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I've always wanted to be connected to the sea or the sky. 
The limitless, the open, the free, the colorful, the beautiful. 

However, I was more like the earth; grounded, rough, and ugly.
I felt like an island. Surrounded by the deep dark water and lightless sky I once envied.

As I grew, I found that I was not alone.
I found more islands that were like me; that thought like me.

We banded together and created a continent, a safe haven for us all.

Then I became a mountain, tall and breathtaking.
No matter the circumstance, I would stand my ground. 

-Emma Krajc
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Girl with a Pearl Earring...



Have you ever just thought about what you would want to say and who you would say 
it to?  I’ve always done that in my head, or as I’m watching a television show and the 
character dies I rewind to hear their last words. Then repeat them to myself as if they 
have some meaning that I can not yet understand. So I sit there repeating them to my-
self. My mind clearly forgets that this person who I’m grieving over is not real, nor 
is actually dead. But my heart feels a tre-
mendous loss. That is not a good feeling. No 
pain is. Whether it be physical or emotional. 
The pain is still pain. Heartbreak is one that 
hurts the most, because it can come when 
you’re least expecting it. For example, when 
someone dies, you know that there will be a 
feeling of loss and sadness, but with heart 
break it can be a whole mess of things that 
unravel and become one giant assortment 
of pains.  Heartbreak can come in many 
ways. Loss. Loss is one that can really mess 
you up. Did you know that you can actually 
die of a broken heart?  I know this is totally 
off topic, but I don’t really know if there was 
a topic to this anyways. There are tendons 
in your heart that help the heart keep its 
structure and do its job, and these tendons 
can break when there is a tremendous amount of stress on your heart. Making the heart 
deform and be unable to perform its job. This can be from emotions like depression 
or deep sadness. The kind you can feel after you lose someone who meant the world 
to you.  Can you believe that?  If the love of my life died and I was left all alone in the 
world. I could die of a broken heart. Well anyone can for that matter. In fact people have. 
I know that if you’re reading this, you’re probably worried about me and think I’m crazy 
or need mental help. But I don’t these are just my thoughts and sometimes my thoughts 
get deep and I let my mind wander until it decides to go back to its rightful place.  Some-

thing to know about me is that I’m always thinking. If I’m about to confront someone I’ve 
already thought about the one million different ways that the conversation can go. I’ve 
also thought about how the whole day is going to go. I do this because my mind is a crazy 
thing. I don’t know why it does this but it does. It likes to think about the unthinkable 
and it likes to play tricks on me. It likes to make me think of happy things and then it 

brings up those dark stories from my past 
that I try to hide in the back of my head, 
but my mind loves to keep bringing them 
back. My mind also loves to get me hurt, as 
well as my heart. Bringing us back to the 
heartbreak. So maybe this whole thing had 
a topic after all?  Well anyways I think I’m in 
love. But I don’t know if I actually am. Like 
am I in love with the man or the idea of him. 
I mean I know I love him. But why am I so 
afraid to love someone. Is it because I’ve 
experienced heartbreak and I can’t afford 
to die over it? Is it because I don’t know 
the last words that I’ve said to him or what 
I want to say? Is that because I can’t see 
myself dying, because that’s nonsense. We 
are all going to die at some point. But am I 
afraid to love because I imagined him in my 

tomorrows more than I should have? Or is it because I know I’m in love and I don’t know 
how to feel about it, because love has so many side effects that I’m too scared to take the 
drug. Maybe I just need him to fix my broken heart and maybe I need him to be with me so 
I can think of my final words. But the thing is. When I’m with him my crazy brain of mine 
stops thinking and it becomes silent. No tomorrow’s. No confrontations. No broken hearts. 
No last words. Just me and him. Silence. That’s what I need. Silence.

Last words can be confusing...                          -Guenivere Lenc

Photography by Olivia Swain



Mama’s Closet 
By Abigail Dilorenzo
A little girl on Cherry Street,
In a magical place called Mama’s Closet.
Four inch high heels on her tiny feet,
Pearl necklaces across her chest and a beautiful bonnet.
She was getting ready for an imaginary ball,
With a carriage, a prince, and an elegant gown.
She giggled every time she’d trip and fall.
She didn’t know that her giggles would soon cover up a frown.
Time washed by almost seamlessly,
But then came the parties, cars and boys.
Unconsciously, she fell subject to the supremacy
Where dolls were idealistic goals and not toys.
She wasn’t playing in Mama’s Closet anymore.
She was now in competition for acceptance and love.
Thanks to our restrictive society, she was drafted into a 
pointless war.
But there’s never a way to win, when push comes to shove.
So when she flew out of the nest to live on her own,
The memories of self flagellation stuck to her like glue.
But every so often when she is alone,
She puts back on Mama’s high heeled shoes.
She builds a drawbridge with the bricks thrown at her,
But her entryway is highly exclusive.
It wasn’t her fault that they made her a monster,
But she still doesn’t know that those ideas are only illusive.

Photography by Morgan Jennings



And?
By Natalie Madsen

Okay, and?
I see myself every day even when I don’t want to
We all do
So why do you think I don’t know how I look?

I wear these clothes because I love them
I feel genuine and happy when I do
Just because you don’t like means you are you, not me

My hair is the way it is because I want it like that
Shaved or not, short or long
Pink or blue
I keep it like that just because I do

My body is the way it is
I have no control over that
Maybe you want more curves but I can’t offer you that
I will not apologize for the way I was born
For the way I dress
For the way I wear my hair
Or for being myself

Artwork by Isabel Schnitzer



LIFE
Alexa Guarino

Life is like a game
Where you have to lose
Before you can again
To win you have to face the fearful rain

In life...they always say
Don’t use your heart 
Only use your brain

In life there is love
But the more is hate
No one decides 
They all hesitate
And who knows the fate

The closest people you need go away
When you need them the most
You find them lost

Day after day 
Days go by
People are born...and others pass away

Artwork by Jasleen Kaur



Photography is one of a kind.

When you take a photo you really speak your mind.

Whether indoors or outside

You can truly tell that dedication is applied.

Different exposures, filters, and ways

That will always brighten up your day.

By Samantha Brancato and Guenivere Lenc

Photography by Morgan Jennings
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This game will give you chills,
And give you a thrill,

In summer’s heat or autumn’s breeze,
Blood Sweat and Tears, 

Will lead to an opponent’s defeat,
Sweat and Tears dripping down your cheeks,

Hits and hits play after play,
This is the way Football is played.

-Johan Marcelino

Photography by Mark Bottge



Love at First Sight
Syeda Faiza Jabeen

Saw a gorgeous flower at a tree house, 
Who was playing with her little petals.                              
While coming down the stairs, she hit her toes.   
While walking she falls, caused by the pebbles.                  
I thought to help her out, so I did,                                     
Then I realized, that was just a vision.                               
She was gone, and I was sad like a kid.                           
Look for her, to tell her my decision.        
Days later, found her sitting on a bench,   
                           
So I made up my mind and went to her.  
Stand in front of her, and start speaking French, 
She came to me and said, “Excuse me sir.”   
Said, “You are cute.” She said, “You are no less.” 
I said, Would you marry me?” She said, “yes.”  

Syeda Faiza Jabeen

Photography by Truly Presnell
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at night: 2-27-17

what does this really mean
i look in every direction on the page
trying to speed through the chapters
continue as fast as i can
i try to keep my pace
it’s all downhill from here
i can feel myself slowing
until my eyes start to flutter
my mind is elsewhere
the book is closed

Natalie Madsen

Artwork by Veronica Field

class time:
flooded by the sea of pages
looking in every direction frantically
trying to figure out what it all means
putting sentences together one word at 
a time
slowly phrases are formed
but the voices telling me to hurry up 
doesn’t help
i read and stumble
already taking too long
someone else goes for me
it’s hard for me to read
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CARLY D’ERAMO
Marvelous Sunrise
Both bright yellow and orange
A hint of pink too
The white clouds moving slowly
As the sun starts to travel

JOHN BROTHERS
The sound of loud pipes,

Chaotic yet beautiful,
Raw and true power,

From a powerful engine,
Yet it purrs when given gas.

JEREMY FOLIGNO
The Earth’s Atmosphere
filled with delight and pleasure
smelling the fresh air
and enjoying it with friends
making sure it lasts all day

JARED TAVEREZ
I love my race car

It is blue and very fast.
Her name is Sasha,

She has lots of horsepower.
She purrs when I hit the gas. 

MIA KONTOS
Cinnamon and pine,

Crackling wood in the fireplace.
Family around

Love and joy-filled atmosphere.
My heart: feeling warm and blessed.

DAMIAN ALMONTE
Yankees games, winning

Playoff to playoff, success
Running base to base

Champions on every field
World Series coming real soon

ALEJANDRO PEREZ
Great long narrow road
Leads me to my nirvana.
When will I arrive?
Tranquility awaits me
At the end of my journey.

GRACE PEREZ
Deep in the forest
Beneath the tall trees’ green leaves
The river runs swift
Branches rustle with the breeze
Morning dew clings to the grass.

T A N K A



JOSEPH RIVERA
Crisp Snowflakes

Beautiful snowflakes
Grounds with crisp white snow sticking

Kids playing around
I love it during this time 

Hot chocolate makes me so warm.

MICHAEL ERAMIAN
Snowflakes falling down
Coating the ground all around
Stacking three feet tall
Tree limbs bending from the weight
So much snow covering all

EMILY CHLUDZINKSI
Bright lights fill the room

Screaming fans singing along
Fans forming new friends
Enjoying the sweet music 
Happiness in the moment 

Artwork by Michelle Tolochko



Renaissance 
By Michael Sulpy
The new becomes the old
The old becomes the new
We look back at what we’ve done
And now we have begun
To make the old new fun
The old man’s trash is the young man’s treasure
He’ll make it new, he’ll make it better
He’ll make it great, he’ll make it strong
Welcome to the Renaissance.

Photography by Morgan Jennings
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FOR  THE  NEXT  TEN  WEEKS
By Taisei Miles
The long beach facing the Atlantic was dark and hard 
from rain the night before. The waves were coming in 
rough and choppy and the uneven ground brought the 
water up from opposite sides of the slopes, cupping 
the land with the shells and pebbles from the sea 
moving up steadily over time. The young boy and girl 
had sat down close to where the water begun to re-
turn to the sea. It was loud with the roaring wind and 
the crashing waves. The young boy and girl were with 
a group who had stayed back at the house to finish 
packing. The group of them were returning home af-
ter being at the beach for a weekend.
“Are you feeling better?” the boy asked. He was 
wearing a gray hoodie and khaki shorts.
“There is a pain when I move my eyes,” she said.
“Do you still feel sick?”
“Very.”
“Drink some water.” The boy passed her a bottle.
The girl began to drink the water, at first in sips, and 
then the rolling feeling of thirst came to her quickly 
and she drank some more. When she was done she 
watched the ocean. To her, it was like staring at the 
edge of the earth.
“I’m sorry about last night,” she said.
“Me too.”
“I was not myself. I will be better now. Better than 
ever.”
“I think you and me both feel this beginning to end.”
The girl was holding herself with the cold wind moving 
across the water and onto the sand. She was wearing 
a sweatshirt and the same khaki shorts which the boy 
was wearing.
“Would you like to wear my jacket?” the boy asked.
“No.”
“You look cold.”

“Yes.”
“So take my jacket.”
“I’m fine. It is not that bad. Just get close to me.”
The boy moved closer to the girl and it was easy and 
nice to feel her hands on his chest but it was different 
now and he started to think about college and the 
night before and how tired he had been with all the 
games in the past year.
“Do you still love me?” the boy asked.
“Of course, I do.”
“I don’t mean it like that.”
“Please, stop.”
“What? It should be discussed after everything.”
“Well, of course I do.”
“Of course you do,” the boy repeated. “Are you still 

cold?”
“Yes, but this is making it better.”
“How about the pain when you move your eyes?”
“I’m not sure.”
“Drink some more water.”
She drank more water and looked back at the ocean.
“I feel sick,” the boy said.
“My kind of sick?”
“No, I feel sick with these games. It is not natural. I 
don’t want to be your girl all the time,” the boy said.
The girl did not move. She was afraid to move. She was 
afraid to show anything to him. She had shown plenty 
to the others the night before and anything else would 
simply kill him.
“Maybe it is time to find yourself a nice girl,” the boy 
said. “Half of the heavy lifting has already been done.”
The girl did not say anything.
“I can help you. I can help find someone for you. As 
hell as it is to say it, I can.” The boy had grown to like 
the idea of helping her leave him. In this way, she can 
feel terribly about making a fool of him for the past 
six months and especially the night before. But it was 
a terrible plan if he truly loved her. No man who truly 
loves a girl would ever do such a thing. Yet, the idea 
stayed well-kept in his head.
“What will we do with each other?” the girl asked.
“College is very soon.”
“I don’t want to leave you this way.”
“It is what needs to be done.”
“I really do love you.”
“I know that. But I’m not what you want. You want 
the opposite.”
She squeezed his hand tightly. It was warm. The boy 
really did want to be with her. She had curly brown 
hair and sensitive eyes and the kind of innocence which 
ate you up inside. But none of that mattered if it was 
impossible for her to love him like that. Is it?
“Or maybe I can disappear,” the boy said. “Maybe I 

Photography by Emma Krajc



FOR THE NEXT TEN WEEKS CONTINUED...
should because darling this could kill me.”
“I’m sorry.”
“Don’t be,” the boy said. “Have you been talking to some-
one?”
“Yes.”
“That is lovely.”
“Stop it. No it isn’t.”
“It really is,” the boy said. “Do you love her?”
“I want to.”
The boy smiled.
“I want to stay your friend forever and ever.”
“No,” the boy said. “It could kill me.”
“I couldn’t take it if you couldn’t stay.”
“You will be perfectly fine at college. You will forget all about 
me. You will do great things.”
“Then I won’t go,” the girl said. “I will stay. You don’t even 
have to be my girl. I can be your girl.”
This is what the boy wanted. But now that he had it, he did 
not want it anymore. The wind was speeding up and the tide 
was coming in closer to their feet. The two of them got up 
and started walking back to the house.
“I can be your girl again. What should my name be?” To the 
boy, this was compromise.
“You don’t have to do that.”
“I want to. What should it be?”
“Kelly.”
“Kelly? I like it. I am Kelly and I am yours.”
They held hands on the walk back. The boy could still feel 
the change though. When they got back to the house, they 
finished packing and put the bags in the cars. On the car ride 
back home, he thought about college and the night before 
and how tired he had been with all the games in the past 
year and the boy knew that no matter how much he loved 
her and how much she tried to love him, she would leave and 
he would be heartbroken.

By Taisei Miles

Painting by Michelle Tolochko



From the perspective of a falling snowflake...
By Sydney VanDePutte

I’m falling, and I can’t stop. I don’t know where I’m 
going or who I’m with.  Hundreds upon thousands 
are falling with me, but they don’t seem to know 
or care.  ~Swish~ I’m forced to the right, then left, 
then up, then right.  All directions with no destina-
tion.  I feel like a feather plummeting towards the 
abyss, nothing to stop me, just an unknowing that 
I can’t tell is comforting or not.  I’m still falling, but 
I see something.  Everything around me is gray or 
white, but below there is some green and yellow 
and color.  I’m bracing for impact, but it still seems 
far away.  The closer I get I see hundreds of others 
have already reached their destination.  ~Swish~ 
Right, left, spin, down, left, up.  I’m closer now, I 
can see things moving.  I feel and hear things I am 
near.  Here goes nothing.

Photography by Morgan Jennings
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Being Grateful                   
By Nashalee Cotto Rivera          
                                
Having someone to be grateful to is a special feeling;
Like getting that toy you always wanted as a child.
Or finding the missing peace of a puzzle.
A feeling that another person appreciates you - Like the harmony of a song still unwritten.

Gratitude for the little things we have is showing appreciation more than having it all.
And being able to give without expectation 
Being grateful for another person is to appreciate the beauty of life 
Through another’s vision of the world.

Being grateful for intellect is to use it for bettering our universe.
By appreciating the little things like the promise of each sunrise,                   
For the place we live and should respect  - our home on Earth!
For the little mistakes that make us stronger.

Being grateful for opportunities allows us add value to the world.
To improve and become better citizens and empower them
Being grateful for change helps us grow and become who we are meant to be.
And prepare for experiences to come in time.

Being grateful for unity that can make a difference in a crowd.
And  illuminate the whole earth.
Being grateful for being who you are and touching the world  with your presence, 
To make this world a better place for all humanity.



Jack Meehan

Julia Leva

Sebastian Lazarte
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TANKA by Nicole Pini
Gods

They are mighty gods,
They rule over land and sky,

But two of them fell,
One was locked away for life,

The other was left to die.

Love
Love is a wonder,

Love can be anything you want,
Love is special to you,

Of course you want it very bad,
If you wish you will receive.

Now
She looks pretty now,

She walks down the hallway now,
She looks at you now,

You truly love her today,
But she will never love you.



As I walked home after a long day, I feel that it is bringing to rain, but I did not prepare for this. So I run 
to find a place to stand. When I finally find shelter under an awning, I look and see the sky, it seems to 
stay black forever. I go on my phone and call a Lyft, 20 minutes away. I stand under the dry area and look 
around. The birds are hiding in the trees trying to stay safe like me, but the trees seem to be happy. They 
seem to be reaching for this each drop of rain hoping to get wet. Then I see the flowers doing the same. 
They seem to like the rain, love per se. With that I look and think, people are running past me but why. 
I see that I’d like the plants, people seem to disagree. They are running from the droplets of life, dare 
I say. I mean just think about it. These droplets take what looks like rocks and turn them into amazing 
things like trees and flowers. There is an entire ecosystem based off of this thing that many take for 
granite. The wreaths, fish, dolphins, whales all gone because H2O doesn’t exist. People, villages, trav-
el miles and miles to get this one thing to hydrate, even though it is not safe, but it is all they have. You 
and I can turn the single knob just to get this liquid life. Hot or cold, but always clean. So I’d be scared 
of these droplets, embrace them. I go onto my phone and cancel the car. I brace by self and begin my walk 
home through the liquid life.                                                                                             -Sydney VanDePutte

Photography by 
Truly Presnell
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Artwork by Philip Calderon

There’s multiple plays in a game
We fight back and forth for control
Only one team can win the game

Who has the heart and power to win it all
By Mason Davis



Painting By: Kimberly Matute



The day is almost concluded
But the passion remains arising
None could have precluded
How both kept surprising

They dispelled away the tenseness
Oh how calm they remained
It had to be relentless
But the craved prize had been obtained

For some that moment was long awaited
Others, it had to be despised 
However, it made itself forcefully realized
And their dream or nightmare had been created

Geoffrey Fidati

Painting by Zeeshan Qureshi
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As we all take the field, ready for our FINAL home game
Walking with sticks in our hands, looking at how far we came

As we warm up to win the game the other team squares up
We are ready to score  We’ve have work so hard

But this is not practice anymore now we’re in WAR
The whistle blows, the draw is high

No one on the team is going to let this game go bye
The first goal comes super fast but it sure wasn’t the last

first half was a blast but it sure wasn’t very fast
Team gets in huddle coach says just go in there and have a blast
Second half starts with a draw control to score another GOAL

We have stolen the lead now we got to keep on scoring
As we scored our next goal the fans were outpouring CHEER

If you play as hard as you can the best of you ability
You can beat anyone with your speed and agility

By Kayla Manna

Photography By Brooke Olsson



Summer is...
Summer is getting to be with friends,

And knowing a great night doesn’t have to end, 

 Summer is constant laughs,

Keeping memories alive with photographs, 

Summer is about dreams,

Watching the stars and seeing their gleam, 

Summer is being with the one, 

That loves you a ton,

Summer is staying up late,

Being with the one, who makes it feel like fate,

Summer is talking all night on the phone,

Never wanting to be alone

Summer is the salty sea, 

Sipping on some cold iced tea,

Summer is letting your worries wash away with the tides,

And waiting for the adventures that hides,

Summer is not having any regrets,

Telling yourself, It’s okay if I forget.”

Summer is trying new things, 

Feeling free, like you have wings

Summer is all about fun,

Spending so much time in the sun. 

But there’’s one thing in life you should never forget,

That is, if something goes wrong, don’’t break a sweat, 

Just go in the water, and get a little wet

-By Mya Russo

As we all take the field, ready for our FINAL home game
Walking with sticks in our hands, looking at how far we came

As we warm up to win the game the other team squares up
We are ready to score  We’ve have work so hard

But this is not practice anymore now we’re in WAR
The whistle blows, the draw is high

No one on the team is going to let this game go bye
The first goal comes super fast but it sure wasn’t the last

first half was a blast but it sure wasn’t very fast
Team gets in huddle coach says just go in there and have a blast
Second half starts with a draw control to score another GOAL

We have stolen the lead now we got to keep on scoring
As we scored our next goal the fans were outpouring CHEER

If you play as hard as you can the best of you ability
You can beat anyone with your speed and agility

By Kayla Manna

Photography by Mark Bottge



Shining Summertime
Yellow, Warm, Flowers Singing

Because Of the Birds
By Daniela Meyer

MineCraft
Gotta Mine Some Blocks

Diamond what we’re looking for
Craft my diamond pick

By Ian Feldner

I Step on the beach
Grains of sand between 

my toes
A happy feeling
By Gia Stritter

Summer
The water is hot

The wind is nice and cool
Summer is the best
By Andrew Olexsak

Boxing, Wrestling fun
Why not hit a right hook

Call me Mayweather
By Naveed Awan

I like to use Torque
While I box with a left fork

Got em with a cork
By Naveed Awan

Winter
The snow is pretty

The weather is very cold
Winter is the best
By Jeffrey Yanez

H A I K U
Haiku’s are easy,

But sometimes they don’t make sense,
Refrigerator. 
By Colin Kweit



Golden hour comes,

The sun glistens down on us.

We soak in the rays,

Feel the warmth with every touch. 

Lying on the grass,

All day and all night,

Summer comes and the brisk breezes go,

Content, we stay in the sun 

By Ana Lopez

Photography by Brooke Olsson
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I’ll show you my heart
Before you leave me today

Love was hard to find

Your love is not real
I’m half a heart without you

Tears stream down my face

Go on, twist the knife
My heart’s already breaking

I wish that was me

Two hearts in one home
Been thinking ‘bout it all day

My heart is hoping

Katie McEvoy



Soccer; The Beautiful Game

I love to play soccer on a team
To play professionally would be a huge dream,

To suddenly step out on the field
My supporters would be amazed,

With my bright white soccer boots
I went to go shoot

YES! My team screamed, as it went in.

-Damian Naumoski

Photography by Bryan Leon 



It always starts off with one pitch and one batter. 
I walk up to the batters box practicing my swing.

My teammates in the background shouting my name.
As I’m standing in the batters box my eyesight grows keener.

As soon as the pitcher let go of the ball I knew it was all mine,
I loaded all on to one side and knew this one is gonna be the game winner..

I am the batter now. I am the game.
My body fills with tension as I swing the bat.

As I heard that bat hit the ball i knew it.
I try not to watch. I try not to fear it.

 My ball flies like a bird crossing the sky.
The other team tries to catch it but they can’t get near it.

Bat gets thrown over the side.
Legs run without thinking, the same old drill.
I follow the bases, kicking dirt up in the air.

Make it home on my first swing knowing that I am the batter and the game.
C h r i s t o p h e r  R i c c i

I like baseball
Sports are my life
It makes me happy

Maybe once or twice
My coach believes in me

He inspires me
I play my hardest
I may slam my knee

But in the end
My team goes all the way to victory

C h r i s t i a n  B r e n d l i



No One Knows
She was always happy
She was always smiling 
She was always dying of laughter 
But she was truly sad 

She was truly crying behind the smile
She was truly dying inside
But no one knew
Probably because no one knew enough to ask 

But I am her 
Correction: I was her 
Because she and I are no more
Because she was never able to find true happiness

Because she was never able to find someone who truly cared
Because I was never able to find someone who truly cares
No one knows

By Fernanda Albornoz-Montero

Painting by Aisha Shafiq
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BLUE
By Julianna Decarlo

I don’t know many like you
You’re like your own drug
You always act sly, even smug
You think I don’t have a clue
You project toughness, but I know you’re feeling blue
You try to act like a simple street thug,
But I know you want to pull your own plug
All of your bad thoughts aren’t true

I picked you up after watching you fall
You saw me there and tried to pretend
You tried to look big, but you looked so small
I wiped the tears when you started to bawl
When you wanted support, I gave you a friend
Because of us staying together, with your demons you’ll never brawl

Photography By Kathleen Crooker



Mac-and-Cheese
I warm up the leftover Mac-and-cheese

Knowing her eyes follow me

Sit down, my elbows on my knees

Mac-and-cheese in between

Her face does appear

To my mac-and-cheese so near

She’s cute, but all I feel is fear

Her tongue so quick to lick

To eat my dinner whole

By Makayla Marshall

I have heard many things 
My friend says the water is cool

When I take pictures

They show a bright colors
My grandpa says to send pictures

It sounds like great fun

My dad is very excited
My dad paid for the plane ticket

My sister wants to stay 
By  William Kromka

As the night rose 
Roses donned for protection.
The lights went on in the town 
To appreciate the down.
As night is a time where the city is alive
And even though the lights in the sky have died 
There are still many ways to make this 
Time a bloom
By Matthew Orellana

Basketball/Life Poem 
Never let anyone 
Lower your goals
Other’s expectations
Of you are determined
By their limitations Of life
The sky is the your limit, 
sons Always shoot For the sun 
And you will shine
By Benjamin Simnor 
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Teacher told me to write poetry
I did not tell the teacher that I could not write a poem

When I arrived to the house
Nothing was in my mind to write about

I focused on what to write about
It came to my mind to write about the teacher

I will write poetry, but I don’t think it will be good poetry
I will try my best

What I am writing is from my mind
I leave the decide to my teacher

By Farhad Nasiri

Artwork by Isabel Schnitzer



My Fun Trip To Guatemala
By Victoria McHugh 

Summer 2017
The day before I woke up, I was packing. It took us a couple of hours because we had to 
find all of the clothes to bring, that the packing list said. After we were done packing it 
was around dinner time.  While I was eating I was talking to my parents and said that I 
didn’t want to go anymore, I had terrible anxiety. They didn’t care.  They said that I was 
going to have the best time of my life. 

The next day came and I was up at five in the morning dressed and ready to go to the 
airport.  When I got to the airport I texted my friends, to ask where they were in the 
airport.  Only one of my friends was at the airport at the same time as I was; her name 
was Laura. We both said goodbye to our parents.  We were walking together when we 
ran into Max the only boy that was traveling with five other girls. Laura, Max and I went 
to Starbucks and were waiting for everyone who was on the same flight as us- to meet 
them and go to the gate all together. Once everyone got to Starbucks, we all said our 
names: Maya, Max, Laura, Kellin, Marley and Aryaa. When we got on the plane, Maya, 
Max, Kellin and Marley sat together in the front, then in the back was me, Laura and 
Aryaa. Laura and Aryaa sat together and I was by myself. I was texting my parents say-
ing that I wanted to jump off the plane because we weren’t moving yet. My legs wanted 
to go but I didn’t get up. 

Five hours later, we landed in Guatemala.  We got off the plane and went to go look for 
our luggage. Once we got our stuff, we started to walk outside and heard some group 
of people say GLA. When we got to the group of people everyone there gave us hugs 
and asked how our flight was. We had to wait for a couple of more group of kids before 
we go out to lunch. While we are waiting my friend Grace thought of a game to play to 
get to know each other’s names. By the time we finished the game it was time to go to 
lunch, we had a really big group and there were at least 10 more people coming around 
dinner. After lunch we went to the hotel in Antigua Guatemala, when we got there we got 
our stuff off the buses and went to our rooms and 30 minutes after that we wanted to go 
out and walk around and check out the town. 

The next morning, breakfast was at seven, so while we were eating some food, the coun-
selors were introducing themselves, after that we only had 10 minutes to get ready be-
cause they wanted to get on the roads fast. We had an appointment to go visit a wedding 
and learn how to sew. After that, we were on our way to have some lunch, then we went  
to visit some ruins. The bus driver said, “The roads get very windy, so if you get car sick 
please take some medicines now.”  I didn’t know if I did or not, so just in case I took 
something, and the ride to the home base was three to five hours away. 

When we got to the home base, we were all super excited so we all went outside and took 
pictures. We had the whole hotel to ourselves. After we went outside, everyone had to go 
to the top floor so the counselors can tell us our roommate. Everyone got a room with 3 or 
5 girls, but I got a room with 8 girls.  The first day of my 2 weeks finally came, breakfast 
was at  7 after we ate some food we had to get into the buses and go to the school where 
we will be teaching kids how to speak English. The sad thing is that we only got to spend 
3 days at that school because we couldn’t paint their school. At the first school, I met 
some really cute and nice kids, and I didn’t get to say goodbye. The worst part about that 
is that I promised them I was going come the next day, but we didn’t get to. 

We moved to a different school to teach English and paint their school, it was like a jail 
there. When it was the kids’ lunch time, they were so happy to see us and play some cool 
games that I didn’t know about. Basically, the trip was helping kids and painting, but on 
other days we would learn how they make homemade hot chocolate, go on a super big 
hike up to a town to visit. The other hike was in the woods, and we hiked to a beautiful 
river, where this guy taught us about religion. The hike back was super scary, because 
when we were walking down the hills it started to rain and the mud made everyone fall. 

The last day was super boring.  I was waiting to get to the airport, but my fight wasn’t 
until 10 pm. The day felt like it was forever. When we finally got to the airport, it was sad 
to say goodbye to the counselor. We had to wait at the airport for 3 hours. Once we started 
boarding the plane I was first class, while my friends were all the way in the back. I slept 
the whole 5 hour plane ride.  Once we got through everything I saw my parents with my 
dogs.  It was sad to say goodbye to all of the new friends I made that trip. 
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That Body 
By Jasmine Rivera

The day is where we burn for love
We shall suffer but joyful are our tears
For lost loves who are there but feel worlds apart
And skies of blue and gray

Like the life in your body
A body of lands upon lands of ancient history
That doesn't matter because we are in the now
But now wouldn't have been if it weren't for the past
And the past wouldn't be if it wasn't for the now nor the future
Why are you here?
For what purpose you belong to?

Artwork by Shayna Canning





ANTHONY RANTOWICH



EARTH
What is GREEN but still BLUE
What is as TALL as it is WIDE

What was FEARED of being FLAT
Should be treasured for LIFE

Still dies year by year
Hurt by ICE and FIRE

The HOME to mankind and all alike
Why don’t we care
For when it’s gone

It will be all we desire
For it is OUR HOME

And now it is on Fire!
 by Adlan Tamen

Photography by Bailey Robillard



The early summer breeze whips around the city as the late spring rain hits the window

I sit in the lone Cafe, waiting for the rain to stop the onslaught of sounds on the window 

I sit and ponder what to do, only thinking to enjoy the cold spring rain on my way home

I leave the store, and immediately am hit by the storm unfolding, I start to make my way home

George Buzzell

Photography by Morgan Jennings
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Dead Poets Society
By Daniel Portas

John Keating is new to the school
His students thought that it was cool

That he was in the Dead Poets Society
With a variety of different people

Neil decides to restart the group
They read poems, compositions, and books

The students were having a ball
Until one of them ruins it all
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