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so long lives this

But thy eternal summer shall not fade
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st;

Nor shall Death brag thou wander’st in his shade,
When in eternal lines to time thou grow’st; 

So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,
So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 

—William Shakespeare, Sonnet 18
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Man has long sought the secret to immortality. Try as he 
might to discover it, the closest man has ever come to eternity 
is through art and poetry. As long as our thoughts and ideas 

live in images and in words, our memory persists.
How does art reflect your existence?

Ars longa vita brevis.

Cover Art and Title Page Art, Moth, Watercolor by Alex Sugg (12)
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Submission Policy:

The Walrus welcomes submissions from any member of 
the Upper School student body from August through Febru-
ary. Teachers are also encouraged to submit work for their 
students. All work is judged anonymously, so we ask that 
all submissions arrive without a name on the piece and with 
the required submission form. Submission forms may be 
obtained from Mrs. Amy Williams-Eddy or a literary maga-
zine staff member through email. Digital submissions are 
preferred and sent to aweddy@smhall.org along with a 
submission form. All digital photographs and artwork must 
be 300 dpi and large enough for printing. The Walrus staff 
works during lunch, after school, and every Sunday after 
spring break to complete the magazine.

Editoral Policy:

The Walrus editorial staff reserves the right to edit minor 
errors such as grammatical and spelling problems, while 
other submissions may be returned to the author for other 
requested corrections. 
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Lily, Acrylic by Madison Ross (12)
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So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,

Torso, Watercolor byAlex Sugg (12)

so long lives this,
and gives life to thee.

But thy eternal summer shall not fade
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st;

Nor shall Death brag thou wander’st in his shade,
When in eternal lines to time thou grow’st; 

Sonnet 18
Lines Taken from

by William Shakespeare
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Last night your kitchen was on fire. Our scampering feet the flint of the 
flames, embers glowing deep inside, light became liquid and it flowed free-
ly from our eyes, which could not help but stay focused on each other. Your 
movements were intentional; my movements were uncontrollable. Con-
scious of my built up self-awareness, I continued as those glowing sparks 
dissipated into particles and flew forward on unmapped routes, erupting 
ecstatically from tongues of fire. You stared at me strangely—flushed and 
blissful—when I slinkered off to the table where I watched you as a poor 
child watches a glittering performance. You radiated such jubilance and 
energy that it seemed as though the sun had retired only to allow you to 
take her place among the stars. I was enveloped by the overwhelming 
aroma of our little pastries, morsels we so proudly rendered from flimsy 
Betty Crocker boxes. And we danced until the burning was so spectacular 
and I was sweating.

A Prose Poem by Mary Caroline Cavazos (11)
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Flammable

A Rush, Colored Pencil on Bristol Board by McLean Carrington (12)
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I.

We do not belong here. My blonde hair raises suspicions 
everywhere we go. From the marketplace to the mosques, 
people stare at our pale skin. As my family and I stroll through 
the parks in Turkey, we protrude like astronauts on a beach. 
We do not belong here.

II.

Dining in an expensive restaurant, I sit with my family of six 
as the sun sets over Istanbul. Seated in the corner of the 
room, I shiver as the breeze meets my skin through the open 
glass windows. In our own little bubble, my siblings and I 
chatter in the quiet restaurant, attempting to understand the 
foreign menu, challenging each other to eat peculiar dishes. 
Aside from our giggles, the restaurant remains quiet up on 
the eleventh story, sheltered from the bustle and commotion 
of Taksim Square, the heart of the city.

III.

Without the sun, Istanbul buzzes with energy like most major 
cities, with brightly lit skyscrapers and impatient taxi drivers 
in the bustling streets. As night transforms the city, my family 
and I grow restless, neglected by an inattentive waiter.  We 
observe the other restaurant guests as entertainment, at-
tempting to pass the time. Across the room, a group of older 
men all stand up at once and rush to leave. On the balcony, 
a wedding party begins to cry with joy, while the bride blots 
her tears with a napkin, preserving her makeup. Turning 
back to face my family, I notice my older brother’s red eyes 
fill with water. “Jack, are you crying?” I exclaim in disbelief. 
As I snicker with glee, he insists that his eyes are stinging; it 
sounds like nonsense to me, until my nostrils begin to burn 
with a sensation similar to the bite of freshly chopped on-
ions. We rub our knuckles into our eyes, trying to scrub away 
the burn, until our chauffer, Ishan, strides into the restaurant. 
Through blurred vision, I see my father’s face pale when our 
chauffer whispers in his ear.

IV.

After rushing into the elevator and down to the lobby, we 
face crowds of men through the glass door, the only partition 
protecting us. Ishan hands me a dry tissue and motions for 
me to hold it over my nose. My heart thumps in a beat that I 
don’t recognize as I step through the glass doorway and join 
the crowds. I see a mother with makeup running down her 
face, her baby shrieking in her arms. The yelling men are 
wearing giant contraptions over their faces, like demented 
astronauts. Gas masks. As we force our way through the 
crowd, the sting magnifies until I cannot open my eyes or 
even breathe. Why can’t I stop crying? Finally, my brother 
and I break free from the crowd into the open street and 
sprint. The pain in my nose, throat, and eyes feels eternal. 
My younger sister lets out in a bloodcurdling scream, and 
my brother turns around and goes back for her. I keep run-
ning. 

V. 

In the van, we cry until the pain subsides, and no one knows 
what to say. Finally, Ishan explains that the police released 
tear gas on protestors in order to disperse the crowds. 
On the way back to the hotel, my eyes still burning, I peer 
through the van window onto the eerily empty city streets, 
and I can’t decide if I agree with the protestors or the police. 
I guess it is not my battle to join. 

VI.

The next day, as the sun rises back over Istanbul, the city’s 
streets refill with merchants, tourists, businessmen, and lo-
cals. Taksim Square appears as it did before, the sun ab-
sorbing the fear and horrors of the night before. As my family 
and I stroll past the restaurant building, I stop. The glass 
doors are shattered. I am thankful for Ishan. We do not be-
long here.
 

A Personal Narrative by Emery Wright (11)

“ O n  t h e  w ay  b a c k  t o  t h e  h o t e l , my  eye s  s t i l l  b u r n i n g , I  p e e r 

t h ro u g h  t h e  v a n  w i n d ow  o n t o  t h e  e e r i l y  e m p t y  c i t y  s t re e t s , 

a n d  I  c a n ’t  d e c i d e  i f  I  ag re e  w i t h  t h e  p ro t e s t o r s  o r  t h e  p o -

l i c e . I  g u e s s  i t  i s  n o t  my  b a t t l e  t o  j o i n .”

Astronauts
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A deep, dark, hypnotic entrance exists. 
It seeps a warm mist,
Luring in every man that persists.

Poor souls stand peering in.
Every time a man tries to pass, the guard just grins.

Who knows why?
But one day the guard was let down, 
And one man got by. 

The man was lured in by the golden light. 
He believed he was the first man to enter. 

As he traveled on, this light turned to blackness, 
And the sweet golden innocence led him to a deep dark abyss. 

No man has ever felt so much pleasure. 

Poor soul, the day he entered he lost his mind.
Consumed by the feeling of being inside,
Not a single man can survive without the guard.
No matter how hard they continue to try. 

Silly boys, you need this darkness to thrive. 

A Poem by Laura Mrabent (12) 

The Deep

Our screens light up in the middle of the night, 
With pings and dings stampeding the silence.
Tweets and Snaps consume our conversation,
Mumbling as we pretend to listen.
We attach for hours at a time,
Not even knowing time has gone by.
We are isolated.

A Poem by Sarah Allen (10)
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Name Here

When did it become my biggest nightmare? 
Swimming forward–
It seems the farther I go forward
the deeper the water gets.
Something is under the surface,
planning to pull me under. 

What others see as a placid swimming pool
I see as an angry ocean, 
a bowl of warm water
traded for a vat of frigid sap.
Something is under the surface,
waiting to pull me under. 

A Poem by Sophie Schoenbrun (11)

Summer Reading, Oil by Swati Sharma (11)

Every death is different.
Every death is the same.
Not every death is violent,
but every death has a name.

Some deaths are caused by burn.
Some deaths are caused by frost.
Not every death is earned,
but every death is loss.

Some deaths are because of race.
Some deaths are disguised.
Not every death is disgrace,
but every death has its time.

Some deaths are just plain hopeless.
Some deaths could be helped,
but all life contains a purpose.
All life contains some wealth.

Some life is self-destructive.
Some life can be righteous.
Not every life is productive,
but every life is priceless.

Every life starts quite similarly.
Every life begins with breath.
Not all life starts singularly,
but every life ends with death.

Every life is different.
Every life is the same.
Not every life is magnificent,
but every life has a name. 

A Poem by Jeremy Ritter (12)

Drowning
“Leave me here – I am alright.
The water is fine,
just a little cold,
nothing I can’t handle on my own.” 
Something is under the surface,
reaching to pull me under. 

When did I become my biggest nightmare?
Moving forward– 
It seems the more I try to fight this 
the worse the feeling gets. 
Something inside me is lurking,
pulling me softly under.  
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Constellation, Gouache by Megan Lira (12)

    “This is definitely one of my better ideas,” I think 
as I plug them in and flip the switch. Hanging from 
the sunroof and strewn across the backseat, tiny bulbs 
glow a florescent purplish pink, immediately altering 
the entire ambiance of the car’s interior. My mother 
questions the practicality of my newest innovation, but 
I assure her that these lights will make early morn-
ing rides to school and late night drives from football 
games a lot more enjoyable. Even if I were exhausted 
or had a rough day, how could I be in a bad mood 
while riding in this? The lights are proof that there are 
an infinite number of ways to make any situation at 
least a bit brighter. 
     I am one of those people who constantly points out 
the positive or tries to find an ounce of good within 
the bad— an optimist. My actions may be construed 
as annoying or insincere to some, but I know others 
ought to appreciate them, and I, for one, appreciate 
them as well. Despite my deep-rooted belief that life 
is only as hard as you make it, pressure from an up-
coming festival performance, speech tournament, or 
microbiology test can be overwhelming and somewhat 
burdening. Picking out the positives, even if miniscule, 
is almost a necessity for me, one that prevents anx-
ious breakdowns or avoidable failures. Without this 
habit, I would not be able to maintain my usual stress-

free days or exude an air of tranquility for the sake of 
my friends and classmates. Just as my lights serve 
as an illuminator during fatigue-filled drives, optimism 
serves as a reminder that although I may be feeling 
strained, or my peers may not be in the healthiest 
state of mind, I have the ability to change that. 
     Now, the color of the lights is not a mere stylistic 
choice either; it holds real importance to me, repre-
senting priceless memories and countless examples 
of positivity in my own life: pink, the color of my first 
Daisy Rock guitar, the color of the thank-you cards 
my students from summer school made me, the color 
of my first hearing aid, the color I would always wear 
so that people could actually differentiate between 
my identical twin and me when we were little. All of 
these memories culminate into one color, and see-
ing this color shining right when I begin my day, and 
again when I end it, is comforting and awe-inspiring. 
     Sometimes I find myself driving, unsure about my 
final destination. Even with John Mayer’s most se-
rene songs echoing throughout the car, hesitation ac-
companies the unknown, and fear exhausts my opti-
mistic tendencies. I know I am not exactly sure where 
I am going; after all, who really is? But looking at the 
lights, I know I need to keep going; remembering the 
pink, I know I will end up where I am supposed to be. 

A Personal Narrative by Lindsey Rochelle (12)

“[R]emembering the pink, I know I will end up 
where I am supposed to be.”

Pink Lights
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I know a pasture wide and animate about an hour away
Each time I pass it on the road, I sigh and wish to stay
I grew there not too long ago, like the flowers, who dance wildly
We played and whispered loudly with winds that blew so mildly
The ants that marched beneath my boots were under my command
I wasn’t taller than the fence, but ants heeded my demands
On rainy days the ground became a city
Flooded homes of earthworms cried out for delivery
And then I was the savior–the blaring, single unit cavalry
Freely flying, fluttering, fascinated
I was a girl–no, woman–empowered

Those boots no longer fit me
They reside on my sister’s feet 
I look at them and become jealous
How I miss the ferociousness
That fueled my little feet

And just the other day, I encountered that same scene
Climbing over the fence no longer an inch taller than me
Kneeling in the flowers that seemed to have never gone away
I got lost in memories that all these years had loyally stayed
Apparently it does not take much
To reignite a feeling so lush
And just as the flowers bloom once more when spring will take the reigns
So I enter that pasture and become six again.

A Poem by Mary Caroline Cavazos (11)

six again
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ever, was very memorable in its embarrassment. After Miss 
Barbara introduced herself to all of us, who were fidgeting 
crisscross on the plush rug in the back of the classroom, she 
proceeded to tell us the school guidelines. What shocked me 
most of all was the rule that forbade us from bringing comfort 
objects to school. I clutched Pink Bunny to my chest with 
both arms and looked hurriedly around to see how the other 
students were reacting. My cheeks flushed with hot embar-
rassment when I noticed that my classmates hadn’t even 
brought their stuffed animals! I quickly loosened my grip of 
Pink Bunny and put her down next to me, assuming an air of 
nonchalance despite my reeling mind. 
     I left Pink Bunny alone on my chair for the rest of the day. 
After scheduling playdates and giggling with my new friends 
at the end of school, I grabbed the forlorn bunny from where 
I had abandoned her and scuttled hurriedly away into the 
trailer. The mishap, however, was forgotten during the travel 
home, which was a daze of excitement as I talked nearly 

incoherently to envious An-
drew.  
     I scrambled into the trail-
er with Pink Bunny and my 
lunchbox on the following 
day; I was just as excited as 
I had been on the first day of 
school. My daily routine be-
gan again. Andrew left a dark 
stain of saliva on my dress 
after he slept on my lap dur-
ing the ride to school, but I 
alighted confidently from my 
carriage on arrival. Every-
thing seemed to be in order 
as I skipped across the patio 
with Pink Bunny, who was un-
aware that she would soon be 
the cause of an embarrassing 
incident. 

     It was only after I readjusted my grip on Pink Bunny that 
the realization hit me like a train. My face paled and my body 
filled with a rush of fire. I spun on my heel to face the drive-
way, a circle of white washed pavement far below me where 
my last hope was cycling away with the trailer. Screaming 
for my mom to come back, I hurtled down the steps and 
across the driveway. I was crying by this time, and an audi-
ence of shocked students and parents were watching me 
sprint across the driveway. Finally, my mother heard me and 
turned around to pick up the stuffed toy. I thankfully shoved 
Pink Bunny into the trailer and ran back up the steps, praying 
that not many students had witnessed the incident. 
     The remainder of my school day was pleasant and un-
eventful, and I enjoyed the company of my new friends and 
teacher. However, I was constantly looking forward to the 
end of school, when I could be reunited with my bunny. As 
soon as Miss Barbara dismissed me, I rushed out to the trail-
er for the second time that day. This time, however, I wasn’t 
hiding Pink Bunny away in shame. I hugged my companion 
tightly all the way home, pushing her soft bumps in and out. 

     My first day of school was thrilling. I longed to leave the 
childish ways of my past three years behind and truly set 
out into the world. The breeze stirred the trees and whipped 
hair out of my plaits as I sped away from the house, where 
my dad was watching from the doorstep. Feeling queenly, 
I waved haughtily from my princess carriage, a low-down, 
two-wheeled bubble contraption that bumped along behind 
my mother’s bicycle. Excitement and nervous anticipation 
for the day ahead coursed through my body like the rush 
of refreshing wind on my face. In a last minute attempt to 
appear sophisticated and mature to my classmates and 
teacher, I smoothed my windswept dress, hair, and stuffed 
animal’s fur and raised my chin to the landscape of brown 
grass rushing past the plastic window. 
     “Stop leaning on me and sit up straight,” I superciliously 
directed to my younger brother Andrew, who, with a river of 
drool streaming along his chin, was slumped halfway down 
the small red bench seat that we were sharing. He, along 
with my treasured Pink Bun-
ny, had come to accompany 
me in the trailer on this spe-
cial day. 
     Pink Bunny was a soft and 
furry stuffed animal, nearly 
half my size. Her body was 
more the shape of an upright 
bear than a bunny, but her 
head had a small, triangu-
lar nose, two red eyes, and 
two long, drooping ears that 
earned her the very original 
name “Pink Bunny.” She was 
also covered in small, decora-
tive bumps that I loved to pop 
in and out with my fingers; 
this was exactly what I was 
subconsciously doing on the 
journey to school. I was al-
ways reassured to feel the worn but still soft fur against my 
hands, and the bunny accompanied me wherever I went. 
     We swerved at last onto the white, circular driveway of 
the school, and, strangling Pink Bunny in the crook of my 
arm, I stared awestruck at the building, an immense mass 
of tan concrete and brick that was looming high above me. 
Andrew had fallen asleep on my lap and slobbered all over 
my previously pristine dress, so I irritably pushed him up as 
I clambered out of the trailer, butterfly lunch box and Pink 
Bunny bouncing along beside me. Eyes wide and shiny 
as quarters, I turned to drink up the sight of my new class-
mates. Most were happily streaming across the patio to the 
teacher, but a few stragglers were bawling and hugging their 
mother’s legs. I proudly waved a final goodbye to my mom, 
and I felt like such a brave, big girl as I skipped up the stairs 
and across the patio, loving the swooshing sound that the 
fabric of my dress made when I moved. My teacher, Miss 
Barbara, her thick gray hair flying behind her as she strode 
along, greeted me kindly and led me into her classroom. 
     The day was a blur of exciting activities and bashful 
smiles directed towards other students. One event, how-

A Memoir by Elizabeth Adams (9)
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“After scheduling 
playdates and giggling with 

my new friends at the end of 
school, I grabbed the forlorn 

bunny from where I had 
abandoned her and scuttled 

hurriedly away into 
the trailer.”

The Pink Bunny
Bits of childhood intertwined in every thread

The movers lost it, my mother said
Soft, a bundle of warmth embracing

I fear it has vanished, my mind is racing
Maybe this is what moving on means

Forgetting what’s lost in the in-betweens

A Poem by Margaret Shetler (12)

Lost
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          1. 
       I know Love.
       Love was everywhere around me. I was too young 
to know my age. 
       Love was both my parents taking me by my hands 
and swinging me from the curb to the street. It was my 
grandparents squishing my cheeks whenever they saw 
me. My cousins ruffling my hair while looking down at me.
       Love was everywhere. Every place I looked, Love
was smiling at me. It was the sunshine and the rain, the 
darkness and the light. I only knew Love; I was too young 
to know anything outside the bubble.

2. 
        Love was my brand-new dog. It was first grade. Love
was just as excited and scatterbrained about life as I was. 
Love and I had the same heart: both were so new they 
were not entirely sure how to beat. She gave me hugs 
and kisses; she was warm, soft, and loud.

3. 
      Love was a boy now. It was third grade. Love would 
pull my hair, chase me at recess, and never had a pencil. 
Love was always with me now, at school and at home. 
He was my friend. Just friends. Twice a day, whenever 
we laughed too loud, we would get yelled at for talking 
too much and received many dirty looks from teachers 
behind their desks. Love talked a lot now. Love still had 
brown eyes and a mop of floppy hair. We were not alone 
now; we met a new word together.
       “So you guys like each other right?”
       “What?” I questioned.
       “Ya know, you guys like each other.”
       “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
       “Ya know, like you guys are dating!”
      We were very confused. We did not like each other. 
We liked each other’s company. Our fondness was in our 
friendship, not in a relationship. Neither one of us knew 
what dating meant, nor did we want to know. We ignored 
the comments and continued to just laugh like we always 
had. We continued to shake up soda bottles before hand-
ing them to people and pass notes during class.
       One day I had to move away from him. 
       I stopped talking to him.

4.
       Love was now a girl. My best friend. 
       “E-Emily?”

       I didn’t like the trembling voice that met me on the 
other side of the phone.
        “Is everything okay?”
        “My dad passed away last night.”
      Tears drowned out Love. It was only fifth grade. I 
wasn’t mad or sad— I was hurt. Not mentally, but physi-
cally. My ribcage seemed to make itself smaller as if to 
protect my heart. My lungs refused to take in the oxygen 
going down my throat. I was left choking on my precious 
air. The pain was excruciating, but even more unpleasant 
was the fact that I could not verbalize any of my pain. 

5.
        Eventually I ran back to Love, but I kept a safe dis-
tance. It was seventh grade now. I had learned that ignor-
ing Love only made things worse. I thought my break was 
just something I had gone through. It wasn’t.
        “Aren’t you gonna eat lunch?” I questioned.
        “No,” she replied.
        “Why not?” 
         I was thoroughly confused; I had always thought 
food was a gift from Love.
     “Because I ate dinner last night.” She said it like I 
should have already known the answer. 
        “So did I.”
        “You don’t get it,” she shook her head, “Since I ate 
dinner last night I can’t have breakfast or lunch today. I’ll 
gain too much weight.”
         Her reasoning tempted me to let go of Love’s hand.

6.  
         I don’t think of Love as a being. I am older now. 
         Love is not a person. Love has a heartbeat, but not 
like mine. Love’s heartbeat does not have to beat a mini-
mum number of times per minute to continue existing. 
Love’s heart can stop beating for minutes at a time and 
be fine; its heart can beat three times as fast as mine and 
not explode. 
       Love is in everything. It is in the air that I have the 
pleasure of taking into my lungs. Now I know that one day 
it will be taken away from me. Yes, it can be found within 
people, but that is not the only source. Love is not in the 
big things but the small things—like every morning, hear-
ing my mom and dad wish me a good day. 
         I now know not everyone has Love, but I do.
         Love is my friend. 

Creative Non-Fiction by Emily Reinholt (10)

Love
“ L ove  i s  n o t  a  p e r s o n . L ove  h a s  a 

h e a r t b e a t , b u t  n o t  l i ke  m i n e .”

A Father’s Love, Mixed Media by Maddy Shetler (12)
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Pink
     “You’re going to have another baby sister!”
     Wow. I can’t believe it. I already have a sister that I love— 
her name is Tatiana, but to me, she will always be Tati or 
Tots. I love having her around because having her means 
I have someone to share this world with. To play with. To 
laugh with. To cry with. To love more than I love myself. I 

don’t have to be grown up to understand the love I have 
for Tati, a love that will always be stronger than my love for 
anyone else. 
     So the idea of a second sister excites me. However, as an 
eight-year-old girl who does not know where babies come 
from, the concept of pregnancy is alien to me, especially 
because I know that when someone is pregnant they have a 

fat stomach. So why is my mom’s stomach completely flat? 
     “But mom, where is the baby?” 
     Finding out that I have to wait four more months for my 
new sister to arrive actually makes me happy, because this 
way I have time to make her pink things and buy her pink 
blankets, and pink socks, and pink shoes, and pink stuffed 
animals, and paint her room none other than the color pink. 
Everything will be pink for the next four months. 

Sisters
     Not having a good grasp of the concept of time, these 
next few months drag on, feeling like years. Finally, a month 
passes, and I have the honor of going baby shopping with 
my mom, searching through every store until we find the per-
fect crib. I start to get restless because no matter how hard 
we look we cannot seem to find a crib worthy of my sister— 
until we walk into Pottery Barn, where we find a crib made 
of white wood with little moons carved on the sides. I am so 
excited. My baby sister would love it because I loved it. 
     While Tatiana is also excited about our new sister, she 
is only six at the time, and she has an even smaller under-
standing of how babies are born; she is not able to form an 
emotional attachment to the simple idea of a baby sister. 
My mom, on the other hand, is obsessed with this baby and 
she spends every ounce of energy thinking about her, plan-
ning for her arrival, baby shopping, and coming up with baby 
names. 
     After three months, there is a completed baby girl’s room 
in my home, one that we all designed and decorated. It 
might have taken our family three months to find the perfect 
decor for the room, but it is most definitely the prettiest room 
I have seen. 
     Now, it’s a waiting game; the baby could come at any 
time.
 

The Graveyard
     I don’t believe in God. But on February 8th, 2006, I expe-
rience a feeling that I can only explain as Godly. Inside the 
gymnasium, as I am playing on the balance beam with Tati, a 
counselor approaches us. She explains that our nanny Jes-
sica is here to pick us up early. Of course, Tati and I are 
confused as to why our mom would make us leave camp 
early. We love camp. But the second I step out of that gym, 
a feeling of knowing and understanding hits me. 
     My new baby sister is dead.
     How I immediately feel this, I can never know. The nanny 
does not tell us anything; she doesn’t even know what is 
happening. Her only instructions are to take me and my sis-
ter to the hospital. Throughout the entire car ride, Tati and 
Jessica assume that my sister had been born, and they are 
so excited. But I know, and I don’t know how I know, but I do. 
I know she is dead. I want to believe in the happiness that 
Tati feels, but at this moment there is a force greater than 
me, and I can feel it telling me the truth. I can feel her death. 

A Personal Narrative by Laura Mirabent (12)

Oh, Baby! 
“ I f  yo u  l ove  s o m e o n e  l i ke  I  l ove d  my  b a by  s i s t e r, 

t h e n  w h e n  t h ey  l e ave  t h e  p a i n  yo u  f e e l  i s  t h e  wo r s t 
t h i n g  yo u  c o u l d  p o s s i b l y  e n d u re . . .” 

So, I sit in the car completely silent, waiting as we approach 
the giant graveyard, the hospital. 

Tears
     Perhaps it was that my mom locked herself in her room for 
the next year, or that my sister didn’t understand what was 
happening around us, or that my dad began working way too 
much, or that my baby sister was dead, but I found myself in 
a role of a parent as an eight-year-old girl. I grew up too fast. 
     On February 8th, 2006, the umbilical cord that was sup-
posed to give my sister life, instead, took her from me, 
squeezed the life out of her. My mom was forced into her 
gravest nightmare; she had to give birth to a dead baby. My 
sister had died inside of my mom’s stomach before she even 
had a chance at life. 
     The day at the hospital was hectic and painful to experi-
ence. I don’t remember much. The only memories I have are 
in the waiting room where my dad came out and told us the 
news. Tati cried. She would always cry. My dad just stood 
there. My mom refused to come out of her room, and she 
stayed at the hospital without visitors for a week. 
     What did I do? I sat there, and I helped Tati, and I pre-
tended to be okay. I pretended to be okay for the next sev-
eral months, and I still pretend to be okay. 
     I was not okay. 
    The following months were the worst months of my life. 
My mom was depressed for a year and spent her days in her 
room sleeping and crying. My dad was trying to be strong 
for us, but I could tell he was falling apart on the inside. He 
found it easier to work all the time, probably to avoid fac-
ing his emotions. Tati was sad and would sometimes cry, 
but she was too young to understand what she had lost. 
The family was torn apart; we were all on different levels of 
grieving. I decided I was going to be strong for my family. So 
I smiled, and I didn’t cry. At least not in front of anyone, be-
cause the reality was that I cried every night in my room for 
five months. Until one day I couldn’t cry anymore. 
     I can’t remember the last time I cried. All I know is that 
I never let anyone see me cry. I have trouble letting people 
into my life, and, when I do let someone in, I never let them 
see what I am feeling. In fact, I try to suppress all my feelings 
so that only I know how I feel. This way, I won’t get hurt.
     Now, my eighteen years of life are speaking to me, telling 
me I’m wrong, telling me I need to let people in and let peo-
ple get attached, because I could find love inside all these 
people. I haven’t yet let anyone love me. Probably because 
I’m scared of it, because I know the power it has. If you love 
someone like I loved my baby sister, then when they leave 
the pain you feel is the worst thing you could possibly en-
dure, emotionally and physically. But now, I know that the 
pain is worth it because loving someone so much that it 
hurts is the amazing part about the human experience. 
     I still haven’t let anyone see me cry. 
     Maybe one day. 
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13 Ways of Looking at a Blackbird, Gouache by Swati Sharma (11)

Our relationship is like rush hour. I don’t have time for you.

You are in my way, and I can’t get past you. You slow me down, and I can’t get around you. 
You keep me from getting where I want to go. You’re everywhere. I can’t ignore you.

I hate you. I hate you. I hate the way I can’t control you. I don’t need you. No one needs you. 

But you need everyone, because without us you don’t exist.

I suppose it’s not really your fault; you didn’t create this gridlock on your own. 
I can’t get mad at you, but I wish you’d disappear and never come back.

I guess I’m part of the problem. But how can I pull away if I’m keeping you alive? 
How can I leave knowing that my absence is your destruction?

Maybe I need you to slow me down. Maybe we all need to slow down.

Maybe I need you just as much as you need me.

A Poem by Amy Delano (12)

Gridlock
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this city hurts my eyes
beacons in crimson, bubblegum, blinding white
allies lost to my periphery, the stench of rancid dumpsters

my pinkies are always cold
maybe my bloodstream can’t multitask
or maybe it’s the feather coat that’s molting on my body
the fishnets I squeeze into make me strong

bright plate-glass windows reflect off of my greenish thighs
and I can feel my neck tightening
the residual salt from ramen singes my chapped lips
the insides hidden, glossy and iridescent
if I pout, I’m certain the bright blue arrows above me 
are perfectly reflected

I track my feet and look up only once
transparent snowflakes mingling and melting in my nostrils

A Poem by Olivia Kane (11)
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This City, My City

the heavy beat of a rap song plays some streets down
drowning out the throbbing in my left temple from last night
when I woke up outside my apartment door
“welcome home” beneath my cheek 

it drowns out the books I stole from the library 
and the Christmas cards that can’t reach me 
and the nonexistent voicemails, humming in silence
and the primal cat calls in all languages
and I love it here, and I love it here, and I love it here
I swear I love it here

I suck in as much air as I can, icing my lungs
close my lids, blocking light 
eyes burning a little less.



I dream
Of being the dog

Vanished fear
Self-expectations not clear

I dream
Of being the dog

To explore the scent
I formerly never could attend

I dream
Of being the dog

Only bedtime awaits
Maybe some snacks and a break
But why do we love to escape?

Would you be also okay
With the same kibble everyday?

A Poem by Audrey Simpson (12)

Tug of War, Digital Photograph by Isabel Bynum (10)

Dog
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Sweat glistens on my eager face
The clock ticks, that’s all it takes
Waiting...

Once new, untouched, fluffy, pristine
Now transforms
Never the same again
Waiting...

Scathing heat radiating
Agonizing anticipation
I cannot endure this any longer
Waiting...

Until, 

The toast comes rocketing out
The fiery furnace, still blazing
New life

A Poem by Margaret Shetler (12)

Breakfast, Acrylic by Madison Ross (12)
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Toast

Is it the same as it was before?
It is no longer uniform
The once impeccable surface
Now bears lines, battle scars, flaws

Imperfections

It has experienced the fire,
But it is still magnificent
It has been burned by the trials of living

Crunch, it’s just toast.
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If Hamilton were here, Twitter just couldn’t contain
All his thoughts, his opinions, running ‘round inside his brain
To say he’d not be partisan
Is really, very hard ‘cause in
His letters he’d lambast and blast
His enemies, with offenses from their past

He’d be amazed by text and Nook
But most of all, he’d use Facebook
To post his hourly political rant
And I think we all have that Aunt

What I say next, I think is true
But not with any partisan view:

He’d say the Presidential race
Has blown up in our country’s face
That’s not to say he’d be with her
But we don’t know, because of Burr

He’d likely love his Broadway play
And see his legacy today
Though all in all, I think that he
Would be amazed by all our liberties
I think he’d be surprised to know
That women don’t have to cook or sew
That Americans, despite color and creed
Truly all have the right to be free

Library of Congress, Digital Photograph by Lauren Prichard (12)

A Poem By Alexandra Lang (11)

If Hamilton Were Here
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I was alone until you appeared, one day,
the second week of December.
I was fourteen, ill and frail,
and more intimidated than I could ever remember
being around a set of children and doctors before–
I knew they would never understand
what it felt like to be stuck in a ward of constant criticism
when all I needed was a friend. 

We were unfathomably similar
for being at the same place at the same time.
We were a team that couldn’t be conquered, 
though the doctors told us it was a crime
to get too close to each other,
because they wanted us to heal on our own.
They separated us promptly 
but to their dismay, our friendship had us sewn.

The day I had to leave you,
in truth, it came too fast.
I wish I had more time with you
because you are forever trapped in my past.
I returned to my city, still haunted
by this illness you helped me brawl,
so I drew a picture of us, medical gadgets, too–
it’s hanging on my wall. 

A Poem by Sophie Schoenbrun (11)
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P.S.

I curl up on my bed sometimes 
and wonder where you are.
I wonder if you had to go back,
though I thought you had come so far
past those demons you used to lie about–
You never told me, but I knew.
I could hear it in the way you spoke,
and see it in your actions, too. 

I try to reach out, you never respond.
I wonder what I have done–
was I so selfish that I never realized
the amount of damage I must have done
to you? I took so much comfort, 
but never gave.
I had a nightmare once that you died at your own hand.
Those demons put you in your grave. 

I remember what the doctors told me;
It’s wrapped around my heart, like a tether,
“He’s afraid. He’s not as strong as you think.” 
Compared to them, I thought I knew you better. 
Now that I’ve had two years alone,
I have had some time to build up my own emotional brawn.
I realize now what I need to do:
Let it go. Live my life. Move on. 
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tually becomes blinding, and I slide on a pair of sunglasses 
to dampen the lights’ shine. (Yes, I understand I am filling the 
role of being the one guy who wears sunglasses inside, and 
yes, I know that as I drift into a state of swinging between 
awake and asleep, I probably look like the guy from Week-
end at Bernie’s. But the lights, the disorienting lights, sear 
my contacts and dry my eyes, and I cannot help myself.) As 
frost threads its way across the car windows and as the tires 
fall into a rhythmic thump on the cracked highway, my neck 
orbits around a nonexistent axis, hurtling me back to life as it 
falls forward and sinking me into unconsciousness as I lay it 
back again and again. 

---
     “Is he actually wearing sunglasses right now?” my young-
er sister asks with an air of amusement. 
     My eyes creep open, and I stop trying to convince myself 

that I was asleep. Surprising-
ly, time has passed. Orange 
haloes bask the peaks of the 
mountains in warmth after 
hours of darkness. The on-
going countdown in my head 
finally reaches zero as we 
drop off our rental car, rush 
inside to check our bags, and 
traverse through security. 
     “How old are you?” the 
TSA agent questions. She 
looks like she just woke up, 
too. 

     “Seventeen,” I answer. 
     “Are you sure?”
     “Yes.”
     “What’s your name?”
     “Michael.”
    “Okay.” She waves me past her, yet I know she doubts 
me, my unshaven face making me seem much older than I 
actually am. I blush from the heat of her stare as I stroll by. 
     The flight suffers from the usual delays – some unknown 
and never stated technical difficulty, deicing, etcetera – but 
we finally board, and I plop down in seat 13C, four rows be-
hind my closest family member. I nestle in, drink a few sips 
of water to try to soothe my cracked throat, and slip on my 
headphones. 
     “Do you mind switching seats with my boyfriend?” the lady 
seated next to me requests. “I get scared on planes.”

     Hot, my legs and clothes creating static with the cheap 
wool blankets engulfing me, I stare at the ceiling, longing to 
fall back asleep and enraged at the fact that I cannot. I toss 
and turn every few minutes, open the door to let a frigid win-
ter breeze flow through the room, go to the bathroom—any-
thing that I hope would allow me to enjoy the sweet delight 
of sleep. Nothing works. I drink a swig of the room tempera-
ture water beside my bed and remain thirsty, realizing that I 
have developed a sore throat overnight. Perfect. Forced to 
concentrate on my rough swallows and raspy breaths as I 
sit in my torturous isolation, I spend the next hour and a half 
waiting for my alarm to free me from my misery (while sadly 
prolonging it as well). 
     It finally rings. Hobbling out of bed, I feel as if I just took the 
SAT: brain-dead, physically exhausted, sad. I snooze it and 
return to bed, foolishly believing that ten minutes will cure 
my fatigue. My dad charges in 
and slams the light switch.   
   “Time to wake up,” he 
shouts. “It’s already 5:30.” My 
brother moans and begins 
stretching like a chick break-
ing out of its shell for the first 
time. He obviously slept well, 
I think, pulsing with envy at 
his uninterrupted slumber. 
     Everyone meanders to the 
car and takes their positions. 
I find myself squished in the 
middle seat, my legs already 
restless, unable to find a comfortable resting position for 
the arduous three-hour journey. I am already stiff, and all I 
want to do is fall asleep, attempting to sigh with anguish as 
a cough hijacks the bodily function and forces me to realize 
that rest is not an option. 
     We pierce through the eerie darkness of early morning, 
swimming our way through the thick fog, occasionally en-
countering another lonely vehicle on its sad trek to a seem-
ingly important destination. It hasn’t even been half an hour, 
and I’m already counting down the minutes to our arrival 
at the majestic palace that is the Boise Airport. I watch the 
temperature slowly creep down to below zero, listen to the 
hushed whispers of my parents who believe that all of their 
passengers are fast asleep and slowly chew my tasteless 
breakfast sandwich. 
     The bright, ever-present glow from the car’s stereo even-

A Personal Narrative by Michael Casey (11)

Chicago Lights,  Digital Photograph by Zoë McCreary (10)

     “Of course.” I smile, blushing yet again as I try to squeeze 
through while carrying my backpack. My cheeks are on fire 
as I sit down. My head throbs from the activity and also from 
an unforeseen headache making its grand entrance. 
     The flight takes off and lands in Seattle within the hour. 
My family and I bustle to our gates in a separate terminal 
(all silently wishing we were already in San Antonio), board 
the plane, and take off. Smooth sailings (or, I guess, aerody-
namics?) from there. 
     The flight attendants announce our descent into San
Antonio, and my sickness decides that it’s also a great time 

“I know that as I drift into 
a state of swinging between 
awake and asleep, I probably 

look like the guy from 
Weekend at Bernie’s.”

Happy New Year
to descend on me. Coughing, sniffling, feeling as if I hadn’t 
had water in days, I hobble out the plane’s door, offering a 
fake smile to the flight attendants awaiting my departure. 
     As we wait for a taxi, the steamy winter atmosphere of 
Texas hits me. We board the final leg of our voyage home, all 
exhausted at a meager six o’clock, and arrive home within a 
matter of minutes. After unpacking the cab and lugging the 
luggage just inside the front door, I crawl my way upstairs 
and into the bathroom. Refusing to look in the mirror before 
taking a shower, I turn on the hot water, step in, and think, 
what a great way to end 2016.
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     “Zorg zich nit,” she said. Don’t worry.
     It was in November of 2016 that my grandmother started 
teaching me Yiddish. Born Sandra Miller, the woman I call 
Nana was the daughter of two polish Jews: Harry, who im-
migrated through Ellis Island as a congenial teenager with 
nothing but the clothes he wore across the Atlantic; and 
Mary, stubborn and intelligent, who learned to fend for her-
self from the age of five when she alone guided her blind 
grandfather on the journey to America. The two married and 
saved everything they had until they could buy a small, four 
room apartment building in Brooklyn, where they raised their 
children with the values quintessential to the Jewish immi-
grant’s parenting style–an emphasis on education and a 
strong work ethic. My grandmother, however, was a girl un-
der an orthodox roof, so, as part of the status quo, she never 
received a proper Jewish education. She picked up what she 
could from her siblings who studied Hebrew and the Torah–it 
was the best and only way to scrape together any and all 
knowledge she could about her 
culture–but the real connection to 
her Jewish roots was through the 
Yiddish language.
     A hybrid language between 
Hebrew and German, Yiddish 
was the vernacular of the East-
ern European Jewish community 
throughout the 19th and early 20th 
century. Spoken in Jewish homes 
and synagogues alike, Yiddish 
was not only a language, but a 
quintessential feature of the growing separatism between 
the Jews and the rest of Poland, Russia, and Germany. As 
the Nazi party in Germany rose as a leading power, the Jews 
stopped being part of Eastern Europe; they were a lone bat-
talion, and they were in enemy territory. Soon enough, Yid-
dish was spoken behind closed doors, in hushed tones. 
     Meanwhile, across the Atlantic, my grandmother sat tac-
itly on the linoleum floor in a Brooklyn apartment, her ear 
to the door of her parents’ bedroom. As she listened to the 
whispers that billowed up from under the door, accompanied 
by Mary’s cigarette smoke that made the nosy teenager’s 
eyes water, Sandra started piecing together the Yiddish lan-
guage in its natural context–in secret. The two kvetched–
complained–about business, family, gossip, or whatever 
they could think of: the stingy tenant who hadn’t paid his rent 
in three months; the neighbor who had enrolled in welfare; 
who was a mensch–a selfless person–and who wasn’t. For 
years she listened, and throughout her life, she, and later I 
would become deeply influenced by these two hard-working 
immigrants achieving the American dream, and by the lan-
guage they spoke.
     I had always identified as a Jewish person, but for thirteen 
or so years it was reduced to just that–a name. I had been to 
temple twice in my life, one of which was for a b’nai mitzvah, 
and I couldn’t name three kings of Israel if my life depended 
on it. I would go as far to say that I have strong morals, 

but I didn’t have any culture to base it on. I was a sprawl-
ing tree with no roots–that is until my grandma stepped into 
our house with the same genuine smile and silver suitcase 
she brought with her to Texas every time she came. She un-
packed her sidewalk-weathered white sneakers as well as 
the rest of her neatly folded clothes, sat down on the swivel-
ing arm chair in the living room, and with a smirk said “Mat-
thew, do you know the story of Moses?”
     We talked for three hours.
     Over the next few years I looked forward to speaking with 
my grandma about the classes she had taken every time 
we met. In 2016, after five years of intermittent discussion, 
I found myself on 23rd street and 2nd avenue resting my 
head on the cushion of a new red leather couch, exhaust-
ed from the five-hour journey to New York to which I had 
never been accustomed. It was six in the evening, and the 
sun was beginning to set as my grandma turned the corner 
from her bedroom and walked in just as my mom and I were 

kvetching, just as Mary 
and Harry did, save the 
cigarette smoke. She 
stood there in the oppo-
site corner, quietly listen-
ing as she put her small 
gold earrings on in front 
of the mirror. After she 
was finished, she walked 
across the room towards 
the door as we continued 
to vent, slung her purse 

over her shoulder, looked at us and, in a nonchalant man-
ner, shrugged her shoulders, saying “eh, nisht gefloygen.”
     My mother and I looked at each other confused. Was 
she having a stroke? She looked at us like a teacher looks 
at an inattentive student struggling at the whiteboard. I saw 
something in her eyes that looked like she had brought back 
to mind a cherished memory. “What did you say?” I asked, 
breaking the silence.
     “Nisht gefloygen,” she repeated, holding back a smile, 
“it doesn’t matter.” Complaining isn’t going to get you any-
where–let it go. You can’t change who a person is, you have 
to work with what you’ve got. Nisht gefloygen.” She turned 
around, threw a scarf around her neck, and was out the door. 
     That remark lingered in my ears the rest of the night 
as if it followed me with the icy wind whipping around the 
Lower East Side brick buildings. How could one phrase be 
so simple, but have so much meaning behind it? I put my 
curiosities into words over delicious lo-mein and egg-drop 
soup after the 10 block walk (a huge trek for a San Antonio 
resident whose day is ruined by a crowded parking lot) to a 
small, conservatively decorated noodle house. “How much 
Yiddish do you know, grandma?” I inquired, fascinated.
     “Oh, I used to know much more when my parents were 
still alive. I was almost fluent–that is, I could understand it 
fluently. I wasn’t very fluent in speaking it, but I didn’t speak 
much in any language as a kid.” I immediately saw the same 

nostalgia-induced twinkle in her eye that I saw in the apart-
ment. “I do remember a few phrases though.” 
     “Can you teach me some?”
    From then on, Nana taught me Yiddish in an opposite 
fashion to the way she was taught–deliberately. She fervent-
ly sought to teach me something that she thought could help 
me understand not only my own culture but the world around 
me, and she was right in doing so. 
     The reluctant optimism that characterizes the tough, 
strong-willed, yet resigned attitude of many of those who 
spoke Yiddish in 20th century America is indicative of the 
language itself, its role in the lives of the Jewish immigrants 
of the time and the impression it made on me. Every week, 

my grandma texted me Yiddish phrases: umglik bindt tsu-
noif, misfortune binds people together; far gelt bakmut men 
alts, nor kain saichel nit, money buys everything except 
brains; di oi’eren heren nit vos moil redt, the ears don’t hear 
what the mouth utters. Although they seem simplistic, these 
phrases have helped me through the hardships that come 
with being a student, a teenager, and a friend. I find solace 
in my Yiddish, a refuge in the gray area between optimism 
and cynicism.
      After all, when I’ve an especially rough day, I still whisper, 
just loud enough for Harry and Mary to hear,
      Zorg zich nit, nisht gelfoygen.
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A Memoir by Matthew Leonard (10)

Vos Hyeyst

“I had always identified 
as a Jewish person, but 
for thirteen or so years 
it was reduced to just 

that–a name.” 
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1. Don’t eat your vegetables
             It’s a perfectly good waste of taste buds

2. Hit your friends 
             While it’s still socially acceptable

3. Don’t spend your whole childhood waiting for college
             It’s just an extension of childhood

4. Men either have short or very, very long fuses
             Choose your husbands wisely

5. Women have no fuses
 Best of luck

6. Read every book because it’s there

7. Climb a mountain because it’s there

8. Don’t love someone because they’re there

9. Smoking weed is one of the Seven Deadly Sins
  Along with believing Fox News 
  And eating whipped cream out of the can

10. Respect your grandparents
             They had to deal with me, don’t make them deal with you

11. Give to the homeless, even if they’re faking
   Who knows when you’ll have to fake being homeless too

12.  Listening isn’t as important as the talkers say it is

13.  Let your children cut their hair

14.  Take pictures with those cheap drugstore cameras
    It makes the photograph mean more

15.  Don’t wash your hands
    It’s all a façade, your hands are never clean

16.  You can’t play nice
              Nature won’t allow it

17.  People like to tell you that your choices are half chance
   They’re all chance 

Gross Girls Trio, Pen & Ink by McLean Carrington (12)

A Poem by Olivia Kane (11)

Advice for My Children (from a 17 Year-Old)
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Trippy Car, Digital Photograph by Luke Berridge (10)

It is December. Peering through my bedroom window, I catch sight of a slow-moving car and hold my breath. The truck 
inches forward, its headlights illuminating the dark road ahead of it. My heart quickens. Squinting, I discern small figures—
children—in the backseat, oohing and ahhing at the Christmas lights on the trees, bushes, and roofs of my street. I exhale 
with relief.

They’re just here for the Christmas lights, I tell myself. Christmas lights, that’s all. 

It’s been five months since the gunshot. Time has passed unexpectedly quickly since then, like an object in free fall zipping 
through the air, accelerating at a rate of 9.81m/s , hitting the soil in five, four, three, two, one—August, September, October, 
November, December. 

No gun in sight. Nobody is trying to shoot inside my home again. 

And that’s how I like things. Fast. When life is too slow, you get bored. When time is too slow, you get restless. When a car 
is too slow, you worry that the driver might be aiming a pistol at your window, looking to shatter your glass.

But luckily, this car has children. The great thing about children is that they wouldn’t think to hold up a gun, much less to 
shoot it. Children care for toys, games, dress-up, hide-and-go-seek, presents, and colorful Christmas lights. A child is not 
responsible for the bullet hole in my window. 

I turn my eyes away from the street and focus on my quivering hands, my ears still listening for the sound of a gunshot. 

A Prose Poem by Gabriela Escalante (12)

Christmas Lights

2
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Leather Bounds, Ceramic & Leather by Paige Carbianca (12)

      “We have to get out of here,” said Mr. Grimm.
       “No, you’re right we can’t stay here anymore,” said Billy.
      “We’ll have to kill him,” said Mr. Grimm. 
      “No, there’s other ways we can escape, I promise. I’ll 
find another way.”
    “No! God damn it Billy. When are you gonna figure out 
we’re still stuck in this god-forsaken place because you 
can’t drop your balls and kill him?” As Mr. Grimm stood over 
the bed, Billy moved to the edge of the twin bed and sat 
down on its firm white sheets and began to tear up. 
     “Bu-but he takes perfectly good care of us. He doesn’t 
have to die does h-”
     “Take care of us? You’ve got to be kidding, Billy. We’re 
prisoners. Trapped in this white room, and we will be for the 
rest of our pathetic lives if we don’t do something. I’ve tried 
all of your plans, and every time we get caught and thrown 
back in this room, this white room. No. We’re not doing it 
your way anymore. You have to kill him, Billy.” 
     “You are not the boss of me. You do not control me.”
      “Billy, you let everyone besides yourself control what you 
do. I haven’t seen you stand up for yourself in years. You’d 
be lost without me.”
     “Well I’m not gonna kill him.”
     “Then kill me.”
     “What do y-”
     “I can’t take it anymore Billy. I do my best to take care of 
you, and we’ve been alright, we’ve gotten through
these years day by day, day by day, but sooner or later 
you’ve gotta do something for yourself, and I can’t stand 
around watchin’ you squabble anymore. Trapped.”
     The footsteps of the guard could be heard on the dark 
cement hallway floor, the rhythmic ‘clop’ kept pace with the 
blue plastic fork bouncing on the metal tray with each step 

as the guard stopped at Billy’s door, peered through the 
slot, and unlocked the door. 
     “Alright now, Billy. I’ma commin’ in now just lie on the 
bed, and I’ll bring in your tray.”
     Billy laid down on the bed, and the guard, dressed 
completely in white, came in and set down the tray on Mr. 
Grimm’s night stand and arranged the blue utensils on ei-
ther side. He pulled out a paper cup with red and white pills 
inside.
     “Alright now Billy, go ahead and take your pills. You 
know I’ve gotta stay to make sure they go down.”
     “I know.”
     Billy took the paper cup, and the pills rattled down as he 
slipped them under his gum and behind his lips. 
     “Alright say ahhhh.”
     The thin crack of light fought its way past the bars on his 
window as Billy turned from the little view of hope he had. 
Billy turned from the window and opened up his mouth for 
just a moment. “I put’em down” 
     “You seen Mr. Grimm lately?”
     “Oh, no. We don’t talk as much as we used to.”
     “That’s good Billy! I’ll be back to get your tray later when 
you’re done with breakfast.”
     The guard left the room, and Billy spit the capsules 
into the space underneath his mattress, between the cold, 
chrome bedframe.
     “You know what you have to do Billy. You can’t live like 
this anymore.”
     “Kill me.”
      The shard of blue plastic, spattered with blood, laid next 
to the pool of crimson, slowly engulfing the cement floor 
around the patient, Mr. Billy Thomas Grimm. 

A Short Story by Jeremy Ritter (12)

“The thin crack of light fought its way past the
 bars on his window as Billy turned from the little

 view of hope he had.”

Billy and Mr. Grimm
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     She felt the weight of his presence the minute he walked 
in the house. There was no way of avoiding or escaping; 
there was no way out. Pacing back and forth in her bedroom, 
she contemplated her next move. She knew that her only 
hope for liberation depended on the body that loomed below. 
Slowly, she crept down the stairs and walked towards the 
living room where the TV screeched with sounds of cheering 
crowds; however, once she remembered their last encoun-
ter, she quickly changed her mind and turned back to where 
she began. Almost making it to the stairs, she stopped dead 
in her tracks when he peered around the corner and uttered,              
“Well well well—I thought I heard someone sneaking around 
in here.” 
     “Oh, hi!” she nervously replied. “No, I was just trying to get 
a little snack to eat.” 
     He gave her a stern look, a look that sent shivers down 
her body. 
     “I’ve been waiting for you to come say hi. I thought that 
maybe you would be avoiding me.” 
     She felt the droplets of sweat run down her underarms. 
“Of course not, I have just been swamped with homework 
this whole weekend. This year has just been crazy!” 
     He watched her mouth move but failed to comprehend the 
words that flowed out of them.  
     “You know, I only come into town for boring work trips, 
but when I do, you always make them so much more...en-
joyable. I will never forget when you were a little girl running 
around the house, hiding from your mother, stubbornly re-
fusing to take a bath.” 
     She blushed, “Yes I’ve heard this story many times; no-
body will ever let me for—” 
     “I also haven’t been able to forget about my last visit in 
town.” He inched closer. “In fact, that’s all I’ve been able to 
think about.” 
     Her smile faded, and her eyes moved towards the tiled 
floor. 
     He noticed her discomfort but couldn’t resist. “I should 
get back to your dad, even though he probably hasn’t even 
noticed that I’m gone. Why don’t you come sit with us out 
here?” he asked. 
     Unable to control her movements, she obeyed his com-
mand and sat on the couch.  
     “How’s the game, Bob?” he asked her father. 
     “The Patriots are up by four,” he blatantly replied. 
     It was difficult for her to pay attention to the game on the 
screen when he shifted closer to her body every time a foul 
or touchdown was made. She helplessly searched for her 

father’s aid, but like a vegetable, he motionlessly sat on his 
recliner chair, eyes glued to the TV screen. 
     After a slick yawn, the man stretched his arms around her 
shoulder and whispered in her ear, “How about you show 
me some of that homework you were talking about?”  
      Her eyes gazed at the walls of her living room, adorned 
in old happy pictures from family vacations. She didn’t an-
swer him. 
     He kept his face fixed on her fidgeting hands and mur-
mured, “Come on. It can be like last time, except better. We 
don’t have to worry about anyone seeing since we’re in your 
house.”  
   Giving her living room and father one last scan, she got up 
and led him to her room. 

A Short Story by Teresa Kepes (12)

“ H e  g ave  h e r  a  s t e r n  l o o k , a  l o o k  t h a t 
s e n t  s h i ve r s  d ow n  h e r  b o d y.” 

The Undesired Guest 

Poise, Digital Photograph by McLean Carrington (12)
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first,
she sees a rock 
through an already cracked window
the cries of glass 
hit the floor

second,
she hears a strong fist and calloused fingers
meet a splintering wall
planks hide the bursts of anger
from the outside

third, 
she drowns in his voice 
all sound muffled
by the roar of a lion
defending his pride

fourth,
her mind races
questions bubbling at the surface
answers served to her
by a silver-tongued messenger

fifth,
all she has is contradictions
between love and hate
the line between them smudged

sixth,
she wears long dresses 
to disguise denial and disbelief
purple and blue
covering skin deep designs 

seventh,
she smells like gasoline
faded hands clutching stained ground
providing the last tether to watch
waiting for a cigarette
to catch him up in flames

A Poem by Emily Reinholt (10)
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christina’s world
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13 Ways of Looking at a Blackbird, Ink and Gouache by Mary Caroline Cavazos (11)

A Personal Narrative by Isaac Goldstone (11)

“ I n d e e d , w i t h  d e a t h  a s 
a n  i n c o m p re h e n s i b l e 

a b s t r a c t i o n , h i s  w a t c h 
wo u l d  c o n t i n u e  w i t h  i t s 
ro l e  i n  t h e  wo r l d  a s  i f 

n o t h i n g  h a d  h a p p e n e d .”

The Mourning Process of a Rolex GMT

Story continued on page 52

     A few days before he passed away, my grandfather asked 
me to order him a new watch.  The watch he had worn for as 
long as I could remember, a loosely-fitting Rolex GMT with a 
red and blue bezel, had stopped ticking because he no lon-
ger moved his wrist enough to wind it.  It was heartbreaking 
to see him stripped of his watch, for I so closely associated 
it with him and with his character.  It radiated of all that I 
admired in him: the unpresuming class, the stability and loy-
alty, the vivacity and intrepidness.  Although he was undeni-
ably a great man in and of himself, he appeared naked and 
austere without the prestige of a Rolex swaddling his bones.  
The swing of your arm as you walk, the motion of your wrist 
as you reach out to grab something, the seesawing of your 
forearm as you shake someone’s hand is all it takes to spur 
the movement of his watch.  But my grandfather, in the days 
before he died, couldn’t muster the energy for even so paltry 
an action as walking around his kitchen.  Drained of all his 
energy, in the last days of his life, my grandfather’s wrists 
would soak into the arms of his wheelchair, and his skin and 
muscles would hang limply from his bones like thick batter 
clinging to a thin whisk.  I imagine the watch slowly suffocat-
ing amidst the utter stillness of its habitat, the second hand 
sputtering and coughing as it slowly loses its energy.  Eleven 
days after his watch stopped ticking my grandfather died of 
leukemia.  
     It is easy for some people to get caught up in the be-
lief that watches are living creatures.  Flip a mechanical 
watch over, pry open the case back, and you will see the 
balance wheel steadily inhaling and exhaling like the lungs 
in your chest, you will see gears pulsing like the sinews of 
your heart, you will see springs wound tight and stiff like a 
clenched jaw.  The warm glow of brass and gold locking 
and releasing, twisting and lurching, appears to mirror the 
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fingertips would quickly seep into steel links of the bracelet, 
and my youthful vitality would radiate throughout the gears 
of his timepiece.  How quickly would the cold, lifeless steel 
be forged into warm, breathing vivacity?  
     There is much to be admired in the resilience and inex-
tinguishable vigor of the watch, and, amidst the soreness of 
mourning, one cannot help but wonder how sweet it would 
be to be similarly numb to the inherent pains of mortality.  A 
jostle here or there is enough to stimulate its spirit and pro-
pel its gears, rendering the watch practically eternal, so it 
cannot be expected to comprehend something so inconceiv-
able as a never-ending death.  His Rolex did not weep at the 
passing of its lifelong companion, but rather it sat down and 
let the life trickle out of it as it awaited the fondling of a new 
handler to revive it once again.  In the same fashion, I imag-
ine the watch would wait for my grandfather to jump back to 
life after being shaken by some greater being—it would wait 
for the divine to hang my grandfather from his pale, veiny 
legs and gently wind his mortal rotor, delicately swinging his 
body from left to right.  
     Indeed, with death as an incomprehensible abstraction, 
his watch would continue with its role in the world as if noth-
ing had happened, and all who have ever felt the pain of 
grieving would be green with envy at its equanimity.  And in 
the absence of any clear understanding of mortality would 
arise indifference.  It clung to the wrist of my grandfather for 
decades, it leeched energy from my grandfather’s forearm 
to churn its gears, and yet the death of its closest friend and 
long-standing source of life would have no effect on the me-
tallic, impermeable countenance of the watch.  
     On the dial of my grandfather’s watch is written in white, 
inky letters the word “Perpetual,” a designation that has ac-
companied Rolex watches for the better part of a century. 
And what a clever little piece of advertising brilliance this 
has evolved into, for how could a mortal consumer resist so 
tempting a glimpse into the clockwork of eternal life?  I stare 
deep into the gears of a watch and it reeks of the vital fluid of 
mankind, and yet I know the organs of a watch are free from 
the limitations of human transience.  At its core, the watch 
does not reflect the man, but rather it embodies all that we 
desire yet can never attain, and, thus, the attachment be-
tween my grandfather’s watch and me must be based not 
on the similarities of flesh but on the polarities of spirit.  The 
bond is fueled not by empathy but by envy.  
     I cannot hide my resentment for the fact that a man so 
great can be reduced to ash so easily while a dollop of deli-
cate metal endures for perpetuity, yet I am not so blinded by 
the self-pity of mourning as to not accept the mortality of 
my grandfather as an inevitability.  No, what I envy most is 
that which appears so feasible.  Oh, how I covet his watch 
for it feels no sorrow nor distress even as all who loved my 
grandfather wither in tears—I wish to be that stoic rock that 
restores my family through calmness and composure.  I, too, 
want to keep ticking even amidst the pain of death.  Still raw 
from the death of my grandfather, I crave not the immortality 
of his Rolex but the apathy.
 

Story continued from page 51
complexity and mystery within our bodies, and even God 
himself has been personified as a watchmaker, the infallible 
ticking of the universe, his clock.  With such powerful paral-
lels between watch and man, empathy appeared to the obvi-
ous explanation for the affinity that I felt for my grandfather’s 
watch as he approached his end.
     Indeed, it seemed only natural to me that his Rolex would 
choke and expire as my grandfather’s life slowly slipped into 
nothingness.  The two were always an inseparable pair—
neither partner did anything without the other.  Now that he 
has passed it is difficult not to be envious of this relationship, 
and I am certain that all who knew and loved my grandfather 
would have killed for just a fraction of the amount of time 
that the Rolex got to spend with him.  With all this intimacy, 
it seemed the duty of the watch to die alongside my grandfa-
ther and rest eternally in his company—that would certainly 
be the noble, romantic thing to do.  An ever-faithful spouse, 
his watch should have tossed herself onto his funeral pyre, 
solidifying a perpetual bond through a theatrical death.
     Yet, the watch lives on.  (Admittedly, I am not sure what 
happened to his Rolex after he passed away.  Perhaps its 
flesh is rotting in the dirt of his lawn, or perhaps it dissolved 
into nothingness as my grandfather’s soul left his material 
body.  But I am almost certain that it rests in some drawer 
in his house.)  And if some stranger held his watch in their 
hand and slowly swung it from left to right, as if their arm 
was a fleshy pendulum, it would whir to life, and the second 
hand would hop across the dial.  The watch would gladly 
be brought to life and would assume its previous role with-
out hesitation, completely unperturbed that its master has 
passed on—that it clings to the wrist of a new owner.  How 
promiscuous a watch it would be as it perks up at the slight-
est stroke from a fresh, new partner.  The Rolex would ob-
serve no period of mourning as courtesy to the long life it 
shared with my grandfather but would happily purr for its 
new captain while the ashes of its former friend still smol-
dered in the crematorium.  Oh, how livid I would be to see 
the most personal and emotional vestige of my grandfa-
ther’s life defiled as the watch assumes its old role for a new 
person.  It is so unfair that the gears of my grandfather have 
ground to an everlasting halt while the organs of his watch 
could be resuscitated so effortlessly.  Life can be so easily 
restored in a watch—not so in a grandfather.
     I imagine that when my grandfather passed away, his 
body grew cold and rigid as the warmth of his blood slow-
ly extruded through his pores.  I envision someone’s hand 
interlocking with his big meaty fingers as he took his final 
breath (perhaps it was my mother or my uncle), and I envi-
sion them slowly removing their digits from his as his ex-
tremities became numb and stony.  Devoid of the warmth 
of his flesh, I suppose that my grandfather’s watch would 
be cold and metallic, slick like an icicle hanging from the 
eave of a roof.  My grandfather’s body will never feel the fire 
of his blood shooting throughout his veins, and his skin will 
never be thawed by the warm touch of a loved one.  And yet, 
I am certain that if I picked up his watch, the heat from my 

À Mon Fils: To My Son
Sois sauvage et aussi puissant qu’un séquoia
Nulle part ou partout, va où tu veux t’échapper
Et tu peux être aussi féroce qu’un lion armé
Que ta fierté s’épanouisse comme un magnolia

S’il te plaît, pendant la nuit, faufile-toi et va
Voir les étoiles et vois les constellations et
Vois ton visage. Mon fils, tu es adopté, mais
Ça ne m’importe puisque tu réussiras

J’espère que tu ne t’inquiètes pas quand il fait froid
Et les opinions que tu crois qu’ils ont de toi
Tu es parfait, et je sais, et n’en doute jamais

Mon fils, illuminant la nuit, tu es la lune
C’est vrai, petit adulte, vouloir des vœux à vivre
Tu règneras sur les océans, mon Neptune

A French Sonnet with Translation by Amy Delano (12),  Alexandra Lang (11), and Catie Sassoli (11)

Be wild and as mighty as a sequoia tree
Nowhere, or everywhere, go where you want to escape
And you can be as fierce as a lion in the landscape
Let your pride flourish, like a Magnolia tree

Please, during the night, sneak out and flee
Look at the stars and look at the constellations’ shape
See your face. My son, you are adopted, but you are 
Capable of anything, you see
 
I hope you do not worry when it gets cold
And the opinions of you that you believe they hold
You are perfect, and I know, and never doubt

Illuminating the night, my son, you are the moon
It’s true, little adult, to dream it is to live it
You will rule over the oceans, my Neptune
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There is a lamp,
Room 435,

unplugged, no hidden batteries
producing light 

Housekeeping strips beds,
dusts skin and scabs,

rinses urine rings

Their heads kept low,
focusing on the hypnotic hum

of the handheld vacuum 

Jacqueline has a baby girl
that she keeps in the breakroom,
four Latina mothers changing out 

each hour on the dime
to have and hold her puke

Camila writes love poems 
between rooms

to her Father’s best friend,
slipped into his mailbox 

on her way home after work

Isabel sips the laundry detergent
hidden in the basement
from a stolen shot glass,

just enough to blur her vision

Abril practices her English 
in her head as she mops the tile,

whitewashed bathroom 
“I can’t help you with the vending machine”

None have noticed 
the spiritual lamp,

producing light without a source,
unplugged, no hidden batteries

A serious sign
A second coming

A luminescent, transcendent, 
Ceramic Messiah, 
invisible to these

fantastically miserable 
Queens of being

A Poem by Olivia Kane (11)

Skulking in shadows
And breathing in toxic fumes

Dripping with venom

Jaded yet determined
Old and worn yet full of life

Yearning for triumph

Two Haikus by Michael Casey (11)
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In Room 435Sad and Joy
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