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Invocation to the Muse
Nicholas Mohan ‘16

Sing to me of the boy, Muse, of the boy who strives to be the man
driven by the absence of the role model in his life, now a bastard son
thankful of the love a mother’s heart delivers.
Sing of the boy who struggles with the burden of poverty,
doubting in himself to take care of the ones he loves.
Many times he lies awake at night; perspiration makes his bed an ocean,
lying there with the clammy hands and cold feet of a child.
His ears ring and his stomach quivers to the sound of that word
but no matter how hard he tries he cannot deny his age.
Some might say he is stubborn, but in his eyes, I can see it,
the explosions of the cosmos when the sun strikes his windows
like millions of galaxies bursting open releasing their bright stars into the dark.
Determination to care for instead of to be cared for will lead him to his demise
for he has grown too fast for his own good.

Thomas McKay ‘17



A New Light
Kyle McHugh ‘18

In this world, we run through the day
Not minding how we feel, just how we act.
Thoughts, hopes, or dreams may as well go away.
And in this world, to keep it all intact,
We are told to surrender ourselves,
To fit how others want the world to work
And leave our desires and thoughts on shelves.
The world sees as flaws what should be just quirks;
We are beaten, bruised, and punched only for 
Trying to know the world through a new light.
We’re a world unforgiven, weeping or
Much worse: fine with thoughts gone dark in the night.
 Stand up, fight for yourself; this is dire—
 Truly go and set the world on fire.



Sonder
Christopher Parker ‘18

Let there be light. Soft. Warm. 
Let there be sea. Cool. Wet. 
Let there be land. Lush. Dry. 
Let there be life, indescribable yet.

 
The word has been said, let it be so. 
I am Creator. Artist. King. 
Time is a shadow, cast by antiquity. 
Space is a concept, in lieu of a thing.

 
I am the eagle that soars through the mountains. 
I am sunset and I am the dawn. 
I’m all that there is, and all that there has been. 
I’m all that there will be, forever and on.

 
Creation and elegance flow from my pen. 
A world in the palm of my hand, I sustain.  
Glory and ruin, beauty and horror. 
I am the poet, and long may I reign.

Brian Fray ‘18



Night 
Christopher Parker ‘18

When night has come and Earth is still,

And Moon ascends her throne,

When stars and fires begin their work,

As silently as stone

A humble cloth serves as my cloak,

While rags adorn my feet,

As I walk, I sing my song

To the sky and street.

“Search not for wealth of gold or land,

For riches bleed you dry,

And gold still shines, so cruel and cold,

Long after you die.

But lift your heart towards a light 

That you cannot yet see,

And rise, through love and selfless life,

Above humanity.”

Nicholas Fell ‘16



Gratitude
John Lindell ‘19

Snow,
The fervent feeling deep in your heart,
and the frigid droplets
carefully settling,
peppering the Earth.
Unadulterated silence emits
from the billowing valleys
of white,
and somehow the
stillness of it all
is roaring to you,
and you just can’t get enough.
The frost tickles your
nose and nips
at your cheeks, leaving you
confused and strangely content.
The crunchy terrain
gives way to your 
cumbersome steps
as you bumble about,
tripping a good two hundred times.
And you finally drop
on your back,
carefully examining
thin branches brimming with 
freezing ivory, and
you wonder
how it can hold it all.

Yi Han



Jason Latham ‘16



Blindness
Rob Moderelli ‘18

My love had eyes that shined like emerald pools 

But when towards me, they only seemed to glare; 

I thought her worth far greater than the jewel, 

As for me, not a penny could she spare. 

 

Meeting this girl, I thought her a goddess, 

When truly she was something far more vile; 

Self-obsession made her less than flawless, 

But her savagery hid behind her smile. 

 

Her gorgeous figure left me quite speechless 

And her mind kept mine challenged and focused; 

But my love, she mistook this for weakness 

And saw me as a pest, or a locust. 

 

I see this now, but then I did not; 

I was blinded by love and left to rot.

Jason Latham ‘16



Obsessed
Nicholas Fell ‘16

The sender of the email is a series of numbers: 101712@gmail.com.  The subject is what trips 
me up: I Love You.  A feeling in my gut tells me not to open it, but what’s the worst thing that 
could happen?  

I click it open.  There is nothing written in the text box, just a video attached.  I put in my ear-
buds and press play.  

It starts with a street, cars driving by.  Finally, one stops: a black Lexus.  I look at the license 
plate and confirm my suspicion; this is my mom’s old car.  The passenger door opens and I step 
out.  I look young; I must be if my mom is driving me around.  I run a hand over my hair and 
lean back into the car to kiss my mom on the cheek.  Shouldering my purse, I step onto the side-
walk and approach the building.  

I finally know where this is.  I was being filmed from inside one of my favorite restaurants. A 
pizzeria my friends and I always go to get the famous Chicken Vodka slices.    

In the video, the camera zooms closer into my face, and I notice that I’m wearing a red sweat-
er, one that I was obsessed with during freshman year, but I quickly outgrew.  My younger self 
looks nervous, fidgeting with her hair and outfit.  After a moment, I step into the pizzeria, and the 
video ends.  

I slowly take out my earphones, looking around the library.  None of the students or teachers 
are paying attention to me.  I turn back around to look forward, out of the big window at the full 
parking lot in front of school.  I don’t see anything out of the ordinary there either.    

I start to watch a second time when the bell rings, signaling the end of study hall.  I quickly pack 
my belongings and rush into the hallway, brushing past students on my way to a calculus test.  In 
the rush of quizzes and other school time distractions, the video shifts to the back of my mind.  
The rest of my day is completely normal: track practice and the car-ride home.    

In the middle of my homework, my email dings with an incoming message and I open it to see 
that it’s from the same sender as the video.  The subject: Don’t You Love Me?  The only thing 
written in the textbox is “Please, Sofia.” There’s nothing else.  

The reminder of the video sets my heart racing and I pull it up.  I watch it two more times, but I 
can’t discern anything else about who’s filming it or when exactly it happened.  I only know that 
it happened sometime around Halloween; there are decorations in the store windows.  I start to 
watch a fourth time when the front door opens and my mom calls out her signature “Hello.”  I 
spring up, ready to show her the video, but something holds me back.  I’m not even sure what, 



but an instinct tells me to keep this email to myself.  I tell my mother that I have a lot of home-
work and go back to watching the video.  

It’s late into the night when I fully come back to myself.  I’ve watched the video through so 
many times that I could probably recreate it perfectly.  My eyes burn when I blink and I have to 
constantly wipe them to clear out the tears.  Picking up the laptop, I move from my desk chair to 
the bed, taking relief in not having to sit hunched over anymore, and press replay.    

The sun makes my head hurt when I finally stand up.  I watched the clip all night, taking breaks 
only to try to figure out what the numbers mean in the email address.  The only new idea I have 
is to share it with someone, not my mom, though.  

I text my friend Lauren to meet in the cafeteria and an hour later, I find her and pull out my 
phone. I greet her quickly and sit down, in a rush to share my fear with another person.    

“You need to look at these emails I got,” I tell her, scrolling through my phone.  

“What is it?” She’s excited.  “A college email?”  

“No, Lauren, it’s not good.  It’s kinda creepy, actually.”  

She waits for me to show her, but I just stare at the screen.  I keep refreshing, but it’s gone. The 
emails are gone.  Where the hell did they go?  

“Are you okay?”  She tries to look at my phone, but I pull away.  

“No.  I got the weirdest email, but now I can’t find it.”  I hold 
up my phone, shove it in her face as proof.  “It was me like 
three years ago getting out of my mom’s car.  But now it’s not 
here.”  

“Are you sure?”  My annoyance at her doubt takes me by 
surprise.  

I snap at her, “Yes, I’m sure.”  I struggle to keep calm, and 
my voice softens slightly, “It had the subject ‘I Love You’.  
But I have no idea who sent it.”  

She ponders this. “I guess it is possible to send an email that 
automatically deletes,” she kind of smirks. “Now we just 
have to find out who it’s from.”  

Lauren spends the day eyeing everyone, a comically skep-
tical look on her face, questioning me about the possible 
motives of almost all of our classmates.  I answer honestly, 

Nicholas Khan ‘16



trying to keep from getting annoyed.  I pretend I can’t feel everyone’s eyes on my skin, watching 
me too intensely, sucking my energy like leeches.   

My neck starts to ache from constantly whipping my head over my shoulder, and I will myself to 
stop being so damn paranoid.  But I can’t prevent the way my eyes widen in terror every time I 
find someone who’s been watching me.    

Talking to Lauren in the parking lot, I look over her shoulder and see two guys looking at a 
phone, sneering.  The camera is obviously pointing at me.  I’m angry and calm as I walk towards 
them, ripping the phone out of the boy’s hand, ready to demand an explanation.  The screen 
shows a funny picture on Instagram. “Hey, what the hell?”  His voice is muffled by the sound of 
a loud roaring.  What am I doing?  How insane have I become?  Lauren gives him the phone and 
pulls me away, brows furrowed in worry.  She insists on driving me to my house, and I sit silent 
in the car.    

At home, I imagine that the cameras on all electric devices are eyes, vigilantly observing my 
every move.  I’m only in my room for two minutes before I have to cover the lens on my laptop, 
and on my phone.  

This time, when he contacts me, my phone vibrates with a text: “Can you please just answer 
me?” 

Angry tears run down my cheeks, hot and persistent, and I slam my phone down on the desk so 
hard the screen cracks.  “Leave me alone,” I mutter, falling back into my bed. 

At night, I see flashes of faces in my window, and after I spring up to close the blinds, the shutter 
of pictures being taken fills my ears.  I spend the night staring at the black ceiling, praying that 
he will stop watching me.  

I’ve created a face for the man, my stalker, in my mind.  Pale, dark hair, seedy eyes, thin lips.  A 
rational voice tells me that this man doesn’t exist, but I can’t stop looking for him on my way to 
school in the morning.  

Lauren finds me in front of the building and scrutinizes my appearance. “Sofia, did you get any 
sleep last night?”  Her eyes focus on the bags under mine.  

“Yeah,” acting casual as possible. “I had to work on the history assignment, I was up late.”  She 
nods but isn’t convinced.    

I grit my teeth through the day, determined to not let this stupid video ruin me.  But a voice has 
resided in my head since I watched it and it gnaws at my sanity.  I feel my paranoia rising, and I 
feel my control slipping though my fingers, somehow rapidly and slowly at the same time.  

At the end of the day, I approach my locker with Lauren at my side.  I’ve started to feel a little 



better; I even laugh at a joke while I turn my lock.    

Inside the locker is a stack of papers.  Dread washes over my body.  Flipping through the pile, I 
find pictures of me.  So many pictures of me.  Taken every day for what might be a year, maybe 
longer.  I pick the papers up, panic slicing through my chest and gut.  A wave of nausea hits me 
and my vision goes wobbly.    

My voice is painfully loud when I yell, “Who did this?”  I shake the stack for emphasis. “Who 
the hell did this?”  

Lauren jumps back. “What do you mean-”  

I don’t wait for her to finish.  I throw the papers in the air and look around, waiting for an an-
swer.  I stand there, fists clenched so hard I feel my nails break the skin on my palms.  The pain 
clears my mind momentarily.  

“Sofia, stop.  Those are mine.  We have a project for Photography, to study how much we 
change.”  She looks so concerned, so insistent.  “Don’t you remember?  We had to take pictures 
of each other every day.” 

I do remember, and that’s what makes it so much worse.  My thoughts are murky again.  I fall 
back against the wall, see kids recording me with their phones.  Cameras in all directions.  Inside 
my mind I’m shrieking.    

My head pounds, and I feel a migraine like needles stabbing into my brain. 

I slide down to the floor, and feel a scream rip though my throat as I curl into the fetal position. 

Sitting across from one of the school’s guidance counselors I know her lips are moving, but I 
don’t listen to what she says.  All I see is the made up face of my stalker and those videos and 
pictures of me.   

The counselor reaches out and taps me on the knee.  When my ears finally focus I hear her say, “I 
think your phone’s ringing,” gesturing towards my backpack.   

Numb, I unzip my bag and take out the phone.  Pressing “talk,” I lift it to my ear. 

Immediately, I hear a voice.  It’s indistinguishable, obviously edited. “Sofia, please stop acting so 
crazy.  I can tell that you haven’t been sleeping.  I only want you to be happy.  Please.” 

My horror must be apparent; the woman is already coming around her desk to sit next to me.  “It 
was my stalker,” I say without looking at her. 

Even as I hand her the phone, I know there’s no record of the call.



3:47
Christopher Parker ‘18 
 
 
The phone rings once, twice, and I hear then the distinct click of somebody picking up. 
 
“Hello?”  
 
I hear that voice, the one I know so well. And suddenly, all the sorrow, loss, love and happiness 
crash over me like a tidal wave. My childhood plays like a movie in fast-forward, and I’m filled 
with too many feelings to handle. I need a drink. 
 
“Dad? It’s me.” 
 
The voice that next speaks to me is not the one that answered the phone. This new voice has 
known years of pain and hardship. 
 
“What do you want?” 
 
More of a statement than a question. No surprise, or sympathy, or any feeling whatsoever. It’s a 
nice attempt, but my father isn’t the actor I am. 
 
“Dad, I need your help.” 
 
I wait for the response as if I don’t know what it’s going to be. It seems like an eternity. Like 

that thing in that physics class, with the different sizes of infinities. Technical-
ly, there’s an eternity between seconds, right? In this particular eternity, I look 
around. The walls of the apartment are black. It’s better dark. Light gives me a 
headache. The lamp in the corner is off. It’s better if nobody knows I’m home. 

The window doesn’t have a shade, so I need to keep the lamp off. The small 

Rob Moderelli ‘18



bed that I sit on has never been comfortable, but it’s all I have. The voice interrupts. 
 
“Right, of course you do. What’s the money for this time? Which drug is it now? What ratty 
apartment? Which brand of vodka?” 
 
That disapproving voice rings through my head like a church bell. Maybe it’s not the light. May-
be it’s that voice. In any case, my head is pounding. I definitely need a drink. 
 
“It’s not that, it’s just-” 
 
“No, of course it’s not! It’s never been that!” 
 
The floodgates have been opened. He’s ALWAYS been like this; one thing sets him off. He never 
shuts up once he starts, either. I can’t get out one sentence without that snide, unimpressed voice 
ripping through my words like a jackhammer.  
 
“Your mother and I have bailed you out SO many times. You claimed you weren’t a ‘school per-
son’, whatever that meant. Fine. Take a year off, try your business venture. But when your little 
bordello failed-” 
 
“It was just a bar, Dad.” 
 
Why do I try? Why do I attempt to convince him of anything other than his own opinion? I just 
need to get through the guilt trip. Remember the money.  
 
“DON’T interrupt. When it failed, we expected you to MAKE something out of your life! Go 
back to school, get a real job, SOMETHING! But every couple of months, you give me the same 
damn sob story, and expect me to just...” 
 
Silence. 
 
“Are you... crying?” 
 
Silence. I got him. I can tell. The tone was totally different. Pity has pierced his armor, and I 



know I’ve just taken the unspoken upper hand. 
 
“Look, Riley, I-” 
 
“No, Dad. You’re right. I’ve been the worst. Literally the worst.  What I’ve been to you, and to 
Mom, and to Adrian... Whatever it is, it’s not family.” 
 
Though I’m trying to convince myself otherwise, trying to steel myself against the antagonist of 
my life, I’m realizing we’re in the same boat. I’m not the only one crying anymore. We’re both 
on the same plane of emotion, both feeling a strange mixture of regret and hope. For different 
reasons, of course. 
 
The crack of the receiver made by our breathing is the only sound. 
 
“Riley... It’s okay. It’s always been okay, because I always knew you’d understand. I forgive 
you.” 
 
Bingo. I should be mad about what he just said; what a presumptuous and pretentious thing to 
say! He doesn’t know everything, although he seems to think so. But it doesn’t matter. It really 
doesn’t. I just need to keep this up for a minute or two. He continues. 
 
“Is that what you called for? Just to-” 
 
“No, actually. Dad, I want to come home. I want to be part of the family again, do my part. 
I promise, I’ll find a job. Maybe I’ll go back to school, I don’t know.  But I’ll carry my own 
weight, I promise.” 
 
“Dad?” 
 
This is the most important part. An even bigger eternity this time, probably double the size. The 
sirens scream outside, footsteps tap upstairs, and here I sit. Waiting for the thumbs-up from the 
Roman emperor of the story of my life. Maybe I should get another lamp. And then I have to 
stifle a chuckle, because that doesn’t matter. If I succeed, I’ll have all my old furniture. If I don’t, 
I probably won’t have enough money for a lamp for the rest of my life. 
 
“Riley, no. I’m sorry, but no.” 
 
A different type of silence. Cold. Riddled with tension. 



 
“I can’t enable you. I can’t keep doing this. You claim that you’ve changed. But it’s me, helping 
you out and being too much of a friend to you, that’s caused this. It’s time for me to step up and 
be your father.” 
 
Ah, Jesus. Come on, Riley. Apologize. Beg. Remember the money. Remember what you owe. 
You can’t buy on credit anymore. But he just has this power, I can’t get down on my knees and 
beg to this man. What I’m thinking all comes out.  
 
“And you think that the best way to do that is to leave me out here? You think I’ll get clean by 
borrowing money from drug dealers that I can’t pay back? That’s what’s best for me?” 
 
All the good feeling is gone. I’m not sorry; what did I do wrong? I told him not to send me to a 
private school, I warned him that it would be too hard, and he ignored me. He didn’t give me any 
help WHATSOEVER with the bar, and practically laughed when it failed. He WANTS me to fail, 
he savors these bitter moments where I’m the one apologizing to his Greatness. No, this ends 
now. I keep going.  
 
“I don’t need you any more than I’ve ever needed you. When Adi asks why I’m never at home, 
you’ll know that it’s your fault! YOUR FAULT I’M NOT PART OF THIS FAMILY.” 
 
And with that I slam the phone down. Reality starts to surround me, thick and imposing as Lon-
don fog. There is no way I’ll ever be able to make that work again. That was it, my last shot at 
going back home. I am truly on my own. I check the call-timer on the small screen right above 
the keypad. A family won and lost, found and forgotten. My life mended and shattered in three 
minutes and forty seven seconds.



The Quarry Story
Jack Riccio ‘16

It was a hot day, and as Joe, Billy, and I walked across the road, cars were zooming past.  I was 
fourteen years old, and Billy had just gotten his license.  For years, Billy, Joe, and I had talked 
about taking a trip to the quarry. 

 The quarry was a mining site in the woods of the Peekskill-Cortlandt Manor border.  I 
remember hearing stories about it from Billy’s older brothers.  They claimed the quarry was the 
highest cliff you could jump off in all of Westchester.  I really didn’t believe them, but I loved 
hearing the stories about the cliff and its jutting edges that sit over the water creating an im-
promptu take off spot.  

 We were all aware of the dangers at the quarry.  We had heard of the sketchy spots to 
jump from, but we knew there was a more apparent danger: the law.  Joe, Billy, and I knew that 
the only way to reach the quarry was to walk through private property, but we had made a plan 
before we left Billy’s house.

“Yo, Jay, when we get to the quarry be careful,” Billy warned.

“Oh, I know. Are you sure you want to go today?” I said.

“You bet your dumb ass I do,” Billy replied. 

Joe nodded his head in agreement. 

“I’ll have my mom’s car today for the first time.  It works out perfect,” Billy explained. 
He smiled, so did Joe, and we hopped in the car.  The air conditioner in the back seat of 

Billy’s car blew cool strips of air on my warm red face.  I was 
starting to get nervous, and I could feel myself sweating  

 “Now when we get there you’ve got 
to watch out for the cars.  I’ll 

park in front of the gas 
station across the 

Nicholas Fell ‘16



street from the gate.” Joe explained that the gate was a rusty orange bar that separated the short 
mound of grass connecting the road to the half mile path that led to the quarry.  When Billy got 
to the gas station, he put the car in park, grabbed his towel, and ran towards the road.  Joe and I 
followed closely behind.  

When we got the edge of the road, we saw cars zoom by, and we all looked both ways.  
Billy motioned us to follow him with a quick, limp wave of his left hand.  We all sauntered 
across the street smiling.  We were just a half a mile away from the quarry.

 We passed the long gate of orange rust.  The blades of grass rubbed the sides of my 
calves.  The trail leading to the quarry was un-kept.  I wasn’t surprised that the grass grew this 
long since no one was supposed to be on it but Billy. 

 “Damn, the grass is really thick,” Billy said. 

 “I know, my feet keep getting tangled up in it.”

 “I wish I wore long pants,” said Joe.

 “It’s 90 degrees, dumbass. You don’t need pants.”

 “Quit being such an ass, Billy.”

 I couldn’t stand when Bill got that way.  He’s really good at pissing people off, but lucki-
ly Joe didn’t care.  He just brushed it off. 

 As we traveled along the path, a creek bed began snaking through a tight little hill.  I 
could hear the swift water pushing down in the direction we came, and I saw the debris: leaves, 
soda cans, and garbage floating along the top of the water hitching a ride.  We kept on down the 
path and finally reached the edge of a steep hill.  An old dune buggy sat in pieces on the side of 
the rock wall that was at the foot of the hill.  The frame of the car was rusted, and the doors were 
covered in a fading light red paint. The shining sun sat above us, making my neck heat up and 
itch.  I wiped my hand across my wet neck.  We were just a couple hundred feet 
away from the jumping spot.

 We pulled up the hill.  I occasionally 
looked down at my steps staring up 



to see how much more trail was left, and my calves started tightening up.  With every step, the 
pain in my legs shot to the bottom of my feet.  

“Let’s go you bums!” Billy barked from the front of the line. 

“Shut the hell up Billy,” I shouted back. 

“Hurry your ass up, Jay. I’m sick of waiting for you.  You too, Joe.”

“Sorry Bill,” Joe muttered. 

“Thank God we’re almost there.”

“I can’t wait.”

“You’re a piece of work, Billy.” 

“Oh, I know buddy,” he said with a cool smile. 

“I bet you do.”

 As we approached the top of the hill, my shoe slipped off.  I stopped to grab it.  I saw 
Billy moving out of the corner of my eye.  He laughed and picked up a stick and hurled it at me, 
and I just smiled and put my shoe back on.  Joe reached the top, and I followed.  We had a clear 
view of the entire quarry. 

 I walked to the edge and could see straight down into the water.  The water was a filthy 
brown color, and it had collected heaps of debris.  Sticks protruded from the sides of the walls.  
The stones enclosing the quarry were smeared with graffiti in red, black, white, yellow, and blue.  
The graffiti signaled the takeoff spot, which read in big yellow letters “JUMP.”

 Joe, Billy, and I took off our shoes, then our socks, and then our shirts.  Shards of glass 
peppered the floor of the gravel.  Everyone who drank at the cliff threw their bottles to the 
ground. Joe, Billy, and I looked at each other.  

 “Alright, now who’s first?” 

Joe and I looked around and didn’t respond. 

 “I’m serious. Who’s first?” 

Billy kept looking at us and started to chuckle. “I brought you bums here, and you’re not 
going to jump.  I always knew you two were pansies.  A bunch of cowards, the both of you.”

 “Billy, you better shut your damn mouth.  You’re the one who brought us here.  You bet-
ter be the first one off this cliff.”

“Or what Jay? What are you going to do about it?”



I just smiled. 

“Exactly, you’re both pansies.”

Joe stood there, and I could see him thinking, but he stayed quiet.  Billy was sweating, 
and so was I.  Joe seemed stiff, but his arms hung at his sides.  Joe grabbed the side of his swim 
trunks and pulled them up slightly.  He shook out his arms and started walking to the side of the 
cliff.

“You’re not gonna do it Joe,” Billy said.

Joe didn’t respond.  He just walked to the edge, and pushed off the side of the rock with 
the bottom of his left foot, and I heard him hit the water a second later.  I couldn’t help but laugh.  
Joe had done it. 

 “Doesn’t matter. Joe is still an idiot.” 

 “That’s your problem Billy.”

 “Oh yeah, what’s that?”

 “You don’t know when to stop.  You just keep pushing people and you put them on an 
edge, and soon enough they’re all going to jump off, far away from you.”

“You’re a loser Jay. A real loser.” 

I walked a couple feet to the edge of the cliff and looked back.  I saw Billy watching me, 
and I could feel the sun beating on my neck.  I knew it was time to jump.  I looked ahead, and 
looked down.  I got one good view of the water below and pushed off, falling through the air and 
hitting the warm water with a splash.  Joe was sitting at the edge of a stone in the water.  He was 
smiling and so was I.  I caught my breath, and looked up to see where I had jumped off.  On the 
side of the wall was a large graffiti sun.  It was a really pretty sun. 

I gave Joe a pat on the back, and started scaling some stones trying to climb back up to 
the take-off spot. Joe followed.  Each stone was hot, and I could feel my hands warm up as I 
grabbed each new piece.  When we got to the top, Billy was gone.

“Billy’s got problems.”

“I know Joe, but so do we.”

 Joe and I sat out in the warm sun for another half hour.  Our bodies dried off, and we 
grabbed all of our stuff.  We put on our shirts, then our socks, and then our shoes.  We laced them 
up, and walked down the steep hill.  Billy was gone, but Joe and I pushed on, walking down the 
hill onto the trail.



My Heaven
Brendan Burbage ‘18

High up in the sky, 

It’s the place you’ll want to go 

Where snowmen are made of cookie dough,

Clouds of cotton candy 

And oceans have a chocolate glow,

Full of people who don’t say no 

Full of love and God’s grace. 

If only we could see what surrounds this wonderful place-- 

As if we’d ever get to know 

How much we were missing down below.



Flight
James Corasaniti ‘18

Slowly taxiing along the tarmac
The engine settles patiently, idling
As if it were waiting for something, but
The wind is howling and sleet is pounding.
Dark figures trudge through the harsh weather
Two red lights floating effortlessly, their
Owners mere shadows amid the darkness.
The clouds withdraw, revealing the sun’s rays, 
Illuminating the sky with warmth.
The Pilot’s voice crackles ‘round the cabin.
The soft whirring of electricity,
Begins to fill the air with newfound life.
Looking out the window, the world streaks by
Giving you one last glimpse to say goodbye.

Michael Gallagher ‘17
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Pensive
Ned Sullivan ‘16

I lean on the marble counter and stare into the hourglass,
The falling beige sand crystals mesmerizing me,
Losing awareness of my surroundings.

I count the pebbles that trickle languidly to the bottom, 
Listening only to the faint tick of their contact with the glass,
Growing encapsulated as I exist only in the hourglass. 

My mind transcends the boundary of existence.
My breathing slows and my pulse grows louder.

Memories blend and cover one another in the sand, 
The present becomes the past as the future becomes the present:
9/11 turns into the first day of kindergarten,  
Into First Holy Communion,
Into Christmas concerts,
Into birthdays,
Into Confirmation, 
Into high school,
Into college acceptances, 
Into prom,
Into graduation. 

Events that once were slowly fade away, 
Only ever occurring again through the hourglass.

As the sand falls from infinity to infinity, 
Seconds become minutes,
Minutes become hours,
Hours become days,
Days become eighteen years while the true hour has not fully passed. 

Now, I begin to return to time,
The tapping of the sand softening,
Growing once again conscious of my surroundings.

Memories fade as though they never occurred.
I am no longer trapped inside of the hourglass.
I exist only in the present.



I am David. You Can Call Me Dave!
Giancarlo De La Rosa ‘18

 It’s 4:55 am and I’m still thinking about you. The only light in the room is coming from 
the screen of my phone. I’m checking Instagram to see what you’ve been up to like I always do. 
This is isn’t the first time I’ve done this, and it won’t be the last. 

I think of the times I passed you in the halls and tried to say hi, but for some reason could 
never be heard by you, because I mumbled or just didn’t have enough volume in my voice for 
you to hear me. Then again, no one ever hears me. I can never seem to get the right words out 
of my mouth. I practiced talking to you in front of the mirror but whenever the moment actually 
came up I would choke and bring up some random, obscure topic. Which would make you and 
your friends laugh and giggle at me in a way I didn’t like, but tolerated.  

It didn’t matter that you didn’t know my name, or that I knew yours and had written it fif-
ty times in my notebook. In a perfect world I would have approached you and swooned you right 
off your feet with a line so charming you would instantly fall in love with me. I told my friends 
about this and they laughed at me saying, “You’re never gonna talk to her bro, you’re too afraid. 
If you actually did go up to her you would just choke up and probably piss your pants.” Those 
guys are jerks. I mean I know you don’t know who I am, and I know that you don’t love me but 
deep down I feel that if you got to know me you could fall in love with me. 

My dad once told me a story about the “glory days” and how when he was my age he 
“had two girlfriends. One who was big breasted with no bum, and one who was small chested 
and had a heart shaped bottom that was out of this world.” I was the disgrace of the family. The 
only seed of my fathers who wasn’t incredibly tall, handsome and athletic. I was barely able to 
plant my feet on the ground when sitting down, barely able to reach the top of the subway rail-
ing, barely able to see a movie without being blocked by an idiot who sat right in front of me. 
It also didn’t help that I was especially round and chubby, and that by the age of seven, I had 
reached a whopping one hundred and ten pounds. 

My brothers Ralph, Pepe, and Julio all have flawless jawlines carved straight out of mar-
ble as if God himself molded them.  My jawline, on the other hand, resembles Mr. Potato Head’s. 
They have the bodies of Adonis while I’m more Danny Devito. My dad joked that my mother 
cheated on him when they were together and that I wasn’t his kid. It didn’t matter whether he 
was joking or not; I knew that if he could, he would disown me because I wasn’t the type of guy 
that my brothers were. All of my brothers played baseball, while I played Super Mario on my 
Gameboy Color. While Ralph and Pepe, the oldest, went out on Fridays nights to drink beer and 



skinny dip in the creek behind our house with their girlfriends, I enjoyed the company of Goku 
and the Z Fighters as they fought the biggest and toughest of the galaxy, protecting the earth 
from all who dared to destroy it.  All of my brothers thought I was lame for loving anime and 
video games but I didn’t really care about that. We’ve never gotten along and this was one of the 
reasons why. 

 If it wasn’t for the caramel skin that looked like the inside of a Twix bar, you would think 
that I was someone else’s kid, but even my dad admits that my marble green eyes and rotund 
and protruding nose come from the Delgado family line. I could have inherited many things 
from him such as his Herculean strength, or even his ability to grow a full beard. I would have 
especially liked the deep and thunderous voice that he has that booms with anger whenever he’s 
drinking and is mad at my brothers and me for no apparent reason. I could have especially used 
this trait to make you notice me. If only I had listened and paid attention to him and his rants on 
how to become the “alpha male in life.” Maybe then, I would not be here, writing this essay to 
you. I guess I deserved the brugal fueled beatings and lashings that would permanently scar me. 
However, I am grateful for them because in the end they would help me become prepared. He 
was preparing me for the real world. The one in which I lose you, even though I never really had 
you.

Jason Latham ‘16
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Trapped and Defeated
Noah Russo ‘18

I lie trapped in an isolated dungeon,

The world outside me unaffected.

They cook me in their flesh burning oven

As my skin grows blistered and infected.

 

Guts pour from the faucet that is my mouth.

They coat me with their filthy warmth and smell.

They tell me my condition travels south.

My body has become an empty shell.

 

Tortured as I lie handcuffed to a pole,

They pierce my skin with a thin metal knife.

I become aware that I’ve lost control.

The toxins win; they’ve enslaved my life.

There is no escaping this hospital.

Fighting this cancer is impossible.



All Grown Up
Noah Russo ‘18

 On July 11th in the summer of 2010, I woke up, a happy ten-year-old. I started my day 

off as usual by running downstairs to play Club Penguin while eating breakfast, playing catch 

with my brother, and playing the drums with my feet. After this ended, I would go on my tram-

poline and do a double back flip, providing me the power to jump thirty-five feet across my back 

yard. After my jump, I would run into the pool and have breathing contests with my brother, but 

it was never really a contest as I was able to hold my breath under water for about six minutes. 

When noon came, I began to complain because I knew my mom would drag me by the neck to 

Morgan Stanley Children’s Hospital to visit my sister. It was so boring there, and I just want-

ed to stay home and play. Besides, she was in a coma; it’s not like she would even know I was 

there. But, sadly, my mom pulled me by my collar and threw me into the car, causing it to tip 

back and forth to the point where it almost fell onto its side. I complained the whole ride there, 

and when we arrived at the hospital, I ran to the snack room and ate everything in the first two 

cabinets. I convinced my family to play cards with me so I could have something to distract me 

from the boredom of the hospital. As we played cards, everyone took turns going into the room 

that held my sister. I didn’t understand why everyone couldn’t just go in at once so we could get 

out of the hospital more quickly. Finally, it was my turn, and I was determined to make my visit 

as short as possible. I got up from my chair, ran into the room in the ICU, and froze. The chills 

ran through my body and caused my hair to rise as my fingernails cracked. The running and the 

games escaped my brain for the first time. I stared at a ghost. I didn’t step any closer as I watched 

the fluid flow in and out of the tubes that were connected through every possible hole on her 

body. I looked at her mouth and wondered how fifteen tubes could fit down her throat when just 

a couple years ago, she had choked on a penny. I began to walk closer and noticed a monster-like 

green slime that coated her body. As I looked at her, I used my fingers to open up her eyelids, but 

instead of the white squishy ball that held a brown circle and black dot, the eye-sockets just held 



dark black rocks. I looked back down at her skin, which had become a light green, and when 

I touched it, the skin tore as if it was wet paper. The monitor was still steadily beating, but the 

body that held my sister was not alive by my standards. Tears poured out of my eyes like a faucet 

and started to fill the room, causing me to slip. As I sat on the ground, my clothes soaked in my 

tears, the pain and the suffering of the world broke through the force field that my youth provid-

ed. Playing Club Penguin, throwing a ball, jumping on the trampoline, and swimming in the pool 

would never feel the same again. I would no longer wake up to have fun, but instead, I would 

wake up to see my sister. My growth into an adult was not dependent on my age or my height; it 

was dependent on what mattered the most, my sister and her health. 

Anthony Fata ‘16
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Channel 32
Rob Moderelli ‘18

I am from light-up Skechers, 
from scented markers and Silly Bandz. 

I am from the winding slide on the playground 
that twisted and turned spastically until reaching the woodchips below 

that were somehow eternally damp 
and left stains on the knees of my camouflage cargo pants. 

I am from Lincoln Logs, 
from Rescue Heroes, 

from surprisingly aerodynamic wooden blocks, 
and towering pillars of Legos. 

 
I am from Nicktoons and Cartoon Network. 

I’m from the five minutes of King of the Hill that hypnotized me  
that one time that my mom learned the hard way 

what broadcasts on 32 after Noggin. 
I’m from the poorly dubbed Power Rangers, 

from the clunky old 2004 iMac, 
from Green Lantern, Goosebumps, and the Ghostbusters Wii game. 

I am from my grandma teaching me how to play Texas hold-‘em 
when the power went out. 

I am from my dad’s stories of his old Intellivision console. 
I am from my mom telling me that I was rotting my brain. 

 
I am from the bruises that my Razor scooter left on my ankles, 

from the knee-hockey rug burns that lasted way too long. 
I am from the claw-mark-scars that my brother made 

in a heated debate over Wii Carnival Games 
and the little grey dot that still brands my forearm 

from his creative use of a pencil. 
I’m from the teeth that chipped when diving for a football, 

from the endless scraped knees, stubbed toes, and recess balls to the face 
that came with playing kickball on asphalt. 

I am from mercy. 
I am from bloody knuckles. 

I am from tirelessly wrestling to make my opponents say “uncle.”



The Berry Tale
Martin Caruso ‘16

 Once upon a time, there was a boy who lived in the depths of the dark green jungle. 

Abandoned at a young age by an explorer’s expedition, the boy had no family. He had settled 

down in the mouth of a cave next to a baby blue stream filled with rainbow colored clay rocks 

and flanked by seven berry bushes with berries of all kinds of colors and flavors, sour and sweet. 

For years the boy lived undisturbed by other jungle wanderers, eating berries and coloring on the 

walls of his cave with his clay rocks. Day by day, night by night, the water of the stream contin-

ued to flow and the berries on the bush continued to grow. 

 One particularly hot day, the boy was sitting by the stream eating an especially vibrant 

looking handful of berries. They tasted better than any he had had before. As he finished the last 

berry, the boy got tired and fell into a deep slumber by the stream. When he awoke the sun had 

set, but the jungle was still illuminated. He stared down at the stream to notice a radiant light 

coming from it. Moving closer, the boy realized there were hundreds of tadpoles swimming 

down the stream. Soon, the largest of the tadpoles stuck his head out of the water. He said to the 

surprised boy that at the end of the stream was a lost kingdom that had been kingless for years 

and years. The tadpole told the boy he had three days to reach the kingdom or he would get lost 

and never find it. Right before he slipped back into the water, the tadpole told the boy to bring 

some berries and clay with him and use them whenever he needed help. The tadpole then flopped 

into the stream and swam away with the rest of the tadpoles, and the stream slowly stopped 

glowing. 

 The boy sat down in his cave to think about what the tadpole had told him. He thought 

about what he did every day. He loved eating berries and drawing in his cave. But he had this 

sudden inclination for more, and this was his chance. He decided that he would begin to follow 

the stream at sunrise. He ate some berries and once again fell asleep. When he woke up he tied a 

leaf full of berries and a leaf full of clay rocks to a stick and embarked on his journey.

 On his first day of travel following the winding stream through the jungle, the boy trav-

eled far deeper than he had ever before. Halfway through this first day, sweating for the first time 



in his life, he stopped to take a break and cool down in the stream. While cooling down in the 

water he heard some ruffles in the bushes in front of him. Two primates emerged from the bush-

es, arguing. One of the primates took the other’s food and refused to repay him. The boy tried to 

calm them down, but neither of the primates would stop bickering. The boy then thought of the 

tadpole and his berries. He opened his leaf full of berries and offered them to the primates. They 

stopped arguing. They both looked at the boy and thanked him for his help. From here the boy 

continued with his journey until sunset, when he rested.

 The next morning the boy drank some water from the stream and started moving down-

stream once again. The further downstream the boy got, the bigger and deeper the stream got. At 

one point the boy reached a geyser situated right off the course of the stream. As he approached 

the geyser, the boy heard a creature crying for help. He realized that there was a mother tapir out-

side of the geyser trying to help her son that was stuck in the geyser. She rushed to the boy once 

she saw him and begged for his help. The boy wanted to help, but he did not know what to do. 

He did not want to burn his feet in the hot geyser. He quickly thought of the options he had and 

thought of the clay. He opened his leaf, covered his feet in a thick protective layer of clay, en-

tered the geyser, and saved the son. The mother was grateful and thanked him many times. They 

went their separate ways and the boy continued downstream once again until sunset.

 On the third day the boy woke up and realized he now had no berries and no clay. He be-

gan to worry because this was his last day to make it to the kingdom and he had seen no sign of 

it. He also had no resources left to aid him. He thought that with the increasing size of the stream 

he could build a raft and use the power of the stream to get to the end quicker. It took him most 

of the morning to create a raft made out of bamboo. 

Finally, he tested it and embarked once again 

for the third day. His journey on the raft 

started smoothly. The stream was 

flowing quickly but calmly.

The boy was stopped, however, 

at a part of the stream where big rocks on the sides 

Trevor Chakavarika ‘18



briefly made it too narrow for his raft to pass through. He had to get off the raft and drag it out of 

the water and around the rocks that were creating the narrow passage. While dragging the raft, 

he was surprised by an ocelot that jumped from a tree onto his head. The startled boy asked the 

ocelot what was wrong. The ocelot said that he was running from a viper that had been chasing 

him from tree to tree. As the ocelot explained the situation, the boy heard another creature fall 

from the trees above. It was the viper. The boy did not know what to do. He had no berries, no 

clay. But he knew he had to do something. Using the stick he had been carrying the clay and ber-

ries with, he defended the ocelot. After he fought the viper for a few minutes, however, he was 

beginning to feel tired and defeated. He realized he had to use his size and strength to his advan-

tage. He tricked the viper into wrapping itself around the stick and then threw the stick deep into 

the woods on the other side of the stream. The boy was ecstatic. In a time of helplessness he had 

solved the problem entirely by himself, without the help of the berries or the clay that the tadpole 

had insisted he bring on his journey. After accepting thanks from the grateful ocelot, the boy 

dragged the raft around the rocks and continued downstream.

The sun was nearly set and the boy was still moving downstream on the raft. He only 

hoped that he would make it to the kingdom. He heard a faint roar in the distance. As he moved 

downstream the roar got louder and louder as the stream continued to get wider and wider, deep-

er and deeper, and move faster and faster. With the sun setting on the horizon in the direction he 

was moving, he could barely see far ahead. The roaring was now very loud and he realized that 

the source of this roar was a waterfall, created by the stream he was traveling on. Squinting, he 

saw ahead of him a huge drop. There was nowhere he could go. The stream was too wide, deep, 

and strong for him to get out of it. He braced himself to jump and right before the drop he sprang 

John Garry ‘16



out and away from the wall of the waterfall. 

He woke up on the shore of a beautiful lake with the humongous waterfall on the oppo-

site side. He turned and saw a marvelous overgrown palace. He entered the palace and walked 

through extravagant halls filled with vines. In the halls were hedges in the shapes of people. He 

reached the throne room and saw the throne at the other end with a silhouette perched in it. As 

he neared the throne he realized that the silhouette he saw was that of a frog, the new form of 

the tadpole who had advised him at the start of his journey. He approached the frog, who con-

gratulated the boy. The frog explained that the kingdom needed a king and that the boy had been 

tested during his journey. The two primates, the tapirs, the ocelot and the viper entered the throne 

room. As they did, the frog hopped off of the throne and invited the boy to take a seat. As he sat, 

the overgrown vines across the palace retracted and the leaves fell off of the hedges to reveal the 

people of the kingdom. The kingdom had been awakened by its new king. The king went on to 

rule his kingdom wisely and all the creatures and people lived happily ever after.



How I Did My Labyrinth Submission
Nicholas Chiofalo ‘17

 Joseph Chiofalo walked down the stairs to the basement where his brother was playing 
video games. “Hey!” Nicholas heard his brother and turned away from the television screen. 
“Dinner’s ready.”

 “I’ll be up in a moment,” he said dryly before turning back to the TV.

 “I think I waited long enough,” Joseph continued, making his way to the couch where 
Nicholas was sitting. “Those Lean Cuisine things only stay warm for so long.”

 “Lean Cuisine?” Nicholas looked to his own body and then back up to face his brother. 
“You implying something?”

 “Mom couldn’t make something, we had pizza and Chinese earlier in the week . . .  you 
know how it is.”

 Nicholas sighed. “Jesus, I’ll be up in a minute.” He didn’t put down the controller.

 “Some people don’t have a minute. Come on!” Joseph’s patience was running short. 

“I’ll go up when I’m ready.”

“What exactly does ‘ready’ mean?”

“It means when I’m ready.”

Joseph began to tap his foot impatiently. “Mary, Joseph and Jesus 
in the goddamn manger.” He kicked the side of the couch. “Hurry the hell 
up!”

Nicholas Khan ‘16



“Does it look like I’m ready?” Nicholas proposed an apparently obvious question.

“I don’t know. You never properly explained the definition of ‘ready’. Care to do so, 
now?” 

Nicholas looked from his controller to Joseph, back to the controller and then back to 
Joseph. “I’ll do it when I’m ready.”

“Oh that’s it.” Joseph slapped the controller out of Nicholas’s hands.

“Hey!” Nicholas rubbed his wrist. “That hurt…”

 “Y’know what hurts more? Hm? My stomach!” Joseph began one of his rants. “I’m try-
ing to be a gentleman here. I’m supposed to. Otherwise, she’ll have me doing the dishes ‘til the 
crack of dawn! The least you could do is show up on time, eat some of that chicken and rice, and 
then come back down here to play your crappy video games. Simple as that!”

“You don’t get it. I’m going through creative issues right now.”

 “Creative issues? Aw, you can’t find your inspiration? Well here’s some incentive.” Jo-
seph cleared his throat. “I mean, look at you! All you do is sit down, play video games and hide 
behind the cover of the work you have from your ‘two languages and 2 APs’. Well guess what? I 
go to college! Now go the hell upstairs you lazy, helpless, hopeless, sack of nothing!”

“Hmm, sack of nothing…” Nicholas rubbed his chin.

“Yes, sack of nothing! Now get upstairs!” Joseph was red in the face, pointing to the 
stairs.

“Thanks, Joseph. I got something now.”

“What?!”

 “Have a good one, Joseph.” Nicholas calmly got up, patted Joseph on the back, and 
walked upstairs to have his dinner.

Joseph was astonished. “What?!”

The Lean Cuisine was absolutely delicious.



The Refugee
Aidan Lee ‘17

The setting sun greets a painted sky

While taillights flicker ahead.

The time has come for a final goodbye,

Yet not a word is said.

A dismal nearing taillight, 

A stench of tar and smoke

Once believed a usual plight,

Now a grace it does invoke. 

A childish glee surges through his brain,

Impatience begins to overwhelm,

The city extends a restrictive chain,

A confining, beautiful realm. 

His suitcase ready, his gate drawn,

He awaits the certain call. 

One last embrace shatters a fragile brawn

And unleashes the fated bawl.

Within, a heart that’s paid its toll

From which he hastily ran.

This home abides within his soul

Which turned a boy into man.
Rob Moderelli ‘18
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