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It’s 2024, and I’m a freshman at UMBC. I had first heard of Michael as a green 17 
year old making his first foray into the local music scene by getting involved with 
the newly re-formed radio station at WMBC. It was a dim September evening, and 
I remember the trepid steps I took going up the stairs to my first DIY show, which 
happened to be located in the WMBC office. Tucked above the Chick-Fil-A and 
gently nestled in the heart of campus, the office transformed into an intimate venue 
that night. No more than 25 people could have fit comfortably in the hot, cramped, 
room. So that night, about 40 people managed to fit uncomfortably. The thick air in 
that room certainly shifted, albeit begrudgingly, when Michael came on. They had a 
certain vibe and confidence which shell-shocked me as a freshman who had never 
really experienced DIY music so up close and personal.

Roughly a year and a month later, I stand outside the Ottobar waiting for the mem-
bers of Michael to come out for an interview. It was a quiet, cold November evening. 
Charles Village seemed to shrivel and contract with the frigid gales which rushed 
down North Howard St. The moderately-sized crowd for a Wednesday night perhaps 
still did not reflect the caliber of bands on the bill, an all-star shortlist of Maryland 
rockers, Michael, Spitball, Mid-air, and Motel Portrait. The members of Michael 
eventually filed out after their set, each with their own ‘Otto-beer’ in hand. As they 
loaded gear, I eventually met all four members of the band by a lonely bench staring 
out longingly at the Ottobar from the other side of the street. Inconspicuously lit by 
a yellow streetlamp, the scene of the interview looked as if it had been painted by 
Edward Hopper. The transcript which you are about to read is from the conversa-
tion which followed:

TIM: Introduce yourselves and what you do in the band real quick
TAL: I am Tal. No, no, oh, shit. What is it? Rat Saszlow, I am Rat Saszlow. I play 
wooden cylinders and metal circles.
CHARLIE: What am I? Unison Megastrom. I’m Unison Megastrom. I play guitar.
JO: I’m Balthazar Megalazer. I also play guitar and sing a little bit. 
JACK: I’m Homogenous Gloop, and I play the easy guitar. The bass.

An Interview with Michael 

Michael performing at the Ottobar. 
Left to right: Jonah, Tal Pluznik, 
Charlie Rogers, Jack Edwards 

(Photo courtesy of Erin Bennett @
erinsc0llection)14 15

TIM: How did Michael form?
TAL: I selectively picked these three. I saw Jo dumpster diving and I asked her if she 
wanted to start a band.
JO: I think I was looking for a TV. I was looking for a cathode ray.
Tal: I was doing my normal activity of wallowing under a bridge. When suddenly, Jo, 
Charlie, and Jack walked by me coincidentally. We sort of made eye contact and then I 
put Jo in a burlap sack.
JO: It was not roomy in there.
TIM: Wow.
TAL: Do you want, like, a real answer?
TIM: I’ll take a real answer, sure.
TAL: Okay, well the real answer is Jo and I played in a band before, and then me and 
Jack had plans to start a math rock band. I waited like six months for these two to have 
enough time. Basically our good friend and photographer Erin came up to me and was 
like ‘Charlie wants to be in a band called Michael with you.’ And then I went up to Charlie 
and said: “Michael.” And he went, “what say you about Michael?” And I said, “I’m in.” 
That is legitimately how it started.

TIM: Why the name Michael? Who is Michael?
TAL: The real answer is because, like, Michael Jackson. When I used to play soccer we 
did Michael Jackson Mondays.
 
TIM: So you’ve played the Ottobar a few times now, what does it mean to you guys to 
play here?
CHARLIE: “I’m from Baltimore, so like, playing Ottobar was my main goal when I started 
music. This was the end goal. And for it to happen, and then keep happening is so 
cool.”
TAL: “It’s just kind of like the hometown place where you know it’s gonna be good every 
time, and you know it’s gonna sound good and it’s gonna feel good. You can just worry 
about playing the music here, which I appreciate”

TIM: What’s the songwriting process like? 
TAL: It’s pretty split down the middle three ways. I provide arragnemental stuff.
Charlie: You and Jack dictate everything, regardless of like, what’s written down.
TAL: Yeah, that’s so true. 
Charlie: A lot of times me and Jo will show up with stuff, but we don’t write bass or 
drum parts, and that’s like, the best part of the song anyway
JO: So we just have like, these two good musicians and then we’re just kind of trusting 
that they’re gonna do the right thing with it.
Charlie: Yeah, me and Jonah usually show up with like, some fucking hot garbage. Oh 
sorry, you can’t include that.
TIM: No worries, it’s for a zine.
 
TIM: What’s your dream Baltimore bill?
Tal: Tripper, I love.
Charlie: Tidal Shifts. There’s so much good stuff in Baltimore, and it’s such like a di-
verse scene. Paper Lanterns is great.
Jack: Mid-air. 

Tim: What’s next for Michael?
Charlie: Tour, then hopefully a 54 minute album, and then yeah, we’re gonna play some 
shows in different cities in January. 
Tim: Hell yeah
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cllick

click and shutter / shudder,
this red filter, bloodspatter.
bloodstained hands wring
the uniform of the damned,
darkness shrouds the evil
evidence / dark clothes inevidence / dark clothes in
daylight, masks despite no
cough. we hear a click and
shudder at the outcomes.

action and reaction, cycle
beginning anew, click and
shut your eyes to all this 
bad news. bad news. but click and sign
petitions, click and register
to vote, click and make a
change, click / flick the 
switch that changes tides.

i took a quiz,
some dumb online one, to see 
what’s my effect on people. 

it said hope.

but i don’t see myself as hope.
i’ve clung on for dear life,
out of spite, more timesout of spite, more times
than years i’ve been alive.
doubted myself 
constantly, until i thought
i had nothing more of 
myself to give 
anyone else.

and yet.and yet.

i’m told i “make everyone 
around me feel safe, 
heard and special.”
that everyone needs me 
in their life. needs me
to show them what true
love is, to remind themlove is, to remind them
there’s still love and 
good in humanity.

i still struggle to believe that
sometimes. but thank you, 
darling, dumb quiz,
thank you for being my
hope.hope.

eleven 

eleven eleven. i make a wish,
memorized since who knows when—
no one would know, 
it wouldn’t come true if they knew. i make a wish
consistently. i’ve forgone having an alarm,
happy to happen upon the time,happy to happen upon the time,
let the magic of it occur.

eleven eleven. i make a wish,
a small wish. if i wish for the big things
i know i’ll get disappointed. 
(i wish for world peace and all its fixings on bad days)
i make a wish like its a religion i’m not too dedicated to,
say my prayer every so often, keeping it between me say my prayer every so often, keeping it between me 
and
whoever’s upstairs. i make a wish,
but maybe it’s more manifesting 
the life i hope to live out.
my wish, maybe nothing more than the mantra, the 
goals
i intend to carry out.i intend to carry out.

eleven twelve. time to get to work now.

Poems by Cassian Lee

 I tied my jacket above my swaying  
hips, revealing my white crop top. 
The beats did not consume me: 
I absorbed and embraced 
music that defined resistance 
on a Caribbean island long ago 
with Salvadorans who now with Salvadorans who now 
celebrated 
surviving a daytime of 
discrimination 
with a night of dancing. 
 
I sing loud 
because these songs are my life.because these songs are my life.

- Julissa Mendoza Robles

hopeful
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anatomy of a magic trick
 There’s a saying in magic that is learnt quick-
ly by magicians: nothing fools you better than the 
lie you tell yourself. If the audience comes up with 
their own reasoning for what they saw, they will 
believe that forever. it’s part of the reason why a lot 
of the time, the idea of doing magic tricks terrifies 
me: I can’t fully avoid telling myself that something 
will go wrong. That would be a lie. 
 I’ve done countless card tricks over the 
past three years, especially in my first year here in 
college. In the initial weeks I campaigned for my 
dorm’s student council and spent a couple hours 
knocking on doors throughout my dorm doing 
tricks. It was a kind of social experiment intro-
ducing myself to 150 different people, each one a 
complete stranger, which meant at least 150 ways 
something could go wrong. I first learned to perfect 
the trick I did to everyone, but I think in the end, I 
learned more about social perception.
 I recently met another card magician at 
school while doing tricks, and he said he’d been 
practicing for over 10 years, but actually stopped 
showing most people a few years ago. My new 
friend said he’d started learning magic in elementa-
ry and middle school to socially connect with other 
people. Even though he still practiced with cards, 
he said he quit performing after realizing magic be-
came a kind of “crutch” for social situations. I knew 
exactly what he was talking about, and I respected 
his decision to quit magic.

Epic ph
o

to
s by sa

ra
h

 w
elza

n
t

dddd

reason to knock on your door, but it’s possible just doing a trick would have been accept-
able. Maybe some would have even accepted a simple “hello.”
 Maybe you can lie to yourself. It can be okay to knock on a door even if something 
could go wrong. It might not even be lying, but a temporary suspension of a belief; in 
my case, it’s the belief that something will go wrong. Every person I performed for was a 
complete stranger who knew nothing about what I had been doing, but for me, it was just 
another card trick. 
 Indeed, if you tell yourself everything will be okay, even when it might not be, you 
risk more distress than if you had expected the failure. But, all I’ll say is that only one per-
son said no to seeing a trick. And right after he said no, I knocked on another door with 
the same cadence as if I’d done the trick. It was nearly mechanical, as if I was acting out a 
play. 
 In John Steinbeck’s East of Eden, the wise Samuel Hamilton instructs the protagonist 
Adam to “Act out being alive, like a play. And after a while, a long while, it will be true.” I 
think it’s okay that sometimes, we need crutches so we are able to walk again.

4/08/2026

4/09/2026

4/10/2026 JOSH HANANEL’s ZINE
“Much unhappiness has occurred in the world due to misunderstandings and things left unsaid,” according to Fyodor Dostoevsky.

4/11/2026

Magic tricks are like allegories: the 
spectator expects one thing and gets anoth-

er, and they have to then rethink everything 
they thought they understood. Magicians 
themselves can be contradictory allegories; 
they can live one kind of life as a performer, 
and a vastly different one in their own time. I 
thought about what my new friend said about 
magic and looked toward myself.

Why did I even care about magic? I’ve told myself it 
was wanting to share this sense of wonder, but was magic my 

“crutch?” I thought back to when I did those tricks around my dorm 
building. With every door knock, I had a solid explanation: cam-
paigning for student council. Something to fall back on if my pres-

ence was questioned. For most people that’s a good enough

Secret code: 
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P.S. look up krime pays good on Youtube to 

see more Baltimore graff

The universal presence of 

graffiti shows me the inher-

ent calling that humans have 

for writing our names on 

walls, even if it is as imper-

manent as ourselves. Writers 

put significant time and ef-

fort into a very temporal and 

fleeting piece of art, which 

in a way reminds me of the 

monks who create intricate 

designs in sand and then blow 

it all away. This commitment 

to doing something for the 

sake of it with no reassur-

ance of a certain outcome, 

inspires me to continue prac-

ticing what is worth it in the 

present.

When I think of what makes this 

shit worth it, what keeps me go-

ing or inspired or hopeful, what 

comes to mind are the small daily 

reminders that a different world 

is possible. Biking, walking or 

trying to catch the bus around 

Baltimore I began to take notice 

of the prevalence of graffiti. The 

complex typography or icono-

clastic messages scrawled over 

city streets, bridges, cars, sew-

ers, tunnels, trains and bandos. 

The fact is that in any place, if you 

look beneath the surface for even 

a second you will encounter small 

human made scribbles, little acts 

of self-expression and defiance. 

Proof that people will find ways 

to take back control of their envi-

ronment no matter what. 
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P A R T   II.

CANTO XIII.

P A R T   I.

P A R T   I.

T H E

CANTO XIX.

CONTAINING

P A R T   II.

CONTAINING

LACTUCA FECIT.
TO MY GREATEST

OF APES.
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and this is
 life

beer 
bag
sex
cigs
friends

sun
sand
bush
bong
freaks

living
laughing
loving

ugh
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Waves for a Stranger
By: Speedjay Navarro
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Reasons to Stay Alive
• Finally finding the name of that song that’s been stuck in your head for 

years
• Graduating college
• Watching your brother get married
• Becoming an uncle
• New music will be released, new genres will be created, and new forms 

of creativity will be found
• Strangers can be very kind
• Your best friend loves you more than anything and would be devastat-

ed if she couldn’t call you once a week
• To get better at water coloring
• To finally finish fixing your bike
• To make a stranger smile
• Being held by someone you love
• Sunsets are beautiful
• To inspire someone
• Curiosity; to see what happens next
• Watching a sunrise from a mountain top
• People need you
• Everything is temporary; this too shall pass
• There is so much you have yet to do
• People you have yet to meet
• Foods you have yet to try
• Crafting projects you have yet to complete
• Season 3 of Severance comes out in 2027
• Your bed is so comfy
• Warm coffee
• You cannot become a statistic for genderqueer folk who don’t make it
• To positively influence others in society
• Getting a PhD one day
• Living proof that experience doesn’t define you
• Long walks with your headphones on
• Continuing to make your grandma proud
• Nature is marvelous
• To expand this list
• “Every person you will ever meet has infinite worth, you are lovable 

and so am I” -Kent Hoffman56




