twined Y fate, friendshipguriosity

she lassos his blanched tree companion, grinning
AYouol | be fine, the world is a beauti|
driving her tugboat with his isolated island along the path

where balloons litter the sky

and the sun kisses the stars

and embaces the boy whom it longed to see but was so deprided of

and he is drenched

in that world, tasting the sweet flavors of blues,reds,purples,sunburntoranges
Als this what | 6ve been missing my ent.
and suddenly life

is more than just black and vidipiano keys

iv.

They net falling paintdrops and gumdrops and sundrops,
feed fish whose scales glisten silver coins dipped in metal wash
searching for clones of hisedto-be island

tying together (saving) those solitudechildren

and linking the sepilandmasses

like a connecthe-dots of stars

creating asomethingout of anothing

a constellation which pushes the tides of that ironclad sea
sailing theArgo Navis

and lighting the world abright with color.




What a Shame
Kira Bonk

how horrendous!

(gup that

Fresh Air)

for GoodnessoOo sake,
where is your cigarette?

that had better not be Water,

take thisredcupi t 6s stronger .
how piteous!

(ignore that

nagging voice )

for GoodnessoO sake,
where is your fun side?

unclench those weathered Spines,

join these juvenile times.

how credulous!

( notice that

slight smirk )

for Goodnessod sake,
where is your life going?

You stress, and worry, and Care.
succumb already and swear.

how humorous!

to behave.

Love's List
Debbie Newcomb

| love him for:

small, sweehotes left on my door
the way he smiles when he's glad
or when he shares dreams he's had
when our hands hold

the tales we have not told

when our lips say

life won't get in the way

his jokes that run from sense

the times he'll jump a fence

to play on slids or swings

the way that, just for me, he sings
the way he sees a film...

He left me one day. Bastard.
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The Part of the Fairytale That Never Got Told, Vol. |
Clara Mount

| swear the evil Queen in Snow White had a lover. He was probably youndnamdng her,
not very manly she definitely enjoyed being in control.

| kind of feel sorry for him. I mean, what if he pissed her off?

You know how angry she was with Snow Whitend that was just for having nicer skin and
hairand lipsandeyesandpret much every physical attri
intentionad or politicald yet we all know what happened to her. Undeserved poisoning.
Discrimination by virtue of birth geneticd genocide. (She did get a Prince Charming in the

end by some aaif deusexmachina but that 6és | usduneelated)dy exan

No, I think the Queends | over was an eff emi

thrived on originality and creativify though why he would use a mind like that to loveithv
like her is far beyond me. Maybe he channeled his originality into somethindy likel

dreadl ocks. Maybe t hat 69 avahdam migintetpretatibneof g u e e n

creative expression to be some sort of political call to anarchy or sometjually nonsensical.
And maybe to apologize he did something arguably swsttle her batch of apples, laid them
on her bed like rose petals, and then waited for her, naked under thé shedats little surprise
for when the angry Queen came home.

Unfortunately for him, he probably diag@asont
not deterred by a thin layer of skin.

Poor guy.

| told you | feel sorry for him.

but

r eag

np |

n a
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Nominando
Matt Macomber

Echoes, Gift of the Past

Light, llluminator of Secres
Noise, Toller of Confusion
Rot, Revealer of Corruption
Pain, the Smelting Furnace
Bitterness, the Taste of Defeat
Age, the Curse of Time

Country Midnight
Christina Crusius

Silent was the whir of the tractor.

Silent was Mothero6s voice,
calling for dnner.

Silent were the cattle,

mooing as if suspended from a cliff.

The old barn lay still,

blanketed by the blackberry darkness.
Needles of light

and a shadow of the moon

shone through the clouds

forming a halo in the haystack.

Pretending
Kira Bonk

digging in my purse for something

(that doesnodot exist)
wearing headphones

(that arenodot plugged in)
texting on my cell phone

(that i1isn6t turned on)
avoiding conversations

(that arendot interesting)
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Scarlet Red
Jessica Chen

| 6 m s c ahededates proadly,

Jabbing a thumb at his chestbafrelyanymuscle (skin and bones, really)
And | nod, absentminded

Yes dear, good for you,

Toocaughtupinscal | ed fAadult affairso
Which is only ever a fancy word used to describe

Things webddrdenhehi hdoteb with because wep
Their sense of purity can see a path otherwise Undetectable
By maturityd

Scarlet redhe urges

And | sigh, pretending to | ook at the wo
Yes dear, | get it

A very pretty color

Now go outside ahplay,

Hiding from him

That secretly, | desire that

We too, bescarlet red,

Praying that children take us with

To those longorgotten memories, only barely remembered in faded photographs
When simplicity was the answer.
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To the Top of the CIiff
Erik Kountz

The climber hangs with spider legs dangling,

Scrambling for a foothold upon the steep rock face,

Getting a grip and pushing higher,

Each step sending pebbles crashing down in little landslides.

The climber nimbly glides along the rocks juttimgrh the face.
But if he slips, he hangs on dearly to the thread

That keeps him from falling and hitting the rocks below,
Safely tethering him to the granite wall.

The climber skitters gracefully upward,

Creating a new pathway with nylon rope strongen thik,
Slowly succeeding, inching upward, reaching the top.
The prizé® the beetle that the spider caught.

Zom-Poc Survival
Clara Mount

These days, my dear, are called bittersweet,
the moments and places and redten faces
when words part ways and thaces greet.

I've witnessed the monsters' cannibal embraces
as they suddenly turn on friends walking by
and hungrily dribble their slobber in traces

of sickening wetness like human meat pie.
I've watched them merge into shuffling masses,
but when | seeombies, the zombies see |,

and then | must flee to save all our asses

and shout out my warning to run, run away!

For the zombies emerging from all those car crashes
entice living people to sharper dismay.
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Gutters
Jessica Chen

| have gutters in mysephagus

Where nasty words tumble down like rusty rainwater
Gathering in a barrel of leaves

And the growing stench grips my heart

Vice-like

With things that 1611 never
Wishing that little bits of lemon rain

Like blessings of the stars

Will chip away te graffiti stains

Con Passione
Christina Crusius

When my lips meet my reed
we become one
in an embrace that transcends reason.

Euphony emanates
like a gentle lullaby.

Rock beats reverberate in the concert hall
beatboxing bass lines.

Victorious mebdies resound,
boldly bellowing beneath the band,
stating their presence.

CHAOS
Clashes with the person next to me
Creating explosive chords or

beautiful dissonance

restfully
resolving.

say
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Creature of Habit
Nathan Stables

Dream the creature andmight crawl! out

from a glass holder; the fluidity of line

and shape but knowing that its creation was
absolute and its setfestruction arranged long ago.
And | come sometimes, anticipating

that maybe the creature will flower a tail,

grow taller as lightbsorbs into his frayed skin and
shrink back when time calls him inward.

| know now that the mirror brings no promise

of change. | challenge its forward stare and meet

a creature, but not the one of my vision.

| see the unrelenting scorn of the sun,kso@arked

strips on pallid skin displaying a chameldie

talent of masking the truth, my inherited impatience

and resentment bubbling up. | peek ahead into

a smile so manufactured only my mother could have done better,
never willing to yield unhappirss lest it seem insincere.

| look deeper past the blue pools of my eyes-&ramned by inching
black caterpillars to locate the real creature, whose

face concedes truth that mine no longer can. It conceals a
natural ease made cancerous from exposytalgment, weighed
down by the residue of the day caught in the fibers of my clothes.

| leave the glossy face behind in a bkstiiipor,

undecidedly disappointed or motivated to lock the creature

away in its crystallized reflection within the glass. B th

resistance comes from within and oozes down and out the space between

my toes, cementing my step. | look down at the gooey imprisonment and sigh,
knowing how hard it is to change a creature of habit.
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Ebb, Morgan Bakies
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The Architecture of Music, Samantha Fuchs




