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Bishop Ireton High School was founded in 1964 as one of four high 

schools in the Diocese of Arlington, and is deeply rooted in the  

tradition of Salesian spirituality as taught by the Religious               

Congregation of the Oblates of St. Francis de Sales. Following our 

Live Jesus! Charter, the School continues an affiliation with the    

Oblates of St. Francis de Sales.  

 

The Cambridge Road Club is an entirely student directed and run 

extracurricular club at Bishop Ireton High School. It exists to foster 

a love and appreciation for creative work among students through 

the media of art and literature.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Let us be what we are and be that well, in order to bring honor to that 

Master Craftsman whose handiwork we are.”  

-St. Francis de Sales  
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This issue is dedicated to Ms. Tombs, who has both con-

tributed to the magazine herself  and inspired students in 

her creative writing classes to do the same. Her instruction 

and positive attitude are both valuable additions to our 

club and the Bishop Ireton community as a whole.  
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A Letter from the Editor 
The 2019 - 2020 school year is certainly one that will live in infamy. 

We will remember how seniors traded in graduation caps for       

surgical masks, that the bleachers beside Fannon Field were empty 

while athletes trained in backyards. We will remember the           

disappointment of students whose preparation and dedication     

resulted in cancellations and postponements; how once vibrant  

hallways sat in silence waiting for our return. But we will also      

remember how both teachers and students alike, despite initial    

reservations, learned to embrace the connectivity technology      

provides and dealt with the complications that came along with it. 

We will remember the compassion and kindness displayed by so 

many when our burdens became a little too heavy.  

When we decided on the theme “All Roads Lead to Home,” we 

could not predict the eventual irony that would emerge, that the 

days spent in classrooms surrounded by our friends would turn into 

weeks spent at home surrounded by our families. Though the     

sadness of missing out on my final semester of high school still feels 

fresh, this issue of Cambridge Road has reminded me of the beauty 

and creativity that is so often created in times of darkness.  

While “home” for some may be a physical place of residence, the 

comfort and familiarity associated with the word can be found in 

other places, people, feelings, activities, and even within the process 

of self discovery. As you flip through the pages of this year’s issue, I 

hope our submitters’ various takes on this concept provoke you to 

define “home” for yourself.  

 Caroline Keir                                                                              

 Editor-in-Chief                                                                                                   

 Cambridge Road Literary Magazine, 2019-2020 



v 

 

TABLE OF CONTENTS 
“r train downtown” by Gaby Garcia...........................................Cover 

“Gateway” by Jonah Smith.....................................................................1 

“Nocturnal Home” by Bridget Retcher..............................................2 

“The Path to Home” by Danica Fielding...........................................3 

“Performance of a Lifetime” by Victoria Thomas...........................4 

“by the wind” by Gaby Garcia..............................................................6 

“caroline” by Gaby Garcia......................................................................6 

“the middle” by Caroline Keir...............................................................7 

“A View Through the Clouds” by Emma Rice.................................8 

“Sunset at Wintergreen” by Elizabeth Hutchison............................9 

“Sav” by Danica Fielding.......................................................................10 

“double trouble” by Gabby Nguyen..................................................11 

“take me dancing” by Gabby Nguyen..............................................11 

“when we open a coconut back home”..........................................12 
by Franky Padillia Coo 

“Heart Felt” by Ms. Meredith Tombs................................................14 

“Astraphobia” by Bridget Retcher......................................................15 

“On Smiling” by Victoria Thomas.....................................................16 

“Stargazing” by Jonah Smith...............................................................17 

“Stone Tiramisu” by Bridget Retcher................................................18 

“double black dare” by Julia Hart......................................................19 

More Than A Roof  Contest Intro....................................................20 

“Poem from the Perspective of Poverty”.......................................21 
by AnneMarie Mueller 



vi 

 

“empire on film” by Gaby Garcia.......................................................22 

“Locked Away” by Caroline Perez......................................................23 

“Growing Up and Growing Out” by Ella Smith............................24 

“Head in the Clouds” by Jonah Smith..............................................25 

“so bright” by Gabby Nguyen.............................................................26 

“give me a rose” by Gabby Nguyen...................................................26 

“After Hours” by Kathleen McNerney...............................................27 

“Changed for Good” by Ruben Medina............................................28 

“broadway local” by Gaby Garcia......................................................30 

“portrait of jennifer zhao” by Lauren Fernandez............................31 

Decameron Social Isolation Revisited............................................32 

 “21st Century Decameron” by Bradley Klink....................33 

 “The Cherry Dream” by Melissa Nguyen...........................36 

“Sap Drip by Bridge” by Bridget Retcher.........................................39 

“Cambrian” by Rachel O’Connor.......................................................40 

“I’m Home” by Kevin Huynh.............................................................43 

“Alcali” by Senia Cade...........................................................................44 

“Not at Home” by Grace Fisher.........................................................45 

“TV Rots Your Brain” by Caroline Keir...........................................46 

“The Muse” by Miriella Jiffar...............................................................48 

“girl in field” by Gaby Garcia..............................................................49 

“st francis of assisi” by Caroline Keir................................................50 

“dancing in the rain” by Julia Hart....................................................51 

“Passions and Transitions” by Antonella Galindo........................52 

“Bunny Haven” by Dylan Schreckhise..............................................54 



vii 

 

“Never Far From Home” by Paige Kern.........................................55 

“What’s in Your Drink?” by Taylor Johnson..................................56 

“Little Everythings” by Kathleen McNerney..................................58 

Untitled by Hermon Tekalign..............................................................59 

Untitled by Hermon Tekalign..............................................................59 

Untitled by Michael Murphy................................................................60 

“Gargolye’s Abode (Room 202)” by Joseph Claeys.......................61 

“monterosso al mare” by Caroline Keir...........................................62 

“haven” by Caroline Keir......................................................................63 

Acknowledgements..............................................................................64 

 



1 

 

gateway 
Jonah Smith | Dress design and photo  
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NOCTURNAL HOME 
Bridget Retcher | Poem  
 
 

When I close my eyes, my days are less dark. 
The midnight wind steals the colors from the trees,  
and paints the sky of apricot and raspberry- 
relaxed by the eagerness of dripping nectar. 
We lie, indulging in the slow, gentle burn of embers in our noses, 
as the crackling fire harmonizes with the choir of birds 

in creation of a symphony known only to us. 
 

My darling- 
I have watched your berry lips fade as I have tried to remake our 
song once more. 
I shorten my days- 
And longen my nights  
looking for the notes that will bring back the dripping cherry of 
your cheeks 

and the soft honeydew of your eyes. 
But as distant birds chirp and the sun rises- I know what happens 
next. 
 

What a cruel and absurd torture this is. 
It is then that I see the taunting clouds from my bedroom window-- 
and the dancing colors that before had decorated the world 

now lay as but limp cotton sheets beneath my feet. 
I have made my home with you 

in a place I can only visit-  
My nocturnal home. 
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The path to home 
Danica Fielding | Visual Art  
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PERFORMANCE OF A LIFETIME 
Victoria Thomas | Essay  
  
 My most memorable road trip was into another uni-
verse. I have always lived in metropolitan areas- diverse, full of 
different perspectives, “melanated”- but last summer, while 
driving down gravelly, forested back roads, I knew I had en-
tered a different dimension. Most people would expect to feel 
a sense of amazement washing over them if they were to dis-
cover a new subsection of the cosmos, but the stares coming 
from pickup truck windows informed me that my family’s all-
black sedan and all-black skin were anomalies in this foreign 
land. I remember feeling uneasy about the length of the seem-
ingly never-ending highway- just how long would it take before 
stares turned into glares, glares into something worse?  
 The day my family crossed timelines was an anxious 
one. It seemed we had an ultimatum- to fit in, look like every-
one else or turn around and head back. I remember asking my 
father to turn down the radio- just to make sure the bass was-
n’t too loud. I ran my fingers through my mother’s ruffled hair 
as she slept. But the stares didn’t stop piercing our car win-
dows- they felt like warnings, punctuated by blurs of woodland 
between every set of suspicious eyes. The new universe I had 
entered was bent on making me feel like an outsider, a foreign-
er. And at first, I thought the experience was so unsettling that 
it must have been a rare occurrence. But sometime during the 
endless drive, I realized that I performed according to my sur-
roundings in similar ways daily. Maybe I hadn’t traversed any 
universes after all.  
 In my universe, the easiest way to exist is to melt your-
self down. You may call out racism, prejudice and sexism, but 
only as long as you enunciate each syllable, fact check every 



5 

 

statement, and make sure you’re critically aware of the partici-
pants in your audience. There should be an immediate, almost 
unconscious raise in the pitch of your voice if you talk in class. 
Make sure you work hard at school, because struggling would 
only confirm what others may already believe. When you’re out 
with friends, you should be the one saying “Shh!” in public 
places, cleaning up tables before you leave a restaurant, reading 
the room to make sure no one is staring, subjecting yourself to 
some unseen authority. The laws of the universe in which you 
exist are much different from that of your home or church. 
Here, you won’t be afforded a second or third strike before 
you are counted out.  
 Part of being black and a woman in nonblack spaces is 
just like the universe I thought I had discovered during that 
trip. I know women of color deserve to be able to be whatever 
we want. But my existence is an abnormality, and any and eve-
rything has to be done in order to soften it, to make it more 
palatable. I’ve seen black girls younger than me struggling to 
find their places in this universe, and if asked, I could tell them 
how to navigate it. I could show them the turns to take or ob-
stacles to avoid. But none of the “rules” that I follow are truly 
fulfilling- they can never be a source of improvement, but in-
stead of inhibition. My performance is an art, precise in nature 
and always evolving, but it’s not for myself. Instead of teaching 
the generations after me, I would much rather restructure the 
craft entirely. I recognize what kind of universe this is, and I 
will do everything in my power to change it. 
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By the wind 
Gaby Garcia | Photography 

Caroline 
Gaby Garcia | Photography 
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The middle 
Caroline Keir | Poem  
 
I would rather crave the middle.  
 

The spot in between the windows 

where the light isn’t too bright 
and the cold air keeps its distance.  
 

In the middle, you feel surrounded.  
Balanced.  
Protected.  
 

There is nothing to prove 

and you’re ok with that.  
 

You can trip without the fear of hitting your head on the pavement 
or speak without the possibility of your words falling flat.  
 

There’s no mystery in the murky water.  
Just transparency,  
Cool, Crisp, and Comfortable.  
 

In the middle, time becomes complacent 
and pressure subsides.  
 

Musts become maybes 

and inevitabilities become ifs.  
Your future is traded for an ending  
that won’t include failure.  
 

I would rather succumb to a state of being  
than a state of being more.  
 

Drop the act  
and accept the circumstances. 
Make peace with probability.  
 

But there’s something to prove 

and I think I’m ok with that. 
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A View Through the Clouds 
Emma Rice | Poem 
 
 

The light through the clouds.  
It could be an angel’s breath, 
Or God’s line of  sight. 
 
Or the souls above, 
On a tour bus from heaven, 
Enjoying themselves. 
 
Or the skies opening 
To let in the next great saint 
A fitting reason. 
 
So there’s concrete proof 
That someone is on our side 
Through all the hardships. 
 
And a reminder 
Of  our last journey’s ending: 
Our heavenly home.  
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SUNSET AT WINTERGREEN 
Elizabeth Hutchinson | Photography 
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Sav 
Danica Fielding | Visual Art  
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Double trouble 
Gabby Nguyen | Photography  

Take me dancing 
Gabby Nguyen | Photography  
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When we open a coconut back home 
Franky Padillia-Coo | Short Story  
 

At my house, a loud video played of two women opening a small, 
light brown coconut. They had literal tools, and they came up with a 
crafty way to break the shell with their hammers and screwdrivers, 
their towels and their grade-a kitchen, in their heels and jeans and 
beautiful flower tops and good lighting.  
 

I turned to my mother across the table, and I asked, “What do we 
do at home?” 

 

I’m transported back to the dark tin-roofed alleyway between the 
two buildings of our home, where the cement walls of our houses 
cool down the air. The alley echoes with the sound of my rubber 
flip flops slapping against the cool pavement and an occasional pud-
dle from one of the pipes that leaks across the buildings’ facades. A 
cat skips from shadow to shadow, barely missing the swift move-
ment of my legs, and I sit at the wooden stool at the back of the 
alley where a screen door teeters on its hinges, creaking at a washer 
or maid come to help around the house that day. The sunlight 
streaks through the mesh, looking for a big enough hole to seep 
past and fall against the floor. From my position, I can hear the siz-
zle and hissing of oil in the kitchen to my left. The pots and pans 
clang against each other as we prepare for lunch. The heat in the 
kitchen is worse than the one behind the poorly fastened screen 
doors. A gardener appears from out of the darkness of the other 
building, barely sparing us a glance as he peels the screen door open, 
and I get a brief wave of sticky and dense humidity to kiss my skin. 
My lola wears a classic flowery cotton frock, and she grinds a slab of 
whatever meat she found in the market that day by hand, her thick 
arms working and unafraid to get messy. It isn’t as beautiful as coco-
nuts, but it’s a distant memory of the labor put into every dish back 
home.  
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If I push past the screen doors, push past the lines of clothing get-
ting beaten by the equatorial sun, stroll past the garden of cocoa, 
banana, and coconut trees, I see my aunt laughing on the patio with 
my grandfather. I skip over the rotting piece of wood meant to stop 
the flood water from rushing our floor. My slippers have flown off 
somewhere, and I only feel the cool orange tiles beneath my feet. 
She kisses me, humming with pleasure, and her leathery skin feels 
safe. She’s wearing her usual thin button up shirt and some trousers, 
and though her hands shake as she holds me, it’s firm and it’s her. 
My grandfather has a cigarette between his fingers, wearing just 
jeans and a white tank, but he looks splendid, like he is why they 
make such scalding hot days - to experience this sense of laziness 
and nostalgia, to exist and to sweat out sins, to truly live. 
 

With a shiver, I am drawn back to the video. My long-sleeve shirt 
isn’t thick enough to protect me from the draft of the terrace doors, 
and I messed up the placement of the towels that seal away the cold. 
There’s a mug of tea in front of each of us, and we’re cozy in a dif-
ferent way than those lazy days in the Philippines.  
 

But when we think about how simply we opened the coconuts back 
at home- just a coconut in hand, a giant machete, and a prayer- we 
smile at the way things were.  
 

I know I am so much luckier now than then, but I can see it in our 
eyes when we smile about how cautious life here is, how fast paced. 
We reminisce about those lazy days as we let the TV run, drowning 
it out with the conversation of the days when our biggest problems 
were worth being the biggest problems.  
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HEART FELT 
Ms. Meredith Tombs | Poem  
 
A home is where the heart is - 
at least, that’s what they say -  
But my Love has up and left me - 

I’ve no home with whom to stay. 
 

A house is made with love and dreams 

is one I’ve heard a lot - 

That house with Sunshine, Love that 
beams, 
is one that I’ve not got. 
 

When you go there, they take you in - 
They HAVE to, we are told - 
But Home can move - and loved 
ones change - 

and spread - and then grow old. 
 

Where thou art, now that is home 
is what I used to think - 

I saw our love - what might have 
grown - 

one we needed to rethink. 
 

Home is a shelter from all storms 
that could roll through and through -  
But think of all those lovely Storms 

that struck - because of You - 

 

What brings you home is being in love 

is what I might have said 

about Us fitting like a Glove - 

now ripped - and gone - and dead. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
You can’t go home again - and now 

those words ring strong and true - 

But is it that there’s no home left, 
or that home’s moved far from you? 
 
That spot of earth supremely blest 
is one I’ve still to find -  
I’ll search for what presents as best 

where I may ease my mind. 
 

While currently I’m hearthless, 
oh, heartless I won’t be -  
For I, though torn and broken, 
am young - content - and free. 
 

I guess home IS where heart is - 

And now I clearly see 

how home can be - 

      well, anywhere 

          I’m happy being me. 
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ASTRAPHOBIA 
Bridget Retcher | Photography  
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On smiling 
Victoria Thomas | Poetry  

People love to talk to me about my resting mean-looking face. 

When I was younger, I would try to fix it, by raising my eyebrows all 

the time so that I could look more inviting. Now, every morning I 

put on blush, because maybe a product will totally and completely 

change how people perceive me? I kind of think it’s an asset though. 

Isn’t it so powerful to be thinking about absolutely nothing, like ze-

ro, nada, zilch, brain machine broke- and having people think you’re 

criticizing them? I think it’s on par with drinking coffee black and 

being ambidextrous and maybe every line of questioning AOC has 

ever delivered in the House. So now I don’t really try to hide it. The 

other thing about my face is that smiling is just not something I’m 

very passionate about. Not because I’m unhappy, just because it’s 

incredibly uncomfortable when I don’t really feel happy. When are 

you supposed to stop smiling? At what point does it become psy-

chopathic? Can other people see my insincerity in my eyes? It’s an 

activity that’s too stressful to engage in, and I wish more people 

would accept that.  
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stargazing 
Jonah Smith | Visual Art  
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Stone tiramisu 
Bridget Retcher |Photography  



19 

 

Double black dare 
Julia Hart | Visual Art  
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“More than a roof” contest 

This year, we encouraged students to submit to the Catholic  

Campaign for Human Development’s Multimedia Youth Contest. 

Participants were asked to submit work using any form of media 

that addressed the theme: “More than a Roof.” This phrase  

encapsulates the connection between poverty and housing,  

emphasizing the dignity that comes along having a roof over your 

head. Sophomore Annemarie Mueller was chosen as the winner at 

the Arlington Diocesan level for this national competition.  

Congrats Annemarie! 
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Poem from the Perspective of Poverty 
AnneMarie Mueller | Poem 
 
 
I ask that you might give a smile with that dollar bill, 

Because knowing I am not invisible brings me quite a thrill. 

A dollar helps me fill my stomach for just a couple hours, 

But my empty heart seeks a kind expression to devour.  

For a hundred people that pass, maybe one will look my way, 

And the rest will turn their heads with simply nothing to say. 

 

I seek a place to call my home, of that which I have none, 

Where all my fears can melt away like icicles in the sun. 

A roof over my head seems such a simple request, 

Yet for now I wait here on this sidewalk feeling a bit oppressed. 

I pray each day for hope that the next day I’ll be happy, 

For even in despair I know God has not abandoned me. 

Some say they see God’s face in stories of the Bible, 

But honestly, I see His face in the few that smile. 
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Empire on film 
Gaby Garcia | Photography  
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Locked Away 
Caroline Perez | Poetry 

 

I was counting the days until I would be free. 
I wanted a new adventure, you see. 

This place has been a comforting home, 
But all I wanted to do was roam. 

 

One day it all came crashing. 
Questions in my mind kept flashing, 

Is this how it ends? 

In the way no one intends? 

 

Now that everything seems bleak and formal, 
We’re all searching for a new normal. 

A way for loneliness to decrease, 
So we can finally be at peace. 

 

I count the days ‘til I go back, 
When we can  look beyond this setback. 

It’ll be here soon enough, 
We’ll all get through this terrible stuff. 
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Growing up and growing out 
Ella Smith | Poems 
 
Far from home 
Further away than three heel clicks 
Further away than an island of guinea pigs 
Further away than the drawer of a toy restorer 
Impossible to say how truly far 
when home is not a destination 
But an era 
 
No more peanut butter sandwiches with Aunt May 
No more playing catch with Telemachus 
No more brown boots with “Andy” 
 
There is no returning to a time that has passed. 
 
 
I will never be a ballerina 
I wouldn’t know where to start 
I never learned first position 
 
It’s safe to say I won’t be an astronaut 
My ears are much too sensitive 
The popping makes me cry 
 
I can’t count on becoming a critic 
All my reviews would be positive 
I can’t help being too nice 
 
I wish I could be a lawyer 
But I’d wake up with lines on my face 
Reading law puts me to sleep. 
 
I can never swim with sharks 
They’d eat me right up 
I always have a papercut 
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Head in the clouds 
Jonah Smith | Visual Art  
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So bright 
Gabby Nguyen | Photography 

Give me a rose 
Gabby Nguyen | Photography 
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After hours 
Kathleen McNerney | Poem 
 

The shutters click and clack and then 

the glass pane creaks ajar, 
the screen is coaxed and crept away 

till I can lean out far. 
The air is tart as lemon pie 

and chilled as apple wine, 
the wind can slap or soothe as any 

cocktail just as fine. 
Hold the covers closer 

drink the warmth to heat a town, 
the starlight lets the dreamers fly 

and makes the poets drown. 
Death’s second self  can’t phase me 

and the moonlight pulls away, 
billowed as the smoky blue, 
the shadow of  a day. 
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Changed for good 
Ruben Medina | Short Story 

 

Walking out of the office building, my upbeat whistling is silenced 
upon the sight of the occupied bench. Nothing wrong with the bench. It's the 
man who's occupying it. I'd recognize the back of that head anywhere. Even 
after 6 years. He’s tossing a baseball up in the air and catching it again. 

With a resigned sigh, I shoulder my bag and sit down next to my 
adversary. For a moment, we sit in silence. 

"6 years ago, this is the last thing you would'a done," he remarks. 
I shrug. "I've changed I guess. If you found me now, you've found 

my house too, and I really don't want you in there." 
He chuckled. "What, not up for anotha’ wing-around-the-country?" 
I grinned. "You know how hard it is to lose an identity! I don't want 

to do that again. Plus I've... changed." 
"Really? Changed how?" 
I decide not to reply and change the subject. "Did you go through 

the trouble of tracking me down just to catch up?" 
"Maybe I did." 
"What do you want?" 
There was silence. "I wanna know why." 
"Why what?" 
"Why you stopped." The ball landed in his hand with a resounding 

clap! and stayed there. "You were the best at what ya did. The best. Six years 
ago, you wen’ off the radar, and I knew, I just knew you were up to no good. 
Ye had to be. It's what ya did." 

"I was pretty good at no good," I admitted. 
"So I spend 5 years trackin' ye down, perusin' through the records, 

chasin' witnesses and suspects. And what do ya know, here he is. Workin’ at 
an office job. Friends at work, at clubs. Married no less!" He barked a laugh. 

"You get to leave them out of this." 
"An’ that's just it. How did ye go from bein' you, bad you, and make a 

complete 180 to where ye are now? Why? I spent a year stalkin’ you, trackin’ 
every transaction ya made, every transaction everyone ya contacted made. I 
know your habits probably better than you do. And here ya are. I'm almost 
disappointed!" 

"What do you want me to say?" 
"Just... tell me... What did I spend the last six years chasin’ you to 

find out?" 
The sky turned red as the sun approached the horizon, bathing the 
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surroundings in a gorgeous hue. 
"The sunset's beautiful." I said. 
"Ya gonna answer the question?" 
"Have some patience. I'm getting there," I admonished. "See, after 

my success, I was... ecstatic. For about 15 seconds, I had beaten you! I beat 
the system! Finally I have time to stop and admire myself, admire the fruits of 
my labor, and give myself a well-deserved pat on the back, you know? And I 
did. And I looked at everything I had created, the things I had torn down, the 
people whose lives I had improved, the people whose lives I had ruined, and I 
thought... that's it?" 

"That's it? You were the horror of so many people! Thanks to you 
half the country couldn’t sleep at night!" 

"I know, and that's just it! I had done so much, cut down so many 
laws, worked obscurely for so long. I had compromised my own conscience. I 
know I made your life hell,” I add with a chuckle. “But when I looked back 
on my achievements, after doing so much I just thought... I had accomplished 
so little. I was just a doer, running in circles. Not a maker.” 

“Well you had us runnin’ in circles too, lemme tell ya,” he replied 
snarkily. 

"Yeah. So after that little trip into depression, I looked around some 
more. I realized I had missed something, and I needed to know what it was. 
And I took a moment to look at the sunset." I paused. "I don't think I had 
ever seen it before. Looked at it sure, but never stopped to actually see it. I 
realized that... I had missed the sunset. Every day, the sun goes down, and I 
missed it! 

"I had to stop. If the sunset happens every day, what miracles hap-
pen less frequently? I wasn't going to miss anymore. Don't get me wrong, I 
had grown pretty proud of the target on my back. It was hard to let it go. 
But…” 

"You got rid of it." 
"Yeah, I got rid of it. Spent half my fortune wiping the slate clean. 

All my pictures on the Internet, all my mugshots, my public jail record. IDs, 
drivers license. The whole process was a nightmare. But afterwards...." I 
leaned back with a content sigh. "I don't know how to explain it. No more 
plots or schemes. No more deadlines. None that really matter. No more you 
breathing down my neck. Freedom. A weight off my shoulders." 

Silence again. "The sunset really is beautiful," I murmur. 
Looking beside me, I only see the empty seat. "Every time," I chuck-

le. Then I get up and begin my walk home. 
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Broadway local 
Gaby Garcia | Photography  
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Portrait of Jennifer zhao 
Lauren Fernandez | Photography 
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Decameron  
Social Isolation Revisited 

As soon as social isolation began during the third quarter, students 
were given an optional writing assignment based on Bocaccio’s 

Decameron. Using light-hearted escapist fun, gentle Horatian satire, 
and clever and positive story-telling, they were asked to create an 
imaginary collection of 10 people (as Boccacio did in the Middle 
Ages) who gathered together not in the Italian countryside, but in 
cyberspace. Each author fictionalized themselves as one of the ten 

characters, setting the story on their designated day as King or 
Queen. 
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21st century Decameron 
Bradley Klink | Decameron Short Story 

 
As the outbreak spreads more rampant, a refuge grows along with it. 
This refuge is for those whose own minds can’t sustain their imagi-
nation, those who need a psychological outlet before their own psy-
ches melt into nothingness. The refuge welcomes all, with no adher-
ence to social status, everyone lives in harmony. The ten brightest of 
this new haven congregate to put their minds together, developing 
new stories in which all can indulge. This is the first story, of which 
I know much, for its genesis is of my own ego. 

Our lives before the outbreak would be the canvas for my first sto-
ry. For so long, our consciousnesses lived in isolation from our 
physical bodies, as this virtual reality we were living in provided the 
escapism we needed from our own boredom. But now, we had to 
go back to the older times, placing ourselves in the realism we aban-
doned for fantasy. The story begins in a house, no mansion or cot-
tage, but a shelter worthy of any middle-class family in the suburbs. 
There was a young boy in this family, one struggling to complete a 
massive load of school work, as he waited for the very last minute to 
start it. As he finished this assignment, a whopping 50-page 
slideshow presentation due the next day, he ran into a predicament. 
The printer he had in his home had enough paper, enough power, 
and enough patience to take on this task, but what it was lacking 
was most crucial: the ink. The boy fell into a state of panic. It was 
almost midnight and he had to be at school in seven hours with 
nothing to prove his night’s worth of hard work. The only thing he 
could do was go on an epic hunt for ink in the dusk of night. 

He grabbed his device with the file on it and got in his rusty pick-up 
truck, whose mechanical integrity could easily put another issue on 
the young man’s plate of what seemed to be a night that could not 
get any worse. He sped off as fast as his bucket of bolts of a vehicle 
could to his first destination. He arrived at this office supply store 
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and rushed through the doors. Blindly racing into the wall of printer 
ink cartridges, a feeling of agony came upon him. It was empty. He 
was met with a blasé worker asking, “Can I help you?” The boy ex-
plained his situation, to which the worker responded, “Maybe you 
shouldn’t have waited till the night before to do your homework.” 
The boy could not take the attitude at a time like this, but remained 
as composed as possible. The worker explained to the boy why the 
entire store was out of ink. Turns out, a local gang had stolen every 
shipment of printer ink to sustain the business of their tattoo parlor. 
The boy was confused why a tattoo parlor would be using printer 
ink for their purposes, but he was not prepared to ask any more 
questions, he just needed his ink.  

There were only five hours left before he had to be at school. He 
raced back to his truck and made his way to the only location he 
knew any of the gang members could be at: the tattoo parlor. As he 
drove around town on his way to the parlor, he noticed every other 
office supply store in town had put out signs that they were out of 
printer ink cartridges. It was an absurd thought that such a random 
item had become sold out on such a massive scale, almost as crazy 
as if something like toilet paper would become sold out on a nation-
al level.  

When he arrived at the parlor, he was greeted by two muscular men, 
obviously covered head to toe in tattoos. They questioned the boy 
as to why he was there, and he told them about the series of events 
that had occurred already throughout the night. Even with the shar-
ing of this most pitiful story, they refused to give up any ink. The 
only thing they said to him was, “Maybe you shouldn’t have waited 
till the night before to do your homework.” At this point, the boy 
had had enough. He begged, he pleaded for some mercy. “Please. 
Please! In times like these we need to help each other. We need to 
be willing to give, and not hoard everything to ourselves. This is a 
time for selflessness, not greed. Please, sirs, I beg you!” 

The two gang members looked at themselves, looked back at the 
boy, and went through the doors of the parlor, locking the doors 
behind them. The boy fell to his knees and broke down. His hands 
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soaked up the tears dripping down his face. Suddenly, he heard the 
turn of a doorknob and footsteps approaching him. When he 
looked up, he saw a massive hand above him. He got up from his 
knees and looked to see what was residing in the palm of the man’s 
hand. Two boxes of printer ink laid there, one for color, one for 
black and white. The man looked at the boy and said, “You’re 
right.” He took the boy’s hand and placed the ink cartridges in 
them. The boy’s tears had become those of joy and gratitude. 
“Thank you! Thank you, sir,” the boy exclaimed.  

He sprinted to his truck and raced back home. Upon arrival, he 
made his way directly to the printer in his room. The cartridges 
clicked perfectly in, and he initiated the printing sequence. The 50 
pages took quite some time to print, but nonetheless, the job was 
done. With his new found gratification in his own work and faith in 
humanity, he went to bed with the most powerful message he 
learned that night: maybe he shouldn’t have waited till the night be-
fore to do his homework. 



36 

 

The cherry dream 
Melissa Nguyen | Decameron Short Story 
 
 I heard nine clicks as Aspen, Louis, Ray, Parker, Charlotte, 
Maxon, Anna, Andy, and Jessie joined the FaceTime. When I saw 
that all ten people (myself included) were present, I prepared to 
begin the story before anyone could say anything. Unfortunately, 
the complaining commenced before I could. “Great,” I muttered 
under my breath, “It’s going to be impossible to get through these 
stories.” Charlotte complained about how her personal designer 
couldn’t come to create a dress for her, Aspen complained about 
how all the jewelry stores were closed, and Jessie complained about 
how there was no one to take care of his twenty horses. Eventually 
they all settled down. “So, Elsa, what story do you have for us to-
day?” asked Andy. Determined not to let any more time pass, I be-
gan. 
 There once lived a pastry chef, known as Cherry Pie. One 
Friday night, as she was walking home, she noticed a small cherry-
red shop with a neon-lit OPEN sign. Cherry puzzled over the build-
ing for a minute. It seemed to have magically appeared overnight. 
Cherry shrugged and decided to take a look.  
 As she stepped through the door, Cherry inhaled the scent 
of freshly-baked cherry pie. Looking around, she saw light brown 
ladderback chairs with handwoven seats, red tables with vases of 
daises, a small white countertop on the left, and next to the counter-
top, a magnificent glass display extending along the length of the 
room. Cherry gasped. She had never seen so many perfectly-baked 
pies in her life, and that was coming from someone who loved bak-
ing pies. “What if the owner hired me?” Cherry thought, “I could 
finally work at a real pie shop.”  
 Cherry shouldered into the kitchen and saw a woman mak-
ing whose back was turned on Cherry. When the lady turned 
around, Cherry stammered, “Hello. I love your…” Cherry trailed 
off. There was a spatula hovering above the woman’s hand. The 
woman noticed Cherry and exclaimed, “Oh! Hello! You must be 
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Cherry.” The woman snatched the spatula out of the air. “I’m Dai-
sy. Nice to meet you,” she said. Daisy stuck out her hand. Cherry, 
too dumbfounded to talk, simply shook Daisy’s hand.  

Daisy led Cherry out of the kitchen and sat her down at one 
of the tables. Daisy had quite a knack for rambling, and it served her 
well now. She told Cherry crazy stories about a girl whose expensive 
dresses were destroyed in a hurricane, a boy whose obsession with 
jewelry turned him into something like King Midas, and a girl who 
treated her phone as if it was a real person. In the middle of Daisy’s 
crazy story about a boy who bought thousands of horses but re-
fused to take care of them himself, Cherry asked, “Who’s the owner 
here?” Cherry asked. Daisy stopped abruptly, blinked a few times, 
and laughed. “You are, of course,” she responded. Cherry looked at 
her incredulously and moved toward the door. Daisy called after 
her, “What if I told you that dreams do come true. They come true 
when you hope, wish, and work for them. Take a look into the past. 
Have you?” Cherry turned around, preparing to inform this stranger 
that all her work had amounted to nothing, but Daisy waved her 
spatula at Cherry.  

When Cherry opened her eyes, she found herself facing a 
large screen. The screen flickered to life. The first scene showed her 
first time in the kitchen while her mom was baking pies. Cherry saw 
her mom set one-year-old Cherry on the countertop next to a cherry 
pie. Baby Cherry looked at it, clapped her chubby hands, and face-
planted into the pie. Cherry laughed. She then saw eight-year-old 
Cherry, making a pie all by herself. Cherry winced as she saw herself 
dump a cup of water into the batter. When the dough didn’t turn 
out right, she simply started over. Cherry shook her head fondly, 
and the scene changed. Cherry was in middle school, and was bak-
ing dozens of mini-pies for her classmates. They often came to 
school with nothing to eat, so Cherry wanted to make food for 
them, even if they were just pies. Then, Cherry saw herself in high 
school. She was telling her parents that she wanted to go to culinary 
school, but her parents yelled at her to be more sensible and choose 
a reasonable career. Cherry blinked and suddenly saw herself in a car 
in the middle of the night, getting ready to go to culinary school in 
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New York. Cherry shook her head. That was the last time she had 
seen her parents. The screen changed again. She saw herself work-
ing as a cashier in New York. She had nothing valuable with her ex-
cept her diploma. She had taken out thousands of dollars in student 
loans, and this job was the only income she had. Cherry then saw 
herself in Los Angeles standing in the middle of a tiny, bare kitchen, 
hands full of unbaked pie dough. Cherry chuckled to herself, and 
the scene shifted. She saw herself talking to customers over a white 
marble counter. Next to the countertop was a long display case 
filled with pies. Customers sat in the light brown ladderback chairs, 
sharing bites of pie. Mounted on the wall was a sign that read 
“Cherry’s Pies.” Cherry gasped and reached out to touch this per-
fect picture, but she fell through the screen.  

Cherry blinked, adjusting her eyes to the bright lights of the 
shop. Cherry turned around, expecting Daisy to be sitting across the 
table from her, but she had disappeared. In her place was a key and 
a picture of the exterior of the restaurant. The sign read, “Cherry’s 
Pies.”  
“And end scene,” I said. “Well I would have taken better care of my 

dresses,” Charlotte said, “I would have carried my favorite dresses 

with me if I need to safety. In fact, I…” I ended the FaceTime call.    
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Sap drip by bridge 
Bridget Retcher | Photography 
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Cambrian 
Rachel O’Connor | Short Story 

 
The happiest day of my life began just like this. In a dirty 

street staring up  at the menacing grey clouds forming overhead. 
There had been a chill that day, just like there is now. Back then my 
stuffed little heart had inexplicably felt hope. Somehow I just knew 
something good would happen despite the dreariness all around me. 
Now, I feel only gloom. 

I felt something special when I saw her for the first time. 
She must have felt it too because she came tottering over to me in 
her pale pink dress, her black pigtails swaying with each step. She 
reached for my crumpled, dirty form with her two chubby little 
hands and lifted me from the sidewalk. 

“Look mama! A bear.” She chimed. Her mama glanced over 
at her covering her phone’s speaker with her hand. 

“That’s nice sweetie.” She responded before returning to her 
phone call. The little girl holding me gave me a large gap-toothed 
grin. 

“I’m Elsie,” She told me in her high pitched voice, “You 
looked so sad by yourself. Do you want to come home with me?” I 
wanted desperately to shout yes, to let her know just how much I 
wanted that, but my sewn on mouth just wouldn’t allow it. It didn’t 
matter because she seemed to understand. That was the moment I 
knew we had a connection. That she was special. 

So I left my dirty sidewalk and went home with Elsie to her 
neat little house in the suburbs. She showed me her playroom with 
all her toys and her room with the pretty pink walls. I ate with her, I 
played with her, and I even slept in her bed with her. She named me 
Cambrian after the street she found me on and I was happy. Happi-
er than I’d ever been before. 

I watched her grow out of her butterfly sheets and into her 
collection of princess gowns. I watched her grow taller and lose her 
baby fat. I watched her cut her hair and grow it back out just to cut 
it again. I watched everything from my place on her bed. 
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But, as she grew she played with me less and less.          
Eventually, I was moved to a shelf above her dresser and she 
stopped playing with me altogether. But I was still happy. So, from 
my new spot on the shelf, I watched her learn how to use makeup 
and listened to her call her friends. I heard conversations 
about  schools and boys and dances. I saw her first boyfriend when 
he came over for dinner and I witnessed her first breakup. And, 
even from the shelf, I was happy because I saw how happy Elsie 
was. That was enough for me. 

I spent years on the shelf content until I saw boxes. I 
watched as Elsie and her mom and her dad packed her things into 
the boxes. Then, Elsie left. For a long time. And I stayed behind on 
my shelf.  

But, she came back. She stayed for Christmas, then left again 
until Summer. When summer ended, she left for wherever she kept 
leaving for and the cycle began anew. I missed Elsie when she was 
gone, but she’d always come back again. Then, for those few      
precious weeks everything was as it should be. 

The cycle went on for what felt like forever until Elsie came 
back again and stayed. She stayed for a long time and I thought she 
was home for good. I thought whatever had been taking my Elsie 
from me was gone. And it was, but soon something else took its 
place. 

Just like her parents, Elsie began to leave early in the morn-
ing and return late at night. She became stressed and found it hard 
to sleep at night. I was worried for her and made sure to pay extra 
close attention to her health. Elsie was different now, but I still 
loved her. I was happy again and she was home and all was good. 

But, the boxes returned. This time there was sorting. There 
were boxes for things she would take with her to a new place and 
boxes for things that would be thrown out. I didn’t want to leave 
my familiar shelf, but I was ready for whatever new adventures 
awaited Elsie and me at this new place. 

But then Elsie made a mistake. When her mom asked which 
box I belonged in Elsie said the one meant for trash. I tried to call 
out and alert her to her mistake, but my stitched mouth wouldn’t 
make a sound. So, I pleaded with my button eyes, but she took no 



42 

 

notice.  
I, and everything else in the box meant for trash, was placed 

at the curb where we waited until strange men in equally strange 
uniforms came. They took me and put me in the back of a large foul
-smelling truck that was filled to the brim with garbage. I was scared 
as the truck drove me to a place with large chain link fences and 
mountains upon mountains of things that had been thrown away. 

The first few days, as I lay among the old rusted car parts 
and oddest collection of household appliances I’d ever seen, I wait-
ed for Elsie. I waited for her to realize her mistake and come save 
me from this place. I waited and I waited and I waited, but she nev-
er came. 

It’s been a long time. A really long time. And now I know 
Elsie isn’t coming. That this was no mistake and she meant for me 
to end up here among everything else people didn’t want. So I 
spend every minute of every day watching the sky and trying not to 
think about how happy I was before. But on days like today, when 
the clouds are just the right shade of grey, I can’t help but to be 
brought back to that day in the street with that toddler in the pale 
pink dress with the swinging black pigtails. 
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I’m home 
Kevin Huynh | Photography 
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alcali 
Senia Cade | Visual Art 
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Not at Home  
Grace Fisher | Poetry  
(Inspired By the Poetry of Emily Dickinson) 
 

 
 

I wore a Stranger’s Face-- 
The Day my Darling Died-- 
It would not let me Weep, 
I Found I could not Cry-- 
 
Instead I felt a Smile 
Slow-Creeping, Cross my Face-- 
And though I Tried to Kill it, 
It still was Stuck-- in Place-- 
 
They all Looked on in Horror-- 
(And So Did I, Inside)-- 
But I was not my Master 
The Day my Darling Died-- 
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Tv rots your brain 
Caroline Keir | Essay 

 
“Television rots your brain.” 

 

I can hear that sentence in what seems like hundreds of different 
voices. My mother’s, each time SpongeBob and his nasally ear-
splitting laugh graced our screen. My eighth-grade English teacher’s, 
when our discussion of Lord of the Flies became muddled under the 
noise of far-fetched Jane the Virgin theories. My gym teacher, who 
responded to our pathetic attempt at exercise logs with an impas-
sioned plea to trade some of our binging for a few laps around the 
track. Even Nickelodeon sent us the message that TV was bad for 
you when they replaced our afterschool iCarly and Victorious with a 
blank screen and a “World Wide Day of Play” logo. 

When I was younger, the idea of walking away from the TV 
was an easy one. An automatic response to the minute hand’s   
completed revolution. The fact was, I had more interesting things to 
do. Most of my friends lived within a few blocks, I had not yet    
finished my beloved Percy Jackson novels, and the world was always 
draped in what most would view as thick DC smog, but what I saw 
as a warm and sunny haze. Had you told me that a storm cloud lay  
overhead, I would have laughed and jumped on my bike regardless. 

Adolescence is filled with minor inconveniences that       
disguise themselves as traumas. We cry over stained sweaters and 
pull out our hair over C’s on math tests so that when we are hit with 
something that is worth being classified as actual suffering it is     
immeasurable, impossible. My freshman year of high school, my 
grandmother was diagnosed with stage four pancreatic cancer. 
Faced with the reality of radiation, chemo, and countertops littered 
with prescription pills, my mom decided that it would be best to go 
live with her indefinitely. A person who learned to thrive on control 
and carefully curated image, I was not equipped to face the          
indefinite.  
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A few months ago, I read a piece about singer Billie Eilish in 
Elle magazine. The article opens with a quote. “When I wake up, I 
put on The Office. If I’m making a burrito, I turn on The Office. I need 
the distraction so I don’t think. It’s like therapy for me.” Though 
I’m not a musical sensation with billions of streams and super fans 
that stalk my every move, this is an experience we share. While the 
air in my house was dense with unspoken words, Seattle Grace Hos-
pital bustled with high-stakes energy, Pawnee City Hall warmed 
hearts with friendship and government incompetence, and Monica 
Geller and Rachel Green’s unrealistically cheap Manhattan apart-
ment was filled with laughter and heartbreak. These characters be-
came like family, familiar faces whose lives gave me examples of 
humanity’s beauty when I had become too preoccupied to feel it in 
my own.  

People say “Television rots your brain,” but television 
helped to ignite mine, giving me access to corners of the world that 
my arms would have been too short to reach otherwise. Instead of 
providing an escape from reality, these shows motivated me to ex-
plore people, places, and issues outside of my own experience and 
connected me to a community of viewers dedicated to the craft of 
storytelling. A community that can watch the same episode ten 
times and still be just as captivated by the writing, costumes, music, 
performances, and all the other aspects of production that combine 
to make it pure magic.  

While I no longer rely on television to be my main comfort-
er and vice, my passion for the stories hasn’t faded. When I envision 
my future I see many things, but none more clearly than a life where 
I can create the kind of characters that step out of the screen and 
hold your hand during the worst of times.  
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The muse 
Miriella Jiffar | Poem 

 
A slow and steady constant  
Feeling like the wind that carries the smell of salt  
Or the comforting beat of the drums that carry the song from your 
ears to your heart,  
Sticking there,  
It’s nudging and pulling  
Always prodding  
That delicate and fragile creature  
The dormant muse within,  
Wondering 
If she would have the strength  
Wondering if the emotion would take her  
And lift her off her feet into a new life,  
A state of transcendence  
Wondering, still,  
If that would be enough  
to probe the words inside her  
To see if she had the strength to say what she felt 
To speak her truth 
Did she have the strength to tell her story?  
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Girl in a field 
Gaby Garcia | Photography 
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St Francis of Assisi 
Caroline Keir | Photography 
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Dancing in the rain 
Julia Hart | Visual Art 
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Passions and transitions 
Antonella Galindo | Essay 

"We need you to write a Witness Statement for our arbitration case 
by next week," my boss told me during the first week of my      
internship at Ferrere, a law firm in Ecuador. Only three days in and 
I was already drowning in paperwork. Our firm was defending a 
global company that focused on projects in the energy, chemicals, 
and resource sectors, and the case involved work that the company 
had subcontracted to an engineering firm. This highly confidential 
case secured documents to a few people with privileged access, 
including me, a 16-year-old girl with no prior experience in law. 
When I was first hired, I assumed I would be filing or getting cof-
fee for the lawyers, so never could I have imagined that for 4 
weeks, I would be translating and writing defense statements for 
one of the biggest trials in Ecuador, one that would eventually put 
countless numbers of corrupt people in jail, including some from 
the national government.  

As I took my first steps into the fifteen-story office building, I had a 
deja-vu moment that brought me back to my first anxious day  
walking into elementary school. I was 9 years old at the time, and I 
had just moved to the United States from Ecuador. The language 
barrier between me and my classmates made the transition slow and 
isolating. "How many years do you have?" I asked Morgan, the first 
friend I made in America. Morgan's confusion marked my first   
foray into the complex world of translation. Hearing Spanish all 
around me as I walked into the elevator, I thought, too, on how 
translation is also cultural. I began to speak English fluently as time 
passed, but was teased for my once strong accent. Whenever my 
mom called me, I would respond in English around friends in my 
otherwise all-white school. As I grew up, I put aside the notion of 
shame and proactively made English my best subject, earning higher 
marks than other native speakers. My comfort level further evolved 
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when I walked into high school in Alexandria, Virginia and saw the 
tremendous cultural diversity of my classmates. I felt lucky to be 
able to be part of two richly distinct cultures.  

These early challenges swirled in my mind as I wondered whether 
all of this affirmative thinking could possibly have prepared me to 
work at Ferrere. The true bilingual advantage that I had was a key 
factor that helped me to contribute to the case in a variety of      
administrative tasks. Some lawyers asked me to edit their English 
language emails to American clients or translate Spanish documents 
into English. As I switched easily back and forth between English 
and Spanish, many of the attorneys would ask what college I      
attended or whether I had just started working at the firm, and 
when I would respond with, "I'm only 16," they would be shocked. 
Apparently, I was the youngest intern who had ever worked there.  

This summer internship cemented my passion for the law and 
helped me understand firsthand what a future in law can mean in 
practical terms both for me and for civil society. I also saw the   
personal and professional payoff that comes from attaining         
language skills through a slow, if not sometimes challenging and 
cumbersome cultural translation. I worked on this case for about 8 
to 9 hours a day and I never once got tired of it. As I searched for 
facts that proved our client's innocence and brought the corrupt 
subcontractor to justice, for the first time in my life, I really felt like 
I had done something of great importance, and gained tremendous 
confidence every day from legal professionals that truly valued my 
language skills. As I was reading our client’s statement of claim as-
serting that they did not take part in any illicit actions, I thought to 
myself, "This is work that I could see myself doing every day."  
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Bunny haven 
Dylan Schreckhise | Photography 
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Never far from home 
Paige Kern | Poem 
 

 

I stand in the fields of cotton at my family home, under the starlit sky, 
Impressed by simple means and feelings true. 
Your money doesn’t matter here, 
Just sit with me and whisper in my ear.  
 
Can you walk alone in a world without the ties that bind? 
Life wouldn’t be as dear without the ones who knew you before you were. 
And, to whom it matters most, I look up at the twinkling stars and pray 
for your grace. 
Without family and God, how would I be able to manage this earthly race? 
 
Only seventeen years to date, I hope I’ve many more to go — 
More to play, run, fail, succeed, and love, 
But not to hate. 
Still filled with wonder as to where I will be, 
There may be no limit to what I will see… 
 
But when I take a final stand in the cotton fields that are so familiar, 
watching shooting stars that then seem too close, 
I want to look back and know that it was you and me, 
Those who we grew into our little home, God in one hand — 
Knowing I made a difference in a not so foreign land. 
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What’s in your drink? 
Taylor Johnson | Essay 

 
“I said...I wanted my vanilla soy latte to be exactly 111 degrees 
and CLEARLY, it is not!” True story.  
 

To this day, I have no idea how she knew the exact tempera-
ture of her latte. I guess the world may never understand her 
supernatural powers of temperature. I like to call her, 
Dr. Fahrenheit. Dun. Duun. Duuun. 
 

As you can see, being a Starbucks Barista is a very stressful job. 
When you have three or four drinks coming at a time, and not 
to mention, the stickler customers interrupting your train of 
thought, it is quite easy to feel overwhelmed. But I love it. The 
high paced environment and adrenaline running, it's great,  
despite what it seems. One thing I have noticed is that  
everyone likes their drink a certain or in some cases, a VERY 
specific way. Whether they prefer a certain amount of ice or a 
drink that is “shaken not stirred,” Starbucks is one of those 
places where everything is customizable and unique…..like 
people. 
 

I know in the mornings, Steward orders exactly six chai shots.  
Why? Because he doesn’t trust anyone but himself to make his 
drinks. He always brings his own milk, cup, and sugar. Steward 
is self-sufficient, independent, and intense. Six shots of chai 
makes his drink robust, bold, and feisty, like me. When  
someone orders a “Taylor Johnson” drink, they order six chai 
shots.  
 

As my shift continues, I know Ms. Carrol always orders a hot 
caramel macchiato.  
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Why? Because unlike other hot drinks, she likes her espresso 
shots on top, rather than mixed inside the drink. Ms. Carrol 
likes to drink her coffee shots first, then go on to drink the rest 
of the drink smoothly. Even though I am applying to William 
and Mary regular decision, I am still completing my application 
at the same time as the early decision applicants. Why? Because 
I like to start early and get ahead of the game. Just like those 
shots, I like to be prepared and in this case, have my  
application complete early regardless of the January 1st  
deadline. Once those applications are complete, I can ride 
smoothly and enjoy my last year of high school. When  
someone orders a “Taylor Johnson,” they order a hot caramel 
macchiato. 
 

Towards about rush hour, Jamie would often order an iced 
passion tea with heavy cream.  
I remember the first time making this drink, I was like “Wait, 
wait, you want me to put heavy whipping cream in your ice 
tea?” But let me tell you, surprisingly, the drink itself looks and 
tastes DELICIOUS, (I ended up making one for myself later). 
I would have never thought of mixing the two. It is unheard of 
and innovative. I started a club that could have been  
controversial and awkward.  I was not sure how my school’s 
community would receive it, but I decided to take a chance. 
When someone orders a Taylor, they receive an iced passion 
tea with heavy cream. 
 
 

At first, I was going to classify myself as one drink, but as I 
was writing, I realized that I don’t fit exactly into just one 
drink. Taylor Johnson is so complex and more than just a one-
dimensional drink. Starbucks has yet to make such a drink.  
 

 If you were a drink, what would you be? 
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Little everythings 
Kathleen McNerney | Poem 
 
 
I’ve noticed that when she laughs, 
she crinkles her nose 

in that nonsense way of hers - 
face open, unlocked, 
because the guards don’t bother to 

venture in here. 
 

Her skin folds into little furrows 

dips and mountains 

crashings and crests of 

pale and young,  
flushed and freckled. 
 

Chewed and chipped 

lavender nail polish fingers 

tap and scratch and 

draw music from the woolen blankets 

and wooden cabinets. 
 

They swirl the air into 

oil-pastel flowers, 
and when she laughs again, 
I see Starry Night  
painted across her attic bedroom 

and I watch the stars curl 
their way into her hair. 
 

For years I’ve watched the 

black dye drip 

and the blond seep through her roots 

as if the sun was always rising 

in her multicolored hair - 
because bits and pieces change, 
but matter longs to be what it is, 
and she always was. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Strawberry chapstick 

and pink lemonade 

tinted the Saturday  
afternoon air, 
smelling pink and artificial and 

a little too strong but 
sweet on my tongue. 
 

If she leaves open the window, 
you can hear the  
army of windchimes 

guarding the house, 
stained glass and suction cups 

sparking rainbows on the carpet. 
 

It was the age of fairies and saviors 

and gentle touches that meant 
little everythings. 
 

She laughs 

and I remember why 

we keep our memories 

like treasures. 



59 

 

untitled 
Hermon Tekalign | Photography 

untitled 
Hermon Tekalign | Photography 
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untitled 
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Gargoyle’s Abode (Room 202)  
Joseph Claeys | Poem 

 
 

Confined in space with table and cabinet 
Latrine adjacent, with little space sparing 
Closet in disguise with boxes piled high 
The people sit scribbling with speech. 
 
The learned and learners, waiting on inspiration, 
Adjusting flow of  thought, fixing the lineation. 
 
A half-forgotten space, it’s true, 
But Muses often speak to you, 
From boxes marked as Brother Rick’s 
And Poe’s dark glare with smoke of  Hendrix. 
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Monterosso al mare 
Caroline Keir | Photography 

haven 
Caroline Keir | Photography 
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