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A Letter from the Editor 

 
 Working on Cambridge Road was probably one of the 

most unexpected parts of my last year in high school, and, in soli-

darity with many of my fellow seniors, I can add it to my list of  

òthings I wish I had started sooner.ó Iõd like to share the dual 

meaning of this phrase: first, I wish I had gotten involved with the 

lit mag my freshman year, and second, I wish we had finalized the 

print issue much sooner ñ the creation of this yearõs edition of 

Cambridge Road took countless hours and effort from our editors 

and readers, but I hope I can speak on behalf of the CR team in 

demonstrating our pride in the Ireton community for producing an 

issue that exemplifies the heart of the community and its diversity 

in perspective: this yearõs theme. Our goal as a team was to give a 

glimpse of various different walks of life, and I would like to say 

weõve done so. 

 

          Gabby Baniqued, Editor-in-chief 2017-2018 
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This yearõs edition of Cambridge Road 
is dedicated to Ms. Cathy Melanson, 
whose dedication as a teacher and 

mentor allowed students to view life 
from new and different perspectives. 
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Poetry 
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The Dragon 
Anna Johnson 

 

She sets out on her vital quest 

As she recalls those who could not be saved 

A dragon is sleeping inside her chest 

 

Dark corners of the world await 

Where souls are held in the grip of fate 

She embarks on her vital quest 

 

Across the sea, they live in hell 

While those around her comfortably dwell 

A dragon awakens inside her chest 

 

Though she knows she cannot even the score 

Her heart calls her to the distant war 

She embarks on her vital quest 

 

Though her heart is faint in the dead of night 

She can lose herself or join the fight 

A dragon takes flight inside her chest 

 

She views her past with disdain 

The world maintains its fallen state 

She embarks on her final quest 

A dragon takes flight inside her chest 
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The Hug (for Susan) 

Brother Rick Wilson 
 
  Lying here at DaVita 

  my vagrant arms 

  tied to a machine  
  that hums: a-lone 
  a-lone...a-lone 
  My main line 
  scars and ostomy 

  a secret too deep 

  to tell. 
  Should someone come 

  ---a delicate voice--- 
  ------pearl-like say, 
  Lord let it be Jacobõs 

  angel, ethereally real    
  just enough to soothe the aches 

  that leave seared scars--- 
  The pleasant hug that tells me 

  òyou are not alone down here.ó 

  I feel the need to genuflect 

  for Christ has passed this way. 

  We can still see and touch 

  and make small tender gestures 

  toward the light: 

  This sacrament of our present 

  touching our past. 
     

Br. Rick's poems are from a forthcoming collection (2019)  

"New and  Selected Poems: Bleeding, Bruises, and Blessings." 
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Sunrise Symphony 
(a work in progress by Ms. Meredith Tombs) 

 
Listen to the sunrise 

For you might just hear day's song 

Blinking wide her new eyes, 

And youõll want to sing along. 

 

Past the sound of insects crying 

And the creak of tree limbs low, 

Thereõs the call of night goodbying, 

Dawnõs curtain closing moonõs bright show. 

 

Some complete these sounds with speakers - 
Soundcloud welcoming the morn, 

But for all the beauty seekers, 

Much more music may be borne: 

 

Thereõs the bird that chirps so sweetly 

As he greets the morning sun; 

The pitter-patter - though discreetly - 
Of some sneakers on their run. 

 

Hear the breeze just whisper softly 

As the airplanes roar along; 

Add the splashing of your coffee - 
Seems the world has nothing wrong. 

 

Catch the water gently waving, 

Laughing soft against the shore; 

The sunrise symphonyõs amazing - 
I could never want for more. 



11 

 

I . 
Two gray hickories 
naked and mournful 
on the mountainõs pinnacle 

An owl 
perched 
a silent sentinel 
in one of the forked 
branches 
a jeweled moon: 
gleaming 
and reiterated 
in the frozen amber 
of the owlõs eyes 
 
II.  
Now the hour 
is late 
in the autumn 
of my fear 
My face 
wavers 
like flame 
My voice 
trails off 
into smoke 
 
 
 
 

III.  
Barely visible 
that rusty homeless 
sky, those splinters 
of the Shenandoah 
kneels to the windõs 
vespers. 
  
IV. 
Why does a man 
go lonely 
into these hills 
carrying with him 
only his own frail 
light, waiting for 
a blessing in the dark? 
 
The sympathetic turning, 
the falling of leaves 
the laying on of hands: 
A Thomas, even, hating 
his doubt 
 
V. 
The small dry hickory shells 
scattered at his feet: 
discarded memories 
hard, empty tears. 
 
 

Searching for a Quiet Place 
Brother Rick Wilson 

Br. Rick's poems are from a forthcoming collection (2019)  

òNew and Selected Poems: Bleeding, Bruises, and Blessings.ó 
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Reflections in B Minor 
Kathleen McNerney 

 
Louder, softer sounds 
any sound at all, 
and I am overwhelmed. 
Doubt is thicker than blood 
but I know too much 
that cannot be cut out. 
I am overwhelmed. 
Forget this, 
forget you, 
forget who you are 
and where I met you 
and what your voice sounds like when your first words in 
 the morning 
are to me. 
Am I me? Am I you? 
Am I a third person voice reading her own adventure 
aloud? 
Why can I write only questions? 
I used to write certainties. 
Now my pen swerves and dots 
to wonder if there are any. 



13 

 

Hong Kong Bistro 
Declan Young 

 

Roasted 
Toasted 

On a stick 
Hot and sour, makes me cower 

Orders brought back to the kitchen 

Bosses yell, oyster shell 

 

Triple Delight 
Big tip 

Pay raise 
òyou can leave earlyó 

 

Sweep 
Sweep 
Sweep  
Sweep 

 

Veggie lo mein, hold the veggies 

òsee you Tuesdayó 
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Gossip 
Franky Padilla 

 

òIt is revolting to hear them pass by 
with poisonous words meant to harm others. 
Vile rumors slip through air while some cry. 

They destroy reputations to smothers. 
In mere seconds Iõve seen camaraderie 
Ending on the basis of  such cruel lies, 

left in the halls with eyes watery, 
watching as their friendship crumbles and dies. 
Itõs honestly something I cannot stand,ó 
I whisper to my friend behind my hand. 
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for the faint of  heart 
Emily Graham 

  

Let not your resolve grow thin 

Or trust the night to solve your troubles; 

Find shelter from the light within. 

 

As you ponder your world in need of a win 

And your mind boils and bubbles, 

Let not your resolve grow thin. 

 

A subtle smile or quiet grin 

Will strengthen the heart in doubles; 

Find shelter from the light within. 

 

Although the wild ones find it hard to begin 

A merciless task that brutally humbles; 

Let not your resolve grow thin. 

 

To those with complexity wherein 

Take part in the cornerstone that rumbles, 

Find shelter from the light within. 

 

And out of those barely akin, 

A friendship that nearly befuddles. 

Let not your resolve grow thin. 

Find shelter from the light within. 
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Desk 
Caroline Keir 

 

Alone 
You sit in the corner of the musty basement 
Your brass knobs have lost their shine 
Your chocolate brown varnish has faded 
Grandpaõs tools are packed in cardboard boxes by the stairs 
Photographs are strewn all over the stained shag carpet 
But no one has come near you 
As I make my way closer 
Your details become more apparent 
Blue acrylic paint is embedded deep within your grain 
Her signature etched into your right corner 
Between the cup of broken oil pastels and the lined notebook 
 paper 
A flash of color catches my eye 
A bright pink box adorned with red and yellow tulips 
I run my fingers along the cool metal edge 
And open it 
Letters 
Drawings 
Birthday cards 
Years of them 
All written by me 
Saved by her 
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We Are What We Are 
Jake Carlo 

 

We are what we are 
No matter what we do or how hard we try 
We cannot change that fact about us 
The rest of the world doesnõt understand 
To them we are strangers, outsiders, and outcasts 
They will never understand how we think 
Why we do the things we do 
We are alone in this world 
But we are alone together 
We donõt need the rest of the world 
As long as we have each other 
We will be okay 
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Encouragement 
Sophia Campana 

 
Before you walk 
Onto the stage, 

Let me talk to you. 
 

No matter how well 
You perform, 
This is what 

Youõve been waiting for: 
 

A chance to shine 
Amidst the darkness. 

 
And remember, 
Without you, 

The spotlights wonõt have 
Anything to illume. 

 
With that in mind, 

Go on, 
And light up the world 

 
Like a star. 
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acquiescence vs. allegiance 
AnneMarie Caballero  

 
do you remember? 
sun-dappled days, sprawled on the polyester carpets of middle school, 
paging through piles of amateurish poetry and prose; 
all invariably describing some fallen rose petal or ballerinaõs pli¯. 
 
do you remember? 
us matching down to the labels on the back of our chestnut jeggings, 
evergreen-striped shirts, and torn-up old boots, perhaps bought that way. 
two ponytails swinging down halls together; matching laughter trailing be-
hind. 
 
do you remember? 
legs swinging off the harbor dock, fallõs cold breeze sweeping in, 
chatting about some old crush or another, weõve long forgot. 
you joking about how I never make eye contact. 
 
do you remember? 
white dresses, floating on the slightly damp breeze of new May days, 
cupcake-spattered bodies, soaked in rainwater and coca cola, 
newly-minted children chasing each other down the street. 
 
will you remember? 
in some apple-smelling, New England liberal arts college, 
with roommates and study buddies and a plethora of people more pertinent 
than me, 
when youõre a stranger to whoever you were at thirteen. 
 
every year, all our recollections occupy a smaller percentage of your memory 
as you collect a thousand new experiences to hold close. 
am I worth remembering? 
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Your eyes remind me of the ocean 

I know they're not blue 

That's true 

But I notice how they're in motion 

They change but stay the same 

Your emotions are to blame 

Because they change faster 

than the tide 

And like a conceited sea captain 

You feel like you're the master 

Who knows how it's going to be 

What's going to happen 

You forget that it's more of a ride 

 

I'm this way too 

At this point 

Am I talking about you 

Or about me 

I have no clue 

 

 

 

Because you and I are joint 

Together, forever 

We're two tiny droplets 

In this ocean of love 

But we're still above 

it all 

Ready to fall 

I don't know how much of a 

Ripple we'll make 

And if we'll disappear in a blink 

But for our sake 

You can never make the call 

Until it's done 

But all I can say 

Is I think 

Two is better than one 

Ocean Eyes 

Thomas Tran 
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Tribute 
Sean Gibbons 

 

Tough and weathered from too many nights out in the cold 

You always let out a low groan each morning before finally 
 getting up 
I loved you all the same 

Despite others called you worthless and past your prime, old 

Skin like grey leather, enduring endless torment merely to 
 survive 
I loved you all the same 

Inconstant airflow, laborious breaths, as if each moment was 
 agony 
A constant dull rumble, reminder that you were still alive 

I loved you all the same 

Even before our first official meeting, you lurk in my memory 

Short spine, cracked heels, cloudy eyes 

I loved you all the same 

Decades ended, twisted metal meant your demise 

I will never forget you 
1995 Ford Explorer 
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Memory 
Miriella Jiffar 

 

Just once more I say, but it will always come back 

Just once more I say, when it haunts me in the black 

Just once more I say, when I push back 

Just once more I plead, when I am caught unaware 

When it comes unnoticed from its evil lair 

 

Only then do I feel the pain of  loss engulf  me 

Only then do I let that painful memory seep into my 
heart against all despair 

 

I wait and there it is, 

As black as a ravenõs brow 

The curse that awaits me for all eternity 

 

As the dawn breaks the night, 

Memory shall haunt me forevermore 
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Lifeõs Song 

Olivia Hays 
Blurry faces stand around, their voices 

fading in and out, all listening to her pulse. 

The one thing she can hear is her heartbeat, 

Drowning everything else, it encompasses her, 

Producing a clear, overwhelming rhythm, 

and the rhythm was calm ð natureõs way of composing. 

 
But it was not always calm. 

Like all great composers before 

The tempo changed in pace creating 

An ever flowing and beautiful melody. 

She lay numb recalling those moments. 

 
Dancing in her backyard, her father arrives home. 

Running to him she feels a surge of happiness, then her heartbeat slowed, 

She was safe in his arms.   

Then running home alone in the dark, heart beating so fast 

as she looks over her shoulder. The one thing keeping her alive, 

warning her of dangers. Scared for her life she runs on. 

Her pace stays steady then 

She meets the man she is going to marry, 

Her heartbeat so strong it seems to be 

Screaming this is what youõve been searching for! 

But he dies, and life loses excitement 

Her heart beats slow and soft, just enough so she knows 

That even though itõs broken, her life will carry on. 

Life moves slower now; her rhythm hasnõt changed for years. 

 
òFunnyó, she thinks òLife is supposed to flash before my eyes, 

but I am listening to a songó 

A song she knew had reached its climax, 

A song with many ups and downs 

A song where she felt the fullest in love, 

And yet the farthest from it. 

Beat. Beat. Beat. Beat. 

Her song has ended. 
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Six Forty Six 
Sean Gibbons 

 

òText the keyword WIN to 200200 for your chance to-ó 
A sigh, click, sudden silence 

Squinting into bright sunlight filtering through tinted glass 

Fingers drum along a perfect arc of leather 

Dozens tensely perched 

Lions stalking prey, waiting for the perfect moment to strike 

All eyes are trained intensely on a single fixture 

Then 
The cold light brings them to life 

Beasts spring to life with a dull roar 

Barreling towards their destination 

Momentum of a great behemoth 

But lacking the primordial grace 

Rubber veins pump fumes, not ichor 

Another dull sigh, a slow grinding halt 

The next light turns red and the radio flicks back on. 

ò-double pay work day! Again, text WIN toó 
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incongruence 
AnneMarie Caballero 

 

every day, it seems as if the ground shifts under my own self-perception: 
I gain new entries to the endless encyclopedia of memories and fears and 
observations. 

but it demands a title change, a fundamental recognition of transformation. 

yet, the events, the plot, your recognition of my change languish in their 
similarity. 
sometimes it feels as if Iõm an adult to myself and a child to the world. 
Iõve become markedly different, but every change is invariably internal: 
I carry few of the societyõs determined milestones for growth. 

my perspective is in constant flux, my life relatively stagnant. 
 
thereõs this moment when youõre talking about something, 

and you step back to realize itõs completely unknown to your actual experience. 
thereõs the secondhand life we live in literature, music, and all the other 
entertainment we care to create,  
but the actual presence of the moment, 
in all its transience and fragility, is still a mystery. 
you canõt capture falling in love and rewind it on a television set. 

we may believe weõve created life by proxy, 
but the substance of life, the sense of significance we feel ever so often 
is entirely uncapturable. 
 
so, while I realize my own encounters with the world have been so limited, 
with vast swathes of the human experience I have never trod, 
I still see my own personal terrain changing shape day by day. 

Iõve become a sort of narcissistic professional ñ well trained to understand 
myself. 
 

yet, one fear/hope/idea lingers with me: 

when we venture out to connect with some small part of world, 

when we become an adult in the eyes of all, 

do you lose yourself? 

by which, do you lose the self-concept your isolation from the greater 
experiences of life allowed you to create? 

can we only truly know ourselves when we are not forced to change? to adapt? 
to experience? 

is stagnancy necessary for understanding? 
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Change 
Katherine Burgess 

 
We are the people who adjust to new life. 

We are the world that loves reform. 

We are aware of the true picture, 

Observe beyond the small things. 

See the generosity and love. 

Crush the enmity a thousand times. 

We leave hate behind. 

We shun our old ideas, 

And we always move forward. 

We the people now 
Adapt. 

But have we really 

Advanced? 
We the people consistently have 

Been stuck in the same pattern, 

Approved our old ways. 

We have joined hands with hate 

Even when we attempt to crush it a thousand times. 

Blinded by greed and envy, 

We have a narrow outlook on life. 

Neglectful of the things that matter, 

The world struggled to change. 

We the people have not 

Advanced, 
But we are always 

Evolving. 
We the people are changing. 

The world grows with speed, 

People caring about othersõ needs. 

We are looking over the wall 

And building a bridge together. 

Crushing the hurt and anger, 

We all join hands as one being, 

Looking towards the future, our future. 

Nearing the promised land, 

We are the people who can change. 
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Wayfarers  
Thomas Tran 

When I'm leaving  
I'll think about  
The people I didn't touch  
By not talking too much  
Or just by not being a crutch  
When needed  
The people who I wanted  
So badly  
For our hearts to be near  
But the love was never seeded  
When I set sail on my journey  
I left those people at the pier  
And I never took a second look  
back to see  
The people swimming after me  
 
But right now  
I'm thinking of  
The ones I took and will  
take along the way  
I hope they have my love  
And when I'm gone  
I hope it remains there still  
And the people who have different  
destinations  
I hope it's there to this day  
And that they pass it, carry it on  
to whatever locations  
they may be  
Weõll meet again; youõll see 
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autonomy  
AnneMarie Caballero 

 
early on, billy joel streaming through our old honda odyssey. 
my dad and I humming along on the way to kindergarten; 
my mom wouldnõt let joel in the house ñ said he was overplayed. 
the whole minute-long drive was summer, highland falls, and angry young man. 
 
later, 99.5 was the order of the day 
or 94.7 or 107.3, whichever one my sister felt like. 
sitting in the backseat, all the controls were too far to reach. 
a time pre-bluetooth and a world less designed for ourselves: 
the tone of the day set by a random radio djõs particular whim. 
 
then, fingers smudging the residual condensation on the windows, 
gazing at the endless greenery blending with suburban scenery, 
in an ever-changing, ever-static landscape. 
a dissociative state in which time and space faded behind notes and lyrics 
 
eventually, your first clumsy drive, 
clammy fingers gripping the steering wheel and jerking the gears; 
not quite sure how a steering wheel works. 
right is right and left is left and simple as that? not quite, you learn. 
 
that time before you knew what the anti-frost was, 
frantically swiping at the moisture accumulating on the windshield 
the whole forty-five minute drive home populated with a subtle panic; 
the hand smudges visible the next few weeks. 
 
music floating through the car, your out-of tune voice its accompaniment, 
blinding sunlight pouring over the dashboard -- almost burning your face, 
notes filling the empty space around you, for once not occupied by people, 
a singular time, one with no silent specter of authority. 
 
the smooth operation of sliding into the car, pushing down on the brakes, the 
engine coming to life, 
a syncrasy of countless drowsy morning drives and late night rushes 
of hitting the brakes fast and adrenaline pumping to your heart 
of long gazes at the road unfurling before you. 
i still play billy joel sometimes. 
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Poems by Carole Beckhorn 
 

Smile 
A real smile, itõs in the eyes, 

It makes you feel like you can touch the sky. 

Like snow in July, and the twinkle in your eye, 

Your smile makes me feel like I can fly. 

And,  I never want to say goodbye. 

 

 

Dreams 
Sky is the limit, theyõre infinite, 

They start as seeds, then flowers, 

Hope makes them indefinite, 

She says theyõre flawed, 

I say they are real, 

And like the stars. 

Nothing stops my zeal, 

I stop and stareé. 

I am finally there. 

The moment is here; 

Years in the making. 

No one can jeer. 

I am on top of the world. 
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One Living Planet 
Jake Carlo 

 
We tend to think of the Earth 
As a collection of living things 
But what I will say might have some worth 
That this rock to which humanity clings 
Is one life, One being in existence 
 
Every plant and animal is a cell 
Contributing to this greater force 
Each has a job to make this planet well 
To make sure this planet is on the right course 
Because together we are one life, one being in existence 
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The Duchess of  Cambridge Road 
The Duke of  Cambridge Road 

 
With a glancing glimpse, you recognize her, 
Yet you do not know her name. 
She subtly grasps you, be not bitter, 
Her face hints of some unrealized flame. 
 
Her body varies deep in color, shape, size, 
But her familiar soul is the most delicate prize. 
 
Her sweet smile is an intoxicating lure, 
That for millennia has been lonely manõs cure. 
 
There is nothing quite like her laugh, 
Such a joy, you are compelled to gaffe. 
 
Plentiful as diret but treasured as gold, 
The Duchess is true beauty to behold. 
Fate is the officiant of the encounter, 
Always destined yet never assured.  
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Suitcase 
Anna Johnson 

 
His suitcase was worn as I remembered 

And scuffed on its corners 
Inside, I see what I have never known 

Adventure 
His jacket smelled like music 

And unfamiliar perfume 
With a crumpled ticket in the pocket 

And the last letter I wrote him 
It is wine-stained but 

Unopened 
Beneath the jacket, a journal 

Its entries are 
Half-finished 

His words quiver and bleed 
A pair of boots, laces tucked in 

I rub the toes, which have walked 
Ancient city streets 

They should have gone 
Farther 

Hidden in the corner 
Tucked under a knitted sock 

A pearl earring, but 
I donõt know 

Whose 
Spilled ink stained my fingers 
And I wished I didnõt have 
What I was looking through 

Because they found his suitcase 
But they never found 

Him 
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All for the Love of  Annabel Lee 
Jake Carlo 

 

Based on Edgar Allan Poeõs òAnnabel Leeó told from the perspective of the 
angels 

 

We looked down from the heavens, 

At the kingdom by the sea 

We looked at the love 

The love of Annabel Lee 

 

We looked down and were envious 

For no one had a love greater than we 

But the love of Annabel Lee 

 

We sent a chilling wind out of the clouds 

And the chilling wind made us proud 

Because it would be killing 

Killing the love of Annabel Lee 

 

The chilling wind killed Annabel Lee 

But the love did not die you see 

For this love was more than the love 

The love of Annabel Lee 

 

For it wasnõt just Annabelõs love 

It was the love of the man that she loved 

And even though we killed Annabel Lee 

The love lived on in the heart of the man by the sea 

 

Now the man wishes for his own chilling wind 

So that they might reunite again 

But if he should die we know what heõll gain 

Thus endless nights at her sepulcher, distraught and in pain 

We gave him the curse of eternity 

All for the love of Annabel Lee 
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My Favorite Color 
Franky Padilla 

 

Roses stand out and with their potent red hues. 
Flushed faces when attacking opposing views, 
My heart swells with the revolutionõs call, 
With red flags fluttering, strong and tall. 
How can one not be enraptured 
By red, the color that captures 
Every bold and fiery being and ideal? 
Even without sight, red is something to feel. 
But steady, my affinity for the color starts to crack 
As my teacher sadly hands my test back. 
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òA picture is a poem 

without words.ó 

-Horace 

 

Visual Art 
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òRedó 

 Ronie Altejar 
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òAbby and Madió 

Annie Mildrew 
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òAn Alpine Flowerbedó 

Alex Budzynski 


