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-Communiversity: A Princeton 
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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 

M agazine. We want to get people involved, whether they are students 
in schools, photography hobbyists, or professionals.

                                   -  Urban SkyLine M agazine  
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B IG A PPLE IN  DISN EY
Taken by Jason Tompa

The H appiest Place on Earth: Disney World in Orlando, 
Florida sets up a fake scenery of N ew York City. 
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By Chelsea Buranich

T H E PL ACE
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They call it the city that 
never sleeps. The lights 
never dim. The wandering 
never ceases. That?s what 
lead me here today, 103 
Waverly Place. Hotel 
Washington Square. 2:17 
AM . I watched a dirt road 
trail behind me as the man 
seated abaft me kicked the 
chair. A new beginning, I 
thought. This new life 
would be far away from that 
dirt road, replacing it with 
something paved and 
painted. Something that 
would feel more meaningful 
to me. Twenty-one 

hours and forty-seven minutes later, exhaustedly excited, my feet hit the 
M anhattan soil that I craved. Immediately bustled among the crowds of Herald 
Square, I asked a man selling tickets to the top of the Empire State Building where 
to catch the downtown A train. Walking towards the subway station I watched 
anxious looking tourists stare upwards and passive aggressive men and women in 
work attire rush back to work. I realized that I had broke the odds. M y life 
forty-eight hours ago looked like Little House on the Prairie. N ow here I was, 
standing in the place everyone said I would never make it to. And this city was 
mine to explore. It seemed nice. Cozy. A place my mother would say looked safe. 
The night was still young here in N ew York. But my eyes were becoming weary, 
my legs worn. I spent the day roaming the streets; trying to get my fill of concrete 
and city air before I made new discoveries the next day.                                         
Stumbling onto Waverly Place was well needed, the                                             
lights on the Hotel beckoning me to a bed I could rest                                            
my head on. The lights on the posts drawing me closer                                             
to another day. The lights fueling my dreams in this                                               
city that never sleeps. 



By Jason Tompa

SECON D H OM E

Shutter Speed: 1/30th   

Aperture: f / 5.6   

ISO-200 

For me, one of the best parts of family vacation is going back to the places I 
remember, with the people I remember. It is always enjoyable when you can 
go on vacation at the same time every year and find the same families 
returning. It makes a destination feel like a second home.                 

Clearwater Beach, Florida used to be a small vacation town made up of mostly 
locals and small mom and pop motels that would rebook the same families 
every year. Recently this has started to change, as most of the family owned 
motels were sold to large investors, who had the idea to create large hotels and 
bring in travelers from all over the world.                

Behind this newly constructed Pier House 60 hotel, a recently sold two story 
motel sits in the shadows waiting to become a new high-story motel to 
compete. Pier House 60 is not the first or last newly built hotel in the area 
taking away views from the small motels; this beach has been quickly 
capitalizing from a small tourism population to a much larger one, including 
international travelers trying to sneak in some vacation time.



By Carlie Rice

SUM M ER, SEA PORT, A N D 
SA L SA

N ew York City is filled with bustling sounds, wide eyed people from all around the 
world, and a constant chaotic energy. Although the city has much to offer in pretty 
much every department, when it comes to N YC in the summer time, usually you get 
more of a sigh from locals than a list of exciting places to visit. It is true that the city 
can get a little hot, sticky, and crowded during the summer. But that is exactly why it 
is important to find a place to kick back and enjoy the warm weather without massive 
crowds.

M y apartment, like many, does not have a grand balcony or a pool. However, I am 
someone who loves to get a tan on a warm day. Going to school at Pace University 
has allowed me to explore downtown M anhattan throughout the past few years. And 
through my explorations I have found the perfect spot to lounge on a nice day. It's the 
upstairs lounge right next to Pier 11 at the South Street Seaport. Basically, this spot is 
an upstairs balcony fit with lounge chairs and real grass to lay on. It is located above 
the Watermark Bar and Restaurant and bar at the seaport. The balcony has the 
perfect view of Brooklyn Heights, the Brooklyn Bridge and FiDi. I originally loved 
going there because it's one of the only places around that area where I can find a real 
patch of grass. I am from N ew Jersey, and grass, as well as being near a river or an 
ocean, is something I always miss when I'm in N YC. So this is the perfect spot.
 After a morning of relaxing and soaking in some sun, I always head down to El 
Luchador. It's directly across the street from the upstairs lounge and it's the best taco 
spot in the city as far as I'm concerned. Their menu has all the classics from nachos 
smothered in salsa and cheese to the best beer-battered fried cod tacos which I 
happened to chow down on during Cinco De M ayo. The restaurant itself is tiny but 
you can grab your food to go and eat outside or inside the vintage trailer next to the 
restaurant. It has never disappointed me and I'm always glad when I go.
 At the end of the day, you can head down to the Seaport to check out the shops. 
There are many boutiques filled with local artists jewelry, sunglasses, artwork and 
clothes. Plus there's a H aagen Dazs if you want to end your day with a creamy cold 
treat or a bar named Ambrose H all if you want to end your day with a drink. At 
Ambrose H all you can grab a pint and sit outside on the cobblestone streets under a 
string of lights. I especially love this little spot because you forget for a second that 
you're in N YC. N o matter what you plan to do around here, you will never get bored 
and it is the perfect way to spend a free, sunny day this summer away from the crowds 
at Coney Island or Central Park. If you do decide to go, make sure you tell me, so, I 
can join you! 





SK UL K IN ' T H E ST REET S: 
RIV ERS, M A N

By Alex Mercuri

 of you weirdos are into feeling l ike the ear th is crum bling beneath you as long as you get the payoff of standing on 
top of a hi l l , to which I  say ?pffff?) so I?m  m ega into a nicely-paved sidewalk. But I  st i l l  appreciate nature and find 
m yself wonder ing at i ts vastness often, l ike som e kinda way dum ber but with nicer shoes and hair version of Walt 
Whitm an, and som etim es I  need to take a break from  gett ing jost led around all the t im e and roll ing m y eyes at 
people and their stupid clothes that I  hate. Enough of the t iny attem pts at m an buns, dudes! Your hair is not long 
enough and you look l ike a weird alien with a teeny-weeny antenna! Just own your shor t hair! Anyway, when that 
t im e com es, I  set out for the extrem e ends of the cit y and take walks along the r iver. T he H udson R iver has been a 
constant player in m y l i fe from  m y wayward (not really) youth in Nor theast Jersey to m y adult  l i fe l iving in var ious 
western bits of M anhattan. Whenever I?m  in Brooklyn (which is gett ing m ore and m ore frequent lately- -do you guys 
know Brooklyn? M aybe it?s just m e but I  think that place m ight catch on!) I  hang out by the East R iver because it  is 
equally rad. I  guess if there's one thing you can say about Ol' A lex, i t 's that "the m an loves a good r iv'!" T hank you, I  
do. What's up, by the way? 

When I  l ived in the West V il lage I  m ade it  a point to hang out on H udson a couple t im es a week as a response to the 
psychic hor ror show that is m il lennial Am er ican college-going. T hose l i t t le pier/park things they build on the sides 
of r ivers are such a great allocation of the cit y?s resources and I  love them  dearly but I  guess I  can?t wish that there 
were m ore of them  because hey, there are only so m any r ivers in the world and if we were to star t m aking m ore 
r ivers that would be weird and probably unnecessary? I  don?t know, I?m  not an exper t. No m atter what, these things 
are never overly crowded, unlike all these other m ore proxim ally located parks that are awesom ely desolate (pr im e 
skulking ter rain) in the off season and then annoyingly full of these bozo-shows snappin? and gram m in? once the 
weather gets nice. Again I  say ?pffff.? While you?re all taking the googolth photo of the WSP arch (which is really 
m agnificent don?t get m e wrong but also be quiet!) I?ll be stroll in? in the breeze along a pseudo-boardwalk unfettered 
by phone- tographers taking in the im m ense beauty of som e real-deal juxtaposit ion between urbanity and nature. 

T he H udson is wide open, m an, l ike som e other t ypes of bodies of water. I  guess they are called ?seas?? But rather 
than face that existential nightm are that looking out at an endless ocean with no hor izon l ine, you?re treated to a 
wonder fully finite vastness because you always have a clear view of a cit y skyline. An...Urban Skyline. H a ha ha. 
Wonder ful joke, Alex. T hank you, Alex! What?s up, by the way? I t?s kinda crazy (if you think about i t , just l ike 
everything in the world because everything is always weird but som etim es fun) to see the m assive sky and water and 
then this big bunch of buildings and concrete and m etal hanging out in the sam e shot, and m ore than anything to m e 
this t ype of view serves as a rem inder that nature is an unstoppable force. L ike, there?s a reason we call things ?forces 
of nature?. You can chop down trees and pave over dir t  but what are you gonna do to a r iver, you idiot? T hrow 
garbage in it? I  m ean, yeah, you  probably could...oh no yeah, you totally do that actually. L ike all the t im e. But no 
m atter how m uch fi l th and plast ic and bodies l ine the r iver floors it  rem ains persistent in i ts wetness. You can't  stop a 
r iver, m an!

I t  * is*  im por tant to get in touch with nature from  t im e to t im e, I  guess. I  was wrong a couple hundred words ago. I  
love the convenience of going from  a big-ass urban environm ent to a t iny ocean in the span of one block, and I  
REALLY love the hyper-awareness of everything ever that you get from  looking out at the overload of both a cit y 
larger than several countr ies and a bottom less m ass of water and a giant blue l ight refract ion of a star that?s visible 
dur ing the day. N ew York is so m uch fun and so huge! And so is everything else! And m aybe everything?s neatly 
connected or m aybe it?s violent absurd chaos but either way, one thing rem ains- - I  am  skulking alongside a r iver and 
par tying so hard.
 

Listen, I  l ike trees and grass and all that 
stuff just fine but I  am  a cit y person 
through and through. I  get cooped up 
very easily and I  l ike to be able to walk 
out m y door and im m ediately get 
sm acked in the face with red-hot 
cit yness .Walking on rocky, uneven 
ter rain weirds m e out (as it  should  
everyone I  think, but apparently som e 
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By Allie Mannheimer

FRIST

N o matter which campus you?re at, 
each student has a different spot 
they call their favorite. For students 
at Princeton University, Frist 
Campus Center seems to be a 
crowd favorite. Yunfei Liu, a rising 
senior, claims that he ?basically just 
exists in Frist and [his] room?. He 
heads to Frist with the intention of 
studying, but typically gets 
interrupted by friends until a group 
large enough to start a party forms. 
Other students may prefer a more 
quiet and exclusive hangout spot, 
though. Caroline Hertz, a 
graduating English/Theatre major, 
enjoys spending time alone and 
studying in the black box. N ot 
being a student at Princeton, 
I was clueless as to what that meant. She explained that it?s part of the Lewis 
Center. The building itself is unique because it used to be an elementary school. 
The ?black box? used to be the gym. She insisted that its cool vibe made it the 
perfect peaceful and relaxing place to be productive.



Brookfield Place, NY
Shops Opened Summer 2015



By Lior Shemesh

M Y  SECRET  GA RDEN
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David S. Lynch M emorial Park, more frequently called Lynch has been an immense 
part of my life growing up in M assachusetts. Its history points back to the 
Revolutionary War, June of 1774, when the British closed the Boston H arbor and the 
sixteen acres of land were called Woodbury?s Point. The Beverly H arbor, known as 
the  ?Birthplace of the American N avy? was the location of distribution of British
 supply lines. Woodbury Point?s fort was important in protecting the land. In the 
early 1900?s many of Boston?s wealthy moved up along the coast of Beverly and built 
gorgeous summer homes. President Taft was in office when he leased the Stetson 
cottage that once stood on today?s beautiful rose garden. Taft signed the ?Treaty of 
Beverly? which laid the foundation for future U.S tariff policies.  Till this day, 
Beverly M assachusetts is known around the world as the ?Garden City and Summer 
Capital of the United States?. 

The cottage that once was in Beverly was moved to M arblehead and the rose garden 
has since been a location of many weddings and family events. When I was young, 
my parents used to take my brother and I to Lynch Park to play on the jungle-gym 
and collect sea shells. Every once and a while we would sit by the water front 
looking into the garden and see two people vow to be together for the rest of their 
lives. Each wedding completely different, once it was a motorcycle bikers wedding, 
another was an Indian family in Saree traditional clothing, and many other 
traditional white dress black suite weddings. All were extremely interesting to 
watch. This park is now used for recreational camps over the summer, family 
cookouts, concerts on the commons, and much more. It?s a place many people 
come together on a warm day to                                                                              
enjoy the fresh air. It has one of the                                                                           
most beautiful views of the water                                                                           from 
the top and holds a huge place in                                                                           my 
heart. 



By Frnazi Sordon
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I have been thinking about this 
topic for at least the last ten 
minutes. A perfect moment to 
reflect upon life: What is a 
personal favorite hangout place 
? and ? how does it look like? 
And ? how do I get there? 

What I long for is a place with 
no clouds. A place filled with 
sunshine. A place where I can 
leave my footprints in the sand. 
A place where I can leave my 
bags behind. A place where I 
can breathe. A place where I 
can find great music. Bass ? 
drums and a guitar. A place 
that?s got rhythm. A place 
that?s got a soul. A place where 
I can dance. 

I am longing for a place where people don?t judge. A place where people smile. I 
am longing for an artistic place. An abstract place. A beautiful place. A vibrant 
place. A place where people feel alive: a place where people love. This 
photograph shows my brother on a beach in the north of Germany. It is a very 
special place for us -we have been travelling there every summer since we were 
little kids. These days I enjoy walking alongside the beach with bare feet 
spending hours and hours with daydreaming. What is special 
about this beach is, that there is a road leading from the 
promenade into the water - ... something I have never seen on 
any other beach before. The road gives the photograph a 
special perspective leading the viewer right into the scenario. 
It's a beautiful place, a place where people love. "





By Megan Case

COM M UN IV ERSIT Y: A  
PRIN CET ON  T RA DIT ION
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Growing up in central N ew 
Jersey meant spending a large 
chunk of my childhood in 
Princeton: walking down 
N assau Street, playing in the 
fountain, going to sports 
camps, flying kites in the 
battlefield, carving my name 
into the table at PJ?s Pancake 
House, etc. I loved doing all of 
these different activities, but 
my favorite event always came 
on a Saturday in April. It was 
Communiversity, where 
Princeton University and the 

Princeton community come together to celebrate all things Princeton. Starting in 
the spring of 1970, Princeton students teamed up with the Arts Council of 
Princeton as ?The Art People?s Party? and was hosted on the lawn of N assau H all. 
N ow, the event attracts over 35,000 people and takes over N assau Street and other 
sidestreets.This photo was taken looking down Witherspoon Street. I                                        
wanted to capture the beauty of Princeton in the spring, as well as                                        
the members of the community participating in this event. You can                                       
see vendors and crowds of people coming together and lining the                                          
streets on a gorgeous spring day. Ever since I got my first camera back                                        
in middle school I have been photographing different areas and                                         
of events Princeton and still love spending my time in this unique little                                         
city that is rich with culture and history. Communiversity has always                                         
been one of my favorite events to attend and photograph because I                                         
love watching it grow larger each year, and I love being a part of a                                        
community that is so passionate about Princeton and N ew Jersey                                              
as a whole. 



THREE WATCH POINT



By Jason Tompa

FA ST  FOOD H A N GOUT
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When traveling out of the 
country, I never know what to 
eat. I don?t travel often, 
however, while traveling in 
G?ttingen, Germany for a 
student exchange program I 
wanted to truly experience the 
culture. I asked locals where 
there favorite place to hang out 
and eat was in order to achieve 
this. About a quarter of a mile 
away from their local 
high-school, they took me to 
                          

A d?ner kebab is a Turkish meal, much like a gyro or shawarma. With your 
choice of meat [chicken, lamb, or beef], a type of salad and sauce all placed onto 
pita bread. Even though this is considered fast food, many people hang out at 
the small restaurant as they eat or even people watch. 

G?ttingen is small university town in central Germany with a little over one 
hundred thousand people. In the town there are many well-known landmarks, 
but what I wanted to capture was outside the town hall. A place unknown to 
the tourist. I found this at D?ner K ing. 

D?ner K ing, a place I never would have taken a second glance at.     



Urban SkyLine 

Magazine

Where subscribers 
can upload their 

own 
photographs!

UBSkyLine.com or 
UrbanSkyLineMagzine@gmail.com



Sometimes you turn the corner and end up somewhere you never 
thought you would be. Even though I knew the steps to get there, I still 
ended up in an unfamiliar position. As I exited the 1 train station, I 
walked towards Houston Street and made my way from Carmine Street 
to Bedford Avenue. Realizing that I was at the correct address with no 
sign of business, I frantically turned to view all street corners to try and 
find my destination. With no luck to be found, I asked a biker on the 
corner I was standing. She directed me across the intersection, where the 
end of my journey would begin. The Grey Dog. M y first meeting for the 
start of my magazine, Urban SkyLine Magazine, took place at this quaint 
coffee shop, located in the West Village of M anhattan. Being that I never 
had been there before, my first experience was rather enjoyable, and I 
can see myself returning. The ambiance was inviting, the décor was 
interesting. I took this picture to capture my moment of confusion when 
looking for the storefront. I was both frantically lost, however this also 
captures the moment where I first saw a barrel with The Grey Dog 
written across it and found my way. The moment that later became the 
design for this magazine. The moment that started it all. Urban Skyline 
M agazine




