
IMAGES
Academy of the Holy Cross

2015-2016



EDITOR
Brittany Menjivar '17

CONTRIBUTORS
Julia Urban '17 (cover art) 
Emily Navarro '16 
Spencer Adkins '16 
Brianna Chazin '16 
Anna Flood '16 
Laura Konar '16 
Sherry Xiang '16 
Elizabeth Parker '17 
Maeve Ballantine '17 
Rosalee Britton '17 
Lucy Baker '16 
Jade Ruiter '16 
Megan McTigue '16 
Brittany Menjivar '17 
Britney Darne '16 
Maureen Dailey '17 
Carolina Temerario '19 
Gigi Gaston '16 
Sofia Muzzatti '16 
Christina Vincent '16 
Allie Albrecht '16 
Claire Rowe '16

FACULTY MODERATOR
Ms. Mackinnon

"Let the world burn 
through you. Throw the 
prism light, white hot, on 
paper." —Ray Bradbury



Emily Navarro '16 
The Ladder 
 
Go up, 
it says. 
Go down, 
it says. 
Two different directions, 
leading two different ways. 
What do they mean? 
fear. 
success. 
good. 
failure. 
bad. 
heaven. 
courage. 
hell. 
What happens at the top? 
What happens at the bottom? 

Spencer Adkins '16 
Viewing a 19th Century Photograph of My Ancestors 
 
Your expressions stare back at me, 
eyes black as those lonely nights 
out on the prairie where I imagine you lived. 
Your starched clothing clings stiffly to your bodies. 
You stand as if you've been posed. 
 
The more I look, the colder I get, 
as if you belong on the shelf of a little girl, 
a family of dolls, so still, so grim. 
Unwound, now waiting for the next time we'll play. 
How easy it would be to think you're all dead. 
 



Anna Flood '16 
The Journal 
 
 Mia was an unusual teenager. While many girls were 
preoccupied with school work, college decisions, friendships, 
and family, Mia's mind was always on what she believed was a 
more pressing issue - the meaning of life. Some might say she 
was exaggerating and being dramatic, but it was true, her mind 
often drifted to the existential questions that popped up in her 
head. 
 Mia was raised as a Catholic, but as she grew older and 
was exposed to the other religions, she learned that maybe there 
was something else out there. Mia constantly was thinking of 
new theories as to why she was put on this earth and what 
comes after. She decided to keep a journal to keep track of her 
thoughts and maybe try and figure out herself in the process. 
 Soon enough, she had filled many of the pages of the 
small, leather bound book with barely legible scribbles and the 
occasional drawing of what could be true. Maybe there is a 
God. Maybe there isn't. Maybe there is a heaven. Maybe there's 
a hell. Maybe we are reborn. Maybe there is nothing. 
 And then she met Aaron. It was the summer of her junior 
year and he was everything she could hope for and more. He 
complimented the way her dark hair fell over her shoulders 
when she wore it down and he entertained the ideas she had in 
her head. He was the first person she had found that was 
concerned with the meaning of life and she soon found herself 
consumed with the idea of him. She would share her thoughts 
with Aaron and he seemed to be interested in hearing about 
them. 

Brianna Chazin '16 
I See a Dead Wasp 
 
Lying on its back, 
its legs bent uncomfortably. 
where is it now? 
Did its tiny spirit fly off 
to a happier place, 
one we all visit after death? 
I'm not sure I want to go on. 
After being freed from this 
exhausting life, wouldn't it be great 
to rest in peace, in pitch black, 
without thought, under six feet 
of soil? Or are we all damned 
to lurk in the life we thought 
we'd left behind, as residual energy? 
Do you think we're blessed with a quiet 
eternal sleep? 



 As the months went on and conversations got longer, Mia 
began sharing her deepest fears and insecurities with Aaron. 
Never before had she felt so comfortable around someone and 
she couldn't help but want him to know her in a way no one had 
before. She wrote in her journal less often, but that seemed 
okay to Mia because she had someone to share her mind with 
now. 
 Then one day, Aaron told Mia that whatever they had was 
over. She was given no explanation. It was just over. 
 Mia would stay on her phone for hours on end, trying to 
avoid her once beautiful mind that was now filled with dark 
thoughts of self deprivation. She couldn't understand why 
Aaron no longer wanted to talk to her. She didn't understand 
how he could turn away so easily. She thought it must be her 
fault, she must have done something wrong. 
 These thoughts were all that filled her mind. Her journal 
went untouched for months and slipped underneath her bed. 
Then one day, Mia was looking for a pair of shoes and reached 
under her bed. She pulled out the familiar notebook and flipped 
through the pages. She read over her entries and was reminded 
of a time when her thoughts ran wild. Mia picked up the journal 
and walked to the park near her house. She sat on the bench 
overlooking the water and clicked her pen. 

Laura Konar '16 
IN THE CLASSROOM 
 
On the day I visited the classroom,  
I thought he was bold to stand 
in front of his classmates and teachers. 
 
And I will never forget how easily  
the words rolled off his tongue,  
how casually he said, 
"Go on. Name everything you love." 
 
So everyone slowly listed  
their passions: 
My parents 
My friends 
My teammates  
Brother 
Dog 
Books 
Music 
 
And the room was suddenly noisy  
with loud, audacious statements 
about everyone's reasons 
for loving this life. But then, 
his bright smile faded.  
The room grew quiet. 
 
And then he asked, 
"How many things will you list  
until you say, 
I love myself?" 



Sherry Xiang '16 
The Woman 
 
This successful woman sits in the cafe 
alone, her face distorted like 
an orange shriveled up in water. 
What she needs? 
A diploma to prove she is qualified, 
A house to prove she had place to go. 
A husband to prove she is not alone, 
A baby to prove she is a woman. 
Beauty to prove she is charming. 
Breath to prove she is still alive. 
Exhaustion to make her go to bed, 
Pain to wake her up in the morning. 
 
She's not sure she really wants all these, 
but she's pretty sure she won't get all she needs. 
She can't tell— 
What she wants suffocates her. 

Elizabeth Parker '17



Maeve Ballatine '17 
The days of past 
 
How I long for the days of past 
When time was something to be wasted in pleasure and not in pain 
When the sunshine was something I was standing in, not missing out on 
When after dark was my time, not time for my studies or time of lost sleep 
When a circle was a shape you'd sit in with friends, not something to be calculated  
When laughter was common and tears were unwelcome 
When my friends gave me the best music of my life, not a constant tune of boredom  
When art was necessary to thrive and not sitting in the background 
When those above you were considered friends 
When I was an individual mind, not a number to be stacked upon another 
When no one was the best 
When no day was planned out in advance 
When life was just one day at a time 
When self discovery was nonexistent, because you already knew who you were  
When tomorrow wasn't a due date or the day of a test 
When tomorrow was just another day 
 

Anna Flood '16 
Short Story 
 
 Ava began decorating her walls as a freshman in high school. It 
began with pictures of friends and family that covered the faded light 
blue paint from wall to wall. Not just any pictures though, ones that were 
printed on computer paper, hand cut with scissors that squeezed her 
fingers, and stuck on the wall with scotch tape. As she got older, friends 
came and left, and so the pictures on the wall were updated. There was 
one picture that never budged - the one of her parents on their wedding 
day. There was something about this picture that stuck out to her. Maybe 
it was the way her mom's arm was so carefully wrapped around her dad's 
as they walked down the aisle. Or maybe it was the way her dad's smile 
sat on his face, as if this moment would never end. Always one who 
loved smiles, she couldn't help but feel warm every time she saw the 
photograph. 
 When her junior year of high school started, Ava began replacing 
some of the photos on her wall with concert posters and paintings that 
she had made, but the one photograph still stuck to that wall. As school 
went on something happened to Ava that she couldn't explain. Smiles 
were harder to give and words became harder to speak, but she trudged 
on, not allowing herself to feel pity when nothing terrible had happened. 
Her paintings lost color and soon enough, her wall was filled in a sea of 
blues, blacks, grays, and purples. She painted tear drops and rainfalls 
and portraits of people who had experienced pain. There was one that 
took up a large portion of the wall. It was a little girl with bleach blonde 
hair, crouching down on the beach. Ava focused her effort on the girl's 
eyes, painting the pain she felt into them. 



 Many nights, tears fell from Ava's eyes on to her pillow at night and 
each day, smiles flashed at Ava hurt her cheeks because she could no 
longer smile back. On those nights that she would cry, Ava would stick 
another piece of tape to the photograph that hung from the wall to keep it 
from falling because maybe if she stared hard enough at it, she would be 
able to feel again. Her coldness overtook her relationships, friends 
drifted and there were daily fights with family members. One day, Ava's 
mom scolded her for not picking up after herself and Ava couldn't handle 
it. She grabbed her keys, ran out the door, and got in the car. Ava drove 
to somewhere, anywhere, in the car because it was the only place she felt 
she could clear her mind. She turned on her favorite album and rolled 
down the windows. She thought back to the photograph on her wall and 
she craved the happiness her parents felt. Maybe it was time she asked 
for help and spoke up about the constant sadness she felt inside of her. 
 Then there was a flash, tires skidded down the road and ended in a 
crash. Everything went dark. 

Rosalee Britton '17 
Nothing 
 
Nothing. 
There was Nothing. 
Can you even imagine Nothing? 
No Thoughts, 
No Words, 
No Sight and no Sound. 
Not a Feeling in the World; 
Not a Smell in the Air. 
Complete nonexistence, 
Complete without feeling, 
Complete without life. 
 
Now imagine a Spark in the Nothing. 
It fills up your Sight and eats up your Thoughts. 
It is a Spark: a Something in the Nothing. 
This Spark is your life; 
It is beginning and ending 
In an inferno of Senses. 
What do you Feel? 
What do you Taste? 
What do you Know? 
Nothing. 



Lucy Baker '16 
Angelica Hamilton 
 
Philip can't be dead 
He wouldn't leave his best friend 
He couldn't do that to me 
He never said goodbye 
 
(I feel sick) 
 
Philip can't be dead 
But was he in pain in those last moments 
Was he scared, because in scared 
I don't want to live without my older brother 
 
(I feel dizzy) 
 
Philip can't be dead 
But he died in a duel, that's what they told me 
He bled out through the nightmare 
By my parent's side  
He passed away at 5 o'clock in the morning 
 
(I can't breathe) 
 
Philip can't be dead 
We played together 
I remember learning the keys of the piano with him 
CDEFGAB 
CDEFGAB 
I repeat the letters over as grief takes hold 
 

I really miss him but Philip is gone 
D 
He died in pain as he held my mother's hand and prayed for the agony to end 
E 
I picture his lifeless body, his bloodstained clothes and I feel 
F 
Very nauseous and ill, the room is moving, I can't stop it and 
G 
I'm struggling to remember how he died 
Was it a fight? 
Is he hurt? 
Where is my brother 
I am 
A  
Very scared, why am I so scared? 
I need to calm down. 
Where am I? 
Where is my brother? 
B 
 
My heart starts beating again. 
Everything's okay, perfectly normal 
My younger brother is running around the house 
My mother sits on a chair holding my father's hand 
As the three of us listen to Philip playing the piano.



Jade Ruiter '16 
Two Lines from The Fault in Our Stars 
 
Pain can take many shapes: 
a little soreness, a paper cut, death, tragedy. 
There are pains that disappear instantly, 
and then there are some that linger,  
impossible to ignore— 
Pain follows us, 
no matter how fast we run. Or maybe, 
sometimes, we like pain. Maybe 
we're made to like it, to thrive on it. 
Without it, would we feel anything? 
Would we feel real? See,  
That's the thing about pain. 
It demands to be felt. 

Megan McTigue '16 
Daddy's Little Girl 
 
 The West Point Park swing set looks over the York River in Southern Virginia. 
It is October 14th, 1975, and the sun is just beginning to descend beneath the 
horizon. The crisp autumn air shakes the leaves loose from their branches and floats 
them across the sidewalks. On a bench sits a man, cradling his head in his hands and 
rocking slowly back and forth, softly muttering words to himself. And just over a 
small grassy knoll, a five-year-old girl with blonde hair and blue eyes twists herself 
in circles on the black, rubber swing. Once she has spun as far as she can, she lifts up 
her feet and whirls rapidly back around. The park is silent other than the crinkling 
noise of the leaves rubbing against each other and the distant coffee shop music 
around the corner. A cold breeze sweeps over the area. 
 It’s my fault. What can I do? I feel like a piece of me has been ripped away. 
This isn’t right. This shouldn’t have happened. I stare at my gently worn leather 
Oxfords as I try to settle myself. A walk, that’s what I need. I stand and begin to walk 
up the sidewalk, glancing at the sunset reflecting off the river. My mind wanders to 
memories I shared with her overlooking this same watercolor sky. 
 As I reach the top of the hill, I see her. Blonde hair, braided back in pigtails the 
way they always are, a new pink dress that her mother must have bought for her, and 
the same goofy smile with two missing front teeth. But something feels odd. I’ve 
seen this before. It’s like déjà vu, and for some reason, I’m struck with the 
foreboding fear that something terrible is going to happen to my little girl. I have to 
save her. 
 I run over to the swing set where she is sitting, but I slow to a walk. I’m so 
excited; I don’t want to upset her. 
 “That’s a new dress. Did your mom get it for you?” 
 “Yes,” she says. 
 My heart is beating rapidly, but she seems so calm and happy. 
 “Do you want to go see her?” 
 She nods her head and takes my hand. It’s a feeling I’ve missed. I decide to 
take her to 
the coffee shop around the corner to get her something to eat. She must be hungry. 
We continue walking, and I ask her how soccer is going. 
 “I don’t play now,” she says with a confused look on her face. 
 “Oh right, I must’ve forgotten,” I say. I could’ve sworn her mother signed her 
up to play this year. As we begin to cross the street, I feel her hand slip out of mine, 
and when I turn around, she’s standing at the curb. She has a sad, scared look on her 
face. 
 “What’s wrong sweetie?” 



 “Momma’s not this way,” she says and starts walking in the other direction. 
She’s leaving me. Why is she leaving me again? Maybe she’s reacting to what 
happened to her mother. The doctor said she could react badly. He told me to give 
her the medicine if it ever got bad. I don’t want to lose her again. I crush up one of 
the pills and pour it inside a juice box that I always keep tucked inside my briefcase, 
just in case. 
 “Sweetie, wait! Here, have something to drink.” She pauses and turns around, 
her eyes lighting up when she sees the juice box. I know it’s her favorite flavor. She 
starts drinking it as we walk towards the parking lot. 
 “Where are we going?” she says as I strap her into her carseat. 
 “I’m going to take you home. Don’t worry. Everything’s okay.” As those words 
come out of my mouth, I see her eyes slowly drift closed. She looks so sweet when 
she’s asleep, my little angel. 
 We get back to the house, and she’s still asleep. I pick her up and take her 
inside and up to her room. I haven’t changed it since the last time she was here. I lay 
her down on her bed, covered with little pink butterflies fluttering around the 
comforter, and her favorite stuffed purple elephant sitting on the pillows. As I tuck 
her in, I reminisce about the times her mother and I used to sing her to sleep. I sit 
there, watching her breathe for what feels like an hour, making sure she is okay. I 
finally get up and leave her to rest, locking the door behind me so that she won’t 
leave me again. I don’t want her to get lost. 
 
 About an hour later, I hear a rustling at her bedroom door, and I know she’s 
woken up. I bring her a plate of her favorite dinner, grilled cheese, and a glass of 
milk I’ve died light pink like I used to in the morning before she’d go to school. I 
open the door and she’s standing directly in front of me. 
 “Where’s my mommy?” she says. She must still be confused from the 
medicine. 
 “It’s okay, Squirt. I brought your favorite!” I hand her the grilled cheese and 
she relaxes a bit. She nibbles at the edges of the sandwich, but in her eyes growing 
confusion and fear are apparent. 
 I can tell she's still unhappy, so I try to calm her down by handing her elephant 
toy. 
 "Ellie used to make you so happy. Want to play with her? I washed her just for 
you." She doesn't accept it. Darkness begins to seep back into my mind. Why can't 
she get through this? Why can't we be the way we used to be? 
 "What's wrong? Didn't you miss your room?" She becomes more and more 
upset. I see tears start to fall down her face. Why is she being like this? What am I 
doing wrong? Her voice gets louder and louder, complaining about how she wants to 
go home. It's almost a scream. 
 I can't take it. I can't stand seeing her like this. My little girl. I walk quickly out 
of the room and lock the door again behind me. I run downstairs to my living room 
and deflate into the couch, my hands gripping my head. No matter how hard I press 
my hands against my ears, I can still hear her screams. I can feel my mind returning 
to that dark place. 
  

 What do I do? Where is her mother? Why is it always on me? I am always the 
one that has to make it right. She was going to leave me. She was going to leave us. 
How could I possibly take care of my sweet little girl all on my own? She needs a 
mother. I pleaded. But no. 
 The screams are becoming louder and louder. They're taking over my mind, I 
can barely hear myself think. It reminds me of that night. Except this time, there's 
just one voice. Screaming. I can't do this alone! I stand up and run back up the stairs 
and burst into her room. I sweep her up and hug her tightly. I can't let her go. I'm 
holding onto her, cradling her in my arms, but still she screams and cries. 
 I try to soothe her, but the voices, the screams...they're too loud. I don't want 
her to scream! I don't want her to go again! Her mom was leaving us! But I need 
quiet. She needs to be quiet. I place my hand firmly over her mouth, holding her 
tight. 
 "Quiet now, sweet girl. Quiet." 
 I hear the cries for help slowly diminish until it's finally silent. She's just tired. 
She's sleeping now. When she wakes up, everything will be better. 
 I carry her from her room, through the dark hallway and down the two flights 
of stairs to her basement playroom. It's her favorite place. Here with her toys, she'll 
be happy again. That's all I want, for my sweet little girl to be happy. I'm tired now, 
too. 
                      ___________________________________ 
 
 It is late afternoon on November 1st and the sun is slowly setting over a 
swingset in a park near Gaithersburg, Maryland. On a bench sits a man, cradling his 
head in his hands, staring at his leather Oxfords and rocking slowly back and forth, 
softly muttering words to himself. Twenty yards away, on a small merry-go-round, 
sits a little five-year-old girl with blonde hair and blue eyes, wearing a bright yellow 
dress. A cold breeze sweeps over the area. 



Brittney Darne '16 
From A Daughter Leaving Home 
 
 after a poem by Linda Pastan 
 
You taught me at five 
that parents 
don't always stay. 
Taped to my bike, the note 
you left said you had to 
keep moving— 
like a bike without brakes, 
You wrote that waving 
goodbye 
might cause you to 
lose balance, 
or stopping, looking around 
might cause you to 
lose speed, 
and looking back at me 
might cause you to 
Crash. 
But, Dad, not looking back 
has caused you to 
lose me, 
and now it's my time 
to leave, and I will 
wave goodbye,  
and I will stop, 
look around, 
but if I've learned anything, Dad, 
looking back will not happen. 
Not even for you. 

Brittany Menjivar '17



Spencer Adkins '16 
The Decline 
 
 October 5, 2008.  It had been 7 years since her son was 
kidnapped.  Every year on this day, no matter the weather, 
she’d walk the few blocks to the park near her house.  On this 
occasion, it was pouring, but she didn’t care.  Nothing really 
bothered her anymore.  She was a shell of her old self.  Her 
blonde hair was tied into a messy bun.  Her petite frame hugged 
itself against the cold. 
  
 To this day, she approached the park with caution. Even if 
children were out playing on the slide and swings in the warm 
sunlight, the sight gave her chills. Because of the rainy weather, 
the park was empty; the metal bars supporting the old swings 
reflected the overcast, grey sky above. Every time there was a 
gust of wind, the rusted chains would fill the air with the groans 
of old metal clashing together. 
  
 Standing in the park, she remembered that day like it was 
yesterday. Her husband and son had been at the park as usual, 
but some time between her husband going to the car to get 
snacks and coming back, their little boy had been taken. She 
got the call around three p.m. and drove there immediately. By 
the time she got there, the place was swarming with police and 
their search dogs. Her heart dropped. 
  
 To this day, the case remains open. 
  
 It’s not that she blamed her son’s disappearance on her 
husband.  Things like that can’t be controlled. When it comes 
down to it, though, her husband wasn’t there for their little boy  

when he was supposed to be. When their little boy needed his 
father the most. And she couldn't forgive him for that. Her heart 
had been broken, and so had a deep part of her. Nothing seemed 
important, not her family or her job. Seeing her husband 
provided no comfort either, which led to the divorce. 
  
 It wasn’t that she had stopped loving him.  No.  But every 
time she looked at her husband, she saw their little boy.  He had 
always looked like his father, but it never really struck her until 
he was gone.  And by then, it was unbearable.  They both 
looked like they were trying to figure out some elaborate 
problem in their head, eyebrows furrowed, brown hair hanging 
loosely to their face.  Their green eyes didn’t miss a beat.  But 
somehow, when they were at the park that day, their eyes didn’t 
seem to catch what mattered.   
  
 How could innocence be taken away so young? When the 
world hadn't yet show its true colors. For such a young mother, 
she had aged terribly. She no longer saw life as a place with 
endless opportunities.  She was trapped.  Nothing could provide 
her an escape. It didn't matter if it was a perfect day- if flowers 
lined the street- her world was dark. Soon it would be black. 



Maureen Dailey '17

Spencer Adkins '16 
The Second Room 
 
 “You’re gonna have to stay in here, Daisy.  I have clients,” said the 
woman who couldn’t be older than thirty.  She wore a short black dress 
with shoes sharp as daggers.  Her face was painted in a whirlwind of 
colors, and her body seemed like that of a fragile doll.  It seemed more 
of a disguise because when you looked into her eyes, all you could see 
was tired emptiness.   
 Standing in front of her was a little girl with long, golden hair and 
green eyes that seemed to take in everything.  She was only seven, still 
innocent in a world where she didn’t belong.  Every night her mother 
would tell her it was time to go into her room.  She didn’t know what it 
was her mother did, but from what she heard, it frightened her.   
 “Ok, Mommy,” the little girl said, closing the door behind her. 
 “And lock the door until I say it’s fine.” 
 She listened as her mother walked away.  Soon enough there’d be a 
knock on the door, the sound of a new man entering, and it’d begin.  But 
by then, it wouldn’t matter.  She would have already gone elsewhere. 
 
 Closing her eyes, Daisy relaxed and concentrated on nothing in 
particular.  Before she knew it, she was awake and talking to her friend, 
Lucy.  She was still in her room, but it was her second room.  A room 
she went to when mother was “working”.  A room where everything was 
okay.  Sun shone through two windows framed with pink curtains into a 
white bedroom.  A dollhouse sat at the foot of her big bed and was filled 
to the brim with miniature furniture.   
 



 Daisy and Lucy had been friends since as long as Daisy could 
remember.  Whenever they saw each other, they would just continue 
from where they left off last time. 
 
 “Do you want to be the girl doll or the boy doll this time?” asked 
Lucy.  She held both dolls out in front of Daisy so she could choose.   
 
 “This one!” Daisy said, choosing the girl.  “And the guy doll can be 
her Prince Charming.” 
 
 They played like this for hours, creating and recreating stories for 
the dolls and dressing them up in different outfits.  Sometimes they 
would have a tea party, but not today.  It wouldn’t be until late that Lucy 
would have to leave, and tea parties were much too short. Lucy stayed 
whenever Daisy's mother was busy, and when Daisy was told to unlock 
the door, Lucy would vanish out the window.   
 A rattle on a door knob turning far off made the girls pause.  "I 
think Mommy's done with the man." 
 Lucy stood up, putting on her coat.  "Do you think she found her 
Prince Charming tonight?" 
 "I hope so," Daisy said. Every night her mother would see a new 
possible Prince Charming, a man who'd hopefully live with them and 
make them a proper family.  The way it should be. 
 In actuality, none of this had happened. The room Daisy was in had 
stained white walls with scratched floorboards. A single window covered 
with bars let in the faint yellow light from the night street below. There 
was no dollhouse or anything really.  All it contained was a small bed in 
the corner, an old lamp, a few books, and a rug on the floor where the 
little girl sat.  The so-called friend, Lucy, was merely a ratty, stuffed bear 
that sat opposite of Daisy on the floor.  Noises from across the hall filled 
the room leaving Daisy to hear the almost rhythmic sound of bed posts 
hitting the wall.  Sometimes there would be a crash, shrieks, and 
animalistic sounds that left the little girl frightened.  This was the reality 
that she tried to escape. 

Brittany Menjivar '17 
bouncy house 
 
we’re never growing up, we’re never moving out 
we all live in a bouncy house 
we try to conquer sky and then plummet to the ground 
at least our falling bodies never make a sound 
  
the colors of the walls are the colors of our minds 
red for the passion we’ve yet to find 
yellow for the glow of the world we know 
blue for the hue of the skin on our bones 
  
the kids outside aren’t sure where to go 
their useless games of tag will lead them into the road 
but here we are safe and here we are free 
in love with our haphazard fantasy 
  
rain drums a beat on the bouncy house roof 
do rainbows exist? it’d be nice to see proof 
the sun-candle shudders and then goes out 
we’ll all fall asleep in this bouncy house



Maeve Ballantine '17 
The Music of the Stage 
 
When the day is longer than I wish it to be  
The day and life has lost its color 
And I feel myself fading 
I collapse on the floor 
Putting my earbuds in with my last bit of energy 
The music begins and I'm lost 
Alexander and Eliza help me off the floor and set me on the couch 
The Phantom drapes his black cape around me and plays me his music 
Peter dances for me as James Barrie and Matilda each tell me their stories 
Jack tries to sell me a paper while flirting with me and I whap him with his own cap  
Valjean sings as I dance with Marius and Cosette 
Anna Leonowens reads to me and I enjoy getting to know her 
Elphaba pulls me to my feet and I know I am not alone 
They have saved me 

Carolina Temerario '19 
Hamilton 
 
There was a man with a crazy plan  
He wasn't born here but he stood for us near  
Because of him we have a bank system  
Do you know his name, are you doubting his fame?  
Well our old friend Lin wrote a musical all 'bout Hamilton  
Ridiculous, stupid they say, but without him we'd have many debts to pay  
Not a president as many guess, he was a founding father with writing experience 
to pass every test  
Why am I obsessed with this man who dressed the best?  
I've heard every word of all 46 songs, not absurd but smart as how I'm young. 
So when you're bored and doubting your chord  
Be a good pup and listen to Hamilton rise up 



Rosalee Britton '17 
Mirror, Mirror 
 
    On a summer day, angels fall from the sky in beams 
And the land is filled with blades that never prick one's feet. 
The air is dry and new and soft, 
But it's somehow cold inside. 
    The winter's cold is warm and sharp 
Nipping at your woollen scarf 
And keeping you alert and wet 
Until the evening brings you in. 
 
    The inside is out and the safety is gone 
Pull up your sheets and hide from the dark. 
No worries, no worries dear quilted bear 
Keep your candle glowing in the wind. 
    Outside in the evening is brown and blue and gold 
The colours of your walls cover all you know. 
You're outside in the wild, but you are still boxed in. 
Fear not the wolves, for here you are. 

Julia Urban '17



Gigi Gaston '16 
1 New Message 
 
Life goes on for us. 
At least for now we can say 
it subsided: 
the possibility of the last time, 
the panic, 
the crashing. 
I didn't want to be the cause of anything.  
Why was I the one he talked to? 
He said he didn't want to continue, 
He was breaking down, 
And it came so suddenly. 
hey 
hi 
It seemed like every other conversation.  
I keep going back to that moment. 
 
I keep going back to that moment. 
It seemed like every other conversation.  
hi 
hey 
And it came so suddenly. 
He was breaking down, 
He said he didn't want to continue. 
Why was I the one he talked to? 
I didn't want to be the cause of anything.  
The crashing. 
The panic. 
The possibility of the last time, 
it subsided. 
At least for now we can say 
life goes on for us. 

Anna Flood '16 
The Commute 
 
It's strange, isn't it? 
That we pass the same people every day. 
Memories, stories speed down the highway next to me. 
I catch glimpses of lifetimes. 
A young man yawning  
with the screams of his baby 
present under his eyes. 
A woman sipping coffee 
whose hair color fades 
with each child's birthday. 
An old man singing  
with an appreciation of life 
etched into the lines next to his eyes and mouth. 
One second 
Out of a lifetime 
Of a person I will never truly know. 



Sofia Muzzatti '16 
You Can Find Me In The Moon 
For Janie 
 
     It feels like she’s staring at me, her eyes following me 
around the room. Mom and Dad always loved that picture of her, 
but as it sits in a bulky black frame hanging over her casket, 
it doesn’t look the same anymore. I remember that day like it 
was yesterday. Mom, Dad, Sarah, and I piled into the van and 
took a trip to the beach for the day. I remember leaving before 
the sun came up and having Dad carry Sarah and I to the car so 
that our tired little legs didn’t have to make the trip down the 
long driveway. She stayed awake to watch the sun rise and kept 
nudging me every time I drifted off to sleep, making sure I 
didn’t miss it. Before we knew it, we were there. Sarah ran out 
of the car, pulling Mom by the hand. She loved the beach and 
could not wait to build the sand castle she had been talking 
about all week. Once she finally got her bucket and shovel, 
Sarah went to work. Dad pulled out the camera while she was 
working and snapped some pictures, but she was not pleased. She 
told him it was not finished and he couldn’t ruin the surprise. 
I was sitting next to her in the picture, but I got cropped out 
of the one in that big black frame. At the end of the day we got 
back into the car and drove home. I remember Sarah falling 
asleep on my shoulder as it got dark out and I didn’t mind. I 
stared at the moon as her head warmed my shoulder. We were both 
so happy and so innocent. Why did that have to change? 
 We used to be the best of friends, but in middle school we 
seemed to drift apart. Sounds kind of unusual for identical 
twins, but we were complete opposites. Sarah loved science and 
math, while I loved english and art class. She was the winner of 
the science fair three years in a row, while I was one of the 
biggest social butterflies in the school. While I spent time at 
the mall with my friends, Sarah explored the woods behind our 
house and refused to come inside until Mom called her for 
dinner. Even at dinner she stared out the window, with her eyes 
locked on the moon. She wasn’t like most girls our age, but 
that’s what made her special. That’s one of the reasons I loved 
her so much, but she didn’t see herself like I saw her. People 
teased her because she was different. They teased her because 
she was smarter than they were. They teased her because she 
dressed differently than they did. They teased her because she 
would choose going to a museum over going to the movies. Why did 
they have to be so mean? 

 
     Sarah kept going out to the woods while we were in high 
school, but for different reasons. It was her little “escape.” I 
hated when she went out to the woods, but nothing I said could 
stop her. She never listened to me. She tried to hide her scars 
from me, but I knew they were there. She covered them with 
bracelets. Sarah tried to show the world she was strong but the 
world was exactly what she wanted to escape from. I knew she had 
a problem, but she made me promise not to tell Mom or Dad. I was 
losing my sister and I knew it. 
     She told me she loved me for the first time on our 
eighteenth birthday. I mean she had  said it before, but not as 
serious as that time. She looked at me with sad eyes, as if she 
wanted to tell me more but couldn’t. I knew she was keeping 
something from me, but I didn’t ask what was going on. She gave 
me her favorite necklace in a little black box, tied up with a 
blue ribbon, her favorite color. It was a crescent moon on a 
thin gold chain. I had always told her how much I loved that 
necklace and I was surprised that she gave it to me. In the box 
with the necklace, there was a little note that said “You can 
find me in the moon -Sarah”. I was really confused by the note, 
but soon enough I found out why she left it. 
     The next morning, I couldn’t find Sarah. Her bed was made 
and her room was clean. It usually took Mom weeks to get her to 
clean her room. I remember thinking how strange it was, but 
could not keep my eyes off of the open window. I had a bad 
feeling about it, but once again I didn’t speak up. I should 
have. 
     Later that day, the police knocked on the door and asked to 
speak with my parents. I sat in the next room to listen to the 
conversation. They said it was regarding Sarah and my heart 
sank. I felt as if I couldn’t breathe. They continued: “Your 
daughter’s body was found in the woods this morning,” as I heard 
my mother wail. “She died of a heroin overdose late last night.” 
With those words, my whole world was turned upside down. She 
couldn’t be gone. There’s no way she would have left me here 
like that. I ran back into her room and laid on her bed, sobbing 
into the pillows. Under one of her pillows I found another note. 
It read: “Remember that day we all went to the beach? The day 
that we built that big sand castle together? That is how I want 
you to remember me. When you look up at the moon, I want you to 
think of me smiling back at you.” 
 I can’t take it anymore. I can’t look at that picture any 
longer. This can’t be real. I feel as if I can’t breathe again. 
As I walk outside for a breath of fresh air, I look up at the 
moon and ask “Sarah, why did you have to leave me?” 



Christina Vincent '16 
I Will Never Understand 
 
 after a poem by Linda Pastan 
 
Taken from my rib, 
yet your complexity 
surpasses mine. 
Eve, your long hair 
cascading down 
your back, covering 
your face. Brushing  
the hair off her skin, 
she looks at me, 
eyes glistening, yet 
they shed sorrow. 
Oh Eve, blind to 
your own beauty. 
Quietly, you study 
yourself. I approach 
you, announcing you're 
unaware of your  
importance; a kind 
gesture, but you 
storm off. I swim 
in confusion, 
bewildered by this 
teenager. Happy 
yet sad, empowered 
but insecure. 
Eve, a teen girl, a 
complicated creature 
I will never understand. 

Julia Urban '17



Gigi Gaston '16 
Ruby 
 
They told me that I had to go because it would make a difference. 
Everyday is the same: 
bag is packed, lunch is packed 
mama does my hair, and they take me to school. 
It always looks like Mardi Gras when we pull up 
but it's not cheering and they're never throwing beads. 
One woman threatened to poison me again 
and I try to march on like a soldier, 
but the lady with the black doll in the coffin gets me every time. 
 
They take their children out of class 
because I'm at their school. 
I'm Mrs. Henry's favorite and only student 
since she was the only one who agreed to teach me. They escort me out 
of school; 
the parents waiting to bark at me. 
And they take me back to the only place I think is safe. 
 
Everyday is the same 
and it's hard to see the difference. 
Until the day when they were yelling same as they always do. And I was 
praying as mama said to do to shut them out. 
The white minister took his daughter 
and brought her through the sea of angry people, 
and said he just wanted to take his daughter to school. 
The sea swelled with rage 
and they looked as if they were betrayed. 
but he soldiered on with his daughter behind him. 
I'm still Mrs. Henry's favorite and only student, 
and they still yell when I'm escorted out, 
the tomato stains are still hard to get out, 
and home's still my only safe place. 
But now I'm starting to see the difference. 

The Sniper 
Allie Albrecht '16 
 
I remember sitting on the couch, 
Watching the news and looking at 
My mom's worried face filled with confusion and fear. 
I was only four at the time, but I knew I was scared of you. 
My brother was locked in school, 
Clenching his desk with all his power—the little amount 
That you hadn't already taken from him. 
An alert appeared on our television, 
I wish I hadn't smiled, 
I wish I knew that I would dread getting on an airplane 
Or going to school. 
That the country that was known as the land of the free 
Would never feel secure. 
So when the alert appeared on the television, 
My mother sighed with relief. 
I could read what it said but I had finally felt safe. 
Only I wasn't. 



Brianna Chazin '16 
Gettysburg, with Words from Mosby  
 
Our skin 
has been kissed by  
shrapnel. 
Our lips 
have been pressed 
not to the necks of lovers,  
but to bullet cartridges.  
Our bodies 
have been embraced by 
the wounded, 
who cling to us 
with their bloodied hands  
as we drag them off 
to cover. 
 
And as we trudge,  
through the newly  
red grass, we think, 
 
"War loses a great deal of romance  
after a soldier has seen his first battle."

Brittany Menjivar '17 
words 
 
I. 
a couple of years ago, 
a boy told me that guys love girls with confidence 
yesterday he called his girlfriend 
a word that really is unsuitable for publication  
i wonder if she was confident 
until she turned her back and he stabbed it 
with that dirty rusting dagger 
that unpublishable word 
 
II. 
i have developed an aversion to labels 
because no matter what a person calls herself, 
there will be people who believe 
that the word is a synonym for "stupid" 
 
III. 
i want to know the origin of times new roman 
why is it so regal in its mundanity? 
also, why do people hate comic sans? 
that was my favorite font in third grade 
i wonder what would happen  
if i wrote a paper in comic sans and left it on a bench 
some guy might say, "litterbug" and toss it in the trash 
but oh, imagine the same experiment with times new roman 
a stranger might search the cover page for contact info 
and murmur, "this looks awfully important" 
or maybe she wouldn't 
maybe no one would even glance in the direction 
of that lonely little paper 
that lonely city of words 
 
IV. 
i ask you for your favorite quote 
you paraphrase the one in your Instagram bio 
somewhat inaccurately 
 



Claire Rowe '16 
The Plaque 
 
The sign's been there for decades, 
hanging above the door, near 
the path to the beach. 
It's seen it all: from first steps 
to first waves, from games of Scattergories 
to endless fights over who's carrying what 
down the sand— 
 
The worn paint gives it a look 
of experience, wisdom— 
as if it's learned something from the waves, 
something about how to put all hearts 
in sync, all of us— 
 
The cousin who continuously 
trails remanence of sand across the  
hard wood floors, 
And the grandmother who pesters from 
her wooden chair, 
And even the aunt whose bottomless 
drinking habits consume 
the cracked white walls— 
 
And all these years, the plaque's beckoned 
us like a song: FAILTE 
A brief Gaelic phrase, my family's  
salty harmony, our rule of life: 
All are welcome in our kingdom. 

V. 
the song on the radio is all about death 
you dance to it anyways 
the words become sounds,  
and the sounds become the soundtrack 
to your long drives and wild nights 
filled with laughter and seldom  
a respectful moment of silence 
 
VI. 
some people love to say that 
"an eye for an eye" comes from the Bible 
dear some people: 
ever heard of matthew 5? 
 
VII. 
will this get buried in the internet 
or forgotten on a dusty shelf? 
who will hear my words? 



Gina Petrarca '17 
Salmon 
 
My dad no longer eats salmon. 
Your mom made it all the time, 
he says. 
I got sick of it. 
Was the taste now too familiar? 
Was that why it's suddenly unappealing? 
Or did you no longer taste it at all? 
Salmon no longer a pale pink burst of flavor, 
but instead, memories of happier days 
burn your tongue, 
nostalgia too hard to swallow.

Sherry Xiang '16 
The Wind 
 
            I know I am killing myself right now. My heart is heating up, burning and all my 
gears keep making noise. I don't know how long I will still be alive. Running and chasing, I 
can't stop. 
 60 times per minute, 86,400 times  per day and 31,536,000 per year-this is my heart 
beating rate which has never changed since I was born. People always call me machine girl 
because my heart is made by four gears and thousands of other steel pieces since my original 
one got hurt by an car accident. My family used to tell people in 2015 didn't have have any 
machine made organs. My heart beat rate doesn't change, so I can't risk myself to do any 
strong exercises. Never get emotional is also a way to protect my heart. 
  The swings outsides my house was the only place I could go to without my parents 
where I spent days and days down there imaging the world as tons of machines. The 
mindless people working without changing, the leaves grow and fall each year, the river 
always going in the same direction.  Everything works rigidly, except the wind.  
           I was sitting there, listening to my heart beat, moving my legs and swinging my body. 
The wind was there. Hugging me gently and swinging me softly, the warm lively wind. I 
tried to catch it, but it escaped like sand and left the smooth comfortable feeling for me. I 
closed my eyes and breath, the wind was dancing and talking. It played with the grass and 
created funny curves, created the beautiful pattern of the river surface and helped dandelions 
spread their seeds. It was so amazing and unique that whenever I was with the wind, my 
heart started to heat up.  
            Am I falling in love with the wind? How can it be possible? A human being can't love 
wind! But whenever I think about the wind, my heart hurts badly. The wind was so powerful 
but light, so creative but silent, so caring but selfless. I AM in love with wind.  
                   "I love you wind! I love you!" 
           The wind cared about me. I couldn't  see but I could feel, I felt it touch my skin and 
blow my hair.  I held petals and stood in the wind, carefully putting out one petal, let it fly 
away, follow by the path of the wind. It slowly moved away and fell. The wind sent his sign. 
I put another petal, one and two and three. Until the petals were all around the ground.  
                        "I love wind, I love you." 
I wanted to be with the wind. I want the wind to feel my love, motivated by me be with me 
eternally. The only thing I can do is run and create wind myself. That is it. I have to it. I was 
afraid to say good bye to everyone I know. But this is the first time that I felt I am still alive. 
Wind is so caring and lovely, I am willing to die for it.  
          This the morning, I went to the top of the mountain and stood there, put the petals in 
the wind. I started to run, without thinking, without stopping. Wind, here I am. Can you feel 
my love? Wind, do you love me? I am keep do this, my heart is burning my body start to feel 
the pain. Guess that's the end of my life, but I won't stop. It doesn't matter you have a 
machine heart or not. 
         Love is blind isn't it? 
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"This world is but a canvas to 
our imagination." —Henry 
David Thoreau 


