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God Above Me, or Things Not Seen
Christopher Parker ‘18

God above me, hear my plea,
to follow, love,
and clearly see.

And as I lay me down to sleep,
Good shepherd, watchest well thy sheep.

When Gabriel unlocks the gate,
and Michael conquers rueful hate,

I shan't be left behind below
to clutch my hope, but never know.

God above me, hear my cry,
between the sordid earth and sky,
half-lost within a cloud's embrace,
I reach my hand towards thy face.

I reach for thee, but never touch,
for proof, alas, betrays too much.
Much rather I, on ground below,
content to hope, but never know.

God above me, call my name, and
reel my soul from mortal shame,
for castles made of stone will fall,

but my Lord's palace needs no walls.

A conversation needs no speech,
this lesson, I implore to teach:

to polish, ‘til she shine and gleam,
my meager faith in things not seen.

George Vasilakis ‘18



Mulling Over Berries
Nicolo Ferretti ‘17

 There was a mulberry tree that had been growing on my family’s lawn for over a 
hundred years. It was not very tall--fruit-bearing trees rarely are--but its trunk was thick; 
its sweet berries were the most delicious treat I remember enjoying over the first twelve 
summers of my life; its branches spread across our narrow lawn horizontally, acting as 
a strangely welcome impediment against playing catch or holding a lightsaber over my 
head. My interest in our tree made me learn about it; for example, mulberry trees are 
the preferred trees of the silkworm and farms of them are used in China to harvest the 
silkworms’ cocoons. The cocoon attached to the mulberry tree is the means by which a 
squirming caterpillar becomes a flying moth. But, this was not just any mulberry tree, 
it was our tree: when I was six, I climbed on it; when I was eight, I cleared the ground 
around it of any competing plants; and when I was twelve, I watched its massive trunk 
keel over.

 Three days before the fall, I had been in Cape Cod with my family. Hurricane Irene 
had made its way to the Northeast and brought powerful winds and strong rainfall. In 
Cape Cod, my brother and I had put on heavy raingear and courageously stood in the 
wind as sand flew by for a whopping minute and a half. In New York, the mulberry tree 
had resisted the brutal weather for two days. When we returned home, the mulberry tree 
leaned closer to the ground. We did not think much of it. 

 The next morning, I heard a loud creaking and my father and I, looking out the win-
dow, watched it hit the ground. It covered the grass beneath it. There would be no more 
mulberry tree, no more sweet berries, no more obstacles to energize lightsaber fights. 
Worst, I felt like the tree’s death was my fault for some reason.

 A few days after the fall, a good, strong friend of my father who owned a pickup 
truck and a powerful chainsaw came over. He cut the tree’s trunk into three long pieces 
and several short pieces with his chainsaw, and then with several slugs of an axe, he made 
the short pieces into small slices. My father and I helped where we could. I was one of the 
men dealing with the fallen tree.

 We worked all day, cutting branches, moving wood, piling pieces we cut to be used 
as firewood. The lawn was clear when we were done, and so was the sky. For the first time, 
we could see the sky beyond our branches from the windows, we could throw a football 
back and forth on our front lawn, and we could hold anything we wanted above our head. 

 Flying moths came out as the sun got lower, and as I walked between them my steps 



felt more like strides. That night, I looked out the window to see the sky. The sun had set, 
but I knew it would be back out tomorrow and I would go out and throw the football and 
I would think about things to come. About maybe joining the football team when I went 
to high school. About working like I did with my Dad and his friend. About the healthy 
bees that kept making food to keep themselves alive, the beautiful butterflies that loved 
their nectar, and the quick moths that flapped everywhere at night.

Andrew Griffin ‘17



The Wolf with No Pack
Joshua Coombs ‘19

 Red lights flash. Sirens blare. The beginning of a new day on the small Hercules I Space 
Station orbiting Jupiter. As the alarms sound, its only resident is slowly thawed from the cryo-
preservation tube that keeps him alive. The tube bursts open, and a man of apparently old age 
drifts out into the zero gravity and begins making his way towards the bridge. Although he is 
only 31 years old, many months of isolation, starvation and stress have accelerated his physi-
cal appearance to that of someone 40 years older. He floats through the hallways without any 
emotion, not even turning his head to look around as he moves. He is thin, very thin. His lean 
arms dangle from his sides like strings hanging from threads. Were it not for gravity, he would 
be unable to lift them. His thick beard is a mix of grey and white, somewhat resembling the pelt 
of a wolf. But this wolf has no pack. His pack left him long ago. Now, he floats aimlessly through 
space, no purpose propelling him.

 His name is Alexander Smith. Or at least it was when that name still meant something. 
His name was the only thing his parents ever gave him. After his birth, they were always “too 
busy” to bond with him. He rarely talked to anyone, and when he did it never consisted of more 
than one-word answers, which, due to his heavy stutter, made his communication sound more 
like a woodpecker than a human being. In school, he struggled to make friends with the other 
kids, who made fun of his wild aspirations of becoming an astronaut. The few who tried to talk 
to him were disappointed when they couldn’t get him to mutter more than a few words, which 

Taaef Jihaan ‘19



he did to end the awkward conversations as quickly as possible. People began to think that he 
had no desire to become friends with anyone, so they soon left him alone. Alex didn’t care. At 
least he thought he didn’t. He believed that he wouldn’t find much value in people anyway, al-
though something inside of him knew he had always wanted to be known. Alex lived his entire 
life like a wolf whose pack had left him behind, but he was eventually able to find enjoyment in 
his loneliness through daydreaming of the future he envisioned for himself. His ability to find 
contentment even in isolation made him a prime candidate for NASA’s Hercules Program.

 The program was made up of four individuals, each of whom would be sent into space on 
an identical small space station to study the solar system’s gas giants from orbit. The missions 
would be lifelong, meaning nobody should expect to come home. Alex didn’t mind. What had 
life on Earth ever offered him anyway? NASA had offered him his dream job, and along with 
that a meaning for his life. Then, after four years of successful work orbiting Jupiter, Alex sud-
denly lost all contact with Earth and the other three stations. He spent months desperately trying 
to reestablish contact, but his attempts were in vain. His worst fears were confirmed when the 
yearly shipment of supplies failed to arrive on the pre-specified date. He began to ration, even-
tually reaching dangerously low intakes of food daily. The rationing and lack of human contact 
had brought him to the physical and mental state he now inhabited. He had gotten what he had 
always wanted: to be left alone to explore the vast frontier of space. But he couldn’t be more de-
pressed. 

 Before all hope was lost, Alex believed in God, but not like others did. He had his own 
unique image of God apart from organized religion. To him, God was the path that he was fol-
lowing, the goal he wanted to achieve, the destiny he was meant to fulfill. But his destiny had 
deceived him. He had achieved his dream, but in a sick and twisted way. He was left alone to 
explore space alright, but he felt forgotten and unimportant. He always thought he could handle 
isolation at its worst, but he was wrong. For the first time in his life, he realized he wanted to be 
remembered, but it was too late.

 Every day as he sat alone in the chair in the bridge, a little piece of him died. He thought 
that the people he worked with had lied to him, that he wasn’t important to the mission, and 
that nobody would come to help because his life wasn’t among anyone’s priorities. Every time he 
turned on the computer and saw nothing, he began to miss home more and more. Until one day 
he decided to speculate: had something gone wrong at home? And then a strange idea occurred 
to him. He looked through the telescope and pointed it towards Earth for the first time in years. 
After months of panic and starvation, he had forgotten it was there. Nothing could have pre-
pared him for what he saw on the other side. What used to be a bright, colorful orb of blue and 
green was now a dull, cratered grey blob devoid of life. Tears streamed down his face, flowing 
around the defined outlines of his bones. He had only one thing left to do. He slowly floated back 
to the cryopreservation tube like a phantom, where he closed the glass door behind him. Using 
the sharp tip of his boot, he smashed to pieces the electronic timer meant to wake him from his 
frigid slumber. An icy lining began to take shape around his body, and Alex shut his eyes for the 
last time.



To You, From Harlem
Rob Moderelli ‘18

As I sit by Track 3
and watch the timid sun crawl behind the silhouette skyline
leaving in its wake a flowing sea of grey
only through the cracks of which can the golden sky shine,
I think of our time here together.
The tapestry of grey mimics my mind
and the swirling fog that entrances me now
is as heavy with you as the foreboding clouds are with rain.

A beam of the setting sun’s rays pierce the quilt above and you’re here.
We sit on the 6 Train bound for Brooklyn Bridge.
Air-conditioning makes our car a little oasis from the summer heat.
Your seat faces mine from the other side
of the car
As an endlessly alternating army of commuters hustles and bustles between us.
But I smile when I see you and you do the same
and our silent exchange braves the thundering chatter of peak hour transit.

Another column seeps through and we’re headed uptown.
The chilled breeze of autumn cuts through to the underground tunnels
Our pile of take-out, shopping, and drawstring bags buries the only other available seat,
so I ride standing and distract myself by untangling my headphones,
only glancing away to look at you.
Your face is lit by the brilliant flashing collage of high beams and tunnel lights
as you fiddle with my cracked phone and search for the perfect song.
You settle on something by The Killers.
When I’m done with the headphones I plug them in and pass you the left bud
and despite the phalanx of suits, ties, and overcoats, we share a moment alone.

With a gust of wind the gaps in the clouds seal.
The sky succumbs to a crashing wave of darkness and you’re gone.
But the clouds still swirl above
and I can still hear the clatter of the 6 and the furious honking of a swarm of taxis
and the neon lights down the street still give the air a kind of glow
and the city still refuses to sleep.
As the 5:47 Local Train to Stamford pulls in
and the imminent flurry of snowflakes begins to fall,
I think of Harlem and the memories that will be here when I return.



Ryan Fodero ‘19



Wild Space
William O’Connor ‘18

 As John Muir, the legendary mountain man and preservationist, so eloquently put it, “the moun-
tains are calling and I must go.” There’s a basic human urge to explore wild places and occupy wild spac-
es, and to seek out those spaces, and be a traveler through them. And, more than just travelling through 
them, there’s an urge to live in them, to be connected to them, to see the world from the bottom of a 
canyon or the top of a mountain or the bow of a boat.

 This urge is evident in our everyday lives. The desire to create something meaningful, whether it’s 
a piece of art or an essay, is in a way the same desire that drove the pioneers across the plains. It’s a desire 
to get up and say to the world “This is mine own; it is of me.” It’s a feeling that I think we can all sympa-
thize with.

 For me, my own space is the wilderness, which often builds itself around mountains. Those tem-
ples of granite provide me an altar in which I can reflect and can know, in a way that I never could in the 
hustle-bustle of a New York City street. In the alpine meadows and lakes, I feel freer than I ever could 
under the duress of homework, sports, and the looming threat of college. There’s no standardized test 
for survival; the only prerequisite is that you leave not a trace when you’ve left.

 Simply put, the mountains provide for me the freedom and responsibility that I can never have 
as a high schooler. In the mountains, there is quite a bit of freedom from; freedom from stress, and fear, 
and judgment, and worry about the future. All there is to worry about is the next few meals, where you 
want to go, and how you’re going to get there. Much better than freedom from, however, is freedom for. 
I have the freedom for peace of heart and mind, know that I have all of the necessary tools and supplies 
for survival on my back. To me, there is something exhilarating and liberating about being completely 
self-reliant. It builds freedom before your eyes; if you have everything, you know exactly what you can 



do, and you can take pride in knowing that you alone did it. Nobody else can carry me up a mountain, 
in a way a teacher can guide me through a lesson or a coach can teach me how to improve. That’s free-
dom as I see it.

 There’s no reception in the wilderness either, which means no pressure to be anything you’re not. 
You don’t need a façade, or a look, or constant feedback from your friends. You don’t even need to show-
er if you don’t want to.

 On second thought, you should probably shower every now and then..

 The other beauty of the mountains is responsibility, of which freedom comes from. In my life, 
I have always shared responsibility for my well being with my parents. That’s normal; most of us will 
probably always be dependent upon other people. In the wilderness, too, we are dependent upon the 
other people in the expedition, to ensure our safety and success. That being said, knowing that I can take 
care of myself on my own is both unfamiliar, and comforting. The wilderness has been my playground, 
the place where I can learn to be an adult, on my own terms. The responsibility is my own.

 Wild places and wild spaces are a treasure. They’re a gift for all of us, something that we can all 
share and experience. Everyone goes to school, takes that SAT, and has homework. For me, though, I 
feel quite a bit more prideful when I look across a mountain pass, or at the ocean waves I’ve just surfed, 
or through the thick forest of which I’ve just become a member, and realize that I’ve owned it. In my 
own way, on my own terms, I’ve come to a wild place and, without fundamentally changing it in any 
way, made it my own. That’s something that can never be taken away from me, never diminished or 
thrown out. It’s my own piece of paradise that I carry in my heart, wherever I may happen to be.

         All of us survive, but not all of us are survivors. Those wild spaces and places of the earth are 
perhaps the single most valuable deposit of our human heritage, for it is there that we might find what 
makes us most truly human.

Will Pfenningwerth ‘19



The Blade
Christopher Parker ‘18

I'm an actor, so I'm gay, right? That's how it goes?
Just the truth, man, no one says but everyone knows.

Well, you're wrong. Doesn't matter, not what I'm trying to say,
But kids have ended up dead because they're scared to be gay.

You drop the word, being stupid, with a group of your friends.
"That kid's a faggot". We've all done it, doesn't mean a life ends.

Until some other kid you don't know, who heard what you said,
finds his car, breaks the windows, and writes "faggot" in red.

He even gay? Doesn't matter, now you've made it a thing.
Kids call him homo 'hind his back because they heard he can sing.

At school he never had a friend and now he's shoved in the hall,
Start thinking maybe life ain't worth the pain it causes, after all.

Yes, it happens. Some deny it, they don't want to take the blame
for the daily acts of cruelty they commit. "That's not the same

as really bullying! Like punching kids, or telling them to die."
Just imagine how you'd feel looking through someone else's eyes.

How could you face yourself if every night your little brother cried
because at school, people made fun of him no matter how he tried

to just fit in? He wasn't mean, he's just a different kind of kid.
What if he killed himself because of something someone like you did?

Every day, friends call me gay because I'm good on the stage.
It doesn't bother me. I laugh with them, there's no hate or rage.

But every time I see the news that someone took their own life,
I wonder if, by staying silent, I'm the blade of their knife.



Keith Healy ‘17



The Dim Star
Ryan Maierle ‘19

 Martin Thomas, III. It was a name that commanded respect. At least it once did. 
Now it was just a name that sat unnoticed, like a beloved child’s toy, worn and frayed at 
the edges from overuse, haphazardly tossed to the back of the closet. His eyes, once confi-
dent and determined, were now hollow; his skin was tan and aged, draped over his bones 
in ripple-like waves; his gait was disjointed, the result of a war injury that shattered his 
lower back--and his dreams.

 There were hints of his former glory, though. His strong, chiseled jaw, reminiscent 
of a Greek god, caused many people to casually and half-jokingly comment that he must 
have been sculpted by an artist. His hair, thick and wavy, was speckled with salt and pep-
per flakes. He favored a pompadour style, which on anyone else might look outdated. On 
Martin, it looked distinguished. It was a great source of pride for him, as it always drew 
compliments from those who knew him, as well as from perfect strangers. It also cleverly 
concealed the hidden anguish that lived in dark, desolate alleys in his mind.

 Martin was a third generation army man who grew up stomping around the house 
in his father’s old army boots. They were big boots to fill, literally and figuratively. His 
father and grandfather were both decorated soldiers who rose through the ranks through 
sheer determination. Martin would often pin his father’s medals to his t-shirt and walk 
around the house barking orders at his toys. Those who fell in line and responded with 
an enthusiastic “Yes, sir!” would find a place of privilege on his bed. The others were not 
so lucky. And so, Martin was destined to follow in the path of honor that his father and 
grandfather had blazed. It was an idea that both exhilarated and terrified him.

_________________

 He never even heard the bullets whiz by him on that dark, grey night. He only felt 
the fiery burn in his lower back, as if a million torches were lit and thrust into him with 
tremendous force. Still, his first reaction was to protect his men. Such selflessness was 
what had earned him their respect and loyalty and the nickname “Mama Marty.” “Mama 
Marty” was an endearing term, one that Martin dismissed in the presence of his men, but 
secretly cherished. Just like a mama bear, he would do anything to protect his cubs, but on 
that fateful night, he became the cub. His men rallied around him and told him everything 
was going to be all right. But things were never the same.



 The nuts and bolts they used to piece together his shattered back made him feel like 
some sort of cyborg, but comprised only a small portion of his suffering. To someone like 
Martin, physical pain was something you could overcome or at the very least, bear with 
dignity. Emotional pain was something entirely different, something he was not equipped 
to deal with. Though he laughed when his men came to see him in the hospital and joked 
that they would now have to call him “Metal Marty,” he felt lost and unmoored. Who was 
he if he couldn’t lead? What was his purpose in life? What would his father think?

 He knew what it meant that his father’s eyes never met his. For Marty, there was no 
greater pain. No bullet could ever inflict the same kind of damage. His fingers stroked the 
medals that once he wore as a child playing pretend. He had never noticed how heavy they 
were, and the weight suddenly overcame him. Flashing through his mind were visions 
of greatness that would never be. His father’s light was far too brilliant to ever let him in. 
After all, he thought, some stars shine bright, while others merely flicker and die out.

Jhariah Clare ‘18



Silence
Brendan O’Sullivan ‘18

Silence is a way of life:
It talks the loudest,

It shouts the proudest,
But nobody hears.

Silence is a way of life:
It covers the wounds,
Friends just assume,
But you aren’t okay.

Silence is a way of life:
Pain is kept in disguise,

Nobody hears the silent cries,
You’re on your own.

But why is silence a way of life?
Our pain is locked inside

And our voice cannot be cried.
Silence is not a way of life,

But a way of death.

Silence is a way of death:
Pain is hiding within oneself

Shouts don’t reach anyone else,
Wounds bleed behind bandages.

Silence is a way of life
Yet it holds the power of death

Because in one breath
That silent life is gone. 



Nick Miraglia ‘19



Roles Reversed
Anonymous

I cautiously walked into the hospital room, afraid of what I might see but more afraid of never seeing it again.

My grandfather was on the bed, so frail and sickly that he was almost unrecognizable.

The sight was too much; I had to leave. This body in the bed wasn’t my grandfather, he was just a shell, a remind-
er of the man he once was and the spirit he once had.

When I finally mustered the courage to return, I saw my dad, weeping, worrying, remembering past times when 
my grandfather was strong, healthy, and vivid.

And here I stood frozen, witnessing the two men I’d looked up to my entire life at the weakest I’d ever seen them.

I slowly walked over and held my grandfather’s hand as my dad leaned on me, struggling to shoulder the burden 
by himself.

As I stood there, so overwhelmed with emotions that I was paralyzed, I realized the roles were reversed: these 
two men who’d guided and supported me since I was born now needed me for support.

They had become the children and I the adult, trying my best to stand tall despite the circumstances, especially 
because, for once, they needed me to keep them upright.

Jackson Chung ‘19



Pointless Pride, and Gravity
Alexis Gonzalez ‘18

Day after day the trio of boys fights an uphill battle. Literally. For Twigs, Babyface and The Mop, victory is always 
short-lived. They face an unseen enemy by the name of gravity. The boys most commonly refer to this battle as 
“the long-ass walk home up this goddamned hill.” The constant pressure from their adversary, gravity, and its tag 
team of allies, the heat from the pits of hell and Antarctic chills, could make anyone go insane. During this daily 
battle, the boys find that conversation is the best distraction from their struggle and today they start one, as they 
often do.

“So who’s doing what in our group presentation?” asks Twigs.

“Reezy is going to want to do the text analysis, I’d bet,” replies The Mop.

“I should moderate,” states Babyface.

“I agree,” says Twigs.

“Well actually, I’ve moderated in every group I’ve been in. I think I should moderate,” argues The Mop.

“I agree,” says Twigs.

“You stutter too much. I would make a better moderator,” says Babyface.

“Every other word out of your mouth is ‘like’, in class. I should be the moderator,” replies The Mop.

“I disagree with both of you, while also agreeing with both of you,” jokes Twigs.

The trio breaks into laughter.

“Shut up, Twigs,” jokes The Mop.

“I agree,” says Babyface.

“Wait,” says The Mop. “Why do I want to be moderator so badly?”

“To spite me,” replies Babyface.

“Yeah, but you wanted to spite me too, though,” says The Mop.

“Yeah,” replies Babyface.

“Damn,” says The Mop. “We both suck, huh?”

“I agree,” say Babyface and Twigs almost in unison.

More laughter.

“Hey, we’re finally up this hill,” says Twigs.
Christopher Batista ‘18



The Closet
Charlie Moderelli ‘20                                                                                
                                                          
  My brothers and I knew we were in danger. Once we reached the top step of the attic stairs 
we could feel an evil presence practically screaming for us to leave. But we didn't listen. We acted 
like we were grown men and marched forward exploring the unknown and uncovering the secrets 
that hid in the shadows from us. There were few working lights, and the ones that did hung from the 
wall like unearthed tree roots too high up for us to reach. So, we slowly crept and allowed our eyes 
to adjust to the darkness, not knowing what would be revealed. We found old lamps and unframed 
pictures, antiques that filled the room and swarmed around us. But in the darkest corner, a clearing 
in the junk led to a closet with a wide open door. The dark, open door made me and my younger 
brother shiver and try to turn around and venture out of the hole we had dug ourselves into, but my 
older brother convinced us we were in too deep to turn around, so we approached the closet. Once 
inside the closet a single clothes hanger dropped to the floor, making even our brave leader leap. 
We instantly sprinted out of the room and down the stairs, pushing and shoving as we trampled 
each other to get to safety. We jumped down the stairs, three steps at a time, and reached the bottom 
where we collapsed. Still panting, we laughed as we knew we had looked death straight in the eyes 
and escaped unscathed.
 
 Time passed and the attic became less and less sinister. Again and again we would lead our 
friends up there, but deep down my brothers and I knew nothing new would happen. Soon the 
occasional visits to the attic stopped and we only ran up there to get the dusty Christmas and Hal-
loween decorations. However, the attic wouldn’t be so quiet much longer. Last year I moved into 
the attic, transforming the wooden wasteland I once knew as the abyss into a space that was a little 
bit more hospitable. I was willing to do anything to get my own room, but during my first night up 
there I began to rethink the decision as the idea of death bounced around the walls of my mind. By 
the time that first week was coming to an end I still felt uncomfortable. Sometimes, I would even 
recruit my younger brother to spend the night in my room, telling him that it was a fun sleepover. 
Truthfully, the only reason I wanted him up there was so the monsters would ignore me and eat him 
instead. With the help of a nightlight and my younger brother I stopped having these dreams, and 
soon I no longer feared the mangled shadow the dead trees cast through my window. Now the only 
thing that still freaked me out was the closet. I never wanted to know what hid on the other side of 
the small door covered in chipping white paint. I would never put stuff in, or take stuff out, scared to 
touch the cold, rusty doorknob.
 
 But I could no longer avoid the closet when I came to Fordham Prep--I now needed a place 
to store my button down shirts. My mom refused to let me put my nice clothes with my regular 
t-shirts and shorts. I resented her rule, but little did I know that she was helping me. I realized I was 
now using the greatest enemy of my childhood as a tool to make my life easier. I had tamed the beast 
and claimed the throne as king of the attic, Sir Charles Moderelli. The attic closet no longer owned 
me, and it felt great. As my freshman year of high school comes to an end I feel invincible. Yes, I will 
come across more “closets” in my life, but knowing that I have overcome such a great obstacle once 
makes me feel that overcoming another will not be as bad as I expect, even if I need to get the help 
from one of my brothers to accomplish it.



Rob Moderelli ‘18



Change
Sidney Bentil ‘17

 The sun was barely visible as my father and I packed our gear into the 1997 Toyota 
Corolla.
 “Now let’s do a quick run-through before we go, make sure nothing we need gets 
left,” my father says as he rounds to the front of the car. “Fire starter?”
 “Check,” I say.
 “Duct tape, sunscreen, and snacks?” 
 “Check.”
 “Extra jackets and tent?”
 “Check.”
 “Sleeping bags, water purifier, and backup water bottles?”
 “Check, check, and check,” I say as I begin to close the trunk.

Andrew Griffin ‘17



 “Hold on a minute, Sonny Boy, what about the first-aid kit?” my father asks, peering 
back at me with an inquisitive glance. Annoyed and ready to go, I close the trunk without 
a second look and confirm that the kit is in there. “Can we go now?” I ask.
 “Let’s get this show on the road!” my father shouts as we pile into the vintage motor 
vehicle and make our way to Mount Jackson for our annual camping trip. On the way up, 
the sun creeps out of the night sky, illuminating everything it touches and giving the day 
an early morning orange haze. The car ride is quiet for a while as I read my novel and my 
father hums his favorite Hickory Boy tune. Each year, the car ride to Mount Jackson gets 
quieter; when I was a kid, I couldn’t stop speaking during the car ride up, while my father 
directed the ship with a smile. Now it seems that something has changed. My father still 
smiles and sings his tune, but I make no noise. Maybe I have changed.
 “How ‘bout some pancakes for lunch?” my father asks, cutting the silence with one 
fell swoop.
 “Absolutely,” I remark, putting down my book and hoping that my father won’t de-
tect my false sense of excitement. We pull into the Denny’s and go inside; I look around 
for our favorite booth next to the window. As I’m looking, I realize that an elderly couple 
is sitting in the booth. Our booth. We sit down at a table with two seats and order our 
favorite meals: the Steak and Eggs Slammer for my father, Chocolate Chip Pancakes with 
Whipped Cream for me.
 “So, you excited, Sonny Boy? I think this trip is gonna be our best one yet. Word 
is that there was a short winter in Jackson, so it will be nice and warm when we get up 
there.”
 “Sounds good, Pop,” I say with a smile.
 “We may even be able to go fishing. I brought the rods just in case,” he adds.
 “Oh really? That would be fun,” I say, forcing another grin. 
 My father looks around after scooping his last few bites of steak into his mouth. 
“You ready to get going son?” I look down at my plate still filled with pancakes.
 “Yeah, I’ll just get this to go,” I say as we pack up and head out to the car. The sun 
has continued its ascent, making its way near the center of the sky.
 As we reach the base of Mount Jackson I head to the trunk to grab my backpack and 
decide to finally look for the first-aid kit. While rummaging around the trunk, I begin to 
feel a sense of worry wash over me when I can’t find it. I don’t think either my father or I 
will need it, but I told my Dad it was here. My father rounds the back of the car. 
 “Everything copasetic, Sonny Boy?” I glance down, then meet with his eyes again.  
 “Yep, everything’s here Pops!” My father looks around suspiciously before he lifts his 
gaze and smiles.
 “Okay, then, let’s go to it!” Realizing I have avoided an unnecessary conflict, I 
breathe and prepare for our trek up the monstrous mountain. The ascent up Mount Jack-
son is serene; my father and I have few conversations, but the ones we have are meaning-
ful. Occasionally we stop and enjoy the scenery, and hearing my father, a rugged man with 



limited education, describe the bountiful mountain with such rich and vibrant vocabulary 
is like looking at a picture for the second time and realizing all that you missed at first 
glance. About a third of the way up Jackson we stop to fill our water bottles at a stream. 
The stream is large and looks as if it could be a watering hole for the lurking beasts of the 
Montana wild. As we fill our canteens and cool off, I see something in the distance that 
looks like a large moving boulder, and as quick as I spot it, the distant beast disappears.
 “Hey Pops, what type of things live in Jackson?” I ask as my Dad rubs his face with 
water.
 “In terms of animals? Well, you can find damn near anything in these parts. Jack 
rabbits, beaver, squirrel, a whole gang of bird breeds, even cougars and wolverines,” he 
says with a grin.
 “What about bears?” I ask.
 “Oh yeah, in these parts, you may as well call this bear country. But don’t fret, Sonny 
Boy, that’s why we come in the winter, ‘sidering that’s when the bears are all hibernating.” 
The hairs rise on the back of my neck and arms, I feel shivers all over my body.
 “Pop, didn’t you say you heard there was a short winter in Jackson?”
 My father raises his head from the stream with a concerned look. “Jesus, Mary, and 
Joseph.”
 “Pop, what are we going to do? We have to head down now,” I say with genuine fear 
in my voice.
 My father looks up at the sky. “We can’t be heading down now, too late.” I peer up. 
The sun has begun its descent, moving like a falling orange dot. “We get caught on the 
move in the black of night and there ain’t no telling what could happen,” he says.
 It is getting darker by the second.
 “We have to set up camp here and just wait out the night. We’re gonna be fine, Son-
ny Boy, just wait on it,” he says with a reassuring smile.
 The night is dark and lonely as we lay in our tents listening to the sound of nature 
around us. Only hours ago we were fascinated by the beauty of nature, now we are haunt-
ed by every sound it makes. I finally fall asleep, but awake soon after to hear some rustling 
noises outside. I rouse my father from his slumber and begins listening with me. 
 “Stay calm and silent, Sonny Boy, this could be nothing,” he whispers. As he looks 
around, his eyes land on a styrofoam box filled with my pancakes. His face changes from 
concerned to grave. In that moment something snarls outside of the tent and the front flap 
is torn off, revealing a massive brown bear. I realize it is the creature I saw earlier in the 
day. It has be to at least 1300 pounds, freshly fattened from a hibernation cut short. The 
beast showcases a mouth filled with pearl white fangs with every snarl. Its claws are violent 
and hooked, as if made for killing.
 “Run!” my father screams as he reaches in his back pocket and pulls out a .47 Smith-
son deer pistol. He gets off two shots at the beast before it slashes the gun away and lunges 
for his gut. “Dammit, I told you to run!” he screams again, fear penetrating his voice as a 



crude claw penetrates his arm. I run before I can see anymore, not looking back, not even 
for the screams.
 I return to our campsite early in the morning after spending the latter half of the 
night hiding in an alcove. When I arrive I see my father struggling for air, but alive. His 
arm is slashed to bits and bleeding profusely, but he pulls me close with his other arm 
and says, “Sonny Boy, you should see the bear,” he laughs with pain and amusement in his 
eyes. “Now don’t fret, just go on and get the first-aid kit before your Dad bleeds out over 
here.”
 My heart sinks as the sun rises once again.

Andrew Griffin ‘17
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Ms. Swan
Tomas Santos ‘19

 “She’s dead!” Tom loudly exclaimed. “Ms. Swan killed herself . . . on Christmas Day!”

 “Shut up, Tom, you shouldn’t joke about that,” I responded.

 It was too late. Tom’s audacious statement had gained the interest of a crowd of excited 
11-year-olds back from winter vacation.

 “Tom, I need to speak to you outside,” commanded Mr. Essen, as the troublesome, atten-
tion-seeking child left the room.

 Tom turned out to be right. At the next assembly, the principal broke the news that every-
body already knew, though he simply referred to Ms. Swan’s “passing.” Ms. Swan’s death created lots 
of fascination in our year: the death of a music teacher that no one liked was something so intrigu-
ing yet inherently sad. We knew from Tom’s gossip that she had killed herself; he may have been an 
attention-seeker, but he was reliable--his father was a teacher at the school. But how had she killed 
herself? Many kids made up creative stories to explain what was to us a disturbing mystery.

 I was more interested in the reason behind her suicide. Our teacher was boring, and very 
unlikable, but so were plenty of my other teachers. Comprehending how she could take her own life 
was far too difficult for me to understand. Whenever I thought of her, a specific experience came 
straight into my head, one in which Ms. Swan excitedly showed us a movie for the first time in her 
class.

 That day, Ms. Swan set up the old TV to reveal Mamma Mia!, which sent the girls in our class 
into a frenzy. Ms. Swan had a rare smile on her face, and her tired grey eyes seemed to have more life 
in them than usual. Our music teacher knew the words to all the songs, and she could barely keep 
herself from singing along. The fantastical fairytale of a love rectangle left the boys groaning, but Ms. 
Swan’s adoration for the main character was quite funny.

 “I used to look just like Sophie,” Ms. Swan said, reminiscing. With a plump figure, several 
wrinkles, and dark, thick brown hair, the very thought was insane. Yet she truly believed it, and it 
brought a bittersweet smile to her face. The film ended with the coupling of almost every significant 
character, and an unrealistic happy ending for all involved. After the film ended, Ms. Swan seemed 
pleasant enough, but her old, moody self returned the next class.

 Ms. Swan was the first person who I knew that was lost. All she did was bitterly go through 
the motions. Her life seemed meaningless, and while the teachers spoke kindly of her after her pass-
ing, it seemed to me as if she had truly died long before.

 Ms. Swan longed to be in the mystical world of Mamma Mia! She wished to have a comfort-
able lifestyle and to go through melodramatic struggles of the young and beautiful. But in the dark, 
gloomy real world, there is not time to burst out singing ABBA songs.



Race
Artie Mabaka ‘18

Change.
Color.

White man?
White Brother.

I got a white mom,
She’s my white mother.

And she loves me.
Like no other.

Change.
Color.

Black man?
Black brother.

I got a black dad.
He’s my black father.

And he loves me.
Like fish love water.

I’m blessed.
For I come of two races.

They move through society
At different paces.

Some walk,
While others run.

Not defined, but inspired 
By where we’ve begun.



Ethan Paul ‘17



Ambivalence
Christopher Parker ‘18

 From where I stand, the crowd is laid out on either side of me like a battlefield. I’m close 
to it, but not too close. Proximity is not important. My focus is on timing. There will be no room 
for hesitation or mistakes when the opportunity presents itself. The cold skeleton of a pistol 
hugs my left side, a strangely serene dormant volcano. For the time being, my personal Vesuvius 
sleeps.
 Above the crowd, the hallowed spires of St. Patrick’s Cathedral loom, and among them the 
saints glare down. Dwarfed by the pace and sheer magnitude of Midtown Manhattan, they seem 
angry at everything. Angry at the glass and steel monsters that rise up above them, belittling 
their former magnificence. Angry at me, in foresight, for the sin about to be committed. Angry 
at the rain as it torrents upon the streets of black and yellow. Angry, even, at the somber faces 
blocking their gilded doors
 I glance up. The slow procession begins to creep forward, the casket a morbid boat on a 
sea of shoulders. I press a small button on my black digital watch. One minute.
 

0:59
 
 My hat is soaked, along with my shoes and my coat and everything else I wear. The 
water seeps down into my being, and its icy kiss leaves me chilled. But I could be drowning, 
and I wouldn’t notice. I feel I bear the weight of the world on my shoulders. It seems fitting, 
as I stare across 5th Avenue at Atlas doing the same. My weight is not a globe, but a casket. 
Heavier, I should think, since the titan may get sore muscles, but both my mind and my body 
bear the burden. I step in time with some of my closest friends and family. They bow under a 
weight that is both similar and unimaginably different.
 In the casket on my shoulders lies my wife; her remains, really, the only remnant of the 
woman I love. I can remember the moment I met her, and I can remember proposing to her. 
I can remember the births of our first child and our second child. I can remember the call 
from the police, telling me that she had been shot from close range as she left her office. I can 
remember learning that it was not a random attack, it was somebody she knew. I can remem-
ber my world ending.

 They say there’s no “correct” response when somebody dies, but that’s not 
quite right. There’s simply no response at all. It just happens, and nothing 
can be done.

 
0:45

 
         The person I’m looking for wears a hat. That doesn’t 

really help. I know his general facial structure, I know that 
he wears glasses and is clean-shaven. I can’t exactly mingle 
with the crowd, so I take a breath and start scanning.
         Each face is different. Some, as I can see in their 



eyes, feel genuine sadness over the death: family, friends, co-workers. Others don’t seem to care 
too deeply about the woman in the casket. They are simply here to be of comfort, and the sad-
ness in their eyes is for those who suffer. I ponder, just for a moment, how that makes me feel. 
Part of me, I think, wishes they were gone. Mourning is for the mourners, not the comforters. 
But who am I to judge?
         Once again, I’m off task. I continue to scan the crowd, searching for that face. As quickly 
as I dare, I move forward, gaining access to more faces. The task is tedious, but the job must be 
done. I don’t have much time. In fact… I glance at my watch.
 

0:39
 
         When someone dies without warning, the world ceases to make sense. At first, you 
can’t understand it. You can’t fathom the loss of a person who had life so recently. You can’t 
understand why or how or if you could have stopped it. The sudden juxtaposition between 
life and death becomes so omnipresent, so haunting in every way, that you can’t stop think-
ing about anything else.
         But daily life goes on. You have to go through the motions. It’s a harrowing experience, 
although they say it gets better eventually. Eventually, all that remains are memories, and a 
burning desire to turn back time. Begging, silently, for just one more word to say to the per-
son. Strength comes, too, because others are haunted just like you. They won’t benefit from 
seeing you cry. Going through the motions is the only way through. Life becomes just like 
carrying the casket: the others in your life make it possible.
         We’re approaching the hearse, parked outside of the cathedral. I look around at all the 
people come to pay their respects. I scan the faces…
 

0:25
 
         I’ve found him. 5’10”, white, casket hunched on his shoulder. Damn. Who’d 
have thought he’d be part of the procession? I suppose he must be psychotic. Men-
tally deranged killers, I’ve heard, get some horrifying pleasure from seeing the 
devastation they’ve caused. We lock eyes momentarily, and I glance down in 
mourning. I make sure the gun is where it needs to be. Less than 30 seconds left. 
I glance down at my watch…

0:17
 
         He looks like the rest of the 
mourners, but doesn’t feel the same. 
He has some other reason for being 
here. His eyes seem to dart around 
like a cornered animal. We locked 
eyes momentarily, but I looked down 
after a moment, shaken by what I saw 

Michael Tozzi ‘18



inside. Death. This is a funeral, but I had an uneasy feeling that it was a different kind in his 
eyes. I’m suddenly shaken out of my wondering as we descend the final step. We’ve arrived at 
the hearse.
 

0:10
 
 The casket slides smoothly into the hearse and the door shuts. Now is my opportunity, 
if I’m going to get one. I lock onto the man and reach into my pocket. One more glance at my 
watch for good luck.

0:05
 
 The man looks preoccupied, worried. For a moment, the spires of St. Patrick’s seem to 
hold their breath, wondering what’s going to happen.

Gun fired.
 

Friends and family flee in confusion, but nobody knows who shot.
 

My wife’s killer is dead.
 

0:00

Devin Pettus ‘19



Tireless
Rob Moderelli ‘18

 Sleep. We all do it. The repetitive and meticulous process of getting ready for the next day, drag-
ging yourself into a bed, closing your eyes and lying still for hours is a nightly chore that not even the 
best of us can avoid. But why? Studies conducted by doctors with the National Sleep Foundation have 
determined that sleep is a process as vital to a person’s well being as eating, drinking, and even breath-
ing, and that skipping sleep can have deleterious and often deadly side effects. However, studies con-
ducted by other people indicate that 8-10 hours is almost half of a normal 24 hour day, and that with 
the schedule I’m on, I can’t afford to throw that time away just lying in one place like I’m brushing up on 
my corpse impression. As I realize the magnitude of my findings on this issue, and their application to 
everyday life, I feel obligated to share them for the benefit of my fellow students and teachers alike. Sleep 
is not nearly as important as it’s made out to be. The benefits of tacking a few extra hours onto one’s day 
drastically outweigh the drawbacks, many of which are just benefits in disguise. Throughout my studies 
this has become clear to me, and I feel as though it is my duty to use everything I’ve learned to make you 
feel the same and both literally and metaphorically wake up the world from its wasteful slumber.
 
 Sleep deprivation in high school students has come under close attention in the medical world 
lately due to stunning number of teenagers choosing to forfeit their recommended sleep schedules 
in pursuit of a more worthwhile use of hours of their precious time. A study from the National Sleep 
Foundation revealed that less than 15% of high school students surveyed slept for 8 ½ hours on a typical 
school night. A similar study carried out in Fairfax, VA yielded even more drastic numbers, with less 
than 3% of 12th graders getting this recommended sleep. To any reasonable observer, it is clear that a 
wave of sleep deprivation has swept the high schools of our country, revealing a severe and fundamental 
issue with teenagers of America and quite possibly the American educational system: far too many stu-
dents continue to spend their nights in bed. While clearly many teens have uncovered the human body’s 
ability to function without rest, a significant sum still wastes countless cumulative hours blindly fol-
lowing the desperate pleas of their bodies and minds. Dr. Judith A. Owens, an accomplished researcher 
with the American Academy of Pediatrics, wrote a firm stance on the topic of sleep deprivation in a 
statement from the AAP, in which she stated, “Sleep is … optional. It’s a health … r … i … s … k … for 
adolescents. … sleep can be fatal.” This testimony displays a common misconception on getting a suffi-

Andrew Griffin ‘17



cient sleep, or that sleep is of critical importance towards the maintenance of one’s mental and physical 
health. In reality, sleep can be a culprit in such issues. Jane E. Brody, a personal health columnist for The 
New York Times, expressed this when she wrote, “…sleep raises the risk of depression, and sleeping … 
eight hours a night has been linked to a nearly threefold increased risk of suicide attempts, after other 
potential causes are accounted for. The risk of obesity is also increased by sleep…” These shocking fig-
ures outline myriad reasons not to sleep, to such a degree that in a state of disbelief I visited my personal 
physician in hopes of clarification on the topic. While he chose to remain anonymous for fear that in 
my “visible exhaustion” I had misheard him, his claims support my point nonetheless, as he concurred, 
“Sufficient sleep does not play a major role in a teenager’s ability to function. There is not a direct cor-
relation between inadequate sleep and impaired memory, radical awesomeness, popularity, handsome-
ness, attention…” something that I missed, “…decision making, and attitude. Rising sleep deprivation 
cannot be associated with the alcohol and drug abuse issue that has swept over high schools and colleges 
across the country and continues to grow every year.” There is a clear consensus among professionals on 
the matter that, contrary to popular opinion, sleep can have a negative effect on a teenager’s body, if any 
effect at all.
 
 As if the evidence above weren’t enough to support my epiphany, I happen to have access to 
enough first-hand experience to write a book large enough to kill an elephant. My relationship with 
sleep-deprivation has a long and eventful history. From the innocent days of middle school I would stay 
up late cramming for a social studies exam and justify it by promising myself sleep on the weekend. 
When I entered my freshman year, these nights became more frequent as my workload became more 
significant. By early sophomore year I’d pulled my first all-nighter and, intrigued and scared by the 
concept, repeated it twice in the same month. It was around this point that I began sleeping until noon 
or later over the weekends in desperate attempts to pay back my sleep debt. As a junior, braving what 
is notoriously the most stressful year of one’s academic career, I feel as though I’ve cracked the code. I 
started this year by waiting though an average of roughly 5 hours of sleep every night and receiving only 
marginally more on the weekends, given my undying need for stress relief and relentless encroaches 
from the AP US History curriculum. Now, I’ve given up on sleep entirely. As I typically arrive at home 
at roughly 7:30 PM, my current plan allows for 11 hours of work, socializing, and whatever else I see fit 
before my train to school the next morning. I’ve gone restless, and I feel great. Apart from the occasional 
dizzy spell, somewhat slurred speech, and frequent periods of what appear to be brief total organ fail-
ures, I’m better off than ever before. My brain is no longer capable of stress, and my inability to socialize 
makes for quiet study sessions and undisturbed teachers. If you have trouble taking my word for it, take 
the word of fellow prep student   Robert Finn, who when asked how receiving minimal sleep had affected 
his academic career responded, “Ssleep is for week. i’lll ssleapp when I’b dead. lAST NIght i sslept four 
twwo howrs and gesz what I’b doig greatat. I’b runnig on two cofffee from commonsss n I culd tayke oN 
MIkE tysson hEE woodnt stnad a chans iidbite hIS EER.” Endorsements don’t get much more gleaming 
than that. Without sleep, I am a soldier, marching through the 5-point curriculum without a shred of 
individuality. I trudge on through the hallways of Fordham Preparatory School in line and in a trance 
amongst an army of students braving the same. I very rarely fear death.
 
 As I write this, my alarm clock reads 3:47 AM. My train back to school departs in three hours. 
With what I’ve learned throughout my study, I plan on making the most of this time. I have three hours 
to work, sketch, write, review my lines, study for tomorrow’s ACT, work on a merit badge, or maybe 
even relax. I have three hours to myself. By quitting sleep, I’ve opened up my schedule and unlocked the 
true potential of the 24-hour day. I strongly urge you to do the same.



Rob Moderelli ‘18
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What Does it Mean?
Daniel Rivera ‘18

When we see nature's beauty our lows turn to highs
When we look at the trees and the bees and the skies;

And this is all shown when the grass is all green 
All of this beauty, but what does it mean?

When we crave the bliss of material things,
The clothes and the cars and the homes and the bling,

Or we envy the subjects in Forbes magazines
These things are all great, but what do they mean?

If we envy the athletes who star at the track meets
The men who say "I'm so fast, no one can pass me!"
If we want to slam dunk and be shown on a screen

Our feat is impressive, but what does it mean?

Do we know the true answers of why we are here
Or do we just flounder from day, month to year?

Do we dare to find reasons to back up our dreams
Or do we not ask ourselves, what does it mean?

These questions can surely be tough and upsetting
To those who just wander the earth without guessing

To those who just hear without listening--it seems
That these people won't ever know what it means.



Embers
Rob Moderelli ‘18
 
 As I settled into my hammock, it suddenly hit me. Everything hit me.

 I looked to the sky and saw just how many stars there were and how they lit up the 
endless void above like billions of tiny Christmas lights. Inconceivable numbers of stun-
ningly massive balls of fire, near-infinite distances away that reflected off the ocean and 
guided me to my site without the assistance of my 10 pound L.E.D Maglite. I felt a cool 
breeze cut through the thick, hot air I had complained about for countless hours, gently 
rattling the leaves of the trees that towered above me. My dust-coated Boy Scout uniform 
flapped softly with them, rocking back and forth on the clothes line that marked the en-
trance to our camp. 

 The flaming sand that coated the surface of the island had simmered down to match 
the chill of the air, soothing my cuts, bruises, and bug-bites as it molded between the toes 
of my bare feet. The same ocean that had tormented me with rotting seaweed, jellyfish 
stings, and rumored lionfish sightings for days now created a soft, rhythmic pulse with the 
roll of the tide, echoing a symphony of coordinated distant claps from the other side of the 
Atlantic. 



 The fire my patrol had built after hours of gathering wood in the beating, over-
whelming, and disheartening sunlight was still burning, and the embers flaking from the 
torched roots and branches danced through the air, carried by the wind off beyond the 
edge of my vision. The scent of sunscreen, body odor, and regret had faded, making way 
for the soothing aroma of ash and the lush, green oasis we had set up camp in. 

 For a week I’d been acting simply to stay alive against the relentless forces of nature 
pitted against me, and now all that remained in the wake of the battle was  serenity. Just 
eight days ago I’d packed my bags and hopped on a plane to Miami International Airport, 
signed liability contract in my hand and undying fear of dying on my mind. Tomorrow, I 
would be the dirtiest person on a flight back to LaGuardia Airport with a backpack full of 
rocks and sand. 

 I’d gone a week without checking my phone, reading the paper, showering, or even 
knowing what time it was, and in that one, small moment, I knew that it was all worth it. 
Despite my non-stop whining about how inconvenient the week had been, I felt as though 
I could live out here for years without a single passing thought of what I’d left behind. I 
could just lie here forever. Watching the stars and listening to the symphony of silence.

Frank Schultz ‘19



God’s Valley
Matthew Valecce ‘18

As I walk through the barren valley,
I reflect and mourn,

The valley of death is bitter,
I wander ashamed and scorned.

Yet as I walk and ponder,
I find I am not alone,

God is walking with me,
He has stepped down from his throne.

The brutal valley has turned lush,
God has made it so,

As he leads us through troubled times,
And teaches us to grow.

I fear no evil,
I fear no man;

In the face of God,
I now proudly stand.

Through turmoil and triumph,
God has remained loyal,
And my steps now trace

This new fertile soil.

Ethan Paul ‘17
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