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From the Wizard
 Every year the student body changes, offering 
an equally new literary magazine staff  a fresh mix of  
creative submissions with which to work.  This year we 
did not fi nd a theme, our theme found us – as though 
it were fate or kismet. The staff  had just fi nished re-
viewing Alex Lewis’s poem “Wizard of  Oz,” which is 
featured as this year’s preface piece, when we coinci-
dentally encountered another poem that referenced The 
Wizard of  Oz. Jokingly, staff  members offered ideas 
for a “Wizard of  Oz” theme—including various ideas 
to incorporate Toto and fl ying monkeys throughout the 
book. However, after much brainstorming of  silly ideas 
(one of  the only ways our good—and admittedly bad—
ideas are formed), we realized that a Wizard of  Oz 
theme could really work.  Later, the naming of  unnamed 
stories (“Follow the Crimson Brick Road”) and the fact 
that we were able to locate representatives for all of  
the title pages within 15 miles of  the school seemed to 
indicate that this book was meant to land in Oz this year. 
The subtitle, Disenchanted, highlights this year’s theme: 
the dichotomies of  positive and negative, the pleasant 
themes and dark twists inherent in The Wizard of  Oz 
story and characters.   
 The fi rst four sections are titled after the movie’s 
main characters – each is organized to parallel their 
development. The fi rst section, “Dorothy,” features 
pieces that evince both a sense of  longing and hope; and 
those selections were organized from the most innocent 

and naive to the most disillusioned.  The “Scarecrow” 
section contains pieces that range from nonsensical 
to cerebral. “Tinman” features any works related to 
sentiment—the most detached and hollow, to nostal-
gic, to the most emotional. The fourth section, “Lion,” 
includes the themes of  weakness and strength, both 
physical and mental.  
 The fi fth section features the most notable 
change in this year’s edition: the alumni section, “No 
Place Like Home.” This section features literary and art 
pieces from former Del Val students.  The idea for this 
section was suggested by a previous editor for Changing 
Perspectives, and as Del Val has no alumni publications 
of  any kind, the staff  thought that it would be a good 
opportunity to begin a community-building tradition. 
During selection, all the alumni pieces were kept entirely 
separate from current student submissions.  The pieces 
were organized alphabetically…by the third letter in the 
authors’ last name. This (non)random sequence alludes 
to the three times Dorothy clicked her heels in order to 
return home.  “No Place Like Home” showcases the art 
of  those that leave Del Val and highlights the way their 
talents have developed since their matriculation.
 Thank you students and alumni for all your liter-
ary and art submissions! We hope you enjoy reading this 
year’s edition of  Changing Perspectives.

Rachel Louie
Editor-in-Chief
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(Part One: Scarecrow)
Take it.
Take everything.
And fi ll me up with
Stuffi ng. Stuffi ng. Stuffi ng.

Cloud my pure eyes
with buttons
of  false realities.

Leave me,
ignorant
and helpless,
on this pole.
Feed me to the 
hypocritical crows.

(Part Two: Tin Man)
I'm discovered,
rusty and broken,
missing pieces,
that have been stolen.

A little shaky,
but I’ll survive.
Coax me with promises
that nullify my rusted parts.

You forgot the oil can.
And you can't replace the joints I'm 
stuck with.
Please take me away
to the junkyard.
Where I can crumble
in isolation.

(Part Three: Lion)
I'm hiding in the jungle

where I can pretend that I am brave.
But I’ve lost too many battles,

My mind's about to cave.

You found me,
crazed and afraid--
scared to open up.
But I followed you

right into your trap.

(Part Four: Dorothy)
You’re too late with your 

delusions.
Too late with your innocence.

I'm mangled beyond repair,
tired of  chasing the heart

that's been stolen.

So where is this 
wizard that you 

promised me?
All I see is a boy

full of  lies
and misdemeanors;

ready to rob me.

But there is no courage,
there is no brain,
there is no heart,

there’s nothing left but pain.

And now you’ve run away
in your hot air balloon.

And where does that leave 
me--

oh Wizard,
when you wake up from your 

dream?

Wizard of Oz
By Alex Lewis

Previews
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“You’re too late with your 
delusions.
Too late with your innocence”
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 I fell off  the face of  the Earth one night,  
slamming into the tiles of  sky. What little air was in my 
lungs escaped, coerced to swallow stars, their jagged 
edges cutting my throat, dripping metallic blood into 
the crevices of  my lips.
 With no way to get back home, I sat on the 
sun, watching the constellations play; they invited me 
to join their game. I declined, but asked if  they could 
show me the path home. They themselves without a 
clue advised me to question the great Beetlejuice.
 Traveling awhile with my thoughts echoing 
into space, I paused to dip my feet in the Milky Way, 
currents swirling vainglorious coolness into the pores 
of  my skin- thinking there has never been anything 
more beautiful than that of  a peaceful eternity.
 Betelgeuse was there awaiting my approach, 
solemnly, an ancient, respected planet. He pondered 
on my question. My agitation began to rise.
 Betelgeuse beseeched, “What waits for you on 
Earth that you cannot fi nd here?”
 “Everything that I am,” was my answer.
 “Well then wake up,” he thundered. So my ears 
rang and then there I was staring at the stars on my 
ceiling.  

Universal Dream
By Nicole Vargas

“Universe” Ripley Nichols
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I spend my nights thinking, dreaming
Dreaming through thoughts really
And thinking after dreaming 
My mind is like the lightning outside my window
The quiet invades my conscience
Only to be pricked away by the rapid and jagged notion that creases behind my eyes
I leave the window open
To let the timid dark run its fi nger across my forehead
But this night is not still, hardly
The frogs own the night here
They’re a rough band but they play with spirit 
Undaunted they perform every night
Only for themselves, with no pay, no fame
Yet they don’t know I listen
I’m an outsider, an intruder on the night
Yet the night is shallow, waist high
And I’m wading, quietly, gently
The night is my true lover
She’s here each night
She’ll bring the music and hold me tightly
She stays until the morning
And she’s gone before day break
I wish she’d stay longer
She will one day
She’ll squeeze me so tightly she’ll never leave
And we can just lay there for eternity 
Until the day fi nds us, we’ll run forever
For another day though, I need my rest tonight
So please strike up the band, cool my pillow, and hold off  the lightning
I’ll see you tomorrow

Sleeping in the Window
By Ryan Markmann
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A young boy is sitting in a sandbox at the park
Legs crossed
Not waiting
Just sitting
The box is symmetrical 
Precise
Sliced to perfection
Labored upon for days, perhaps weeks
All for a collaborative goal
The boy doesn’t understand
He just sits

Blades whizz by him
Feet beyond his wooden fortress
Wasted youth controls the machine with idle hands
He missed a spot
Several in fact
It contributes to the goal
Yet he despises it
He doesn’t understand why
He just controls it
Because it’s the only thing he controls

The boy is raised from the sand
It’s time to go
He’s lifted and placed in the car
Playtime is over
He cries and insists,
“I’m not ready to go.”
A voice responds
“Of  course you’re not. No one ever is.”

Boy in the Sand
By Adam Fichtelberg

“Alphabet City is Haunted” Shannon Currie
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Blue carpet; it’s dirty
It is caked in fi sh guts and blood
Old dried bait and lures
All stuck to the fl oor
And to the sides of  that
Fourteen foot aluminum can

At maybe ten miles an hour
We speed upstream
And I drive; but not well enough for him
I pull into the wrong lane
At the wrong speed
And when he yells I cry, which is wrong

I wear a life jacket
But I don’t button it
He never does, doesn’t have to
He’s an indestructible superman
He puts on the bait, casts out the lines
I sit on the side, staying out of  his way

When there’s something on the line
He lets me try
I’m not strong enough for him
The way I hold the pole is wrong
I reel the fi sh in at the wrong speed
And I snap the line, which is wrong

I splash a hand in the water
And smile up at him
He gives a stern look
I’m too childish for him, too stupid
Maybe we will never share
Any laughter at all

The sun is now going down
It’s time to go home
I’m not ready to leave
My attachment to the river is wrong
I connect with the wrong things
And have sentiments, which is wrong

The ride home is uncomfortable
I bounce along
But my smile is gone
Stolen bliss is not a severe transgression
I hear the mash and knock
Of  the old aluminum can behind us

Old Aluminum Can
By Whitney Hendrickson

“Serenity”  Marie Rossi
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 They used to ask me when I was smaller. Where 
is he? What happened to him? Do you miss him? I was 
already seven years old and I had no answers for their 
hungry curiosities, let alone my own. For the fi rst time 
and certainly not the last, I retreated into myself. I had 
assumed all the knowledge I sought was lurking among 
my already crowded thoughts. To my surprise I found 
nothing. Not a memory, not a feeling, nothing. I discov-
ered this one night in my bed and rediscovered it each 
night after. 
 Imagine this child now, left to his own vivid 
devices of  imagination. He would entertain himself  with 
fi ctions simply to make real what never was before. 
 As time passed and I still lied intensely awake, no 
longer fi lled with fantastic illusion, I became acquainted 
with the fl avors of  barrenness. My young mind tasted 
the inalienable void I continue to bear. The nights now 
were swollen with a sensitive sting that poured from my 
heart and tiny eyes. There was no reason too obscene 
for what I seemed to lack. The fault became my own as 
I tuned into a fathomable depth of  anxious 
understanding. I was fatherless.
 To clarify, I love my mother to indescribable 
lengths. I love my family and their precious gifts. I love 
this life and all its teachings.

Peter Thompson (Presentably Rough)
By Scott Reamer

Second Place, Nonfi ction

 For some time I was frightened by the thought 
of  confronting my mother, but as the years dragged on 
I could no longer feed the fi res of  faith and fi ction. She 
told me a name and showed me the face of  her personal 
disappointment. There was but a single photograph, 
which revealed to me a man as fragile as I. He was tired, 
I could see through those eyes. The price of  such a gain 
was apparent in anguished tears streaming from my 
mother. This broke me, truly.
 It wasn’t until, once again, years later I could 
fully grasp the concept that lorded over me. Much of  
what I received from the absence of  my father fi gure ini-
tially caused me suffering. That is until I awoke from the 
fears of  my childhood stupor, as if  dawn had risen high 
above, in an instant and with sweeping grace absolved 
the old aches. Whether it was the time that passed or 
the fortune imbued in my malleable perspective, I felt 
something entirely new. As I write this I stare fi ercely at 
the withered Kodak that makes this man real to me. Isn’t 
it odd that something that never was and never will be a 
part of  my life shapes my every action? 
 Mr. Thompson I forgive you. My soul will wait 
forever at the airport terminal that you never found. 
Caught in a constant relation with your lost lifetime. I’ll 
be there, always waiting, always loving…
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“Worn” Julia Arriaran; First Place, Photography
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This is how things fi zzle:
How fi reworks, unexposed 
To the proper spark,
Smolder to black
Without ever having
Given off  light.

Wet Match; 
    Missed Bus; 
        Lost Kiss

By Reina Gattuso

“A Light in Darkness” Samantha Smith
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Nestled deeply within a forever forest
Rests the aging summer home of  a dead man.
To shambles with it, my focus was always elsewhere
A thought I scoffed.
On my way to commune with that lady of  the loft
My waning attention did sway heavy
As it always did.
Overcome by sickly intriguing wall hangings
The climb to her seemed far less harrowing.
If  not already lost I’d fi nd warmth rushing to greet me 
Seeping from beneath a whitewashed door.
As if  there was any other color to be had.
The entrance unfolded allowing thoughts to creep back
In a truly rhythmic dirge.
This aura was held high by a hovering scent of  hickory
She knew if  anything, this conveyance of  belonging.
We’d begun by now searching for meaning
Or a desperate relation among the walls of  written word.
Sunk far back into what they call self
I cast a stare to some lonesome birdfeeder.
Waiting for my bird to return…

Just This Place
By Scott Reamer

“World Tree” Grant Wiggins
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The All and Only pushed me.
It pushed me into a red, feverish cave of  cosmic delirium.
Holes of  light were pinned against thick black blankets.

I crawled to get out like the animal I had become,
dirty from leaves and worms and small rocks who knew themselves so well.

It was never in me to be another carcass.

Sick of  the thick heavy breath and racing in spheres,
I scraped myself  into a comfortable little home

in a stone that was new and good for me.

Now I lay, undecided, and sleep with moths,
waking with glory to the sound of  truth,

the sound whose tongue seems to sit in the stars.

It seems only a bat can hear the tongue that sits in the stars, 
so they stay hung upside down in the dark,

with all of  their blood in their heads.

I lay, undecided, and dream with moths,
In a dream, all of  the dark warm cries of  the cave

became waves of  the sea, and crested and crashed and returned to the eternal.

In a dream, I heard the symphony of  the All and Only orchestra.
Its chords were cancer to caves and waves and stars.

Its chorus was a death of  clouds, and a length of  light. 

So it is here in this dream I will stay,
scanning the sand for holes and hills and places to hide,
waiting for the sun in the sky to tear open at the seams.

with moths
By Dylan Napolitan
Second Place, Poetry
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“Inner Demons and Leftover Paint”  Ripley Nichols; Second Place, Art
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Glory to the infi nite.
A painter’s pallet.

Synthesis of  colors
depicting pastel masterpiece.

Lovers necking fi erce
Cheating this cycle

of  perpetual rebirth. 
Streaming tears for fallacy’s creation.

Capture beauty in a moment.
Drying tones form a constant

merit of  child-like preservation.
Destined to outlive

a mother’s dying grin.
Loss of  a lifetime

hidden beneath
those shades of  dense webbing.
Trappings due to allotted time.

A wonder of  distraction
slipping from eternity’s perch.

Themes blending on canvas a new
clouding the artist’s mind.

Detriments in that self-contested genius,
irony sewn to reality’s casualties.

Growing frail before
his never ending color wheel,

paradox screams
the trickle of  wasted time.

Dreaming of Completion
By Scott Reamer

“You said the sun’s too bright” Ripley Nichols
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 Lucia had no milk.  
 She discovered this 
one morning after pad-
ding, thin slippers letting in 
the cold, over the kitchen 
linoleum.  It was a worn 
fl oor, but impeccably kept.  
Once a week Lucia washed 
it, kneeling on her hands 
and swollen knees.  She hid 
these knees in nude hose 
during the week.  But each 
Saturday they loomed at her 
through the perfumed bath-
water like twin sea monsters, 
swollen and scalded and 
woven through with veins.
 Today Lucia wore 
these nude hose under a 
limp housedress.  It hung, 

Milk
By Reina Gattuso
First Place, Fiction

“I Spy”  Julia Arriaran
defeated, as she stumbled into the kitchen.  She was 
glaciers melting into the sea.  
 When Lucia opened the refrigerator, she paused.  
She closed it and opened it again.  The wrinkles in her 
forehead deepened.  She opened the freezer door.  
 She had no milk.
 Lucia bought a gallon of  milk at the supermar-
ket each month.  Upon arriving home, she divvied the 
gallon into four mason jars, put one in the fridge, and 
froze the excess.  She used one jar a week; it was impec-
cable rationing.
 But now she had no milk.
 Lucia stared into the icy mist of  the open appli-

ance.  The freezer was a 
frigid tomb.  It held next 
to nothing: for company, 
a frozen pineapple upside-
down cake, for herself, 
some tomato sauce, some 
soup.  Her fridge contained 
an onion, some marma-
lade, some jam.
 But no milk.
 Minutes elapsed.  
Lucia’s jowls quivered 
with each breath.  Her lips 
clenched.  She eyed the 
hands of  the tired clock 
above the stove, and each 
tick stung her skin.  
 Maybe if  Lucia put 
the water on, milk would 
appear.

 She shut the freezer door and plugged in her 
electric pot.  In the waiting time, Lucia’s eyes skimmed 
over the far wall, alighting on a young woman’s black-
and-white photograph.  The girl was pretty, square-
faced, with a huge, insolent mouth and deep, dark-set 
eyes.  After a moment, Lucia looked away.
 The water boiled.  Lucia willed herself  to the 
refrigerator.  The door’s insulation stuck, and she pulled 
with all the strength in her brittle arms.
 Still, there was no milk.
 She set her lip and pushed the door.  It closed 
with the sound of  smacking lips.  
 Lucia ambled to the stove and opened a cabi-
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net.  She found a china cup and placed it on the coun-
ter, fumbled with the instant coffee lid, and dug, in the 
recesses of  a drawer, for a heavy silver spoon.  One, two, 
three scoops of  instant coffee.  Her arm quaked as she 
poured the boiling water.  A splash of  it hit her hand; it 
scalded her.  She did not fl inch.
 The coffee was weak and sickly.  
 She dragged her feet to the freezer.  Her arm 
shook as she opened it again.  Its breath of  cold, the 
suction of  its frigid mouth.
 No milk, no milk, no milk.
 Lucia intended to slam the freezer shut.  But it 
edged closed slowly, deliberately, gracefully.  She stood 
for a moment regarding it, and recoiled as if  struck. 
 She looked now to the beige touch- telephone, 
which perched on the windowsill like a sleeping cat.  
 As Lucia sat at the kitchen table, she was the 
shifting of  continents.  Her eyes darted across the 
kitchen like murky minnows.  Botticelli’s “Birth of  
Venus” on the opposite wall.  On the shelf, a dark-
haired china girl.  Good porcelain in the cabinet.  And 
the photograph of  the young woman, whose laughter 
scalded the air.
 With a heavy breath, Lucia picked up the 
telephone, forcing her swollen fi ngers into the too-small 
holes. 
 Silence on the line.
 Finally, “Hello?  Aunt Lucia?”
 It was a whisper, the barest murmur of  a voice. 
 “Aldo?  Aldo?” she said.
 “Yes?  What?”
 “Aldo?”
 He sighed.  “I’m here, Aunt Lu.”
 She bristled.  The girl in the photograph 
mocked.  “What?  Aldo, what did you say?”  Her voice 

was sand-paper harsh.  
 “Yes, Aunt Lucia.  I’m here.  What is it?”  A 
phone rang in the background.
 “I can barely hear you.  The connection must be 
bad.”  
 “What do you want, Aunt Lu?”  Aldo asked, 
sucking in his breath.  The space on the line was sharp 
with his impatience.  
 “Aldo…” the word was grating, clamorous.  
Then softly, with the hint of  a whimper.  “I have no 
milk.”
 A pause.  The edge of  a sigh.
 “Why didn’t you get some?
 “I have no milk, I said.”
 “Why didn’t you get some, last time?” he de-
manded.
 “I said, I have no milk.”  She bristled.
 “Why didn’t you get some, last time we were at the 
store?”
 Lucia heard.  She reeled.  She tried to swallow, 
but the muscles of  her throat were too tense.  Hadn’t 
she gotten some?  Lucia pictured the milk in the silver 
grocery basket, saw herself  grabbing it, clasping it in her 
weakened hands.  She had gotten milk.  Hadn’t she?
 “I did.”
 “What was that?” Aldo asked.   
 “I said…” She cleared her clogging throat.  The 
photographic woman grinned; her black-and-white smile 
was an enervating force.  “I did.”
 “Listen, Aunt Lu, I can’t get you milk.”  
Something dropped, a rock down the well.  The dull 
clunk of  fi nality.
 “What?” she asked.
 “I’m at work.  I can’t just leave and get you 
milk.”  
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“The Golden Years“ Julia Arriaran

 “What?  Hello?  Hello?”
 “I’ve got to go.  I’m working,” Aldo said, his 
patience tearing.
 Lucia looked above the stove, at the face of  the 
clock.  It stared back at her.   She glanced away.
 “I’ll…I’ll take you shopping tomorrow.  Remem-
ber?” Aldo’s voice coagulated, fell.  “Tomorrow’s shop-
ping day.  I’ll bring you to the supermarket.  You can get 
some—
 “What?”  Lucia demanded, word heavy, thick.
 “Some—”
 “You’re breaking up.  This connection is bad.”  
Her voice grated against her throat.
 “Some milk.”
 But Lucia had already hung up.

 She placed the pale beast in its cradle, and 
lingered on the plastic with the tips of  wrinkled hands.  
Lucia stared into her coffee.  Who else was she to call?  
She looked to the phonebook by the wall.  Everyone’s 
names were gone from it.  
 Lucia struggled to her feet and walked to the 
fridge.  She opened it.  It was a gaping mouth.  She un-
covered the freezer.  It was a sepulcher.  
 She would have liked to overturn all the furni-
ture in the house, and smash every picture frame.  
 Instead, Lucia shuffl ed back to the table.  She 
sat down.  She stared at the round eye of  her beverage.  
It glared back.  In the broad, gaping silence, the photo-
graph laughed.
 Her coffee was tepid.  Still sickly brown.
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A Dark Snowy Wood
By Ryan Markmann

There are no tracks, no feet, no prints
Only undulating seas of  snow, interpolated by greenery far too lively for such a night
I feel the cold on my feet, like walking through water
I continue
No lights, no life, no hope
Continue I must, the night may wait for some but not for me
Let me see a light, let me hear a friend or let me die beside my snow-fueled fi re
Walking through life on a ridge, pain to be felt on either drop; life and death
But let me fall, let me choose, this ridge is long and I feel nothing
The trees bow to me beneath their burdens, but I politely decline
My ridge can’t last much longer but each side looks the same, whence I came, there be no route
So let the night decide
I tire of  wading

“Snowy Tree” Paige Sheperd
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Overreaction
By Rebecca Stewart

My friend had a full plate of  food,
And I really hate to be rude,

But I snuck from her dish,
A large piece of  her fi sh,

So now she is having me sued!

“Mercy” Julie Carbone
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White-Out
By Nicole Vargas

The sun is setting on my paper.  
The colors refl ect words on the water, waving up questions wondering if  the sky will answer.
There are no shadows cast in the infi nite page of  whiteness, just a setting sun.
A clean memory of  a day unwritten.

“Australia” Ali Posey
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 What is the signifi cance of  one? One event? One life? One decision?  As I was driving on a deserted 
back road on an ordinary Saturday morning, I had to ask myself  these questions when I approached what 
appeared to be a rock in the middle of  the road.  I gradually slowed until what I had perceived to be a rock 
took the form of  a large box turtle.  I sat behind the wheel, watching as it turned its head sluggishly 
towards me and stared unintelligently.  Other than that indifferent gaze, the turtle did not move, and I began 
to wonder why it wasn't frightened of  my vehicle–the giant, imposing monster capable of  crushing it fl at in 
mere seconds.  Was there any way that this turtle's fate was to die on this road out of  its sheer stupidity?  If  
I had been a different person, perhaps one who hadn't been paying attention, or going just a bit faster, the 
poor animal would have been a rather unattractive piece of  roadkill at the moment.  My options seemed to 
be somewhat limited; either I could get out of  my car and move the creature off  the road or drive 
carefully over while trying not to hit it.  I considered the lazier of  the two–driving over it–but then my 
thoughts turned to the next car that might wander down that road.  Although it is possible that the turtle's 
misfortune of  being in the road might have caused a chain reaction if  a car happened to run over it, it was 
also possible that if  spared, the turtle would somehow wreak havoc in another form in another situation.  
There was no way to tell what the turtle's future held, so I moved it off  the road and continued on. 

Fate
By Jessica Pizzuti
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The Bird
By Angelo Benedetto

A bird that never sings,
So in love with the mysteries of  the universe.

Wide eyed,
Soaking it all in like a sponge.

I am intoxicated with attraction and amazement
Towards beauty’s mystery,

A mystery beauty.

My soul is trapped,
Tapping for exit.

Knowledge is buried deep within me,
Telling me I am not who I am meant to be.

Yet my brain wanders with thirst
For conclusions. 

It worries itself  to death
And fears faith and its 

Irrationality.
But each and every second means

A heartbeat,
Satisfi ed lungs,
Pumping veins.

Confused about myself,
Confused about life,

I cannot seem to get it to roll over,
Or to sit or speak,
Or to lay down.

Then I realize that this is why
I am afraid of  faith.

The opposite of  black is white,
Up is down,

The opposite of  convenience 
Should describe faith.

I am a bird that thinks too much.
I get lost in thought then fl y out of  guilt.

I see these other birds fl ying
Around joyfully and I copy them.
I look on with wonder and hope.

I know what is important,
I know what matters

And what is meaningless.
I sit on this windowpane…
I guess I am waiting for the 

Sky to be ripped open.
Birds stop by to see me,

But then go on with their lives.

I am certain…
When I fl y and sing my own tune

You will know it is me.
Because by seeing who everyone else is, 

I see who I am not.

“The Bird” Victoria Vollo



why it sets me all on fire
By Dylan Napolitan

why we wake like ghosts
from odd numbered hours of  rest,
why it sets me all on fi re.
why it all stays running behind the eyes.

why the true form of  everything
laughs at our progression, I couldn’t guess.
it spits and cries and laughs and 
thinks like a small child on a bank of  grass,
thinks how fast everything swims in circles,
in a timeless, frozen pond.

“Einherjar” Grant Wiggins; First Place, Art



Gazing Moon
By Kendall Covino

Watching those who are the lesser
hovering above the daily wicked,
Deteriorating since the beginning of  creation
losing pieces of  itself  
to the gods of  the cosmos. 
 

Forever whirling adjacent 
to the insignifi cant lives, 
who dawdle leisurely towards 
inconceivable demise,
lost in confusion of  what life strives to mean. 
 
Providing luminosity 
and often most insanity, 
in favor of  gazing but never interfering,
humbly remaining,
hung for the eternity of  time. 

“Moonlight Vision” Julie Carbone
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Scientific Theory of Love
By Brielle Benner
----
Simplicity never looked so strange
Strange patterns and complications
Complications that arise with doubt
Doubt brought with miscalculations
---
Formulated pride and premeditated lust
Lust that modifi es into greed
Greed that complies to Envy
Envy that allows the formula to feed
---
Alterations are composited into lines
Lines that create loops and rings
Rings that are broken by algorithmic science
Science that denies the existence of  things
---
Procedure complicated by simplicity
Simplicity amplifi ed by an overload
Overload a mind composited of  logical reasoning
Reasoning is dead when there is no code

Sonnet: to Isaac
By Reina Gattuso 
First Place, Poetry

The force of  attraction between two bodies may be defi ned 
as g= G(mass1+ mass2)/distance from center of  gravity2, 
where G is a universal constant.

Through all the empty spaces, matter roars
To come together, and our atoms sing
For one another, bursting bodies’ doors,
Our protons wild, as drunk electrons zing
Across the empty galaxies.  The kiss
Of  fusion tempts us to the far-off  stars.
We’re separated by the vast distance,
The gaping space from me to where you are.
I am your globe of  moon.  Refl ective light
Is all my face can shine.  And I am bound 
To keep this distant orbit, stuck in fl ight—
may come no closer, though I’m falling down.
The moon is ever-distant.  Oh, but how
I’d like to be the apple from your bough.
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“Solar System” Ripley Nichols
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Sitting at the keys bass pumping in my ears,
Technological melody springs into being.
Amorphous mechanized vibrations
Artifi cial music streams through my speakers.
A river of  sound cascades in waterfalls of  notes
Bouncing, bubbling at the obstacle of  lyrics
Punctuating their fl ow with unconnected words.
Where has the guitar gone, strings taut and twangy 
They've disappeared, gone extinct with the evolution
of  GaGa and Tiesto--musical hybrids of  machine formed glory.
Strings replaced by clicking of  mice, computerized noise
Cacophonous at fi rst listen- like pans banging to a steady beat
Or gargling metallic marbles in three minute disharmonization.
Listen closer: it sounds like a circus of  beauteous chords... 
It hums to life with vibrant beeps and blips 
Vibes in steady unity.
Evolution may have come swift and knocked the guitar from its throne,
Grunge and Rock forced into submission by metallic machinations 
Plots to take the world by storm with House and Techno.
Strings lie dormant, unused and unwanted
Better loved are the keys I sit at
Where fi ngers no longer strum to make melodious tune
But make love to plastic buttons connected by binary code. 
I could never make love to those monsters of  evolution
Those change causers—murderers of  metal
But I will listen to the compositions they create—
When evolution is inevitable and revolution sings
Who am I to deny my ears to the chorus?

Monster of Evolution
By Courtney Amabile

“Crazy” Victoria Vollo
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 I was waiting.  Again.
 I sat with my knees drawn up to my chest, trying to stay within the 
shade cast by my car, my back propped against the tire.
 It was bastard hot out.  Even in the shade I was sweating, strands of  
my hair sticking to my face in damp tangles.
 A hot wind came up from the valley below me, bringing with it 
the sounds of  the highway and the smell of  sunblasted asphalt.  It played 
around my face, tossing my hair around my head in a wild hot whirlwind.
 The quarry between me and the highway shimmered in the heat, but 
I ignored it, watching for a familiar battered red car to turn off  the highway 
and come bumping up the dirt path.
 I hadn’t been up here for months, not since the weather was cool, 
but our place never changed.  Even in winter the sunlight heated the quarry 
walls, making it an oven compared to the rest of  the world, though the wind 
whipped the rising heat far away.
 I leaned my head back against the hot metal of  my car, scanning the 
brilliant blue sky for clouds, but all I saw was a red tailed hawk riding ther-
mals in the distance, barely moving its wings.
 One hour turned into two, and two hours turned into four, but it 
wasn’t until a police offi cer drove all the way up our dirt path in the rising 
darkness to tell me to “Go home” that I even thought about leaving.  It 
wouldn’t do me any good to tell her I was already there.
 I could feel her eyes on my back as I got into my car and started 
down the potholed track, little puffs of  dust rising from my wheels.  It didn’t 
really matter though; I’d come back.
 I’d see the red car again someday.

The Red Car
By Nina Eckel 

Second Place, Fiction
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The water gurgled in between the mud and the rocks
Sludge, ribet, crawling and creepy and gross
The water splashes and bubbles because 
There are things
Things inside of  it, around it, to the left, and to the right.
Nothing sits still or pauses for even one moment
Except for me
I have stopped and I am staring
but I am not staring at the creek
I am not staring at the lush green, the fi sh, or the water
I am staring at my childhood
Waving in the breeze

Nishaweck
By Whitney Hendrickson

“Momentum” Julia Arriaran 
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 The spring of  2008 was a great time for me, 
but one specifi c moment that sticks out is the death of  
our family truck. The truth is our “truck” wasn’t really 
a truck at all, but really a white conversion van, a 1993 
Dodge 250, but we still called it a truck, our truck. This 
van became a part of  the family; the maroon carpets 
could track the growth of  my feet, and the early nine-
ties television had Home Alone permanently stuck in 
the VCR. It was a modest van; there wasn’t a lot to it. 
But nevertheless, it was distressing to see it give up the 
ghost.
 But the details weren’t what made this van spe-
cial in my life. The difference lies in what this truck had 
seen. My family was never one of  those families that 
had a second home, went on cruises, or rented a house 
at the beach. Instead, we would explore the country 
through its back roads and National Parks. From behind 
the driver’s seat, I would curl up and gaze at the country 
rolling past my eyes. For months at a time my family 
would take to the road.  We’d live at campgrounds with 
Jiffy Pop and each other. We’d spend a night here and a 
night there, traveling with the “truck” in between. In my 
seat in this van, I traveled to 45 States and 8 of  the 13 
Canadian Provinces, and these trips made me fall in love 
with the world around us, the environment, and adven-
ture. 
 But when high school fi nally arrived for me and 
my brother, our adventures came to a halt. The “truck” 

no longer enjoyed its former glory; now it would sit in 
the driveway occasionally shuttling Boy Scouts around. 
Throughout the years, the van was used less and less, 
until it was a shell of  what it once had been. And so we 
decided to donate it to someone, so that another family 
could benefi t from it.
 The passing of  the “truck” marked a transition 
in my life. When it was gone, I began to reminisce about 
the places I had seen. They were in their rightful spots 
around the country, but was I really in mine? Through 
millennia these arcane wonders sat there independent 
of  people. We come, and we view them, and then we go 
home. But to which home? 
 Humans don’t have fi xed places in the universe; 
we travel, we meander, we wander. This is when I real-
ized that my home in Hunterdon County, New Jersey, 
was only a temporary rest stop in my life. My true home 
was on the road, in between campgrounds and wonders, 
but at a destination on the road at the same time. As I 
pondered this over the years, I was sure my real home 
was that white van. It fi lled a large part of  my life, and I 
was highly sentimental about it. 
 It was hard to see the van go, because my jour-
neys and my sense of  adventure were part of  it. Then 
I fi nally realized that the truck was not my source of  
adventure; it was only a shortcut to it. The real sense of  
adventure was instilled in me many miles ago. The won-
ders remained in their places, but I also carried a bit 

The Miles Between
By Ryan Markmann 

First Place, Non-Fiction
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of  these places around with me. This wonder, fueled by 
endless stretches of  highways, hiking trails, and unfor-
gettable experiences, was in me as much as in the places 
where I experienced it. And deep within me, I can see 
that my soul takes the form of  an old beat up white van 
with faded maroon carpets, a jammed VCR, and thou-
sands of  miles; and this truck embodies all my spirit of  

adventure, my quest for travel, and my curiosity about 
the world. 
 With this, I can bid the “truck” farewell and 
accept the new life that is in store for the van. The van 
and its adventures never died; the places it’s seen and the 
roads it’s traveled never perish. They live on through me, 
and they always will. 

“Milford’s View” Ellen Gallos
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Freiburg, Stadt Frei von Zeit

By Courtney Amabile

 I step off  the plane needing little more than 
sleep and something to eat to curb my insatiable hunger 
after 36 hours of  traveling. My feet land on alien ground 
as I stand on the tarmac and gain my fi rst glimpses of  
what I now consider my home away from home. Eight 
hours of  restlessness on a plane and two hours more on 
a crowded train and I fi nd myself  in a city that I would 
love to call my home.
 History surrounds me in this city. I can feel it 
washing over me like a tidal wave as soon as I set my 
feet on the cobblestone streets. Hundreds of  years have 
passed on and this bustling town has become impervi-
ous to time itself. Stepping off  the sidewalk into these 
narrow streets and passageways in the city of  Freiburg 
is like taking a step back in time, to a place that time has 
literally forgotten. Lining the streets may be modern 
conveniences of  clothing stores and shopping marts, but 
there is an aura about the city that is ageless. 
 Enter the market square and the scents of  farm 
fresh cherries impregnate every particle of  the air with 
their succulent aroma. The freshest of  produce is dis-
played here much as it has been for the past age. Small 
town vendors with unique and specifi c dialects can be 
heard attempting to coerce passers-by into buying a 
trinket or handmade craft. Mingling with the aroma of  
cherries is the robust and pungent smell of  sausages and 
meats wafting throughout the square from the Metzger 

across the market. Amongst these grocers weave the 
omnipresent pigeons which fl ock to the square and 
coo with contentedness at the scraps they receive from 
unknowing farmers and merchants dropping crumbs. 
Dodging between the pigeons are customers chattering 
and bustling; yet they are never in a hurry, nothing is 
ever rushed or immediately necessary. As time has for-
gotten this city so has the speed and rushed way of  life 
of  this modern age. 
 Watching over this quaint market, standing 
sentinel since time began, is the Cathedral Munster. A 
true religious bastion, it is enormous in all its aspects. 
At fi rst glimpse, its gothic architecture makes it seem as 
though gargoyles with menacing grimaces will swoop 
down from their perches and take fl ight. After the initial 
shock of  the beauty of  the architecture, I look upon 
the intricacy; the rose windows lining the outer walls 
and the minute patterns of  pagan icons etched into the 
sandstone. Inspiration however, does not come to one 
until opening the vaulted wooden doors and peering in 
on the sacred temple inside. The rays of  sunlight shim-
mer through those same rose windows illuminating the 
arched ceilings, high and vaulted in typical Renaissance 
style. The light refl ects throughout the church and cre-
ates a heavenly glow surrounding the numerous statuar-
ies dotting the hidden areas of  the cathedral. They too 
are the guardians of  this eternal city.

Freiburg, City Free from Time
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“On the Water” Chloe Early

 Stepping back into the square, the click-clack of  
my feet on the cobblestones trace me back to my home 
in the dorf  of  Sant Georgen. My feet carry me past 
towering entities of  the Cathedrals in Johanneskirche 
and Vauban, testaments to a fallen era in which religion 
claimed man’s heart and not technology. Rain patters on 
my shoulder as I turn the corner toward the house in 
which I am living. It is sturdy, with the rustic appeal of  
the hundred year old farmhouse that it is. A colorful gar-
den tackles what is left of  the backyard and turns it into 
a rainbow of  homegrown fruits and vegetables. Rasp-
berries galore from the same garden litter the kitchen 
table with bowls of  fl uffy, fattening, freshly whipped 

cream. Espresso and tea cups clink on the table as my 
new family and I toast to a good fi rst greeting. After the 
toast, I indulge in the ambrosia that has been wafting 
across the small table. Food and drink in this foreign 
land is the greatest of  all its gifts.
 Sleep comes easy in this town where I have just 
arrived because I feel at home. I drift off  in a bed that 
is not my own, in a room that is not my own, in a town 
that is not my own, in a country that is not my own, yet 
it is my new home; one I wish to return to many times 
to indulge myself  and to immerse myself  in this history 
that takes hold when one steps foot off  the plane. 
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“Irish Dream” Marie Rossi
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I. Calm
One,
Two,
Three,
Count the laps of  the waves,
Their slaps on the shore 
As they whisper to the sand
Stroking it gently 
With foamy fi ngers that linger
Long after the tide goes out.
Somehow it’s calming 
With the storm on the horizon.

II. Power
Black as pitch clouds blot out the sun,
Obscuring my sight with a torrent
Of  bullet-rain piercing my exposed fl esh.
The waves become brutal,
Dashing the pebbles of  the beach to bits.
It’s electrifi ed with white heat,
A blitz from the heavens,
Turning and churning the ravaging surf.
Sailboats undulate, greeting the storm
With dripping masts misted with spray.
Canvas fl apping with the beat
Of  the waves on the shore.

III. Return
Sunlight breaks the cloud cover
And dissolves the blackness.
The ocean responds with a whisper,
A breath and a sigh that the torment is over.
Undulations slow, their tracks lingering yet again.
Sudden storm and sudden stop.
 Rain says hello and goodbye quickly
Like the lightning that fl ashes and disappears.
Waves even slower now –pausing only a moment
And retreating once they’ve left their mark.
They tease my love for them 
By remaining only long enough to shake my hand.
Shifting sands follow them back,
As I wish I could.
Froth around my feet tugs at me to return with it.
If  only, if  only I could.
So instead I count the waves,
Waiting for the time when they will carry me 
away.
One,
Two,
Three.

Carry Me Away
By Courtney Amabile
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Pro Patria
By Aysha Hamouda 

 I’m lying on the grass of  a land that used to 
be mine.  A land covered with the strong and delicious 
scent of  lilacs. The long, lime green grass is brushing my 
bare arms, which are wide open as if  my subconscious 
was trying to reach something that isn’t there, that is 
missing.
                Although the sun is making me blind, I try to 
keep my eyes open to be able to observe the magnifi -
cence of  the sky. Sometimes, the sky seems so clear and 
pure that the view of  it hurts my eyes and burns my soul 
as if  I wasn’t allowed to see this level of  perfection. Of  
beauty.
                 “Earth is too gorgeous,” you told me one day. 
“Too gorgeous to be real, too peaceful to be disturbed, 
too perfect to be ours. This land used to be mine, and I 
like to think it used to be yours too. Hers. His. Ours.”
 I didn’t really understand what you meant, at the 
time, but today I do. “Yes it was,” I tell myself  sadly, “A 
land where love was our master. Where the taste of  your 
soft lips kissing mine, the taste of  your love for me was 
sweeter than honey. Irresistible.”
 Hey David, do you remember that night? You 
and I laying on this very grass? You had your guitar and 
would play beautiful songs. You’d teach me the instru-
ment, and would laugh so loud, whenever I’d almost 
break a string, that I’m pretty sure you had scared all 
the living things around. “Earth is too gorgeous to be 
disturbed,” I repeat to myself, smiling sarcastically, and 

you were the one who said those words.
 You and I had snuck out too many times, just to 
lay down on this grass. Our laughter blew away in the 
wind, we shared discussions with the rest of  the world.
 We had the same ideals. Ideals where peace, 
respect, and love were the only rules of  our lives.                                                                                                      
and nothing else.
 “How many times has the human stained the 
grass with his vicious anger during wars? How many 
times has he destroyed and killed children for the name 
of  his land? And how many times has he raped to have 
a brief  moment of  heaven before death?” you had asked 
me with this wild, frustrated look that I loved so much.
 “Then when has the human lost his pride with 
the lies he spread?” I’d ask you back. You had stared at 
me silently. You and I both knew there was nothing left 
to say.
 Yes, you and I remade the world, but really we 
were just stupid and ignorant. I was stupid, to have let 
you go home that night, to not have kissed you one last 
time before your beautiful face turned away, and you 
started walking downhill.
 I sit, and softly brush the grass, trying to fi nd 
comfort. Tell me David, is it my fault, if  you never made 
it back home? Is it my fault if  we snuck out that day? A 
tear falls, soon followed by a warm stream. Is it my fault 
if  I was the last one to ever see you alive?
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“Commiserating” Deanne Griswa

“Commiserating” Deanne Griswa

 I painfully get up, and dry my tears the best I can. All of  it seems so far away, but yet too close to be forgot-
ten. I give a last look at our dream land. Something is missing, I can feel it in my veins.
 Our dream land? All of  sudden I realize.  Yes, something is missing. Is it innocence? Love? Peace? 
Honesty? Or perhaps happiness? I don’t know, but something irreplaceable is missing.
 
 I never owned this land. 
 
 And neither did you.
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Five minutes of  loneliness
Takes place on this scorching summer pavement
between the stitched yellow markings and the conservative white line.
With the windows down,
my Ray-Ban Wayfarers are barely enough to cut the glare.
The radio blares with intense drums and deep voices
while mine quietly harmonizes in the background.
These voices sing of  everything I’m currently living,
Using somebody, “someone like you.”
Intersections spring up sporadically,
But I continue on this straightaway. 
Trees in their full bloom sway rhythmically.
Twists and turns engraved in the pavement
are now engraved in my head.
This road brings back memories;
memories that do not subside until
I reach the stop sign and turn right,
right to you.

Van Syckle
By Mary Osterhout

“When in Rome” Ana Kanakaris
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“I'm hiding in the jungle
where I can pretend that I am brave...”
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“Pisa” Ana Kanakaris
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 It was Bolognese.  They ate it from blue bowls, 
the pasta red and redolent of  garlic.  Spaghetti that she 
twisted around a fork and brought luxuriously to her 
mouth.  
 It made him retch.  Each time he lifted the silver 
fork, the pungency of  tomato, reek of  oregano, and 
fumes of  basil stabbed him.  He put his fork down and it 
clanged against the bowl.
 “How do you like it?” she asked, gesturing with 
her chin.  It was a proud chin, jaunty at the end of  a 
neatly formed jaw.  
 “It’s good,” he said, and forced himself  to take 
another bite.  “Just perfect.”  
 It assaulted his taste buds.  The garlic over-
whelmed him; the spice stung like an obscenity.  And the 
textures of  the noodles: slimy, with chewy lumps, the 
crunch of  onions in the sauce.  He supposed it was good:  
she enjoyed it, langouring the pasta over her tongue, the 
red of  the sauce bloodying her mouth. 
 There was something rich about her, creamy.  She 
was whole milk.  If  he let her sit too long, fat fi lmed on 
her.  He could skim it from her neck, her mouth.  When 
Maenads touched the earth, milk and honey sprang from 
their willow wands.  So too when he kissed her skin: it 
coated his lips with richness.  He felt sometimes that she 
had too high a fat content.
 “It’s not perfect,” she told him, gyring the fork.  
Noodles wormed around it, intestines, undulant snakes.  
 “Sure it is.”

 “No, it’s not.”  She had a feline smile, lips pink 
against the cream skin.  Her hair was black, lustrous, 
glossy with blue undertones.  It was hair like dark oil 
welling from the earth: an unctuous abundance.  Her eyes 
were also blue, blue like the bowls.  But sharper.  “There’s 
too much salt.”
 This struck him: that, through the sauce’s harsh 
pungency, through its garishness, through the fl avors’ 
clash, she could taste so fi ne a thing.  That, out of  all the 
violence of  the sauce, it was only the salt that bothered 
her.  When each spoonful’s physicality soured his mouth.
 She smiled at him with her cat lips and took a 
slow bite of  pasta, then switched fork for spoon.  Swam it 
through the bowl for a taste of  sauce.
 It jarred him.  He stared at it.  The spoon fi lled 
like a wound.  The moon sliced through would yield, from 
its rims of  silver mineral, so volcanic a core.  
 If  you cracked open the body, and scooped out 
what was inside…
 “I think the pasta’s perfect,” he repeated, hand 
hovering by his fork.  He could not do it, could not lift it 
up.  He watched her chew.  Break through the ribcage—
the throbbing redness of  the heart.  She built her body 
with this: cream-rich, milk-blue, but swollen, under the 
surface, with fatty blood.  When she laid her head on a 
pillow, she left an oily fi lm.
 She smiled at him.  A fl ash of  teeth.  And a 
glimpse of  the mouth’s cavern: a welling cut.
 “Perfect,” she said, and sucked the bloody spoon.

They Shared a Meal
By Reina Gattuso
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 There it sat in my lap staring up at me with its 
smiling face. It’s perfectly content expression mocking 
me. I ran my fi ngers over the cracks in its surface. It 
was my mask. The façade I had put on every morning 
since fi fth grade. And today it fi nally cracked. I guess 
the middle school material it was made out of  couldn’t 
handle the radiation of  high school drama. It was a good 
mask, but an older model. I fi gured that’s why it broke. 
In a way it was bitter sweet. I had almost gotten used 
to not wearing it. Even though it had only been a few 
hours.
 I took one last look at the grinning plastic, and 
let it slip from my hands into the fi re. The eyes that had 
been fi lled with sunshine now seemed to plead with 

The Mask
By Ellen Gallos

              “Animal House” Dylan Napolitan; Second Place, Photography

me to snatch them back from the inferno. But I was 
distracted by something heavier landing in my lap… 
another mask.
 “Try mine… its made out of  concrete.”
 The words of  my friend rang in my head. I fi nal-
ly upgraded to the sturdier built-for-the-real-world type 
of  mask. With a sigh I hefted the mask up and placed it 
on my face. Another perfect fi t.
 The thick layers of  the mask separated me from 
my peers, fi ltering out any emotions that would make me 
stand out.
 “Now all I have to do is keep this smile plastered 
to my face and it will all be okay. I wonder what will 
make this one crack…”
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Sun, 
The tulips and I cry for you.
We bow our heads, waiting for you to crown us golden again.
We were royalty once,
Before the ice queen came.

Golden
By Devon Fiorino

“Winter” Nicole Vargas
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Storybook Soul
By Brielle Benner

My soul dreams about 
charging forward, 
mud caked boots, 
sweat dripping off  my head,
fi ngers twitching from nervousness, 
legs heavy with fear.
It fantasizes about the whisper of  victory, 
so soft,
so subtle,
roaring in the ear of  those barely left alive, 
sadness riding the air on the back 
of  creatures that never existed.

Innocence like a three year old child, 
propped upon one knee, 
eyes curious, 
eyes open,
eyes afraid of  knowing the truth,
eyes wanting and hoping to believe, 
small fi ngers grasped around the rim of  a story book, 
and a small smile tugging
at the corner of  their lips.
A cup overfl owing with beautiful,
small creatures,
wings slightly fl apping
as they ride along the breeze
Hope and love,
faith and courage 
over pouring over the rim, 
covering,
if  just for seconds
the cracks of  doubt carved 
into the edge of  a fragile, 
crystallized glass as

it rests soundly upon 
the edge of  legend and pure insanity.
My soul is un-resting, 
but lays down silently in the meadow
My soul is un-trusting and skeptical,
but steps to the edge to take the leap of  faith

My soul is stubborn and foolhardy, 
but it still uses a gentle touch
to pick the most delicate of  fl owers

My soul
Is a hero
Rising each day,
Before the sun is awake
Fighting itself, a greater foe 
Than the countless dragons it has slain
Waiting for the happy ending, 
That was promised to it as a child

My soul, is the last line out of  a storybook.
A line that you can feel
Every ounce of  pain and every moment of  sorrow 
And every second of  joy 
And every day of  bliss. 
Where every laugh line 
Is stitched in the ink of  the word, and
Where every tear  
Made them run together 
Perfectly.

My soul, is 
“And They Lived 
Happily Ever After.”
My soul, is
"And They
Lived"
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“From the Depths” Grant Wiggins



52

My soul is paint,
Flying through a white paper,
My soul despises black and white,
And doesn’t appreciate gray much either.
It fl ies through and falls,
My soul doesn’t paint concrete forms,
It knows it could get better,
But is too confused for straight lines,
And too passionate to even try.

If  each color represented an emotion
Then blue would be my soul’s deceptions,
Yellow its desires,
Green its satisfactions,
And red simply obsessions.
But there is an unlimited pallet of  colors,
It’s just a matter of  nuances,
And of  darks,
It’s a matter of  choices.
My soul fl ies and falls,
And sometimes breaks a brush,
Mixing up the colors
Often too much.

Color Blind
By Aysha Hamouda

“Rainbow” Paige Sheperd



53

 

 

Something lurks beyond the realm
Of  fantasy and truth and discovery 
Awaits the hero who dares to rise 
Against the beast who is waiting 
For you to come and test your pride. 
It lives in your heart 
And waits for you to die 
There the dragon slumbers 
Waiting for you to collapse
Under the weight of  your own mind.
The expectations of  dying 
Causes life to become 
a living hell
the dragon only laughs
as you destroy your world.

Though every once in a while 

A hero will take the sword
Lodged in the stone of  a heart 
Once alive
And the hero will try to slay, 
 
Slay the night.
Beside you your shield lays
Broken in pieces, 
Metal seams woven into the crack,
and with your shattered sword 
Still hope, 
‘Cause your belief  can kill

Beliefs Can Kill
By Brielle Benner
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Big things with soft edges
By Sofi a LeBlanc, Class of  2009

My friend, I watch you
On the fl oor making solar systems with marbles
Marking distances with your fi ngertips,
I’m glad you see that planets are really just
Brightly colored balls of  glass that 
Shoot around on the fl oor,
And outer space is the
Rug in my bedroom covered in dog hair
And people hair and fuzz.

Engrossed in the universal framework,
You are a god, choosing which
Planets revolve around which, and 
Placing each in its cosmic niche.

From my bed, I watch the evolving universe
Composed of  familiar elements of  my childhood,
But my eyes absorb themselves in the
Skylight above us, where peculiar
Pinpoints of  light reach in 
From billions of  lightyears away.

“Cosmic M
anipulation” Josh Seckler, Class of 2008
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“Crown” Erica Hutchins, Class of  2008
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Tendrils of Humanity
By Josh Seckler, Class of  2008

I stand under the fl ickering intensity of  the night sky,
a starscape splayed out above me,

the ground fl owing out beneath me,
earth curving off  in all directions

as we two bodies hurtle through the inky infi nite.
Vulnerable and insignifi cant, I feel a quantum mechanical wind piercing all;

subexistent infi nities looming over the omniverse
in the manor of  puppet masters, forcing existence to dance at a whim.

It is in this starlight drenched fi eld that I stand, transcending politics and
the trifl ings among the less thoughtful,

those that kill for imaginary lines and ideals. 
I stand here as a human, nothing more, nothing less.

I strip myself  of  all country based affi nities and call to the world.
I call for a new age, not an age of  superpowers,

but an age of  humanity.
I call to every single woman and man on earth to shake off

this old and outdated paradigm of  separation,
shake it off  and join me in this starlit fi eld,

shake it off  and join the human race.
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Welcome to the American Dream
 By Shub Schirmer, Class of  2007

“38C” Erica Hutchins, Class of  2008

Turn on the light
Close the window
Finally feelin’ full of  falafel
Syncopated paper chains
Chocolate bunny love
Electric whine of  the boob tube
Keep markin’ down the prices
But is it worth it to make a sale
If  you still can’t break even?
Pita pita chick pea eata
Insomniac EPICAC
Dirty jerz bruns water
So much for the life giving elixir
On the banks of  the gross Raritan
You still up?

Yeah, of  course I’m still awake
Oh delicious iced coffee
Extra sugar extra cream extra SARS
Dreams of  past lovers and fantasy creatures
Of  things yet to come
Or never at all
Changing only in detail
But never in substance
Sleep ‘til cinco
Reeks of  patchouli
Cake eater RU screw
Where is Waldo and one-eyed Willy
Say aye!!! Nay….
We love you Muk Mu!
Welcome to the American dream
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Symphony
By Katie Baker, Class of  2009

He told me that he hated me.
It wasn’t the fi rst time.

I say nothing
Though my heart twinges,
Transfi guring itself  into lead
Sliding through my blood and muscles
To land with a plop in my stomach,
Tossing around half-digested broccoli and gnawed hamburger
To spread acid ripples into my hips.

He repeats it.

The stone in my stomach twitches.
I snarl a rejoinder,
Tears building in my eyes
Sob struggling against my iron will,
Stuck in my obstinate throat.

He says it again.
I raise my arm and swing
As the lights fl ash and the music plays and the audience gasps.

“Vision of  Vixens” Dan Penge, Class of  2009



60

Boy
Dedicated to Kevin Gulick
By Lauren Briede, Class of  2008

Sweet boy
How I love to see the twinkle in your eye
As he’s holding you, above his head
You grin from ear to ear.
A laughter of  pure joy
I can hear you squeal
When he tickles your soft tummy

Dear boy
I hate to see you cry
Your brown eyes glisten with tears
As you watch him being lowered
You throw fl owers and drawings of  you two together
With hearts scrawled, “I love you” in crayon
He loves you with all his heart, and will always be looking after you.

My boy
I wish I could fi ll the void, But I can’t
I cannot mimic his warm embrace
His scruffy beard rubbing on your fragile face
You’ll never have that glow in your eyes
Like I’ve seen 
When you saw his face

Strong man
It’s been nine years
You’ve had to learn on your own about life
His guidance was absent, but you’ve managed to learn about the world.
But I bet he’s looking down on you now, with that twinkle in his eye,
And is proud to call you his son.



61

“M
y P

hil
oso

ph
er”

 K
at

ie 
A

tti
ne

llo
, C

las
s o

f 
20

09



62

Doors
By Katie Vokes, Class of  2007

They speak as if  words have
traces of  last night’s cocktailed crackers in your
hair is falling out in the shower caught in the 
drain the half  empty bottles and wipe clean
the fl oors this time of  year are colder than you can
imagine a world where people leave love notes without
sentences feel naked without question
marks on the sidewalk point you to my door-
step inside and hug me lest I miss you
again the birds chirp and we feel nothing.

“Nature Refl ecting” Michael Romano, Class of  2009
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It goes like this.
By Jess Wolven, Class of  2008You see

i could tell you 
what i think
and what i do not think
and what i believe 
and what i desire
and what i loathe
but 
perhaps instead i will tell you
what i love
what i love not about myself
or the people in my life
but what i love about how 
others love
i love to watch old couples
especially the ones who
obviously still feel the way
they did when 
they fi rst met
i love the looks they share
with one another
the gentle touches
the way they
help the other
to walk or to sit
the way they get 
mad at the other
even before they say
something
because they already
know by that familiar 
look 
what words will proceed
and then there are
the two small children 

over there
who are still fresh in 

this world
still smelling of  their 

mothers’ wombs 
they play and laugh

not knowing the
realities their parents

struggle with every day
mainly ones they have 

created
themselves

sure they fi ght and kick and
bite

but the love is apparent
when the one

gets a boo-boo
and the other kisses

it gently and shares their 
ice cream

i never see adults
do this for 

one another
i wonder if  one

day these children
will be as happy as the old

couple is
and if  anyone will ever notice that no matter 

what happens in the middle that
in the beginning

and in the 
end

it was and always will be
about 
Love.

“They’re Best Friends” Brittany Harper, Class of  2009                                
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Ribbons and Pins
By Michael Romano, Class of  2009

They say love fl oats,
inspiring images of  balloons in my mind.
Colored like pastels,
they’ll bounce along funnily as I walk, 
tied delicately by a ribbon to my wrist.
I pray that the bow will never loosen,
that some bully won’t come along with a pin
and pop my love into pretty colored shreds of  oblivion.

Brassica oleracea
By Lauren Young, Class of  2008

You’re a cabbage, my darling.
No one likes you,
unless,
you’re shredded up 
and mixed with mayo.
Or boiled down and plunked 
next to
a large hunk of  meat.
You’re a tradition 
at stupid holidays.
But no one really,
really loves you.
You’re not 
the main course.
And when you peel
away your pretty,
purple layers
your insides
are gross.
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“Untitled” Brittany Harper, Class of  2009
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 Porcelain nestled into my palms, breathing in 
the crisp night air and exhaling it onto my skin, tingeing 
it blue.  Despite the hue creeping along my fi ngers, the 
window beside me remained open, my muscles neither 
willing nor able to exert the effort to close it.  Lips 
kissing the frosty ceramic of  the mug, I let the liquid 
burn down my throat, leaving in its wake charred fl esh 
the color of  raw pink lipstick.  My stomach cringed in 
the face of  the unwelcome visitor barreling into all my 
organs as I shuddered slightly.  The taste of  tree bark 
and burning coal settled into grooved tongue and 
scraped against teeth in a destructive declaration of
authority.  Desperate for love, I kissed the mug again.
 Assuming the mug was fi lled with coffee, the 
champion of  late night studying, my roommates had 
long since retired to their bedrooms ushered into plush 
dreams by chamomile and half  hearted reassurances.  
If  it had been coffee I would have gone to bed myself, 
swallowing the Nyquil that would guide me to a morning 
as hollow as the night before when I slipped between 
the sheets.  But I hadn’t slept since you called.  Hadn’t 
drank.  Hadn’t found the answer.
 Parting my lips once more for the onslaught of  
burning surrender, I declared I could believe in love.  If  
I shut my eyes tight and brush away the tears before the 
whiskey could sense my repulsion, love could bloom in 
the crisp air between us.  Your voice oozed from every 
wall, clung to every shred of  fabric, burned like acid 
across every inch of  skin, demanding that I try harder.  
The darkness whispered your words over and over, a 
soothing mantra that helped keep the whiskey fl owing 

from cup to mouth, a form of  CPR bringing life to the 
shell I had been.  Renewed lungs allowed me to fall back 
into the black void of  your embrace.
 I took a sip. Let it burn.  My insides coiled like 
springs at the room that spun with the thoughts that 
would release catastrophe from her iron cage.  Another 
sip.  The way you burn, your hands singeing a map of  
destiny across my skin.  I only had to follow, the night 
seemed to whisper, your hazel eyes gleaming in the 
refl ection of  the moon attempting to stream through the 
dirty window.  One fi nal sip.  And I could feel you hold 
me, pushing me upright so I could focus on the 
conclusion you were demanding, the decision I normally 
would have been too weak to make.  You wouldn’t let go 
now, right?
 If  you didn’t have to choose between the 
whiskey and me, there was nowhere to go, right?  You 
could drink straight from my lips, an endless supply 
of  fuzzy memories and sloppy nights in hazy bars that 
smelled of  evergreen dish soap and sex.  You wouldn’t 
hang up the phone anymore because there would no 
longer be miles between us, no more brick and asphalt.  
Just the blue sky dripping from the half  empty bottle we 
would share.  That’s all we would need for eternity.
 But you weren’t beside me now.  How could I 
let you know I changed my mind?  How could I tell you 
that I was ready to tread water, ready to surrender my 
body to the depths of  the ocean?  I knew you were at 
the bar now, though it was nearing sunrise and a fl are of  
jealousy ignited, using my ribcage to sustain it as 
kindling.  You had no idea that there was no more brick 

Follow the Crimson Brick Road
By Krista Levy, Class of  2007
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and asphalt between us.  
 The mug empty and no longer able to corral my 
wandering mind, I gazed out the window at the brick 
path.  Although I watched the bricks grow leafy, frosty 
and then melt, though I had walked the path countless 
times before, letting its teeth echo with the clicking of  
worn heels, in that moment I despised it.  Every red 
square was one more reason that bound me to 
loneliness, bound me to a life without you.  Standing up, 
a sudden movement that begged my knees to embrace 
the ground, a whirlwind of  colors and shapes that had 

“Untitled” Lizzie Helbig, Class of  2009

been the room a moment before called my name and 
asked me to sit amongst the rushing chaos.  The world 
rushed towards a funnel that bled new shades that had 
yet to be named, the sound of  bursting creation grating 
against my ear drums.  The fi nal hope of  stalling cre-
ation seemed to appear in the antithesis; utter ruin.  So 
with the only part of  my body not transfi xed with the 
hatred that foamed from my pores, I threw the empty 
mug to the fl oor, in protest or possibly concession to 
your silent demands manifested by Johnny Walker.  The 
symphony of  the mug shattering against the fl oor stilled 
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the room immediately, a cure to one symptom but never 
the whole plague.  With a renewed sense of  power, or 
at least the illusion of  such, I reached for the doorknob 
not caring what I was leaving behind, not knowing 
what I was stepping towards, besides the bricks, besides 
letting you know that the sky and the sea were more 
important than the whole world.  I could walk out into 
the shaft of  blinding light, immerse myself  in the purity 
of  its glow and let my body be divinely ushered into 
heaven.  I could submerse myself  in an idea I didn’t even 
believe in, if  it brought my tongue closer to declaring 
the reality of  love.  I gently slid the door closed behind 
me, consciously quiet to push my roommates further 
into sleep, as if  I knew they would disapprove but re-
fused to think about the why.  There was coffee in my 
mug, I kept reminding myself.  Just coffee, decaf  I might 
have uttered to acknowledge that I was trying to sleep.  I 
hadn’t slept since you last called.
 Stairs jutted from the building, leading me in 
a slow descent towards what I assumed would be the 
golden gates of  a dream.  I didn’t stop to think I had to 
be asleep to dream, didn’t acknowledge I hadn’t slept 
since you called.  There was no logic to the descent that 
would grant me an entrance to the above.  No thought, 
only the lights leaking from the city to guide me to the 
brick pathway 300 miles away made sense.  The pieces 
of  the mug assured me of  this.
 Before I could take in the smell of  burnt 
popcorn and incense in the hallway or the disjointed 
way I shuffl ed down the stairs, like a person without 
muscle or tissue only bone, I was outside.  Bathed in the 
December frost and clouds that scratched at my skin 

like starched wool, I stared at the same patch of  bricks I 
viewed from my window every night.  They looked 
gentler up close, not the sinister demons blocking my 
path that I had always thought of  them as.  I almost 
contemplated dragging myself  back to the fi fth fl oor 
and crawling back to bed but divine intervention 
reignited the outrage that had guided me into the night 
twofold.  I had every right to hate the bricks because 
I had loved them unconditionally fi rst.  With only that 
thought in mind and everything else sacrifi ced to the 
dark, I began working on the extraction of  one brick.  
One would have to represent the thousands, atone for 
the sins of  the masses.  I was surprisingly alright with 
the idea of  one suffering for the many, even as my 
fi ngertips, raw and dripping, absorbed the sandy 
sediment that oozed from the single red square, 
blooming from my own blood that had pooled in my 
palms.
 The cement walls seemed to tremble with the 
echoing assumption.  “Amen to destruction being the 
ultimate form of  identity,” it shouted, quaking at the 
power of  its own morose diagnosis.  But I believed it, or 
maybe created the idea and projected it onto the bleak 
sterile walls.  I tended to shy away from organic blame 
so if  I was ever confronted there would be no hesitation 
to utter a lie infused with truth…or the truth infused 
with slight dishonesty.  If  anyone asked.  If  anyone 
noticed the squeak of  the door that sounded like a farm 
of  balloon animals wrestling, or the heavy whoosh of  
air left in the wake of  the catapulting brick; the last 
exhale before the room was drenched in the sweet rose 
of  sunrise.
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I wait for night time.
I, the messenger of  dreams,
stand under the black expanse
arching tall and vastly silent
and I think of  you, what you must look like
the slow slope of  your back,
white under the silver light
moonlight against the stillness of  snow.

Eyelids descend, open my palms
and I feel the sky breathe past my fi ngers
I see stars; they’re like
that warm peace
of  falling asleep to the smell of  your bed
Cup my hands around 
the soft light
and sing to it with my breath
sing prayers that my words,
whispers like petals,
will fl oat to you over treetops,
kissed by the clouds to fall to your lips
waiting for you to wake as though
waking to my own.

I call to the night’s birds
give them my messages of
your face so bright in my mind
like dawn creeping
eclipsing my shoulders
Your memory seeps in
wrapping over, around my arms as though
sharing my coat.

I tell them about the way
I can smell the woods and shade
in your hair
Tell them they can fi nd you where
the sun fi rst meets the moon
that in-between calm; it sounds like
the way my heart beats for you.
Tell them to lay this message softly upon your ears
so as not to disturb your dreams
let them fl oat inward
to wake you with my words:
poems written in the night,
by these hands, waiting for yours.
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Messages
By Danielle Nguyen, Class of  2007
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