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About
While each instance of art and writing published in this magazine is incredible in its own 

right, the authors and artists below created pieces that demonstrate a great amount of not only 
hard work and creative perseverance, but also prominent artistic vision along with the effective 

execution of this vision. 
Please keep an eye out for these creators and their pieces as you peruse this year’s issue!

Authors
Madeleine Kimmel, Tenth Grade

Piece: “Angler”
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Piece: “Postcard from Taos”

Bella Infante, Twelfth Grade
Piece: “Roxmor”

Artists
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Piece: “Origami Landscape”

Urvi Ramesh, Eighth Grade
Piece: “Turbo”

Joseph Abounohra, Terminale
Piece: “Routine”
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Roxmor
Editor’s Choice

My grandfather’s second wife, Trudi Miller, inherited from her uncle a small society in the Catskills, 
Roxmor Colony. No, there were not more rocks in Roxmor, but there were many small pebbles that would 
stick to your feet if you ran around barefoot, something we all had done far too often. The land was shared 
among twenty or so families, each owning their own cabin. After Trudi passed, my grandfather spent many 
desolate winters up there, despite the water being turned off for fear of the pipes freezing. I was never there 
with him, but I imagine Ettore laboring over complex math equations by firelight. I, on the other hand, had a 
very different relationship with Roxmor.

Spending small portions of my summer and the early parts of Fall bushwhacking and searching for 
houses where only a cold hearth and hidden love letters remained. Across the road, there was a creek where 
my sister and I would design Flintstones like the living room. We and the clay we dug from the banks to use as 
sunscreen would lie in the sun, baking in our makeshift kiln den. The purpose of the Fire Pond was to 
extinguish fires in the colony. By present day, however, it had become a tadpole breeding ground, decorated 
by a foam alligator who failed in its sole purpose of scaring off birds.

There were many traditions that Trudi’s family had given Roxmor, a Fourth of July Padre, steak dinners, 
restocking the pond, walkthrough dances and, of course, what we know as Council. Twenty or so juveniles 
would gather around a fire on a full moon and chant “O’ CHIEF, O’ CHIEF, O’ CHIEF” in hopes of being chosen 
to report what mushroom they had found this month, or challenge an opponent to a talk-fast. Knot tying 
relays were high anxiety, but all disputes were settled when the fire’s glare settled into a glow, and chalk 
marks on our faces displaying our team’s victories started to melt so we could come to sing-a-long, Long Trail 
of Wandering. I always imagined that a stranger seeing Council for the first time must think it was cult-like, 
but what they wouldn’t have understood is that the level of seriousness the residents of Roxmor took in the 
event was always backed by a playful need to keep a tradition alive.

Bella Infante
Twelfth Grade

Art by Will Ward
Twelfth Grade

“A Boat on a River”



I Feel, I Think, I Want

The stillness of the outside morning you stand in before the homes around you have woken up. The 
early morning yawns of birds softly tweeting here and there. You can smell the green in the grass, the 
round droplets of fresh dew, and the grey in the concrete. You absorb the present moment, which feels 
“deep” in a rich, full kind of way. The contours of your face feel cool as your soul begins to inhale the 
possibilities of this new day. You can hear the acceleration of cars just outside the pocket of your 
neighborhood. This is a feeling. There are so many feelings I want to live in.

Some days I want to feel like Hakuna Matata from The Lion King. Some days I want to feel like Pretty 
Girl Rock by Keri Hilson. Other days I want to feel light like Stop This Train by John Mayer. Sometimes I want 
to feel like deep-colored silk, and other times I just want to feel golden.

My family makes me feel like a warm, full hug from the inside out.
Sometimes I like going on drives that make me feel like golden hour and other times drives make me 

feel like a rich, indigo sunset.
I love the daydreams that feel like the Suite Life on Deck.
Friendships that make me feel like sunsets. Sunsets that feel like Fast Car by Tracy Chapman. Time 

apart that feels like Christmas lights in November. Reunions that feel like See You Again by Wiz Khalifa and 
Charlie Out.

I think the feelings of rosy and blush are beautiful.
I can only imagine how nice it’d be to fall in love with someone who makes me feel like movies on a 

rainy day bundled up in a soft blanket (an assortment of snacks included, of course). Or maybe someone 
who makes me feel like a full day at Universal Studios on a bright, crisp day.

I’d love a fridge and pantry that feel like a blend of Trader Joe’s and Whole Foods.
The next chapter of my life feels like orange peonies on the bluest day. It also kind of feels like a 

grand museum with a bunch of little rooms waiting to be unpacked and enjoyed through and through, a 
warm cup of hot chocolate in hand. I’m actually not too sure and it feels kind of nice. It’s a wonderful 
feeling to be living in, finally.

Ashlyn Tu
Twelfth Grade

Art by Deniz Toksoz
Eleventh Grade

“Patterns and Colors”
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The Steps of Life

The season where joy is spread with som’ne new
But hands, and noses, and feet are cold and blue,

And gifts, traditions, they light me a flame,
Let’s all dance ‘round the tree, winter just came.

The sun came out, the birds singing in tune,
Hibernation is ov’r, now flowers bloom,

The kids can come outside and feel the love,
Spring has passed by, the bride sets free her dove.

Ice cream is dripping on the hot, peach sand,
Many seagulls passing by the blue sea,

Summer has come, people are gay and tanned,
Time passes, they’re dressed now as monsters spreading fear,

Autumn finally came, come sit and see,
These are the four seasons of the whole year.

  Marina Salel
  Tenth Grade

Art by Saskia Marouteix
1ÈRE

“Koi Fish”



Carpe Diem

December 12, 1633

On March 16, 1633, I, Eleanor Maria James, became a crew member of the Saint Augustine and 
boarded the ship under the name Elliot Smith. I had to cut my hair and bind my chest to pass as male. 

My life in the eyes of my stoic parents and intellectual brother has always been as insignificant as a 
pawn in a game of chess. My life, in simpler terms, has always been lived in the shadows, for in the minds 
of the educated members of our society, women are symbols of grace, obedience, and beauty and were 
never designed to trouble their heads with the functions of government or politics. For women 
everywhere, our lives are bound by chains of fear and manipulation; the tactics used to scare us into 
following the tide of society. However, that is beside the point. As a young child, I was fascinated by the 
astonishing discoveries of philosophers and scientists. I was especially intrigued by the prospects of the 
Americas and the science and engineering behind travel to the new world. 

I recall sneaking out of my room at midnight to read the book and manuscripts in my father’s study 
until dawn came. I was fortunate neither my father nor anyone else ever learned of my obsession, for if 
they had, I am positive I would never have become as educated in the relevant sciences. It was that 
intellect that allowed me to board the Saint Augustine six months ago. The Saint Augustine was a caravel 
funded by my family so that we could acquire spices and other desirables to barter with other countries. I 
learned of it while reading the trade records kept by our bankers and became bewitched by the sheer 
brilliance of the engineering of the vessel, reading everything I could about it. I longed to go on that 
voyage. I wanted to see the world not through the pages of books but with my own two eyes. I wanted to 
feel that sense of adventure and purpose that I had only read about. 

And then, it began to dawn on me: I knew when the boat was leaving the port, what cargo was on 
board, the criteria to become a crew member, the exact route they were taking, and I knew the sciences 
and mathematics used to create the caravel. My curiosity took over. 

On the day of the ship's leave, I wore the crew uniform, and I boarded with a mixture of fear and 
excitement, pushing me along. Dangerous storms appeared as the sea became more violent. The sky was 
stained a murky gray, and the wind became just as treacherous as the ocean below. Our voyage to South 
America was six weeks long. The conditions we faced on the sea were unbearable. I had to be especially 
careful. I would not sleep in the same corridors as the other crew members. 

One of my main jobs on the crew to ensure the boat was not damaged in any way from the 
numerous storms, so I stayed on watch at night. Because of this, I was never questioned for sleeping 
during the day in an emergency storage compartment I located while analysing the blueprints of the ship. 
I also bathed while the crew was busy at work. Even after making landfall, I had to stay cautious. However, 
I did not let my task of keeping my identity safe interfere with my research. 

The Saint Augustine and its crew remained in South America for twenty-four weeks before making 
the journey back to England. The accounts of my voyage were filled with my research on the new land. 
For once in my life, I did not feel like everyone else would be better off without me. However, nothing 
gold can stay. The sun will set, and a black haze will drown the sky’s beauty and dim the brightly lit stars. 
For in mid-October, the Saint Augustine left South America to sail the great Atlantic on its way home to 
England. 

The journey was long and dangerous, but somehow we made it to the final stretch. I had 
two weeks until landfall. I just had to hold on for two more weeks, and I fell ill. Terribly ill. I 
was taken reluctantly to the infirmary and passed out for three days. When I woke up, I knew the truth 
was unleashed. 



I suddenly became terrified of what might happen to me. I probably would have been left to die 
right there if it weren’t for Captain Thomas. The Captain has worked for my family for as long as I can 
remember. He was an inspiration to me growing up, and I see he just couldn’t watch me die. 

Not in such a horrible fashion. I was protected for the duration of my time onboard, but once I 
stepped off the vessel, I was handed over to the authorities. My parents believed their noble status could 
save me from punishment, but there was nothing they could do. 

I had violated the law. As I left, my mother was the only one who looked even remotely upset, and 
I don’t think it was because her daughter was being taken from her. I did this to prove to them I was more 
than just their useless daughter, but they will always see me as lesser than. I reached the prison where I 
was taken and saw  a corridor lined with cells. The cells were dark, isolating asylums where the only sound 
I could hear was the footsteps of the guards passing the cells. A day after arriving at the cell house, a 
leather journal was passed through a slot in the cell door. I took the book in my hands and opened it. It 
was a journal I had when I was a child. It was where I wrote about all the aspirations and far off dreams. 

With the light coming in the slot on the door, I read through the passages, and tears began to fill 
my eyes. You forget what you want to remember, and you remember what you want to forget. I had 
forgotten the days when my imagination would take me to the places I could only dream of going. The 
days when I’d spend my time sewing with my mother and writing whatever stories came to my head. 

I smiled. Tears streamed down my face, and I was smiling. Memories of my childhood filled my 
head. I sat against one of the walls with the book held close to my heart as I began to write this entry, my 
last entry. I can already hear the footsteps of soldiers coming to my cell. 

And when they take me from this place, I will not be resistant. I will walk with a smile on my face. 
Even if these tears continue to pour down my face, I will look at the crowd of onlookers and stand tall. I do 
not regret a single decision I have made the last six months. And as that crowd of people looks up at me, I 
want them to know this. However, most of all, I want them to see an intelligent and brave twenty-three 
-year-old unmarried girl who left her comfortable and easy life because she longed to witness the 
unknown for herself. And as everyone goes quiet until the only sound heard is the rustling of leaves in the 
cold winter air, and the rope is placed around my neck, I will take my final breath as my feet drop. 

Carpe Diem. 

(Inspired by Jeanne Baret and Deborah Sampson)

Sofia Dunkel
Seventh Grade



A Melodious Surprise

I see the sheet of music; the key is nice.
The notes just flow and move with ease and grace.

So calmly mild and slow, and quiet like mice.
The flutes so light as air, not heavy like bass.
It turns into a minor key not happy to hear.

I read more flats than sharps, not fun to play.
The ‘bones not tuned, just flat, it hurts my ear.
On measure fifty-nine, we’re almost halfway.

But wait, the time has moved; it’s three to four.
She’s up, I’m down, the bows just clash and crash.
The drums now rush, we stop a measure before.

I mark the page, and then the cymbals crash.
I find no point to stress, no point to rage,
Until I see the stand to find a new page.

Rajiv Premkumar
Tenth Grade

Art by Emilio Palafox
Twelfth Grade

“Wake From Life”



Steak Dinner

On faded nights tucked in a soft warm glow,
When scratchy music brushes time worn floors,

When lovely laughter rings and spirits grow,
Time seems to slow against its ragged shores.

Then gleaming starlight kisses golden skin,
And little lightning bugs dance through the dark,

While old folk sway and fearless children spin,
And every moment shining smiles do spark.

Not far away a river glides down stone,
And mountain air caresses reddened cheeks;

A child tells tales about a long lost throne
Found somewhere just beyond the wooded peaks.

But these long nights spent under bright moonbeams
Do not last longer than the sweetest dreams.

Grace Infante
Tenth Grade

Art by Laetitia Guerin
Terminale
“Untitled”



Death by Words

It’s time I tell the story of my past,
A secret I’ve been keeping for much too long.

I thought I’d make friends that would last,
I know now, I was so terribly wrong. 

It must’ve been just too hard to get along.

Six years of experience was all I had,
But now I was the new kid once again.

I thought this experience might not be so bad,
Humouring myself, I must have been.

But this is now and that was then.

On my first day, and every day after that, words flew fast and furious.
I couldn’t speak, words like bullets to my head.

If they’d have turned around, been curious,
They’d have seen a young girl named Ely,

Sprawled across the floor, dead.

Those words will be in her mind forever,
She couldn’t forget them, even if she tried.

They didn’t hesitate to pull that trigger,
And that happy little girl named Ely had died,

Those words were still stuck in her mind and heart.

It’s absurd to think of the reason:
She was ostracized for the place she came from,

Day after day, season after season.
Something she could hide, but never really change,

But she did her best, and became a chameleon.

She hid her roots from everyone,
She hid her tell-tale accent.

She looked the same as anyone,
And no-one knew how disingenuous she was being.

But she was happy she could finally fit in.

Every day she would rise up again, full of hope, in vain.
She was uselessly biding her time,

Staring out the same window, hoping the world would change.
Constantly hurting, but knowing she couldn’t fly. 

She knew it was selfish, but at this point, all she wanted was to die.



She also hid her learning of the language of one of her people.
But, horror of all horrors! She forgot that homework in the parcel she gave the principal!

The principal saw the foreign letters and presented it proudly to the class.
She hid in the back, while everyone promptly gasped.

But now everyone knew where else she was from.

The words didn’t get much better after that,
And she knows she’ll never be the same,

But she also knows she must talk about it.
As she slowly starts to accept who she really is, 

Hoping that the past will never repeat itself, and come back.

So next time, to all those who listen,
Accept everyone around you, take it from me,

We were all made equal, so no-one would be lonely.
Treat others how you want to be treated, now that is your mission.

Whoever they may be, don’t make fun of anyone,
Because you are equal to everyone.
No-one is better, no-one is worse,

We are all beautiful, because we are diverse.

Think of this, before you might make a mistake,
Think of that heart you may be about to break.

Think of the life you might be changing for the worse,
And know we are all equal in this universe.

And no matter how hard it may be, smile and be friendly.

Elyssa Chaouch
3ÈME

Art by Anushka Colaco
Twelfth Grade
“Lifeless Love”



I Have to Say Adieu

It’s been a long time since I saw you last,
Your laughter sounding through my ears most days.

I always think about our special past,
But when I think of you it makes days grey.

Oh never seeing you is a great shame,
You always brought some sunshine to my life.
The loss of you has burned out my true flame.

Oh sometimes I just want to grab a knife.
Oh when you grew up nothing ever giv’n,

You made sure I had every little thing.
Oh you were always smart and always driv’n,

You always treated me like a great king.
Oh wishing you could see how much I grew,

Goodbye, I sadly have to say adieu.

Aidan Fulton
Tenth Grade 

Art by Ellie Abel
Eleventh Grade 

“Beauty in the Brokenness”



The Age of Action

Vadstena, Sweden, Ada, Sixteen years old 

“My grandmother used to tell me stories when I was younger, before I went to bed. She tucked me in 
every night with a blanket of stars, stitched together with magical tales about the earth. She described early 
morning daybreak as a beacon of hope for everyone wandering, lost in the cold. She showed me the whimsy 
of fog as it swept through our little Swedish town, the melancholic cries of waves breaking every night against 
the sandy shore. Every night, I dreamed of what new marvels she would show me. 

But those were dreams. Now, I have woken up, and oh, how I wish I could close my eyes against what I 
see. Every other day, there is news of another oil spill, blacking out the oceans like ink seeping into paper. The 
fishermen earn next-to-nothing, the fish poisoned from our waste. The sea used to be alive. Now it is gray 
and forgotten. Smoke from the factories permeates the air with its unforgettable stench. 

We, the students, stood by and watched with increasing dread, waiting for the politicians, our knights 
in shining armor, to sweep in and save the day. But our cavaliers never came. So we took matters into our 
own hands. Every night, after homework, we put the finishing touches on our signs, perfected our speeches. 
Until the fateful day finally arrived, when we packed up our signs and left on buses to Stockholm, where tens 
of thousands of people were making a difference. We marched and shouted and held up signs, putting our 
whole bodies and souls into our efforts. We marched for our oceans, filling up with oil, for our forests, 
burning faster by the second, for the melting, plastic planet that we call home.” I stood taller at my podium, 
addressing the protesters spread out like an ocean before me. 

“And, now, three years later, I am sixteen, and nothing has changed. But I will march for change until 
I’m sixty, if that’s what it takes. Look at your bodies. Carbon, nitrogen, oxygen--almost everything we’re made 
of was forged in the hearts of dying stars. We are cobbled together by billions of years of stardust. We 
breathe with the aid of flowers and trees. The universe created us, so why are we trying to destroy part of it?” 
I held my hands up in question, and the crowd cheered. I stepped down from the podium, and on we 
marched. 

Tanomah, Saudi Arabia, Lena, seventeen years old 

“I’m going out,” I said. “Study group.” My mother didn’t look twice at me. I kept my 
head down as I made my way to our meeting spot, the shed behind the old elementary school. When I 
approached the door, I knocked six times in quick succession. “Lena?” a voice called quietly. “Yeah, it’s me,” I 
whispered, turning the knob and walking inside. 

My friends were sitting inside, turned toward an old whiteboard scavenged from the remains of one of 
the old classrooms. Our plan was written across it in bright red marker, a mess of chicken scratch and 
exclamation marks. The date of the following day was written on it in big letters and circled multiple times, a 
striking reminder of the plan we had set into motion. I could feel the hum of adrenaline coursing through my 
veins, remembering what we had done the night before and all the events that led up to it.

 It started a few months ago, when I was walking home from school and, passing my friend Rana’s 
house, decided to stop by. I rang the doorbell, only to be greeted by the suspicious glare of her burly father. 
“What do you want?” he grunted. “I came to see Rana, sir,” I said respectfully. “

She’s not home,” he growled, before slamming the door in my face. Anger settled in my stomach; I had 
seen Rana inside, cleaning the floor on her hands and knees, dust coating her face like a second skin. 

A week later, my newly married sister, Farrah, came home to take some groceries to her husband 
Majid’s house. A yellow-green bruise bloomed along her cheekbone; it was one of many I’d seen so far. When 
I asked about them, she murmured, “Oh, you know how Majid can get.” Our mother dutifully ignored this 
from her spot on the couch. 



Every day, I saw women unable to go anywhere without men to drive them. Fury 
simmered deep in my stomach. I met with my friends at our meeting spot, and we made 
hundreds upon hundreds of calls to all the girls who were sick of mistreatment, double 
standards, and sexism. We called all the girls in Tanomah, and they came that day to 
demand better rights. The streets were a sea of hijabs and stomping feet, undulating waves 
of righteous anger. We made signs insisting on change, and that day we held them high in 
the air, for all the world to see. Soon, police had come, and they yelled at us, telling us to 
stop, to give in, but their cries were drowned out by our voices, a symphony of tenacity that 
echoed loudly in the cloudless sky. 

Rio Grande Detention Center, Laredo, Texas, Santiago, fifteen years old 

Dear Mr. President, 
Everything I can remember of Tegucigalpa is now tinged red, happy memories 

charred at the edges by the rat-tat-tat of machine guns and the constant smell of drugs. I 
still remember the days after we left home, hidden low in the belly of the panga, the engine 
a barely perceptible hum, waves crashing loudly around us. The panga was not a sturdy 
boat, but the coyote had promised us, leering grin pasted across his face, that we would be 
perfectly fine. It was a lie, obviously. All of this was. Home of the brave? Are you joking? And 
land of the free? 

That’s total crap. We’d spent days at sea; our faces were burned from the salty spray 
of the crashing waves, stinging drops that masked our tears, but we clung on to the frayed 
hope that we would get to America someday. Our nights spent in the middle of the ocean 
sped by in a salty haze, but time seemed to slow down as we neared land. Setting sail had 
been difficult, and disembarking proved harder still; we had snuck out hours after darkness 
fell, cloaked in pitch black to ensure we’d stay hidden. We had run so fast; me, Mamí, Papí, 
and little Alessandra, bundled up in Mamí’s arms. We raced across the midnight-streaked 
shore until we reached a lonely little hut, where the coyote had said we’d find food and 
water. It was desolate out there in the endless sagebrush, but I would have given anything 
to stay there, anything to erase the red lines now marring my wrists from the cheap metal of 
handcuffs. 

We had stayed in the desert for a month before they found us. Before you found us. 
And I remember my sister’s screams as she was ripped from her mamá’s arms, the whoosh 
of helicopter blades, and the haggard faces of your border patrol as they took us to the 
facilities. I do not know what happened to my mamí and papí. I just know that I clutched on 
to my wailing sister, that I was put in handcuffs for trying to hit the men who cracked my 
family right down the middle. The patrols took us to the centers; we felt like animals. It was 
a dog pound masquerading as a detention facility. I am so, so tired. 

So here I am, begging and pleading. You shattered my family. Please don’t break any 
more. 

Sincerely, Santiago Hernandez 



Houston, Texas, Eric, Fourteen years old 

Tick. Tick. Time dragged on, spreading slowly over me like molasses until I was too drowsy to listen to 
Ms. Eliot’s lecture. Could you blame me? It was the day before summer break, and my head was filled with 
images of sandy beaches and snow-covered mountaintops. “Listen up, class,” she said, and I was startled out 
of my reverie. “Class is dismissed early. There is a school-wide assembly, and you shouldn’t be late.” I 
grinned as I slung my bag over one shoulder, and followed the clamor of students down the hallway towards 
the auditorium. After a few minutes of waiting, a girl strode out with a purposeful look on her face. We 
watched with disinterest as she looked out over our faces. “Hello,” the girl said. She held no microphone, 
but her voice carried throughout the whole auditorium. “My name is Tara, and I’m here to talk about the 
Impact club, which is dedicated to helping the community and making a difference.” 

Her gaze hardened as a unanimous groan swept through the room. “Yeah, yeah, I know; summer’s 
almost here, and that’s the only thing on your minds. But people your age everywhere are changing the 
world. They are making a huge impact on the planet that we’re going to be in charge of someday. The world 
is changing. People are changing.” Her voice swelled as she looked out over us, an ocean of people now 
hanging on to her every word, joined together by some unnamed force. “Teenagers around the world are 
fighting for what they believe in, because, in the words of writer and philosopher Kahlil Gibran, ‘you give 
little when you give of your possessions. It is when you give of yourself that you truly give.’ 

Last week, Lena Antar, a seventeen-year-old girl from Tanomah, Saudi Arabia led a women’s rights 
march in a country where women’s rights barely even exist! Through a system of phone calls, she and her 
friends got over twenty thousand girls and women to protest. One month ago, a sixteen-year-old girl named 
Ada Sjöberg, from the tiny Swedish town of Vadstena, sparked an environmental revolution among the 
numerous teenagers of Sweden. They marched for three weeks! And just a few days ago, as I’m sure you’ve 
heard, Santiago Hernandez, a young boy from the murder capital of Central America, Tegucigalpa, Honduras, 
wrote a letter to the president of United States urging him to consider the impact of his policies on family 
separation at the border. He is thirteen! These teenagers are making their mark.” 

“So,” she said, looking out at us, “What’s your impact?” “How are you going to change the world?” 

Neda Ravandi 
Seventh Grade



Art by Téo Nogaret
Terminale

“UYEIA”

At the Mercy of Conduct

As Rapture calls the sky the common ground
The ones below now laugh at order’s plea

And pull, and pluck, puppet’s eternal sound
That order left exempt from them to see.
“Let muscle memory dictate your nerve”

Calls he to those whose nerves are yet to break
And lift, in line, the limbs of whom to serve

Away from spontaneity's mistake
Yet hell and heaven since cooperate

As black and white imprint our mercy’s mess.
Meticulous can come expropriate

All that which angels had yet to confess.

How hard they pull on man’s fraternal strings
When all the pawns believe themselves as kings.

Jules Winter
Tenth Grade



Art by Amelia Foley
Eighth Grade
“Fearless”

Art by Ethel de Rorthays
Eighth Grade
“Wolf”

Art by Emily Huisman
Eighth Grade
“Unleashed”



Photoshop

Shelly was scrolling through Instagram
She kept thinking, “How ugly I am!”

Shelly saw pretty girls
And zoomed into their curls

And realized they were all just a scam.
Briana Rojas
Tenth Grade 

Art by Chloé Ruzzo
Twelfth Grade
“Truest Form”



Farm Life

The ovine cross the stream to reach their field.
The tranquil livestock slumber calmer than

The equine. Playful spirits never yield
To peaceful placid motives, also plan’

Of boars, the mud and naps for days on end.
The goats do chew the cud, inhaling green,

Old, shaky, damaged fence the farmers mend.
They cease, concluding work on land and clean

Their filthy shoes. The farmers go to sleep
And then they wake the next day, note the sun
Did rise, and showing farmers’ need for reap’

The harvest under hot conditions, fun.
The farm life stays the same throughout the day,

The suffering and anguish spreading dismay.

Chloé Houy
Tenth Grade

Art by Joseph Abounohra 
Terminale

“Make Some Way” 



The Seasons 
 

Ah “Spring,” cry the children, straight for an hour
While the gardener plants little flowers.

Timmy has fun at the radiant beach.
While the other eager children go eat.

Poor Timmy makes an enormous sand tower.
Then shows it off with an honored glamour

But then the tower is made obsolete
When the other children give it a beat.
Then comes a horrific season, winter

But in Timmy’s house there are no full bellies
In Winter the food is very dull and bitter

Timmy’s appetite is still that of a bull
Then suddenly Timmy starts to wither

Winter is truly a nasty mouthful.

Nicolas Alonso Sancho
Tenth Grade 

Art by Daniela Lelo de Larrea Flores
Twelfth Grade

“Alebrijes”



Stormy Day

The lightning splits the sky in half, a break
of faith, a broken heart; rain slips into

the cracks of day, as clouds become opaque
the wind begins to whisper an adieu

the leaves begin to slowly fall and twist
they dance in gusts of wind, the rain and pain

begin to slide down panes of glass; a mist
it starts to fog the soul, and be a drain
to all the hurt; but wait, a calm, a still

spreads through the air—the teardrops trickle down
the glass; as sunlight breaks, a sudden chill
the leaves lay silent, hush o’er quiet town
and seas of rain start pouring, souls apart

a force of nature, fracture in the heart.
Marina Carlos

Tenth Grade

Art by Will Ward
Twelfth Grade

“Numquam Timebunt Umbrae”



Love Like Water

On a walk in the crumbling ancient city, I saw him for the first time. In a land so far from home with 
smells of spices unknown. In a city whose language and culture danced around me, enthralled me – I 
should have been focusing on that. Something was more luring than the dancing reptiles and the melodious 
chants. I ran to the mountains to get some clarity but was met with none. He was still there. But it was 
wrong, right? After all, I thought I had been in love. Not once, but twice. Stronger the first time, misled the 
second. Walking through the mountain range’s highs and valleys, my boots were as caked as my mind. I 
always craved a love as deep as the Dadès River and often dove in too fast. I always left with barbs around 
my ankles, clawing towards the surface to get away. It was never the right person, but maybe that was my 
fault.

I was used to falling in love with the idea of someone. This time it was not the idea of him; 
everything he embodied was right in front of me for a year and just now was I beginning to see it. I could 
not bring myself to ask him if he felt it too, so I admired from a distance. It was an unforbidden love for a 
multitude of reasons outside of the trip’s rules. I launched myself into my exploration of the culture, leaving 
room for someone else to speak to him. Despite my efforts, he would visit me in my dreams of planting 
saplings in the mountainside orchard. On my closing days as I hiked down the range I fell in love with, I 
dumped my doubts in the river water and asked him.

Anonymous

Art by Joseph Abounohra 
Terminale
“Voyage” 



One Living Soul

A middle-aged nice man goes by Paul,
He said 'No' when his angel did call.

Now just please go away,
I will meet you one day.

I am living and having a ball.

Xiaoxi Wu
Tenth Grade 

Rocket Man
There once was a man in the sky
We all wanted to watch him fly

He flew down my street
The ground touched his feet

Lost mind way up high

Late Nights
There once was a boy working late
His work filled his mind with hate 

His mind left with time
The brains made him rhyme

And never got anything straight

Miles Lewis 
Eleventh Grade 

Art by Joseph Abounohra 
Terminale
“Routine”
Editor’s Choice 



Unveiling Darkness

Through the radiant pupil of one’s eye
Does not sincerity itself unveil?

One’s words can ooze duplicity and lies
But beautiful eyes, the truth does prevail.

This iris does divulge feelings and thoughts
For the truth, Oh the truth, always revealed.

Love and affection unfailingly caught
Secrets in the eyes cannot be concealed.

As eye meets eye, prodigious force released
The strike of a stare knocks one off her feet

For secrecy in the eyes do decease
Treacherous words lie but eyes cannot cheat.

Afraid the darkness in my eyes denounce,
Avoiding truth-seekers my eyes renounce.

Julie Paul
Tenth Grade 

Art by Sophia Hashmi 
Twelfth Grade

“Point of View”



Art by Chloè Ruzzo
Twelfth Grade

“Kaleidoscope”

Dazed and in a Haze

We’re all just moving onward dazed and in
a haze of feelings, plowing forward. At 

a glance we’re crowded constantly within 
a blanket made of people and it’s flat.

Alone surrounded by confusing thoughts.
Always reflecting on our inner plight,

but I ne’er seem to draw the proper lots,
and I always forget to pick what’s right.

A guise of realness falls upon forlorn
dejected faces, presses down until

one gets much too weary and wildly worn,
but just for brief quick seconds minds are still.

Reminders tell us that we are okay,
and that today is a good day for play

Madeleine Crane
Eleventh Grade



Mr. Linden’s Library

Elisa adored reading. She read every book in the library across the street from her home, Mr. 
Linden’s Library. One sunny afternoon, she walked into the library holding tight the books she checked 
out last week. As she pushed open the heavy double-doors, she smelled the sweet aroma of the library.

In the back of the hall, Mr. Linden sat reading a document at his desk. When he saw Elisa, his eyes 
brightened. “Elisa! How great it is to see you!” he beamed. “Good morning, Mr. Linden. I am here to 
check out some books,” she swung her hand around the room, “but I’ve already read them all.” She 
sighed sadly. Mr. Linden chuckled. “Well, you’re in luck; we do have a new arrival.” 

He walked Elisa over to the bottom shelf of a very dusty, cobwebbed bookcase. Among the dust, 
there was a new book. Elisa picked it up and turned it over in her hands. On the cover, it read “The 
Complete Guide to and History of Botany.” Elisa ran over to Mr. Linden’s desk and he followed. “Mr. 
Linden, I would like to return these books… and check this one out.” 

“Hello Elisa.” Her mother greeted her when she entered inside her home. “Look Mom,” Elisa 
spoke. “it’s a new book from the library! It’s about botany.” Her mother sighed. How she knew her 
daughter would come home with yet again another book! “That’s great, sweetie, but go and take a 
shower. After dinner, you can read.” Elisa immediately sped upstairs.

With a full stomach and a curious mind, Elisa jumped in bed and flipped to the first page. It took 
only a few minutes for her to be engulfed in a world of plants. Oh, the sights, the smells! Over an hour 
had passed and Elisa grew more tired by the minute. Just two more moments and she was fast asleep 
with the book in her arms. She didn’t know, however, the book, the one she loved, was starting to 
grow…  vines.

Adela Nicolae
Sixth Grade

Art by Ruben Trochet
Terminale

“Imagination”



The Girl in the Painting

Every day, past the burnt painting he walks.
On weary legs he tumbles laced and lost.

Through bloodshed eyes, t’wards him emptiness flocks,
Broken promises, love’s eternal cost.

In the begrudged vines fore’er consumed,
Compelling lines flooded in mangled tears.
Memories yet to be thought or resumed,

He befriends Lucifer rather than fears.
Corsairs on sortie did steal his treasures,

The painting captained love’s treacherous raid.
Turned to parchment to craft crippled measures,
The painting’s fate would soon find her a maid.

‘Tween empty flasks, all he had forgiven,
Somber last words as soon he had risen.

Dylan Nokleby
Tenth Grade

Art by Chloè Ruzzo
Twelfth Grade

“Out of Body Experience”



Postcard from Taos
Editor’s Choice

I peer out from the frosted window at the desert landscape of our vacation spot. The winter and 
summer combine to form Taos, New Mexico. The two sets of towering mountains seem friendly on postcards, 
but I think otherwise as we approach them. One set is coated in a thick layer of snow, the other as bare as the 
surrounding landscape. My couple of dogs howl and pant like wolves as we pull into the driveway of our 
rental vacation home. I can barely hear my mom gasp, “We’re here, Wendy!” over my barking pets and the 
flood of awe that washes over me. 

“Welcome to The Artisan Earthship,” my mother says. I slowly open the door but am shoved out of the 
way by my Australian Shepherd and Golden Retriever. They torpedo away as they chase the largest crow my 
own two blue eyes have ever seen. I step towards the Earthship with the key in hand and unlock the door. I 
am greeted with enormous windows, a clay finished interior and the smell of a home cooked meal.

Dinnertime, and my mom and I dig into the cooked beans and homemade tamales. Jax, my shepherd, 
and Friday, my retriever, are nestled together on the couch, sleeping. I ask my mom about our plan 
tomorrow. She replies, “First, you’ll have your morning ski class, then we’ll go to Rhoda’s for lunch. Next we’ll 
pick up the dogs from the pet center and play with them in the snow. We’ll have to pick up groceries from the 
local mart because we ran out of eggs and milk, again, and we’ll have dinner here.”

“What about Dad?” Mom freezes and sighs. She walks over to me and toys with a strand of my long 
black hair, then places it behind my ear. “Do you miss him that much?” I nod. My mom divorced him ages ago, 
and we rarely ever talk about him. “Mom, I was five when I last saw him. I thought that’s why we’re here in 
Taos.” She nods, picks up her pen, scribbles something on her list, and walks over to the sink with our dirty 
dishes. I’ll take that as a yes.

I’m bundled up in four layers of extra warm specialized-for-skiing-clothing as I walk out of my room. I 
coax Jax and Friday and buckle them up with their harnesses and leashes. I yell for my mom to come and then 
we’re on our way. It’s a twenty-minute drive, but it seems like forever. Finally, we park and I drag my 
pre-ordered skis out the trunk. Then I need to drag out the dogs that don’t want to leave the heated car. I toss 
the end of their nylon leashes to my mom so she can take them to the animal center for the day. “Will you be 
alright?” she asks worriedly. “After all, it has been six years since you last skied.” And that’s when it hits me. 
            Those awful memories of how many times I fell and tripped over my own skis; that time when I nearly 
crashed into my own mom; the time when those towering mountains frightened me, the same mountains I 
had eventually skied on. For some reason, I dig around hard, but I can’t seem to grasp a single happy memory. 
Why do I remember only things I want to forget? It’s as if they disintegrated and the ashes were carried 
around by the emotional winds twisting in my mind. I come back to the world and push the thoughts away. 
“I’ll be fine.” I nod tensely. “I’ll be fine, I won’t be by myself. You hired a private coach for me, remember?”

My skis pop on with a bit of help from my poles. I shuffle over to the short line for the ski lift and watch 
as the people in front of me soar into the air in fairly unstable flying couches. I see a lady who has a badge 
labeled “coach”. I shuffle over to her and ask if she’s my coach. She asks if I’m Wendell Millers, and I reply yes. 
We slide over to where we're supposed to wait until the next chair. The man maintaining the ski lift must have 
seen my anxiousness because he asks, in a deep Southern drawl: “Your fir’ time on a lift, ma’am?” I nod, 
hoping he understands that it’s more or less my first time. “Here’s some free advices for yuh’, little miss: Don’ 
look down!” Then the chair scoops us up as if we were ice cream and it, a spoon.

Just like that, I’m soaring too, above the skiers that now look like ants skittering down the slope. I open 
my map and check where I am. Strawberry Hill. However, I don’t know where my dad is. I barely remember us 
going skiing together. For all I know, he could be on the moon! I only know after my mom and he divorced, he 
stayed in Taos. My map folds and I am ready to unload. The coach tells me “Unloading is simple. Keep the tips 
of your skis up, and slide down.” I thought it’d be simple.



It’s not. I feel like I’m tumbling, but in truth I am just swaying from side to side as I shuffle to the top of 
the hill. The view is amazing, though! Now I need to learn how to ski. I follow the coach close behind and 
copy her moves. She keeps her skis parallel, and then turns left, right, left, right, left again. To turn she puts 
pressure on a foot to go the opposite direction. She turns right at the bottom of the hill and puts pressure on 
both feet to stop. Now I need to remember and practice all this over and over. I need to see my dad as soon 
as I can.

I meet my mom over at Rhoda’s, her to-do list placed flat in front of her. “Wendy” she says, “Order 
some food and I’ll go wash my hands.” I can’t help out of curiosity to grab her list as soon as she leaves. And I 
read it: 1. Skiing 2. Pick up the dogs from the pet center 4. Groceries from the local mart (milk, eggs) 5. 
Dinner at earth ship  *Make sure Wendy does not go see Josh*. I gasp at the sight of my dad’s name. I guess 
I’ll just have to bend the rules a bit.

I walk over to the pet center with my mom to pick up Friday and Jax. As soon as I see them they come 
running over. Jax puts his front paws on my knee and Friday licks me all over. I take the dogs out and unleash 
them. They scatter. I slide down a steep wall of snow close to the creek. The snow is really deep here so I stay 
near the shallow side. Just for fun, I start to roll the body of a snowman. I see my mom sliding down the wall 
of snow too. She spots me and comes over. “You need some help with that snowman?” she questions. 

“I could use some help with the scarf and hat.” I giggle. She forks over her beanie and scarf and I 
gently place them on the nearly finished man of snow. I jam two sticks into his side, press rocks to make 
buttons, eyes, a smile, and I fit a carrot as his nose that I snuck in from home. My mom cuddles me and we 
throw snow at each other and the dogs. I laugh. What a nice way to spend an evening, just my mom and I. 
For now.

It’s morning, and I arrive at the ski valley. After several days of hard skiing, I’m ready to go to the ski 
headquarters, where my dad is. I looked through mom’s photos before we left for Taos. One of them, 
showing her and dad in front of the headquarters said in her handwriting “Josh is taking a break. He’s 
showing me around work!” I’m ready. I recall the directions there, thanks to the map, and hop onto the first 
ski lift. Nothing can stop me now.

I ski down a part of White Feather, and encounter another ski lift and ride it up. There is no way you 
can miss it. An out-of-place cottage, it stands smack dab in the middle of two ski lifts. I slide down and swiftly 
stop. Looks like all that practice paid off. I pop off my skis and clunk over to the front door. Gosh, just wearing 
these boots is a sport! The door is open ajar, and I take off my helmet and jacket. As soon as I step in, there is 
this cozy feeling, as if everything is going to be alright. Now I just need to hope my dad wants to see me.

There is a young man wearing a ski patrol jacket that spots me and says the last thing I wanted him to 
say: “Yo, Josh! Your clone’s here!”  “What do you mean, Eli?” a voice responds. And then I see him, my dad, 
more familiar than ever. I’m the first to speak. “Hi, dad.” I whisper. “Wendy…” he whispers back, shock in his 
eyes. He‘s standing, unable to move, but opens his arms. I walk over happily, then we share a tight embrace, 
one I’ve been waiting for years. Now I see what Eli means that we’re clones. His black hair and strong, held 
posture is just like mine. We let go. 

The moguls startle me. “Are you sure I’m ready to go down Lonestar?” I ask, frightened. “You’ll be 
fine,” my father reassures me with his kind gaze.  He’s on his skis, and has missed three days of work just to 
take me out skiing. I have refreshed my memories, and now instead of thinking about falling all the time, I’m 
thinking about my first black. About the first day he told me “Wendy, You forget what you want to 
remember, and you remember what you want to forget. And honestly, you’re doing great.” I smile. Maybe I 
can change the whole forgetting and remembering thing. Then I go down, mogul by mogul my fear flowing 
away like a wave.

Adela Nicolae
Sixth Grade



Quiet Rain 

My quiet rain, inspiring me to write, 
The gentle yet unpleasant sound you make

Invades my mind through day and through the night,
These pitter-patter sounds keep me awake.

Sometimes I wonder what makes you so cold,
My pen shakes at the sound of thunder’s roar,

The personality that you unfold,
Again, I find myself to write some more

Although I beg you on and on for peace,
Your penetrating roars resume to flow

With thunder strikes that carry on to cease,
Persistent echoes roar from my window 

Until your simple touch turns to a pound,
My thoughts that once were there cannot be found.

Rachel Gai
Tenth Grade



What a Chore

Waking in the morning is such a chore
The aches and pain of life are not worth it.

Living this life of mine is such a bore
Friends and family just give me a fit.

My parents hate when I procrastinate
My attempts to excel are unnoticed.
All of my issues, to them, are sedate

Ignoring my problems that are closest.

Some days I wish they would not wake me
But still I must wake and face the bad day.

Those same friends that shunned me now eat with me
And now with me they talk all through the night.

Even though some days I want not to wake
In no other life do I wish to partake.

Cameron Ahmed
Tenth Grade

Art by Joseph Abounohra
Terminale

“Pause Pêche”



The Grand Debate

Robots built, islands bought, fossils found;
Climate changed, carbon freed, glaciers drowned

We have one hectic fate
Yet some folks still debate;

Whether our planet Earth’s flat or round

Bora Genc
Tenth Grade

World Problems

People have it the absolute worst.
People die of just hunger and thirst.

Yet we quarrel and fight
For what we think is right:

Whether milk or the cereal goes first.

Matthew Mekha
Tenth Grade

Art by Sarah Gardinier

4ÈME

“Burning”

Art by Will Ward

Twelfth Grade

“The Grenfell Tower Fire”



Art by Colette Chen
Eleventh Grade

“Fragment”The Sickness of Sun

The streaks of gold, a smear of hope on blue
White clouds begin to fade, perhaps misplaced?
They squint, the breath of Heaven now askew
Just praise to God, the joy that they all taste

Elation spreads, the sickness fed, no care
All drunk with their own lives, as the sky breaks

Ears deaf, eyes blind, a fault, a flaw not there
They do not want to know, a great mistake
But there she sits, hands in her lap, alone

And glowing grins conceal herself, her soul
a whisper of a smile, some care shown

could change her life, transform from part to whole
In swirling seas of yellows and bright golds

The pain, despair, they both become less bold.

Madeleine Ahn
Tenth Grade



Art by Anushka Colaco
Twelfth Grade
“Bubble Ban”

Art by Maddie Cox-
Eleventh Grade

“Teddy Bear”



Life’s Definition

Life, a word too difficult to define.
One you feel, like hot chocolate on cold days.

Sinking in a pool, blanket of sun rays.
Feeling music like it’s something divine.

Feet in soft grass, standing under moonshine.
It’s one hundred different ice-cream flavors

And endless, authentic laughs to savor.
Finding comfort within books and sunshine.

But life is not all sunshine and rainbows.
It has time slowing, heart racing, gun shots

That recoil and vibrate, causing earthquakes.
Worry not, the wounds are not fatal, no.

But please hold on, ‘cause I’m scared you forgot
Small moments are remedy for heartache.

Lara Roy
Eleventh Grade

Art by Addie Craig
Twelfth Grade

“Projection”



Natural Silence

The Earth is a theater on which our
World is forced to act. Our reality

Is so shaken and fake and we cower.
But life becomes real with a simple tree.

The spring air breathes new life into the minds
Of the people whose clarity ensues.

Their bodies and their thoughts are true as hinds
For in their vast world they try to amuse.

The people forget that nature makes their
Heads feel quiet and empty and so light.
Their bodies shudder like a fearful mare,

From the outdoors’ power and might.
Our modern world is so loud and busy,

Purity of nature makes dizzy.

Matthew Jason
Tenth Grade

Art by Navreena Kaur
Eleventh Grade

“Splatter”



Euphoria
 

Euphoria at its finest,
Only when I was with him.

 
It felt like there was no end,
Like a cascading waterfall.

 
An epitome of true love

His beautiful dulcet smile.
 

His gorgeous incandescent blue eyes,
Kept reminding me it was so wrong that it was right.

 
Kurre Bhanu

Eleventh Grade

Art by Isabella Chamma
Tenth Grade
“Withered”



Art by Margaux Thomas
1ÈRE

“Just Human”

Art by Saskia Marouteix
1ÈRE

“French American”



 Art by Ellie Abel
Eleventh Grade

“Ode to Erte”

Art by Ashlyn Tu
Twelfth Grade

“Monstera”

 Rainforest
 

Bright blue sky all over
Wind swaying through the tall trees

Below water flows
 

Briana Rojas
Tenth Grade



Stories They Tell
 

The music starts with beat and pulls from deep
Within the far extents inside my head

The flowing sound a block to what is said
It manufactures thoughts and starts to leap
From place to place the mind begins to seep

Through memoriés and past events I led
Combines thoughts like needle and a thread
The memoriés become attached and keep

The intricate ways stories can be told
Through music, making meaning from what’s heard

Some tell their stories other fashions too
Through sight you see emotion they can hold

Of what they see holds them ‘til eyes are blurred
And it seems I too, am intrigued by you.

Alexandra Daube
Eleventh Grade

Art by Daniela Lelo de Larrea Flores
Twelfth Grade
“Guanajuato”



Angler
Editor’s Choice

Water laps innocently at the jagged, gray rocks on the west side of the island. Frightened patches of 
seaweed grow in the tiny inlets formed by relentless waves pounding on the land. Tiny, silver fish flop about in 
pools, some impaling themselves on miniature outcrops and others dragged unwillingly towards the ocean.

The ocean is hideous and deep, merciless and beguiling. 

A boy, thirteen, with eyes like a tsunami and a heart still soft with youth, stands with his feet in the 
green sea ringing the island. He holds an abalone shell, scraping the salty mud off the inside to reveal the 
iridescent swirling patterns beneath. Its inhabitant has been forced out, likely by a hungry gull. 

In the distance, a steel-hulled barge cuts through the black waves. Dark clouds of smoke puff from a 
giant chimney, dissipating slowly in the wind. The boy glances at the boat and looks away from the shell to the 
lighthouse behind him. Neither fog nor night blinds the sky, so the top of the lighthouse stands unused and 
empty, its bulb lifeless. 

“Leif!” A man’s voice is tossed and swept away by the breeze almost immediately, but the boy hears it 
and jerks his head. The smooth, gray stone, upon which the lighthouse stands, remains empty. Figuring the call 
must have come from the inside, the boy lays his shell on the ground and plods, barefoot, to the kitchen within. 

Two people work on opposite sides of the brightly-lit room. The older, David, with grayish-brown hair 
cropped short and a serious face, reads a newspaper by the lamplight. The younger, Matthew, has dusty blond 
hair and tanned arms that flex every time he chops a fish head off. A small net filled with a dozen or so maroon 
fish still squirm and flop about, struggling weakly against Matthew’s grip as he lays them down on a board and 
deftly cuts their life away. From the doorway, Leif can see the heads’ meaty flesh. Matthew’s hands are flecked 
with blood. 

Matthew looks up and smiles warmly. “You can help me scale these once I’m done.”
Leif nods and sits at the rickety table across from David. The headline of his newspaper splashes inky and 

bold across the top, above a grainy picture of planes taking off into the air. Leif reaches for David’s unfinished 
coffee, and the man lets him take it. But when Leif asks about the paper, David replies gruffly, “Nothing 
important,” and stuffs it away. He and Matthew exchange a concerned look, not missed by their young charge. 

A few months after that blustery September day, Leif sits by the base of the lighthouse, where the 
pale-blue paint has peeled away. He gazes to the ocean and its choppy, freezing, unforgiving waters. His 
guardians have forbidden him from the water in the winter, so the boy only sits and watches, a woolen blanket 
around his thin shoulders. But his limbs grow restless and his blood hot, so he wanders again to the shore. 

The waves pound ominously on the black rock and sprays his sweater with droplets. He stretches both 
hands toward it, relishing the breath of this monstrous, untamed thing. It could carry him anywhere -- to green 
lochs and ruined castles, to sky-reaching buildings and smoky skies, to hot sandy shores and marble palaces. He 
longs for what is real and out of grasp. 

“What are you doing?” The voice, harsh and mocking, echoes surely through the boy’s ears. A wet, blue 
crab nearby scuttles away, embarrassed to have spoken. Leif, too shocked to reply, puts his arms down. His 
stomach tumbling, he backs away from the ocean, step by slippery step.

Night falls with uncertainty, Leif tossing and turning in bed. The waves press uninvited on all sides. The 
sea has always whispered to him, but its voice becomes clearer and clearer the more Leif listens. Wanting to 
get away from the sound, Leif walks up the creaky stairs to the top of the lighthouse. Its familiar luminescence, 
sweeping through the tiny room, brings him some solace. The bulb casts his face into shadow, then luminates it 
-- back and forth like a pendulum. 



“Soon, it will be your turn to operate this,” Matthew says kindly, and Leif turns to greet him. There is 
no one. The night presses into the boy’s lungs. The recruitment boat emerges from the mist, silent as death. 
“They found us,” David says grimly. Matthew pats his shoulder comfortingly before kneeling in front of Leif. 
“One of us will come back before the week is out,” He tells the shaking boy. “You can take care of yourself, 
can’t you?” One moment, they stand next to Leif, solid and reassuring. Then the hostile uniforms guide the 
two ready men away. 

Leif paces and fishes for food and waits for one week, then two weeks. The ocean’s voice grows louder 
in his head, relentless. After a month, Leif cannot make-believe that he is alone any longer. David and 
Matthew have gone, and in their place come shadows from the watery depths. The boy stares into the bulb of 
the lighthouse, burning his eyes red and crying for rest. 

One night, when the windows are clouded with mist and darkness, salvation comes from the edges of 
Leif’s blanket. “I can help you leave,” A young woman murmurs. Something soft brushes his hand. The boy 
twists and sweats in a dream, but his eyes are open. “Come outside.” 

And then he stands at the doorway, looking across the ocean. The sovereign shores that once ringed 
the horizon are clouded with fog. Wetness clings to his skin like an ex-lover, unbidden. The sea laps at his feet 
already; the only semblance of dry land is the worn wood on which he stands, but away from which he soon 
steps away. The moon turns a cold shoulder. The lighthouse’s steady beam glides over the thrashing water, 
and Leif sees a glint of purple and green in the dark water. 

“Come.” The voice no longer deigns to whisper. He takes more steps forward, something scaly brushes 
his ankle. The tide pushes and nudges. 

When the water is up to his chest, Leif sees a hand offered to him from above the waterline. He 
reaches for it, and suddenly the mist is gone, and the ocean and sky join in chaotic matrimony. A tempest 
rages about him as if it had been there all along. Salt and rain mix, filling his throat and making him sputter. 
The warm, human instinct to swim and breathe sends his limbs flailing, but the waves drag him eagerly like an 
angler snagging its prey. 

Laughter and screaming fills his head and water pours through him. His burning eyes see nothing, 
hands reaching for no one and nowhere. 

The lighthouse’s single bright eye searches for the boy. The ocean stares back.

Madeleine Kimmel
Tenth Grade

Art by Joseph Abounohra 
Terminale

“Different Horizons” (Left) and “Duel” (Right)



In Order to Bloom

I will never wilt for those who are feared,
My petals a wall for my stone cold heart

From years of deceit. Once I disappeared,
Twice you played the bard, and thrice I restart.

Their jaws hang as they whisper, faces sour.
Oh my! How I long to be one of them!

A rose in a garden of sunflowers,
My thorns a guard, till I’m pulled by my stem.

Against the crowing, I find myself underground,
Far from the bright lights they bathe themselves in.

Tell me maker, am I your new playground?
For when was wanting to be loved a sin?

Once I reach the sun, watch me while sober,
For I’ll bow down, when hell freezes over.

Isabelle Villanueva
Tenth Grade
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Mors Vincit Omnia

Encapsulated in an orb of darkness bright,
The heavens tremble with a fear so great.

A force that robs them of their precious light,
Eternal stars give up their life to fate.

Orion cowers in his cloak of stars,
Cassiope weeps vainly in her glass.

Ouranos is not safe and nor is Mars,
The gods all fear their coming time to pass.
Not even stars can flee the jaws of death,
A hole that sucks the youthful light of day.
Mysterious, the light’s last dying breath,
Avenging Hades, yet with him they stay.

For that which lives is that which dies at last
Immortals present soon are those of past.

Lucia Urreta
Tenth Grade

Art by Angelina Lee
Eleventh Grade

“Paper Shadows”



Art by Andy Dequin
Eleventh Grade

“Origami Landscape”
Editor’s Choice

Art by Urvi Ramesh
Eighth Grade

“Turbo”
Editor’s Choice

Art by Ruben Trochet
Terminale

“Imagination”



Tranquility

We ventured into the woods of Maazrat al Duhr, my brothers and I following our two cousins up 
a thin dirt road, batting trees out of our way and swatting our ankles with each tickle of a suspected 
bug.

The tiny bugs in Lebanon were a pain. Every itch I felt on my leg signaled another one, and every 
time I left the house I had to peer into the soles of my shoes and assure myself that no new creature 
was crawling around inside. The mosquitos were the worst, though. My legs were always covered in 
small red bumps, and the need to scratch was insatiable.

A youthful sense of adventure catapulted us forward, my cousins’ steps strong and sure but ours 
more timid. The air was thick with the spice of cedar trees and the aroma of sunbaked rocks. We 
climbed the mountain higher and higher, the road curving through the trees and sometimes giving way 
to logs we would vault over. My hands brushed over the stump’s exterior as I hoisted myself over it, 
grateful for its smooth, stony texture. The walk was quiet, but there was an undeniable intimacy about 
it. The peaceful contentment of a family coming together after long years of being apart. The fulfillment 
of going on adventures just like we would as little kids. Our bond went without saying.

After another few good paces, we climbed onto the top of a rock and ascended into a clearing. 
Just us five, sitting on the rock, peering out into the Lebanese countryside. It was breathtaking. A small 
man in his hut was tending to his garden directly below. A road wove around a mountain across the 
way. The ground was covered in farmland, little broccoli looking shrubs coated the grass, decorated 
with windy dirt roads and small buildings. Amid the silence there were times when our words spouted 
forth, blended together in a seamless mixture of English and Arabic, tongues beating back and forth, 
sharing teenage discoveries and secrets.

 Life seemed tranquil, quiet. Nothing more than a string of moments shared together.
 

Emily Zoorob
Twelfth Grade

Art by Ilan Le Guennec
6EME

“Land Art”
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