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We want our online magazine to be photography based, 
but our mission is to create a network of aspiring and      

accomplished photojournalists. Together, we can create a 
network of citizen written articles—meaning the public will 
be able to submit their own work to be published through 

us in our magazine or as one of our online articles. By     
going through a democratic system, staff and audience 
alike will have the opportunity to be featured in Urban 

Skyline Magazine. We want to get people involved,             
whether they are students in schools, photography        

hobbyists, or professionals.  

Urban SkyLine Magazine 

www.UBSkyLine.com 

UrbanSkyLineMagazine@gmail.com 

Instagram: UBSkyLineM 

http://www.ubskyline.com
mailto:UrbanSkyLineMagazine@gmail.com


The biting cold 
the slush under my feet 

the wind slapping against my cheek 
 

None of it matters 
 

The horrible morning I had 
The long way home 

the crazy nights 
 

None of it matters 
 

Today is about the brightness 
the glow of the snow 

the crisp air 
the crunch beneath my feet 

By Mandeep Brar 

 

Photo by Jason Tompa   1/60th     F/2.5     ISO-200 



There is no feeling quite like a runner's 
high or the pre-adrenaline rush before 
a run. The feeling you get at a certain 
distance in your run. It’s nothing that 
can truly compare.  
In this photo, I captured a man knotting 
his laces as he prepares for a race. 
The adrenaline that’s about to hit...it 
gives you that runner's high before you 
even start.  
 
 
By Jason Tompa 





 A View From 
Frank’s Landrover 

Frank pulled up to our hotel in Spain in 
an old LandRover. On the sides of the 
car were sun-bleached advertisements 
for his company. Wearing a big smile 
and Michael Kors sunglasses he intro-
duced himself, “Frank,” he exclaimed 
while shaking our hands. Although his 
Spanish accent was heavy, he spoke 
English perfectly. He told us how he 
would be leading us to the 2,000 year 
old village of Ronda and back. On the 
tour, we’d learn all about the country-
side and history of Southern Spain. Af-
ter reminding us a few times to strap in 
our seat-belts, we were off. 

 Along the way, my family and I were 
interested in Frank. Who was he? 
Where was he from? And how did he get 
into this business? The car ride to Ron-
da was about an hour and a half, giving 
us plenty of time to get to know him and 
Spain very well. As we rode through the 
winding hills of Marbella, I gazed at the 
view in awe and listened to Frank’s sto-
ry. He was from the area, and as far as 
he was concerned, the south of Spain 
was “the most beautiful place in the 
world- but that’s just me.” Frank ex-
plained that he had a wife and two 
young boys. His family, he told us, were 
farmers. They planted olive trees every 
year, harvesting and selling green olives. 
Later, when the olives turned black and 
ripe, the family would harvest them for 
olive oil. The farm they grew up on was 
passed down to him and would be 

passed down to his two boys as well. “Although,” he explained, “the new generation isn’t so interested in farming anymore.” 
He seemed a bit discouraged by that. 

 After high school and working on the farm, Frank began working for his uncle in his uncle’s restaurant. He was a bus-
boy, then a waiter, and every day he would watch the chef as he prepared meals diligently. Almost immediately it was decided, 
he wanted to be a chef. He attended chef school while working for busy restaurants along the water and eventually took a job 
as a chef in a hotel in England. He brought his new wife with him. She was a lawyer, but she took a job as a housekeeper at the 
hotel. Together, they were able to live at the hotel and work on their English. After a few years, the food business wore Frank 
down. “One day, worn out,” he explained, “I looked at my wife and told her I was done with the kitchen. She said it was one of 
the happiest days of her life.” Looking for a more relaxing work routine, Frank began working for this tour-group company. 
These days, he spends his time giving tours to families like us and helping out on his family’s olive tree farm.  

 Along the way to Ronda, he stopped along the countryside, sometimes taking unexpected routes filled with narrow, gravel 
roads. As we’d bump along the uneven paths, he would stop to quiz us on the trees and 
plants growing along the road. “What is this?” He’d ask us, holding up a type of branch or 
leaf. We would guess eagerly, but only half of the time were we correct. We learned about 
the mint, thyme, rosemary, almonds, apricot, lemongrass (his favorite for making tea), ol-
ives, and many other plants growing along the road. He said he studied history in his free 
time and pointed out where old Muslim farmers used to grow vegetables and live. He was 
full of knowledge and facts about the land. When we got to the old city of Ronda, we spent 
our time exploring the world’s oldest bull fighting stadium and cobblestone alleyways lined 
with shop and cafes. However, I have to say that the best part of the day was Frank. Being 
able to look into the life of someone completely different from a foreign country was so in-
teresting. His life had been so different from mine and yet he had inspired me. He ended 
our journey with telling me to enjoy my life as well as my jobs, always. 

By Carlie Rice 





During my photographic journeys, I have never encountered the subject 
of religion before but when I visited the metropolitan center Tokyo/
Yokohama in 2013 I surprisingly encountered modernity and practiced 
Buddhism and Shintoism at the same time. Tokyo/Yokohama is the larg-
est urban area in the world with 35 million inhabitants. It fascinated me, 
that in Tokyo, a city with enormous economic strength and lush western 
standard of living, that the spirituality of its people in everyday life 
played a significant role. 
 
This photograph of my series shows an everyday temple scene in the Asa-
kusa neighborhood near the "Sensō-ji", a Buddhist temple. The photo-
graph shows a Japanese lady, who stands near a round copper bowl 
which is filled with incense sticks. Faithful Japanese Buddhists fan them-
selves with the incense smoke to 
"clean" themselves before entering the temple - a tradition dedicated to 
the Buddhist deity Canon.  
 
By Franzy Sordon 



Did you know that Urban SkyLine Magazine is made up of work entirely submitted 
by viewers and photographers just like you? You can send your photographs [as jpeg files] with a 
title and brief write up [as a word document] about what the photograph means to you, or what the 
image is displaying to us at UrbanSkyLineMagazine@gmail.com. Who knows, maybe you'll be fea-
tured in our next online magazine and even on our blog! Visit www.UBSkyLine.com or e-mail us 
for more information.  
 
Our upcoming online magazine themes are: 

August:  Your favorite summertime activities [due July 31st] 

September: Construction and Travel [due August 31st] 

October: Reflections [due September 30th] 

 

 

mailto:UrbanSkyLineMagazine@gmail.com
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It’s funny the way people flock to a good deal in America. I think to myself all the time, “They’re having a 

sale, I have to at least browse” when in reality I wouldn’t even be in that store to begin with. 

While at the beach with friends, I noticed a tent being set up. “Normal”, I thought. “It’s a beach, people 

want shade.” Laying on my stomach, lifting my head every few minutes to catch a breath of sea air, I no-

ticed that beach patrons were attracted to the tent. They were swarming like bees around a hive; holding 

fresh dollar bills in their hands, ready to hand over. My friends and I started to question what was happen-

ing over there – “maybe a stripper?” giggled my gay best friend. 

A scrawny boy, maybe 15 years old, walked over to the beach towels to the right of us where his friends 

were sprawled out. Sipping a straw from a coconut, he handed it over to the high schoolers next to him, 

and with the goofiest grin I’ve ever seen, shouted, “Try it! There’s vodka in it!” 

I started laughing, primarily because the splendor of this kid’s obvious first drink was hilarious, but also 

because the man at the tent clearly was not checking ID’s. The coconut drink seller also discernibly did not 

obtain a liquor license, which made the situation captivating when the beach police started lurking. 

45 minutes later, a Long Island police car drove up onto the sand and emptied every container at the tent, 

disassembled the overhead sun protection, and escorted the man into the cop car. While watching the en-

tire breakdown, my friends and I realized the method of the man’s selling process – he was mixing fruit 

juice inside of a coconut, and adding a shot-sized bottle of alcohol. The price to tan, bikini lad girls and 

guys? $5, pocket change. 

We gaggle to good deals, sometimes so much that I think the concept of saving money is psychologically 

ingrained into our thinking patterns. Even if we know it’s wrong, we will still hand over cash in order to 

save some in the long run. Both wrong and right at the same time, debatably. 

By Chelsea Buranich 

 



Enjoying summertime? There are so many different summertime 

activities all over the world. Share your stories with us for next 

months editions at UrbanSkyLineMagazine@gmail.com 

mailto:UrbanSkyLineMagazine@gmail.com


Cape May has always been one of my favorite places to visit. From the intricate Victorian 
style homes to the beautiful beaches, there is so much to see and do. My family has spent 
numerous summers in this quaint little beach town at the southernmost tip of New Jersey. 
Now that I am getting older, it is fun to bring friends to this beautiful town and let them 
experience all that Cape May has to offer. I chose to use this photo because it captures the 
beauty of Cape May at sunset and also shows two of my friends that were visiting for the 
first time. I did not ask them to pose for this, they both just stood watching and admiring 
the picturesque sunset over the ocean. I love they are both looking out at the sunset and 
that the boat and lifeguard chair were incorporated into the photo as well. The colors of 
the sky and clouds at this time of day are beautiful to photograph, and I was happy that I 
had the opportunity to tie the gorgeous sunset into a photo of people for this article. 

By Megan Case 

1/329th     F/2.2     ISO-32 

 





 

Share your stories at UrbanSkyLineMagazine@gmail.com. 

Visit our site at www.UBSkyLine.com for more information! 

mailto:UrbanSkyLineMagazine@gmail.com
ubskyline.com


 

Elephants are beautiful, majestic creatures that never cease to inspire awe 

and watching them doesn’t grow old.  It was date night at the Miami Zoo and 

these two life-long companions were either ‘kissing’ or holding trunks.  They 

were truly active as it was close to mating season.  It was spelling binding to 

watch them interact and caress with their trunk; you could almost hear them 

whisper sweet nothings.  Their gentle and sweet interaction drew quite a 

crowd and I took over 50 pictures just of them.  It is so hard to have a favorite 

among good pictures with such good subjects, thus I ended up with about 15 

‘favorites’.  

1/200th     F/4.5     ISO 160 

There seems to be a story told here in 
this shot.  The wrinkles, the fixed, 
resting gaze, the long eyelashes, a 
little mud splashed on her… its wide 
open for interpretation as you try to 
read her mind.  It was actually close 
to mating season and she and her 
mate were very playful tussling and 
‘kissing’ to make such a rich photo-
graphic scene.  Here she is resting for 
a few minutes, yet continues to stare 
at her handsome mate.  It was won-
derful experience to see the ele-
phants so active at the Miami Zoo.  

1/500th     F/8     ISO 2000 

By Anthony O’Brian 



For the residents of Kolkata, visiting the city zoo is fun, and they often do it, especially in winter, when the 
weather is good here in India. Summer, in Kolkata is intolerable because of scorching heat (around 40 degrees 
C) and extreme humidity (around 80% or more). Winters are lovely in comparison to 
that, with less humidity and a moderate temperature of around 10 to 15 degrees. I am 
born and brought-up in Kolkata and I am whole-heartedly a Kolkatan. So I also love to 
visit the city zoo in winter. Among the several animals, the prime attractions are, of 
course, the Royal Bengal tigers. They come in two colors, white and orange, both with 
black stripes on it. Both are photogenic and they like to pose for camera. I have clicked 
them several times. On a wonderful winter afternoon I had visited the zoo and I found 
that the white Bengal tiger was having a quick nap. It looks too cute in its sleep. 
 
By Swagata Mukherjee 

1/40th     F/5.8     ISO-100 



He’s looking at you!  The zeb-
ras were busy biting and 
fussing a bit, but stopped 
long enough for me to get 
this shot.  It is amazing how 
their stripes truly affect your 
eyes!  It is said that in the 
wild, if they maintain a tight 
group while running from a 
lion (or other predator) that 
it will actually hypnotize 
them and they cannot focus 
on a single beast.  I believe it.  
Beautiful coat of black and 
white hair.  I still can’t figure 
out if they are white with 
black stripes or black with 
white stripes . 
 
By Anthony O’Brian 

1/500th     F/8     ISO-1250 



Feel like your work is just staring back at you, like a mirror? 

Send your reflections to UrbanSkylineMagazine@gmail.com 

for a bigger audience.  Reflection is our theme for October. 
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