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THE LEGEND 
OF RBG

The United States has suffered 
yet another devastating loss in 
2020. The woman who paved 

the way for women in politics, the 
workplace and the world passed away 
in her home on September 18, at the 
age of 87. 
 
 Ruth Bader Ginsburg was 
not only the second woman to sit 
as a Supreme Court Justice, she also 
served that role honorably for nearly 
30 years. While being a mother and 
wife, Ginsburg pursued a legal career, 
something virtually unheard of in her 
time as a young adult. Because of her 
drive and ambition to become active in 
law, she was offered a clerkship in New 
York, thus beginning her impressive 
career. 
 
 In the 70’s Ginsburg began her 
journey into the (then) untouched 
issue of gender inequality in the 
United States. She taught and wrote 
on the issue for years, all the while 
representing cases that would forever 
change women’s lives. Ginsburg was 
all for women’s rights, equal pay, and 
independence. 
 
 Without Ruth Bader Ginsburg, 
women would not be able to sign a 
mortgage without a man. 
 
 Without Ruth Bader Ginsburg, 

women would not be able to have a 
bank account without a man. 
 
 Without Ruth Bader Ginsburg, 
women would still be subject to gender 
discrimination when applying for a job. 
 
 Without Ruth Bader Ginsburg, 
women would not have the right to 
continue to work while pregnant. 
 
 Even when no other Justice 
sided with her, she stood her ground. 
 
 “The court deprives women 
of the right to make an autonomous 
choice, even at the expense of their 
safety. This way of thinking reflects 
ancient notions about women’s place in 
the family and under the Constitution 
— ideas that have long since been 
discredited.” 
 
 Ruth Bader Ginsburg fought 
for all who felt as if they were not being 
fought for. She ruled on countless cases 
in favor of the less fortunate and let her 
voice be heard loud and clear if they 
were ruled against. Ginsburg never 
gave up the fight for women. 
 
 Ginsburg never gave up. 
 
 “Women belong in all places 
where decisions are being made.” -Ruth Ruth 
Bader GinsburgBader Ginsburg

Sydni Geisler

https://www.history.com/news/ruth-bader-ginsburgs-landmark-opinions-womens-rights-supreme-court
https://www.foxnews.com/us/top5-rbg-cases

https://www.cnbc.com/2020/09/18/ruth-bader-ginsburg-biggest-cases.html
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In the dark ages of pre-corona life, there 
sat a small, mostly empty, bag at the back 
of my spice cabinet. Behind all of the 

expired seasonings and a broken electric can 
opener that I can’t bear to part with, sat the 
flour. Unused. Once upon a time we had a 
Tupperware container for it, but that too is 
gone.

 To me, it was always wasted space. I 
mean, what the hell do you do with it anyway? 
Eat it straight?

 Being stuck inside for 6 months made 
me miss a lot of foods that I didn't think I could 
make on my own. But, as the months ticked by, 
I started to try different recipes. It started with 

pizza dough. I always thought a lot more went 
into the making of pizza dough, but it's actually 
pretty simple: just flour, water, yeast, kosher 
salt, olive oil, and sugar.

 First off, yeast smells pretty terrible, and 
when I sniffed it I got scared that some got in 
my nose and things would happen to me.

 It was pretty cool seeing all of the 
powder and water mix together and look more 
and more like actual dough. After letting it rise 
for an hour, I was amazed by what I saw.

 My dough ball had come to life and was 
now a dough baby.

 It grew so much and I was indescribably 

flour: Apparently not 
Garbage

Max WeinbergMax Weinberg
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proud. This must be what giving birth is like!  I 
had created this thing and now the yeast was alive. 
I was a proud dough mother and I couldn’t wait to 
eat my baby.

 After that, I felt I could make anything 
that involved flour, so I bought 25lbs of it on the 
internet.

 Apparently, while mankind has mastered 
the art of dough related cooking for thousands of 
years, we have yet to master the art of packaging 
flour for delivery. Due to COVID, I have been 
opening all of my boxes on the porch and leaving 
the empty ones outside. Somehow the bags of 
flour had leaked during their trip, so the box 
had a lot of flour left in the bottom, as well as on 
the packages themselves. When I was finished 
unpacking them, our porch and front lawn looked 
like the remnants of a coke deal gone wrong. One 
in which the rain has still not washed away.

 After the success with the pizza dough, I 
slightly  altered the recipe and combined 
it with another to start making loaves of Italian 
bread. I even mastered the art of creating an egg 
wash to make the tops of the bread golden brown. 
Watching the dough soar to even higher heights 
was just beautiful to watch.

Plus, I get to pretend I'm LeBron every time I grab 
a hand full of flour. Why won't Dwyane Wade call 
me back... Image from CBS Sports.

 Becoming fluent in the language of yeast 
has left me with some questions harkening back 
to the holidays of my youth. As a young Jewish 
boy, I was often taught the story of Passover and 
how, when fleeing Egypt, we didn’t have time for 
the bread to rise, hence the creation of Matzo. 
The Matzo I always ate was as flat and thin as any 
cracker. Thinner even than Ritz or Triscuit, but 
crumblier like Wheat Thins. Now that I am quite 
proficient in the ancient art of turning flour into 
bread, I am very intimate with the entire process.

 If they didn’t have time to let the bread 
rise, how did they have time to cook the bread?   
 Wouldn’t it have saved more time to just 

throw the dough in a sack and run?  I’ve seen 
what dough looks like after its been mixed but 
before it has risen and it’s still pretty plump.  
I mean, if I cooked my dough balls without 
allowing time for the yeast to rise, I’m sure 
I would end up with flatter bread, but by 
no means do I think it would be as flat as a 
cracker.  Something doesn’t quite add up here.

 Maybe that part was just added by 
Charlton Heston.

 I don't remember Moses being an 
astronaut either. Image from Pinterest.

 Now that I have all this flour I have 
plans to make tortillas and bagels.  I haven’t 
had a bagel in six or seven months and I have 
no interest in making one involving greek 
yogurt as I have seen online. I want the real 
thing. While getting corona for going to 
Bruegger's would probably be worth it, I think 
I’ll make my own for now.



RECONNECTING WITH 
HENNIKER

Being forced to leave New Hampshire prematurely took away part of my 
happiness. For most, Henniker is just where school is. For me, it’s where I found 
myself. I have been able to learn from so many incredible professors, met my 

best friends, and had the opportunity to play the sport that I love with an amazing 
team here. Henniker is much more than a college town; it is a place where I found 
peace and support groups. Every street tells a story and leads to places I can call home.

 Connecticut is where my family is from but I have never felt complete 
living there. I was able to make friends growing up within the public school system 
and playing sports, but these relationships didn't last after high school. At first 
we would keep in touch, but then slowly went our separate ways. Nowadays, 
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 In the far distance, foggy outlines of 
another mountain started to come through. 
The ground radiated green while some of 
the tree’s leaves had small speckles of yellow.

 The view from the top is always beautiful.

 Mesmerized by the landscape, I 
remembered why this town will always have such 
a special place in my heart. Because it's so small, 
some people can’t find Henniker's true beauty. For 
me, it isn’t hard at all. Personally, I never needed 
to hike the Peak to see its potential. The difference 
between Connecticut and New Hampshire is 
that I feel more at peace here. My light is brighter 
than ever, and the flame will continue to glow.

Connecticut is more like isolation than home. 
I feel trapped and unhappy most of the time.

 Henniker is the light at the end of the tunnel.

 For these past three years, this town has 
guided me to happier days. I've met so many 
people who have positively impacted my life in 
ways that I could have never imagined. Without 
this institution, I would not have met some 
of the most important people in my life. I've 
discovered that I would have never been taken 
out of the darkness if it wasn’t for this small town. 

 There have been many great days I shared 
with Henni; but there have also been plenty of 
horrific nights. I have some great memories of 
late night walks around town, photoshoots with 
my friends, and study halls with my team. Even 
if I have gotten myself into some trouble with 
HPD, it’s just another thing to add to the list. I 
might not be able to brag about some, but each 
memory is something I will hold dear to me, 
even if Henniker fell off the face of the Earth.

 To reconnect with the state of New 
Hampshire, a small group of my five friends, 
including myself, took a hike up Pat’s Peak. Keeping 
social distancing in mind, this seemed to be our 
best option to spend time together. Participating in 
the long quarantines showed me how quickly I got 
myself into shape in the beginning of summer and 
how quickly I got out of shape as it came to a halt.

 For a small mountain, Pat’s Peak sure 
as hell kicked my ass on the way up. I pushed 
through all of the calf cramps and dangerous 
rocks because the view is always worth it. 

 The ski lifts gently sway in the wind 
and create the most calming atmosphere. Their 
baby blue color almost always matches the blue 
above them. On this day, the clouds looked as 
if they were handcrafted and painted on the 
sky. They were oval shaped and their edges 
trailed off, giving them a similar look to smoke. 
It was as if the sky was sketched just for us. Ph
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CALIFORNIA IS 
AMERICA’S FUTURE

Driven by hot lightning sieges and 
dry winds, nearly 100 fires are 
burning across the western U.S. 

Flames are consuming homes, entire towns; 
3.4 million acres swallowed whole. The sky 
mirrors the color of the red and orange 
flames. 
 
 This obscure watercolor painting 
that California has been living in is due 
to the fires creating pyrocumulonimbus 
clouds, which are also known as “fire 
thunderstorms.” These pyrocumulonimbus 
clouds launch smoke and soot into the 
atmospheric column like a rocket, 50,000 
feet into the stratosphere. The heat caused 
winds to generate and carry smoke from the 

Sierra Nevadas to the coastlines and casted 
a layer of smoke across the sky that blocked 
out most of the sun, like a heavy-duty pair 
of sunglasses. 
 
 The smoke is the aftermath of the 
fire, lessened to particles which are typically 
either hydrocarbon molecules or soot. The 
carbon atoms in the air absorb and scatter 
the longer wavelength red hues rather than 
blue ones. The soot particles are absorbing 
the blue light that the sun casts towards 
Earth, enabling the red and oranges to bleed 
through, creating the ominous orange sky. 
 
 Except the orange sky is not the 
problem, the cause of the orange sky is 
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the problem and it has been obscured by 
the fallout of photographs, articles, news 
coverage and political arguments. The real 
issue buried beneath it all is the fires. 
 
 Cities are being littered with ash; 
the regional air quality has been rated as a 
health hazard. 4,100 structures have been 
destroyed, 60,000 people have been forced 
to flee their homes and 25 people are dead. 
Significant amounts of pollutants are being 
cast into the air. Recent satellite readings 
taken over the course of the past week 
have shown high-altitude concentrations 
of carbon monoxide that are reported 
to be more than ten times higher than 
normal. Carbon monoxide can remain in 
the atmosphere for about a month and is 
easily transported across great distances. 
High above, carbon monoxide plays little 
influence on the air we breath but wind 
carrying it downward can be (and is) 
detrimental to air quality. 
 
 The National Weather Service 
reported that the plumes of smoke erupting 
from the flames tearing through the state 
are being carried up in the atmospheric jet 
stream and flushed across the United States. 

There is enough smoke to cloud the sun in 
parts of the East Coast. 
 
 The governor of California, Gavin 
Newsom, acknowledged that poor forest 
management over the past few decades has 
contributed to the wildfire’s intensity and 
severity in recent years. He also went on to 
say that the droughts and record-breaking 
heat waves were undeniable evidence that 
some of the extreme predictions about 
climate change are already coming true. 
 
 Last week, Donald Trump sat down 
and actively refused to acknowledge the 
effects that the climate crisis is inflicting 
on the state's forest fires and attempted 
to highlight the need for better forest 
management to clear dead trees that could 
act as fuel. Wade Crowfoot, the secretary of 
the California Natural Resources Agency, 
warned Trump that it was dangerous to 
ignore the science and “think its all about 
vegetation management.” Trump responded 
with, “It’ll start getting cooler. You just 
watch.” 
 
 The air is polluted, people are dying, 
California is on fire; we can’t just watch.
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MORBID PODCAST REVIEW:
ROBERT HANSEN

Whether at the gym, on a long 
drive, or walking to class, we all 
listen to our favorite playlist, a 

lecture we missed or an audio book we've 
been meaning to get to. During quarantine, 
I dove headfirst into the world of true crime 
podcasts. 
 
 I became obsessed. 
 
 Recently, I discovered a podcast 
called Morbid. The women that host the 
podcast are Massachusetts natives and I 
was instantly taken by how relatable they 
are. They cover serial killers, conspiracy 
theories, scary roads in America, ghost 
stories, and so much more. I discovered 
the episode on Robert Hansen over the 
summer, and it completely shocked me! 
How did I not know about this man? 
 
 The Morbid girls dive into the life 
of Hansen, also known as the “Butcher 
Baker,” in their two-part series. They explain, 
in great detail, his early life and what 
pushed him to murder. 
 
 Between 1971 and 1983, Hansen 
abducted, assaulted and murdered at least 
17 women. He would pick up a prostitute in 
his car and force her to go with him to his 
secluded cabin. He would then fly her out to 
the Alaskan wilderness and hunt her as if she 
were game. 
 
 Once arrested Hansen was charged 
with assault, kidnapping, multiple weapon 

offenses, and insurance fraud. He entered 
a plea bargain and pleaded guilty to 
the four homicides that police had 
evidence for. Another condition of 
the plea bargain was his participation 
in helping locate his victims' bodies. He 
showed investigators 17 gravesites in and 
around south-central Alaska. 
 
 Hansen was sentenced to 461 years, 
plus life in prison without the possibility of 
parole. 
 
 If you enjoy true crime and 
everything creepy, this podcast is for you! 
Morbid will teach you about who these serial 
killers were and what drove them to commit 
these heinous crimes. Each episode differs 
in length, but I can promise you won’t be 
disappointed. 
 
 Morbid is available on Apple 
Podcasts and Spotify.

Hope Regan
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KAYLEE CROSS
“An atlas moth, because they just straight 
up vibe in the forest in asia and are super 
pretty and get to fly around, and I would 

love to fly around a tropical forest. They’re 
also the largest type of moth and I am a 

large person.”

Andrew Kormos
“A grasshopper. Because nobody f***s with 
grasshoppers, they just let you be. Hopping 

around in the grass.”

Jacob Craigue
“I would want to be a wasp because then I 
could f*** with people and no one would 

f*** with me.”

What Insect are You?
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IF MY DOG WERE A 
PERSON

My eight-year-old Boxer dog, Charlie, 
has always been the happiness in 
my life. From when we got him 

back in 2011, I knew I met my best friend. 
Charlie would attend all of my little league 
softball games and play with me at my brother’s 
baseball practices. One of my favorite activities 
to do with Charlie was playing field hockey 
in the backyard with him. He was the most 
competitive defensive player I have ever played 
against. 
 
 Charlie has also been around for my 
heartbreaks and the hardest struggles our 
family has been through. The older both he 
and I get the more I start to think about who he 
would be as a person. I often wonder how my 
perspective would change on him if we lived as 
humans together.  
 
 Younger Charlie was a pain in the ass, 
your classic toddler. He got into EVERYTHING 
and always had something in his mouth. As 
a child he would be the bully throughout 
the elementary school; and if he ever got in 
trouble would most likely cry and beg for 
no punishment. I would expect this younger 
version of him to hang out with the meaner 
kids in town. Charlie would be the one to act 
toughest in the group, but always be the one to 
get scared over something stupid. To this day 
when I let him outside to go to the bathroom, 
he will bark at anything that moves and chase 
them into the woods. As soon as he calms 
himself down after his short sprint after a 
squirrel, he walks back to our deck and  then 
launches himself ten feet in the air because a 
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leaf on the ground looked at him funny.  
 
 Teenager Charlie is a whole different 
story. Throwing away his past and learning 
that being a punk isn’t the way to make friends 
he would figure out who he was meant to be. 
He would be calm, cool, collected, and the 
heartthrob of all the ladies. I could picture him 
as the stud of the baseball team; he would get 
his natural ability from watching my brother 
and I play. I’m not sure if he would be the 
ace pitcher that could hit home runs or the 
shortstop with the highest slugging percentage. 
He would most likely get MVP of every game. 
Teenager Charlie and I would be when we got 
the closest. In real life, he would be older than 
me but he would still be my getaway driver on 
days that drained me. 
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 On most nights in high school, I 
wouldn’t be able to go to sleep without crying. 
As soon as the first tear would race down 
my face, Charlie would be there. He has met 
every boyfriend I’ve ever had, even the ones 
I should’ve never brought home. With that, 
he’s been there for me through my heart 
breaks. As a best friend should, he showed me 
unconditional support I never got from my 
“friends” in school. Without ever saying a word 
(because he’s a dog, obviously) he saved my life 
on multiple occasions.  
 
 As the years have passed, I’ve noticed 
that his happiness has forever lived on. 
Anything you say to him, his tail never stops 
moving. He has lived with three other dogs 
that meant the world to him, and he has had 
to watch all of them go. Even through those 
passings and the loss of all of his favorite 
squeaky toys, his infectious joy never fades. 
Through this, I see the “therapist friend” come 
out in him. Everyone has had or currently has 
a friend that they can pour their hearts out too 
and get the best advice. For me, that has always 
been Charlie, which seems kind of weird to 
admit.  
 
 Now at eight years old, going onto 
nine, Charlie has officially reached his prime. 
I am proud to say that if Charlie was a human 
at his current state, he would be my favorite 
grandfather with all the best advice. Being my 
support system since I was a kid, he would 
always have my full trust. If Charlie was a 
human, he would hold my hand when I got 
scared. We would take walks around places 
we would only dream about going. He would 
be at every family function and my sporting 
events. Before COVID was a thing and my 
parents could attend my softball games, Charlie 
would take the trip with them. He would be 

sitting by the fence watching my every move, 
getting more excited with every step I got to 
move closer. After the games he would run to 
me, almost knocking me over, but would jump 
with pure joy. Charlie would be the one to say a 
prayer at Thanksgiving dinner. You would often 
find him passed out on the couch after eating 
too much turkey.  
 
 Although it would be cool to see 
Charlie as a human, I’m happy he’s my pup. He 
always lets me talk as much as I want without 
interrupting me, I get to have dance parties 
without having to worry about getting judges, I 
even get to cuddle with him whenever I want. I 
don’t think he would change drastically. Maybe 
just how he looks and that he could talk. The 
talking might be something that would take 
some getting used to.
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on life and death

I do not like a time that vanishes.

A time that could have been more,

the truth behind life persists.

At a time like this, I have you in my thoughts.

My time roving through yours and yours a part of mine.

You live on, through me, through my heart and memories.

You were the passionate, care-free soul my mother had told me about.

A piece of my heart, rested its head against your shoulder.

Before the future could bloom again, you were gone just then.

From the love and fun you gave to your family,

you will forever be remembered.

Rest In Peace Terry Hill

04/20/1973 - 09/25/2020

Jeremy Koutroubas

Submit your poetry to thenewenglander@nec.edu
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THIS WEEK IN 2020
Raul Gutierrez
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Another week in this natural 
disaster of a year has passed, 
and, of course, nothing has 

stopped. With our wonderful luck, 
2020 also happens to be an election 
year. The upcoming presidential 
election seemed has dominated the 
news cycle this week, mostly due to the 
fact that President Trump's tax returns 
have resurfaced. 
 This week in 2020, we will take 
a look at all of the concerning words 
uttered by the President, and all the 

revelations that came with them.  
 But, before we dive into this 
week, here are some events that make 
my honorable mentions: 
 -Secretary of Education, Betsy  
Devos, is now under investigation for 
possibly violating the Hatch Act by 
slamming Joe Biden on Fox News. 
 -President Trump’s son, Eric 
Trump, has been subpoenaed by New 
York Supreme Court Judge, Arthur 
Engoron. Eric Trump has until October 
7th to appear in court and testify on an 
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investigation into President Trump’s businesses. 
 -The Merrimack River Island in New 
Hampshire has erupted into forest fires. The 
cause is speculated to be the recent drought. It 
was later extinguished Wednesday evening, but 
officials are warning of possible flare ups with 
the dry weather in the forecast.  
 Moving on, things have been heating 
up with the Presidential elections just shy of 
a month away. On Tuesday, September 29th, 
2020, the first Presidential debate is scheduled 
to take place, moderated by Chris Wallace, an 
anchor from Fox News. 
 With God as my witness, it’s going to 
take every single ounce of strength I have left to 
sit through the trainwreck this debate is bound 
to be. 
 Due to the nature of the President’s 
speeches, town halls, debates, and pretty much 
any other time he opens his mouth, we cannot 
possibly expect to get a solid answer from him. 
We can also expect there will be many insults 
and distasteful remarks, but most importantly, 
we can expect many embarrassed Americans as 
Trump continues to make America the joke of 
the world.  
 Ahead of this debate, President Trump 
has gone on another twitter rant, demanding 
that Biden take a drug test before their debate. 
He claimed that Biden’s “debate performances 
have been record setting uneven,” and 
that “only drugs could have caused this 
discrepancy.” 
 A classic attempt by Trump to discredit 
his opponent before a debate. 
 The Joe Biden campaign, as with most 
of Trump’s antics, have just dismissed the 
President’s remarks and clapped back with 
remarks of their own, saying “Vice President 
Biden intends to deliver his debate answers 
in words. If the President thinks his best case 
is made in urine, he can have it. We’d expect 

nothing less from Donald Trump, who pissed 
away the chance to protect the lives of 200,000 
Americans when he didn’t make a plan to stop 
Covid-19”.  
 Certainly a bad look for the President 
who officially lost 200,000 lives due to the 
pandemic. What worsens his case is the fact that 
these remarks come mere days after President 
Trump stated that the virus “virtually affects no 
one,” during one of his rallies in Ohio. To top 
that, the remarks come just two weeks after tapes 
were released of the President admitting he lied 
to the American people and downplayed the 
virus. It’s almost as if no one screws Trump as 
well as he does himself... 
 ...no matter how much he pays them.  
 Along with Trump making a bigger fool 
of himself than Tucker Carlson ever wishes he 
could, the President once again began blurring 
the lines between a democracy and full on 
totalitarianism. Earlier in the week, Trump 
hashed out a plan that would involve putting an 
executive order in place to block Vice President 
Biden from winning the election if Trump were 
to lose. The president gave no insight into what 
the executive order would involve, how he would 
execute it, or even the legality of the idea itself. 
 Nevertheless, the President’s words 
get more and more concerning as we near 
November 3rd. The President has even admitted 
that if he were to lose, we can expect to not see 
a peaceful transfer of power, as we have seen 
in the last 200 years of this nation. In the event 
that Trump were to lose and decide not to leave, 
White House staffers held a meeting to discuss if 
this scenario were to arise.  
 Onto more facepalms, audible sighs, and 
necessary phonically to your therapists office, 
the cherry on top of President Trump’s antics 
this week were two major revelations: Cuba and 
taxes. 
 Trump spent a great deal of time proving 



he is against the communist ideals of 
the Cuban government and made a 
stance against the Castro regime by 
stating he refuses to do business with 
Cuba. A con he had everyone believing. 
. . until it was revealed Trump has 
already has tried to do business with 
Cuba. 
 Official documents were leaked 
this week that brought proof to the 
claim that Trump tried to trademark 
his name in Cuba back in 2008. His 
plan was to not only erect a Trump 
Tower in Havana, he also wanted 
to open a golf course in Varadero. 
Plans for various casinos and beauty 
pageants were revealed as well. All this 
was to be conducted against the U.S. 
embargo against Cuba. So, not only 
was the President attempting to do 
business with an actual dictator, he was 
essentially attempting to break the law. 
 What else is new? 
 While we’re on the topic of 
Trump breaking the law, the second 
revelation of this week was the tax 
return leak to the New York Times. The 
Times acquired up to two decades of 
Trump’s tax return record, and to no 
one’s surprise, Trump has paid little to 
nothing. 
 In 2016, Trump paid around 
$750 in tax returns. In the ten years 
prior, he paid a grand total of nothing. 
Zero. Zilch. 
 On the bright side, at least the 
working class pays their fair share of 
taxes so the President can golf! But, 
the release of Trump’s taxes weren’t 
exactly shocking. There was a reason 
he fought so hard to keep them a secret 
and everyone could’ve speculated that 

Trump, being one of the richest people 
on earth, wasn’t paying up. 
 Regardless, bringing it to 
light not only confirmed Trump was 
committing tax fraud, but added to 
the list of many crimes Trump has 
committed both in office and prior. A 
list so long I might not be able to fit it 
all on one page, but we’ll try. 
 As of right now, Trump has 
been accused of, involved in, or proven 
to have:  
 -Attempted to violate the U.S.              
 embargo on Cuba 
 -Committed tax fraud  
 -Obstruction of justice  
 -Possibly colluded with Russia 
 -Blackmailing Ukraine 
 -5 counts of defamation 
 -Sexual misconduct  
 -Sexual harassment  
 -Sexual assault 
 -Money Laundering 
 -Human trafficking  
 -Drug trafficking  
 -Having ties to the mafia  
 The list goes on and on, 
and yet many Americans refuse to 
acknowledge that Donald Trump is a 
criminal. 
 Many are willingly ignoring 
the disgusting actions of the President 
and plan on voting for him again. It’s 
Trump vs democracy, the nation vs a 
criminal. Many fear a second term and 
the possibility of him going full-facist. 
 There has never been a more 
important time to vote. 
 The more we press people to 
cast their vote, the higher the chance 
we have at saving our democracy. Joe 
Biden may not be our first choice, but 
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he’s the only one we’ve got. As Senator Bernie 
Sanders said earlier this week “This is not 
just an election between Donald Trump and 
Joe Biden, this is an election between Donald 
Trump and democracy, and democracy must 
win.”  
 It’s Trump vs democracy, the nation vs a 
criminal. 
 If you haven’t yet, register. Request a 
mail-in ballot, go out to the polls, vote. This is 
the most important elections in the history of 
the United States and the very backbone of our 
nation is at stake. 

Cartoon Courtesy of: Max Weinberg
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