


Piece	       Aaron Crespo ‘16

She holds a piece of me, 
Wears it like a badge, 
right over her heart.

She keeps a piece of me, 
Displays it like a trophy, 
on her highest shelf.
She owns a piece of me, 
Nurtures it like a child, 
for the day we can be together.

Picture by Amanda Rutkowski ‘16



Even though it heavily rains,

     And the old houses on Mulberry Lane rust,

          And the roads crack and collapse,

               And beautiful dreams must,

                    And happiness simply fades,

                         And ugly failures occur every day,

                              And evil happens to reign,

                                   And love unexpectedly ends,

                                        And the people you love leave without a simple why,

                                             And the sun takes a blow and suddenly dies,

                                                  I know a secret,

                                                       That’ll help you through.

                                                            Are you listening?

                                                                 Lean in close,

                                                                      Because the truth is this,

                                                                            And this alone,

                                                                     Even if the world around you is burning,

                                                              And you feel like today is the last day,

                                                       Just remember these words,

                                                Everything’s gonna be a-ok.

A-Ok
Vasiliki Dinailis ‘15



stormy beach     Amanda Rutkowski ‘16

At night, you became the ocean.  I was oblivious to your 
riptide eyes.  They pulled me in along with the sand 
and shells that scraped my feet.  You left in me out in 
your endless waves, a bottomless pit beneath me. So I 
drowned under your water.  

“Lullaby for little criminals
You think all in this world unknown is cynical

Do you imagine it as you used to

Or look with new worn eyes?

Was I ever worth the fight

Or just enough to keep you alive

I can’t question why you do or do not

All I know is you were friendly before

That smile of yours was no more

I walked out the door

As you lie on the floor

When I return there was an uproar “

                                                      Justine Wilson ‘15



5 years
you’re a 17 year old boy

	 but all I can see is a

		  scared 12 year old kid

	 with his fingers pointing and teasing

himself incapable to handle a real rela-
tionship

	 so he runs away

	 	 pretends his big

	 and prances around like he’s 17

look in the mirror, boy

	 you know who you are

	 	 the person you were once 
proud of

	 he’s still there

he’s just waiting in those 5 years

16
september 22 2014 is my last day of 16

	 yet within a year

I’ve come together;

		  and fallen apart

I’ve fallen in love;

		  ending with a broken heart

I’ve become so happy;

		  yet so numb

	 16 was different

				    16 is done

Poetry by Amanda Rutkowski ‘16



Half-sentences of a half life

“The smoke screen hides you

You’re trying your best

Passive aggressive attacks

Extracting the truth from the marrow

Your mind so narrow

Until you experience

We’re all like children

The gleam in our eyes

Where does our anxiety hide?”

-Justine Wilson Class of 
2015

Drawing by: Bayley Hart ‘16 



The Sunrise
It’s 6:41 a.m.
And it’s your face that paints my mind
It’s your voice I hear echo in my ears
It’s your lips I feel on my cheek
And I miss you
I’m Sorry

Amanda Rutkowski ‘16

Photo by
Julia Cassel 
‘17



Sometimes people do things and you wish it would riddle them with such guilt that you hope 
they forget what it is to feel normal. 

But we don’t always get those satisfactions.

No one ever realizes how much they love someone until they go away, and eventually the 
pain does too, until you stumble across them again.

But you don’t have the choice to tumble back into love.

Friends don’t understand the hurt of seeing them, and having them ignore you like you 
aren’t even there.

But they tell you he’s staring.

When you finally do it, talk to him, it’s like the world you know is collapsing around you; 
you’re gasping for breath in between words. 

But you’re still alive.

He can’t stop you; the words are flying out of your mouth like knives, and you know he 
takes each stab, right in the chest. 

But you’re both still standing still.

Even though the world beneath you seems to be spinning, you don’t move, you can’t, and 
he’s talking now. 

But this isn’t what you expected.

The words you thought you would hear are nowhere to be to found, all that’s happening is 
sorry, he says sorry. 

But you don’t know.

His words are pulling the tears out of your eyes and you have to hold your hand to your 
mouth to hold back a choke.

But he doesn’t stop.

He’s telling you that he’s sorry, that he was stupid and he was wrong, he’s telling you he 
wants to start over.

But he’s not joking.

Before you can process anything he’s hugging you and you’re crying into his shoulder, he 
smells like the same cologne that he did you last saw him. 

But you shouldn’t.

Still you aren’t letting go and you realize the more you see him the more you fall in love 
and the more it hurts when you have to walk away. 

We have to cope with the fact that we are more in love with the person we knew than the 
one standing in front of us.

But you still love them. 

Alaina Pomykacz ‘18



Untitled I

Your name is burned on the back of my 
throat

With every breath

My wounds slash open

Your name steals a bit of my oxygen

Breaking me down

I will die with your name on the back of 
my throat

Poetry by Amanda Rutkowski ‘16
Photography by Julia Cassel ‘17



you once were able to stop the demons in my head

Hell’s Rain
but now you’re dancing in their rain

Amanda Rutkowski ‘16

Illustration by Joe Cella ‘17



Anonymous ‘17

Serenity 
	 	 Books to her were like a blind man seeing the world for the very first time.

	 Overwhelming,

	 Heart numbing,

	 The most important thing in the world.

	 I remember when I first met her. She was sitting on the front steps of her house which conveniently 
and thankfully were next to mine. A book I didn’t recognize was in her hands. Now I don’t know how, 
but my original intention of saying ‘hi’ was drowned out by the ear-splitting sound of my own heartbeat. 
Somewhere between here and there she was able to stop me in my tracks and make me look like a complete 
idiot, staring from my porch, all without having to do a single thing.

	 That night, I sat in my room and pondered the reason for my earlier, petrified self. Could it have 
been the expression she wore as she read? Anxiety, fear, excitement, and utter contentment wrapped up in 
one huge emotion? Could it have been the speed of her turning pages, like the book was a race and she was 
falling behind? The world may never know, I told myself. 

	 Looking back on that now, it’s insane to see that not a single thing has changed. I still see her 
often and when I do, anyone can guess how she’s passing the time. I never was a big reader. I just thought 
that books were kind of insignificant. Seeing her; seeing her drown herself in literature, I decided to give 
them another try or at least consider them.

	 Many would think of me as a freak if they knew these thoughts, and maybe that’s okay. However, 
the thoughts they possess mean nothing. I’ve come to understand that they have never had the luxury of 
seeing this girl do what she absolutely loves.

	 Not the passion that comes in hundreds of different forms as her eyes read every word. Not the 
moods she stays in for days after reading a particularly good, bad, or sad novel. Not even the stacks of 
books she carries around that most likely are going to be read for the third or fourth time in a matter of 
days.	

	 If books were living, I wonder how they’d feel being cradled in her hands.

	 Flattered?

	 Excited to know that at least one person in this world will flip through their pages and follow 
their journey until the end?

	 I envy books. I envy them because they are the reason why she gets up in the morning; the reason 
why she gets through each boring, ordinary day. 

	 Someday, someway, I’ll have the courage to approach her. Try and be, if not the only, but yet anoth-
er thing that she looks forward to.

	 Somewhere deep down, I know that to her, no one can replace books, but that won’t stop me from 
cherishing these private moments of mine. Even if I can only watch from a distance and see words wash 
over her like the strongest rain from a thunderstorm, all will be right in the world.

	 So all I have to say is this:

	 Thank you books from her, for being the light in her life.

	 Thank you from me, for letting me share your experiences and your purposes in one of the greatest 
ways.

	 Thank you.

	 Thank you…
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