
Someone Stole My Chapstick
Today, my lips are dry and chapped;
my Burt’s Bees stick was kidnapped.
I should have not left my balm with a thief,
for now my mouth lacks all relief.

An Administrative Memo to the Truly Pious by Bianca Davis. Someone Stole My Chapstick by Abby Becker.

My lips and sense of trust are both cracked.
Like many warned, there’s the simple fact
that neither a borrower nor a lender be;
there is no one to blame but me.
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Pause Cookies
Of all the sweets that I could eat I would
Never leave because nothing could now beat
The pause cookie at ten P.M. at night
God why are soliloquies hard to write?
Well, not the actual soliloquy but the iambic pentameter is really hard and annoying and I
probably did it wrong and now I respect Shakespear a little more.
I’m gonna start over.
And throw out the weird iambic verse.
I can’t do that.
I can do this.
Again.

As a gay man,
The only thing you can say to offend me is the following:
“Cookies from the caf are the best.”
Deep breath.
WHAT THE F*** IS THE MATTER WITH YOU LUV?
Have your taste buds fallen off after smoking too much weed
a few feet away from our holy dry campus?
Honestly, I’m not sure how weed works.
When you compare the ambrosia in the basement
To the sweets found way up high
It is like comparing oreos to cream filled chocolate cookies.

it just don’t add up luv.
it just don’t add up.
It don’t add up.
Do you have your AQR?
no.

Now please put a pause cookie in my mailbox and send me
a flirt.
Thank you.

Viking Theater

why
are the chairs
like
this

-Rupi Kaur

when im not with you i feel awful by Lena Dahl

Auntie by Gabbrielle Blackburn

Winter Auntie by Gabbrielle Blackburn

The Pretty Portrait Takes A Turn by Olivia Keske
Misfits by Theo Mattson

Pause Cookies by Noah Gassman

The Backyardscape by Rachel Ellis
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Oles Can, Oles Will Align Themselves by Rachel Ropella

Viking Theater by Logan Graham
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