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Lamb 
By Emma Condon (‘20) 

The grand, old townhouse loomed before me. In my mind, the threshold between the street 
and the floor was some metaphorical turning point.  

The inside was everything I imagined it to be. Darkened by wooden walls, the place was 
musty.  The wallpaper was a creamy white color, covered in orange pineapples. The stairs were just 
creaky and old enough to be magical.  

The smells rising from the kitchen filled the whole house: each room, each floor, each alcove.  
The kitchen itself, robust, was swept up in a flurry of activity. The chefs seemed to be doing a kind 
of marvelous waltz. The music swelled as they danced around one another, opened silver ovens, and 
twirling with elegant dishes in hand.  

Ms. Wojack, a hefty woman, with hair so orange and frizzy that one couldn’t help but stare 
straight into it, rather than into her eyes. She gave me a tour of the building and introduced me to a 
tall swarthy man, who spoke with a thick accent. He was a lamb farmer from Scotland. Even while 
standing perfectly still, he moved with remarkable confidence. His metallic laugh bounded off the 
walls. He grabbed my hand and smiled with yellow teeth, “The name’s Rory.”  

He whipped out a butcher knife and I noticed the handle bore an engraving: RMW. The 
towering man, with delicate hands, sliced down into the piece of meat in front of him. He gushed, 
“The interesting thing about this cut, is that it's actually salted with parmesan. I think it gives it a 
real edge, no?”  

My eyes drifted back to the engraving. Just like an artist might have their own set of 
brushes, he had this knife. He noted my fascination and whispered, “I’ve had it for some time, I got 
it for my 16th birthday. From my first dishwashing job to the day I opened my restaurant, this thing 
has been by my side.”   

The whole thing seemed extraordinary at the time but some weeks later, I started to 
question my feelings. The whole business began in the elevator. Daniel, the elevator man, was squat 
and warm. We would often exchange pleasantries. On that day,  he asked me an innocent question, 
“What are you doing this summer?”  

I grinned, “ I’m working in a kitchen.” 
He paused, staring into my eyes from a few inches below, “Oh, so you like domestic work.” 
I had never thought of cooking as domestic. It seemed so derivative, so simplistic. Cooking 

was hardly a chore, hardly a burden. In my experience, it was a lifestyle, a way of flourishing. Was 
my dream so feminine and basic as to be diminished? Was I giving up? Going back to the most 
rudimentary womanly instinct: to provide? I never imagined myself cooking for my children or for a 
husband, but I wondered if that’s what this whole charade was truly about. Maybe I was so scared 
to pursue something real, something legitimate, that I settled on cooking.  

I felt branded by that word. I felt like nothing I had done or would do could erase it. I could 
make one-hundred perfect pancakes. I could create fifty food pairings. I could have an engraved knife 
of my own, but it wouldn’t matter. I could never be more than domestic.  
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But then I thought of my mother. A stay-at-home-mom. She hated cooking. I thought of my 
father. A journalist and a man. He loved cooking. I thought of my grandmother. She fit every 
stereotype about large old Italian women. But she also hated cooking. I thought of the engraved 
knife and the prideful Scotsman. Surely he wasn’t defined by that word: domestic. My experience 
with food wasn’t domestic at all. It had nothing to do with femininity or providing. I was a boss in 
the kitchen. I was a boss with a knife. I was a chef.  
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NOTYET 
By Emma Kushnirsky (‘22) 
 

I put my everything into you. 

She mouthed this, her words forming a bubble in front of her that disintegrated in a manner 

of seconds, letting its contents escape and dribble down her chin, to fall onto the baby that she 

looked down at. 

The baby was soft and curved and new. It, it, was not yet a person, but a clean, silent thing. 

Crisp. Its tongue lay limply in its mouth, and when it yawned, pink gums peeped out. Maybe, 

maybe, she thought, teeth would come along as the world permeated its sweet skin. An imprint. 

Exprint? Outprint? 

She also thought that maybe she only had one chance. That this thing (person) was it. She’d 

had a tangle inside of her. It was a very dense bundle that she carried along with her, deep set in her 

core. It was all liveliness and people-ness. She had coughed, stirred it, coughed, coughed (*cough*). 

Hacked and wracked her body to bring this thing up to the surface. Her self manifested, almost. 

She could see the still eyes like half-moons, same as the nose and the mouth, and all the rest. 

A very fine dusting of hair. 

Now she was she. She was an outline of herself on black asphalt. 

The brightness had gone out from her eyes; it would not return. She was limp, utterly. She 
did not really think herself a person any longer. It had been torn from her, and she nearly struck the 

sweet thing in her arms, though she no longer had what was essential to really mourn what was 

lost. She was dust embodied. She. . . wasn’t. She had been unusually full, awe-inspiringly so. 
 

Before: 

She was a song 

Running through a river valley 

Strong. 
 

She, Asha. 
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bodies echo dreams of stars 
By Jillian Louie (‘20) 

 
wait! 
i have more to say on the topic of dreams, 
of a likeness shrouded in cloudy days and marked despair. 
 
wispy soul, 
what lurks in the crevices of your world worn brain? 
the answers to the questions never spoken? 
thoughts on the purposeful things that entwine themselves in your veins? 
happiness? 
 
humans believe  
their happiness is unique to their bodies. 
 
asinine. 
 
your body has existed for millennia, 
born of stardom and debris, 
happiness has graced your soul before you have even begun to exist. 
 
sadness has too. 
 
worsening, worsening, 
a brilliant dream strikes at the very worst time, 
stillness of a pond shattered by the eureka you erupt from sudden heavy hearts. 
 
when a dream comes forth in the murky know-nothings of a teenager’s lungs, 
there is a fracturing snapshot of their state. 
 
be gentle with your body,  
gentle with your mind. 
 
it has been young once before. 
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FAINA 
By Emma Kushnirsky (‘22) 

The world was ready to die. And so it did. It stopped fighting, and from its death sprang 

forth beauty unrivaled by any before. A world that the old ‘uns would’ve killed for. They did. 

As always, gory death cycled into glorious birth. A round world. Magic, something that had 

been sorely lacking in the previous world. Trees and rivers and lakes and seas and cliffs and living, 

thriving things, everything that had been done right. But cities, those human polluters, and much 

else, dead and more than buried. 

Magic ran like a steady, strong current through it all. The creatures of lore scurried through 

forests and waterways. Townspeople lived in their one town, utterly surrounded by the vastness of 

nature that they did not even attempt to encroach on. 

It was a certain kind of perfection. 

Faina skimmed across the water on faerie-feet. She could go far like this. As far as she liked, 

really. The world, at this moment, she felt, was a personal gift to her. Quiet, solemn beauty on the 

surface, but if one were to dive below, or even dip a toe below the surface, they would find it 

teeming with all sorts of creatures. 

She danced on the water, like a ballerina of old. It was early evening. The trees were stark 

silhouettes against a vibrant grey sky. It was going to rain. She loved the rain. 

Faina stopped in the middle of the lake and lay down. She was waiting for the rain to arrive. 

It came. A single droplet that trickled down her forehead. Another. Another. Slowly at first, a 

rhythm of pit-pat, pit-pat. It grew in speed, and began pelting her with water. She wouldn’t have 

described it that way, though, because this was not an angry rain. Its beat was quick, but gentle. 

The sky’s symphony. 

Faina remained perfectly still until she was soaked through. Her white linen dress, now a bit 

translucent, clung to her skin, and her wispy cobweb-colored  hair was plastered to her forehead and 

neck. She sprang up onto her tiptoes, the picture of quiet grace, twin of the world around her, and 

leapt into the oncoming rain. She balanced on the raindrops, dancing upwards as far as she could 

until her footwork couldn’t surpass the drops any longer. A solitary game that she played.   

Faina then plunged into the lake, arms and legs tight at her sides, straight as an arrow. She 

broke the skin of the water, then went deeper. Down, down, into the soft, velvety darkness of the 

water that felt to her almost like a lover’s embrace. Water. She loved the cool, sweet trickle of it 
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down her throat. She loved the word on her lips. Wawterr. However she said it, the beauty of even 

the word itself was clear. 

She let her limbs splay out and settled to the bottom of the lake, allowing the dress to float 

up, up away over her head and become a cloud of shifting fabric. Suspended in the water, her hair 

wasn’t plastered to her head any longer. It framed her face, moving silkily with the water, though 

no one who cared about that sort of thing was there to witness it. Only her and the creatures that 

lived in the lake. 

She couldn’t handle the nothingness of existence on the Bottom for too long, the complete 

lack of acknowledgement, and made her way back to the surface. She gripped the edge of the water 

and pulled herself up. She walked slowly back to the shore. The water was flat and silky under her 

feet. 

Then she entered the forest once again. It was thickly wooded, and only thin streaks of 

sunlight penetrated its canopy. Today was not a day to savor the living, breathing energy of these 

woods, or to flit through the trees, flirt with the crows, chasing the unknown. 

Faina craved home, feeling suddenly more human than she had in a long while. Her mind 

slammed into her body with a jolt, and she lost the tingly mindfulness of a water-creature as quickly 

as it had come. 

Grounded in her body, she did not enjoy the solitude as much as she previously had. That 

did not mean that she did not enjoy it at all. Paper-thin leaves crumbled to bits under her feet. She 

inhaled, and it was a smell rich, full, almost meaty. It wasn’t as intoxicating as the water, as ethereal 

or separate from the life she lived among other people. It was as she was at the moment--grounded 

and of the earth. She imagined that it was how Hildegarde felt always. Hilde ran through the forest 

here, with the boars. Her golden-honey eyes sparkled and she seemed to block out all else. Hilde fit 

in with the boars. Like them, she was all muscle and quick movements. Sparkle-eyed intelligence. 

Grounded, but lost in thought still. Faina shook her head to clear it. She wanted to get 

home, but she first needed something to bring to their table. 

She dropped to all fours and crawled, searching, but with no avail. If something were to be 

easy to find, it would make itself known to her quickly. That she knew from experience. Crap. She 

needed something. She cursed again, under her breath, the first thing that she said aloud all day. She 

was going to have to dig, with bare hands until she found something. 

With the side of her palm, Faina gently scraped aside the top layer of leaves, falling back to 

sit cross-legged. An uncomfortable position considering her nakedness, but worth it for the 

convenience. She would have liked to have that thin linen dress between her and the ground now. 
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From a nearby bush she plucked a large leaf that would serve as a pouch for whatever she gathered. 

Grubs probably. Or something else that even the best cooks could not do much to improve upon the 

texture of. Faina plunged her hand into the black, fertile soil just below the layer of decomposing 

leaves that she had put to the side. A fat, pink earthworm wriggled there. Lucky in some ways. Did 

she have a choice? No, she decided. She plucked it from its resting place and placed it on her leaf. 

“Hello, friend,” she whispered to it. 

“Hullo,” they returned, in a voice that was a poor imitation of an accent from some 

long-forgotten place. They continued. “Out late today, aren’t you, missy?” 

“Yes,” she said vaguely, not intending to elaborate. She could tell that they were a chatty 

one. She didn’t have the time for a chat, and far preferred to talk to the fishes. Worms tended to be 

more temperamental. To avoid offending one required carefully crafted sentences. Formalities. 

Politeness. Not her strong points. She didn’t like to skip around what she was trying to say, circling 

closer and closer to it until she finally hit the mark. That was not only a waste of time, but also 

oppressive and limiting. It didn’t leave for many options. 

“Alrighty,” they said. Not as chatty as she had assumed, maybe. “Get to the point, then,” 

they drawled. “Why’d you pluck me from my moist, earthy home? I was just eatin’ my dirt, and 

bomp, domp, doom, you came along. Why, though?” 

She winced. “I would appreciate your aid,” Faina said carefully, “in procuring something to 

bring to our table.” 

“In return for my most esteemed services, what will you give to me? I can’t possibly, possibly 

imagine what you would have that could possibly, possibly tempt me to become your devoted 
servant for a minute or two rather than eatin’ my dirt. They had no eyes, but their voice was 

dripping with eye-gleaming desire. 

Liar. She could tell that they knew exactly what they wanted. Yet for some reason, they had 

to do this strange little dance anyway. She remained silent and straight-backed. 

“Blood,” the worm whispered, voice raw with emotion, further words not necessary. Their 

whole body undulated with joy. Blood. An overpayment for the small service that she required. She 

would do it. 

“Go on then,” they said. Faina sighed, picking up the nearest rock and taking it to her 

thumb, using the sharp edge to push through her skin and draw blood. Pain shot through her hand 

and she flinched. Pain was something she was unused to. Tears rolled down her face and she gasped. 

The blood burbled out, like the water at the source of the stream, scarlet. She picked up the worm 

and allowed them to latch onto her thumb. It was a strange feeling, as the worm sucked softly, 
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drawing more blood outside of her body. She stared in wonder. She had never bled for someone else 

before. 

After a short period of time, the worm dropped off of her thumb, their little body swollen 

red with blood. They did not speak, but wriggled down into the dark earth, to earn the blood that 

they had taken. They would speak to creatures of the ground, the earth, and the places in between. 

They would find the food that she needed, swiftly. She smiled and the rain stopped and she 

was cold and the worm returned. 

They pushed up through the soil, breaking its skin. No blood came out, only this 

bloodworm. 

She grinned and sucked on her own thumb. Her hatred for worms dissipated. This one 

seemed so very kind. 

They spoke to her now. “A willing stag stands by your pools. They will wait on legs steady 

for you to remove their air.” 

Faina removed her thumb from her mouth and stood, small wisp-thin, and newly powerful. 
She was dimly aware of her new purpose. Killer. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Olivia Parra (‘20) 
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The Other Humans 
By Felix Liang (‘20) 
 

Are Homo sapiens really that special? So much of our religious, political and social ideologies 
revolve around this question. The claim that we are is common, because for as long as WE can 
remember, we have been the only human species on Earth. Sure, there are different races– 
Caucasian, Mongoloid, Negroid, and Australoid (each of which contains its own subdivisions)– but 
all of the present human races fit within both the genus "Homo" and species "sapiens", roughly 
translating into "wise man" in Latin. The animal closest to the Homo sapiens today in terms of 
genetic makeup is the chimpanzee, which falls under the "Pan" genus, and is thus not a human. To 
the surprise of many, however, we were not always this special. From about 2 million years ago until 
10,000 years ago, multiple human species inhabited the earth. Homo sapiens was accompanied by the 
bulky Homo neanderthalensis, the upright Homo erectus, the dwarf-like Homo floresiensis, and the 
relatively obscure species, Homo denisova. We have been so accustomed to being the only human 
species on Earth that the thought of ever encountering other human species seems eerily peculiar. 
However, history is rarely black and white, and the fact that we weren't always the only humans on 
Earth doesn't necessarily detract from the validity of the idea that we are a relatively extraordinary 
species. In fact, in some ways, it seemingly substantiates that idea. However, this substantiation may 
actually highlight the contemptible qualities of mankind, not the admirable attributes. 

Perhaps the least notable of the aforementioned non-sapiens human species was the Homo 
floresiensis, or "Flores Man" from Latin. Their name comes from the Indonesian island of Flores, 
where the Homo floresiensis inhabited. They had reached the island when the sea level was low, 
but were trapped on it once the sea level rose back up. Resources were scarce on the island, and the 
bigger humans, who required more food, perished first. Eventually, the Homo floresiensis became a 
species of dwarves, reaching a maximum height of about a meter and weighing no more than about 
25 kilograms. Their short stature earned them the nickname of "hobbit" after J.R.R. Tolkien's 
fictional diminutive humanoid species popularized in the novel The Hobbit. They managed to create 
stone tools and prosper well enough to survive for over 100,000 years. 

The most well-known of the aforementioned non-sapiens human species was the Homo 
neanderthalensis, who was publicized by popular media as the "Neanderthal" or "caveman." The full 
name Homo neanderthalensis roughly translates to "Man from the Neander Valley" in Latin. 
Neanderthals evolved and lived primarily in Europe and western Asia. These humans were far more 
muscular and bulky than us, as they had to adapt to the cold temperatures of the Ice Age in western 
Eurasia. They were intelligent, despite the contrary belief perpetuated by modern media that 
portray them as dull-minded animals. Although they weren't as intellectually apt as modern sapiens, 
they had a relatively similar mental capacity. Neanderthal and sapiens brains were roughly the same 
size at birth, with the former's brain size beating out the latter going into adulthood. In fact, if one 
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were to witness a Neanderthal juxtaposed with a Homo sapien during the time period in which they 
coexisted, there would be a negligible difference in terms of sophistication and intellectual behavior. 
Both were relatively primitive at the time; the sapiens had simply managed to outlive the 
Neanderthals and survive into a period in which their mental capabilities and potential could be 
fully explored and utilized. Both the Neanderthals and the sapiens made stone tools, hunted, and 
foraged, but the sapiens were eventually given the opportunity to do so much more. 

East Asia was populated mostly by the Homo erectus, or "Upright Man" from Latin, noting 
its accomplishment of being the first human to walk in an upright position. The Homo erectus 
predated both the Homo sapien and the Neanderthal on the lineage tree, but they were arguably 
even more impressive. They are the ones credited with the discovery of fire; they tamed an element 
of nature itself. To this day, not a single creature outside of the Homo genus has utilized fire like we 
have. On top of that, Homo erectus was the longest-surviving human species to date, having lasted 
for two million years. This figure dwarfs the approximately 200,000 years that we sapiens have 
existed for. In fact, we will likely never best this figure: we're only a tenth of the way in, and with 
the growing threat of climate change caused in part by our very ways of life, sapiens may not even 
live to see another 100 years. Using a formula established by Nicolaus Copernicus, astrophysics 
professor at Princeton John Richard Gott estimated a disturbingly stark figure regarding how much 
time sapiens have left: "if our location within the history of space travel is not special, there is a 50 
percent chance that we are in the last half now and that its future duration is less than 48 years."  

The least is known about the Homo denisova, or "Denisova Man" from Latin. However, the 
little knowledge that we have about the Denisovan has proved to be worthy of a discussion. The 
Homo denisova was discovered quite recently in 2010, when an excavation into the Denisova Cave 
in Siberia led to the discovery of a fossilized finger bone, which was later linked through genetic 
analysis to the previously unknown species of the Homo denisova. Today, we've managed to link 
the DNAs of the Homo denisova with a group of Pacific Islanders living in Papua New Guinea 
known as the Melanesians. Three to five percent of the Denisovans' genetic material was found to 
have been contributed to the genomes of Melanesians, suggesting that interbreeding between the 
Melanesian sapiens and Denisovans had taken place. This discovery raises extensive implications, as 
it supports the theory that different races within the sapiens species have different genetic makeup 
due to the plausibility of interbreeding occurring between sapiens of different regions and their 
non-sapien human neighbors. This suggests that sapiens across different races may not be as similar 
biologically as we had previously thought. Despite the numerous findings upholding this theory, it 
has largely been swept under the rug and out of the mainstream due to its controversial nature. 
Although it is fascinating, such a weighty topic will have to warrant its own composition.   

Although all five of these species proved themselves to be fierce hunters, advanced 
toolmakers, and excellent team workers, eventually, all but one perished. Despite all of the 
accomplishments of the other species, have we really proven ourselves to be rightfully at the top of 
the evolutionary pyramid? Perhaps, but this shouldn't provide any validation to us. Yes, it's possible 
that the other humans vanished partly due to the interbreeding and merging with the sapiens 
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species, but even with that explanation, it is still clear that the genetic material of the Homo sapiens 
has monopolized the Homo genus today. It seems almost certainly true that the Homo sapiens 
played a direct role in extinction of the other humans: to some extent, a genocide. We shouldn't be 
shocked if this turns out to be true. We've already seen what Homo sapiens have tried to do and 
have done to other sapiens for the sake of even minor differences in physical appearance and/or 
characteristics: the Holocaust, Holodomor famine, and Armenian Genocide are just a few instances 
out of many. Imagine what sapiens would do to an entirely different human species. Homo sapiens 
have survived and come out on top, but not without blood on their hands. The diprotodon first 
appeared in Australia more than 1.5 million years ago and managed to survive ten ice ages, including 
the peak of the last ice age, which was around 70,000 years ago. But, approximately 45,000 years 
ago, the diprotodon disappeared, along with 90 percent of Australia's megafauna. Homo sapiens 
arrived in Australia at almost exactly that time. The megafauna of New Zealand suffered a similar 
fate, having survived for ages unscathed, but disappearing suddenly, along with 60 percent of all 
bird species just around the time that the Homo sapiens reached the island about  800 years ago. 
Creatures have spent many, many millennia adapting by learning to avoid Homo sapiens. Perhaps 
due to similarities in appearance, the other human species failed to do the same, which led to their 
downfall.  

Homo sapiens are undeniably unique. We have not only survived, but thrived for many ages, 
outlasting all of the other human species; it is no wonder why we think so immodestly of ourselves. 
However, our success came with immense sacrifice; we have temporarily come out on top at the cost 
of ecological disaster. We have driven countless other species to extinction, including most of our 
relatives, the other humans. Upon thorough examination of our past, it will become clear: arrogance 
is a naive approach to the question of how we got to where we are.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Olivia Parra (‘20) 
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The Prologue of Hansel & Gretel 
By Ama Anwar (‘21) 

 
E P I G R A P H 

"Watch me.  
I will go to my own Sun. 

And if I am burned by its fire, 
I will fly on scorched wings. 

– WARRIOR, SEGOVIA AMIL 
 
i. FROST COATED BODIES laid in the forest, breathing when they were surely thought to be                               
dead. It was only the beginning of a long winter's wrath, and their small shaped limbs were slim to                                     
the bone, with only snowflakes scattered across hollow cheeks and wispy hair. There were no                             
footprints in sight except those of the woodcutter's; he had expected to see the children's imprints at                                 
least. They couldn't have slept peacefully for so long with bare branches at their feet and a blanket                                   
of snow.  
 
The snowfall had paused momentarily, as he paced around the sleeping children. Each breath they                             
took was visible in the cold, as it funneled out of their lips and into the air. But nothing came out of                                           
the little boy. He never heaved nor released a breath; the woodcutter was startled, afraid the boy                                 
had a fatal heart attack or so.  
 
But when he checked the boy's pulse, his heart continued to beat rapidly, oddly fast for a young boy                                     
sleeping. He next checked the girl, careful and slow to avoid any stir of movement. Her heart did not                                     
make a sound at all. 'What strange children.' Maybe it was best to leave them, his fear told him.                                     
Perhaps they were vile creatures that would snap his body in two.  
 
He wondered about their closed eyes, the color that it would hold. Would it be one of a monster's                                     
with darkness in an abyss, and orbs that could swallow souls?  
 
The thought makes his knees tremble and quiver, petrified at their presence. A wrong move could                               
result in a deadly awakening. He kneels on the snow, and clasps his two hands together as he                                   
whispers a prayer for the children. 'Oh thou gods, goddesses, angels and lords, bestow upon us your                                 
blessings and rid of evil.'  
 
And with that, his words blew with the wind. He looks up at the sky, waiting for an answer but                                       
there was no reply.  
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When he had kneeled, he noticed the snow was not pure white. Instead a layer of red seeped from                                     
the midst of the bodies – blood, faded and dried beneath their clothes.  
 
The man tried tearing his sight away from their small rounded faces, and helpless limbs curled into a                                   
sphere. If he left them, they would certainly freeze. He found himself between fire and ice – he could                                     
lean into neither. It was only a matter of time before he must set off to work. Trees were waiting to                                         
be chopped and wood to be collected, it would be difficult to complete both tasks if the snowfall                                   
began.  
 
'Alas, I am their only hope.' Deep inside, he knew not one other passer would find these children in                                     
such dense woods and if they did, he doubted they would care less about two minors while the                                   
nation was on the brink of starvation. Normally, the man would not go this far into the forest but                                     
the children were easy to spot against the stark contrast of the snow and empty branches,                               
captivating his curiosity.  
 
Without another thought, he drags the children by their feet. He would heal them, and consider                               
them as his own.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Luisa Valdez (‘22) 
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Untitled 
By Jack Oberlander (‘20) 

It was the Summer of 2018, the Summer of Jack. I had driven back out to Toledo, and the 
boys and I were ready to make moves. The entire school year, a big group of us had planned on 
going to Empire, a small town on the coast of Northwestern Michigan. After Evan and I found 
tents in his basement, we set off. We drove up in two trucks: Kollen’s truck Matilda, and Evan’s 
baby blue 2000 Chevy.  

The town of Empire is a small town, yet is home to two national parks. The Sleeping Bear 
sand dunes, and the rightly named “Four-Fifty”, a 450 foot sand dune that leads down to Lake 
Michigan. The girls wanted to go to the beach, but we boys were set on climbing this mountain of a 
sand wall. So we went our separate ways.  

To climb the Four-Fifty, you have to drive to the peak, run down, then climb back up. At 
the bottom, the thin layer of sand leads all the way back to the beach the girls were at. Since we 
wanted to walk back, one of the girls, Sarah, drove with us so she could drive the truck back. We 
got to the peak and sprinted down. It was a grueling climb back up, but not a long one. We all 
finished in just under 20 minutes. We had to go back down, and with tired legs, we descended a 
little slower. We ran right into the rock bedded water, and just swam for a bit.  

“Alright guys, let’s go,” I called, as I waded back to shore. They promptly got out as well, 
and we started our two mile trek back to the beach. On the walk, we skipped stones and tossed the 
disc while Kollen bumped some indie tunes from his speaker. After an hour or so, we got to the 
beach.  

”What took so long?” Sarah egged.  
“Chill,” I responded slowly. “We were enjoying the view.” On the beach was a basketball 

court. Mckinley, Evan, and I saw a few kids our age playing, and asked if they wanted to run a three 
v. three game. They agreed, and we started playing.  

“Check up, Youngblood,” Evan yelled at the 6 '4 man towering over him. At this point, the 
sun was starting to set. It was a back and forth game, with the girls cheering us on. It was easy to 
get lost in the pinkish-orange sky on the horizon of Lake Michigan. It was the most beautiful sunset 
I have ever seen.  

“Jack!” Mckinley yelled. “Get back on defense!”  
“My fault,” I said, as I sprinted down court. They won that game, but we played two more 

rematches that we won back.  
“Boys,” Evan stated, “I have never seen a sunset this beautiful.”  
“So true,” answered Mckinley.  
It was jaw dropping. All sweaty, we jumped into the lake. The cool water refreshed us, and 

the dimming sun glimmered on the top of the water. At nightfall, we went to our campsite. Kollen 
started a fire using a match and a frisbee. We made hot dogs. Charred hot dogs, but hot dogs 
nonetheless. We didn’t sleep in the tents that night, but out under the stars. In hindsight, that was a 
poor idea, but all’s well that ends well. And that was one of the best days of my life.  
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in which a beekeeper’s daughter teaches me how to be brave. 
By Jillian Louie (‘20) 
 
what can you say to the beekeeper’s daughter 
that she hasn’t already screamed? 
 
her knees painted with the grey of bruised fruit, 
stockings run down from the edge of the kitchen table, 
a face like dried flowers your mother keeps from easter. 
 
reborn, anew, 
torn down, 
a girl of steady courses and 
dipped horizons. 
much too young to die, 
far too old to tie her hair into pigtails and 
become unforgettable again. 
 
so i’m in love, 
she cries into the clouds of wings, 
 
there comes no response, friendly only in their 
wispy bodies and 
whispered hum. 
 
a universe, 
bitten lips and 
ruined nails. 

Olivia Parra (‘20) 
a bitterness that comes 
with being normal. 
 
she tells me that 
there are some things 
that don’t feel like anything 
else. 
 
what can you say to the beekeeper’s daughter 
that she hasn’t already screamed? 
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Kiana Low (‘20) 
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Melon and Prosciutto  
By Emma Condon (‘20) 

I spent many summers in France. My mother is from a small town, Marchenoir, just two 
hours outside of Paris. The village has only a few notable buildings: the church, a single restaurant, a 
bakery, the butcher. There is a graveyard as well. With the exception of the occasional weary 
traveler, coming from one of the nearby chateaus, every face is familiar.  

The roads are unpaved and engulfed in rows of lavender and irises. Only 700 people live in 
the town, and it seems to be stuck in the past, never growing, never changing, halted in a time 
where grocery stores don’t yet exist. You buy your baguette from the baker and your sausage from 
the butcher. Your grandfather is the mayor and your uncle the priest. When you visit the 
graveyard, you know every name, whether they be friend, family, or foe.  

Those summers have faded from my memory. All the details are foggy and distant. The only 
thing that truly stands out to me is the food.  

My window in my family’s home looked out on the garden. Uncle Bert took me through the 
field and down the rows of fruit trees and herbs and flowers. After I ate a pale pink raspberry off 
one of the bushes, he reminded me, “The best berries are underneath. To find the reddest, juiciest 
fruit requires a little more diligence.”  

One afternoon, when the sun was golden and brightened even the dullest faces, the family 
gathered around a large white iron table. I kneeled down to be eye-level with the food. Every square 
inch was occupied. There were loaves of bread, plates of cheese, fresh strawberries.  

There was nothing particularly unique about a spread like this. My mornings were filled 
with chocolate croissants and my nights with coq au vin or raclette.   

In France, life is built around the table, after all.  
Before the meal, we ate the hors d'oeuvres. Plates were passed between us along with smiles 

and laughter. My brother and I, being unable to speak French, only observed and smiled back.  
My mother passed me a plate. Noticing my upturned nose and furrowed eyebrows, she 

glared. “Don’t be so quick to judge, this was my favorite food as a child.” 
It was an unusual pairing, the melon balls, and prosciutto, but it was perfect. The world of 

food, for me, had long been occupied by buttered pasta, chicken nuggets, and steamed broccoli. I was 
never starving as a child, I was always fed, satiated, but this was a new kind of hunger. The 
sweetness and saltiness. The fat and fruit, the colors, the textures. Foods from two opposing worlds 
merged in harmony. It was spiritual. I realized that food wasn’t intended to fill, but actually to 
starve you. Good food makes you desperate for more, makes you ravenous. Eating could be one of 
the greatest pleasures in the world and anybody who thought otherwise, I concluded, wasn’t living.  

The melon and prosciutto pairing was like art. It was a painting and the plate was a canvas. 
The colors blended and created something even more magnificent. It was more delicious than even 
the most perfect pancake. 
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Excerpt from: Bhavya’s Afternoon 
By Andi Grene (‘20) 
 
Characters: 
Alexis: 13 years old, biracial (Indian and white), sister of Rachel 
Rachel: 17 years old, biracial (Indian and white), sister of Alexis 
Priya: mid 40s, Indian-American (first generation), mother of Rachel and Alexis 
Nalani: mid 70s, Indian, mother of Priya. Born in India but has lived in America for the past 40  
years 
Iyer: Early 80s, Indian, husband of Nalini and father of Priya. Iyer has been living in America for 
the past 40 years as well, but is slightly less assimilated than his wife 
Jayanti: 80s, Indian, family friend of Priya’s parents 
Sushma: mid 40s, Indian-American, family friend of Priya 
Jaishri: mid 40s, Indian-American, family friend of Sushma and Priya 
 
 
Setting: Kala and Arvind’s house in New Jersey. Their lawn is sparsely decorated, and a large 
welcome mat sits outside of the front door on which about 8 pairs of sandals and children’s sneakers 
have been scattered. The inside of the house smells of jasmine and turmeric. The living room is large 
and open, and is covered by an old but soft flower patterned carpet. The couches vary in size and 
color, but are all made of worn in leather and are decorated with brightly colored pillows. A long 
wooden dining table can be seen behind the living area and is opposite a galley kitchen where the 
lights are always on and hosts a multitude of family photos on the fridge. 
 
 
(NALINI stands beside SUSHMA in the center of the living room. Behind SUSHMA are 3 
other Indian women who pretend not to listen to NALINI and SUSHMA’s conversation. They 
look up every so often at NALINI, back at each other, and then down at their plates of food)  
 

NALANI 
Sushma, I’m so sorry. This must be so hard for you. (rubs SUSHMA’sarm)  
 

SUSHMA 
Thanks, Aunty. It’s mostly hard for my parents. They were shocked when they found out about 
everything.  
 

NALINI 
How did they hear the news?  
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SUSHMA 
I was the one that heard first- someone must have gotten into Bhavya’s phone when they found 
her on the street. I only told my parents what had happened once I was at the hospital- I 
couldn’t think fast enough. By the time they had arrived, Bhavya was already gone.  
 

NALINI 
You shouldn’t blame yourself, Sushma. It must have been overwhelming for you to process.  
 

SUSHMA 
It’s strange when it’s your own sister. She was the last person who deserved it. So pretty, so 
smart, so accomplished. Much more so than me. 
 

 JAISHRI  
(stands among the circle of women behind SUSHMA. Turns around to face NALINI and 
SUSHMA) Not smart enough, though. Poor thing.  
 

NALINI  
What are you talking about, Jaishri?  
 

JAISHRI  
Not smart enough- you know, to keep herself happy. (looks excited to be sharing gossip) I heard 
that she purposely ran into the road that night. She wanted to die. The only reason why 
someone would have done that is because they weren’t intelligent enough to continue living. 
 

NALINI  
(gasps) Don’t say that! Bhavya was very smart- she won her junior high spelling bee every 
spring.  
 

SUSHMA  
And no one knows for sure that she wanted to be hit by a car that night, Jaishri. You shouldn’t 
assume so much after barely knowing Bhavya.  
 

JAISHRI  
After college, that girl was never happy. My amma told me that she would have crying episodes 
in the middle of the day for no reason. She had to move back in with her parents for a while, too. 
Amma says that anyone who moves back home as an adult is a “struggling depressive.”  
 

NALINI  
Stop, Jaishri! This is painful enough as it is. We must pray that Bhavya is happy now, wherever 
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she is. Clear your mind of negative thoughts like those, at least for today.  
(JAISHRI shrugs her shoulders nonchalantly and turns her back, although she is shaken from 
being yelled at by NALINI)  
 

SUSHMA  
(quiet) Thanks, Aunty.  

 
NALINI  

Don’t believe what she says. Bhavya was happy. (beat) At times.  
(SUSHMA and NALINI stand in silence, but look up when they see NALINI’S daughter, 
PRIYA coming towards them. She wears jeans, a 3⁄4 sleeve green shirt and converse)  
 

PRIYA  
Hey, Amma. Hey Sushma. What’s going on? I heard things with Jaishri just got pretty heated.  
 

NALINI 
Nothing happened. Everything’s okay. (gives PRIYA a meaningful look and brushes her away)  
 

PRIYA  
Well, Sushma, if it’s any comfort to you, I’ve always hated Jaishri- she thinks she’s allowed to get 
into everyone else’s business, but she just feels left out that she wasn’t included in the first place.  
 

NALINI  
Shh, Priya. I’m sure she’s just having trouble dealing with her grief today.  

 
PRIYA  

Sushma’s the one that should be having trouble grieving, not Jaishri. Her sister just killed herself! 
(NALINI looks angrily at PRIYA for saying this so loudly)  
What? It’s the truth! I’m sorry Sushma. (to NALINI) At least I know how to offer 
condolences!  
 

NALINI  
This is a day of mourning, Priya. Be respectful, please.  
(PRIYA rolls her eyes)  
 

SUSHMA  
(pause) Bhavya really loved you guys. I remember in Flushing, she practically lived at your 
house. She always used to talk about what a great cook you were, Nalini Aunty. She was so 
jealous of the meals you made- and of how you let Priya wear American clothes to school. That 
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was what she was really passionate about- how American you had all become.  
 

NALINI  
I remember. (beat) The person she really loved was Iyer Uncle. Bhavya was basically like his 
second daughter- she was so eager to please him whenever she came over.  
 

PRIYA  
(under her breath) She was more like his only daughter.  
 

NALINI  
(sighs, annoyed) Priya, why don’t you go check on Rachel and Alexis? They looked kind of 
hungry earlier.  
(PRIYA leaves NALINI and SUSHMA, angry for being shut out of the conversation)  
I remember going to her college graduation. Iyer made us sit in the second row. He was so proud 
that she was going on to do such big things- she had been talking about being a doctor since she 
was 6 years old.  
 

SUSHMA  
She always knew what she wanted. She was so successful so young. (pause) Maybe that’s why 
she was unhappy. There was too much pressure to keep making everyone proud.  
 

NALINI  
I hope that wasn’t our fault.  
 

SUSHMA  
Of course not. You and Iyer Uncle encouraged her just enough. (beat) How is Uncle? I haven’t 
spoken to him today.  
 

NALINI  
He hasn’t said a word all day. He’s been so upset since he found out about Bhavya.  
(looks at IYER sitting in the corner of the living room staring at the floor)  
I should make him a plate of food. He hasn’t eaten yet.  
 
(NALINI leaves SUSHMA and brings IYER a plate of dahl and naan. When she reaches IYER 
across the room, she sits down next to him. Neither NALINI or IYER say anything)  
 

NALINI (cont’d) 
(looks at IYER’S food) How is it?  
(IYER does not respond. He picks at the food on his plate)  
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I just talked to Sushma. She seems like she’s handling everything okay.  
 

IYER  
(finally looks up) The dahl is too cold.  
 

NALINI  
(clicks tongue, annoyed) So picky. (silence. NALINI sighs) Everyone here keeps saying that 
there’s nothing more that could’ve been done. It is hard to hear that. It makes me feel helpless, 
like we didn’t know Bhavya well at all. 
 

IYER  
(pause) We knew Bhavya well. (beat) We knew her from the moment she was born.  
 

NALINI  
She was such a cute baby.  
 

IYER  
I always knew she would go the farthest. (looks up at NALINI) Out of all the other kids on our 
block, I knew Bhavya would go places.  
 

NALINI  
I know. (beat) And now she’s gone.  
 

IYER  
(silence. When IYER speaks, he looks at the floor) I’m sad.  
 

NALINI  
(sighs) Me too.  
 
 
 
End of Scene.  
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BURNED OUT 
By Emma Kushnirsky (‘22) 
 
Surrounded 
Washed out 
Wasted 
Yet alone 
It’s a rap of 
Stone on stone on stone on stone 
If they saw me 
Leaping free 
They would only 
See me 
Outside 
Of my mind 
That’s not quite right 
is it. 
A rattle 
Heard, unseen 
From most sides 
Experience of girl and woman 
All alike 
Don’t forget me 
When done and hollow 
Carved 
Patient waiting 
In your attic or your yard 
Why is it 
Middle name that defines? 
Used most seldom 
Wet with lies 
Erosion carves away 
Those happy remnants 
No matter 
Children scatter new ones 
On the hour 
I do wander 
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Eyes open 
Soft gaze 
Should I close them 
To the same result 
But maybe further still 
I’d go 
It’s of no consequence 
To fans that blow 
They desire a 
False reality 
Full of moments 
Such as these 
Can’t let it happen 
On its own 
Force it 
And it’s all you’ll ever know. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Kiana Low (‘20) 
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Yard Sale  
By Marlene Santos (‘21) 

 
Part of Marlene’s webcomic series, The Wonderful World of Whatever. 
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The Ballad of the Desert 
By Sam Brody (‘20) 
 
I knew a young man years ago 
with a twinkle in his eye, 
but this was a town where everyone knew 
The American Dream was but a lie. 
 
It was a place where few believed: 
It gave off but a sigh; 
They said that this town was the place 
where hope and dreams would go to die. 
 
The factories and jobs all disappeared: 
Gone without a trace, 
The boy had dreams of escaping such a life, 
But reality he was forced to face. 
 
His parents told him he’d grown too old; 
Such fantasies he could not chase, 
for a boy is truly a man when he knows 
The world is a dark and desolate place. 
 
His kin had always served their country, 
And the nation was under attack, 
From terror, they said, though he was not certain, 
But his faith in the flag had yet to crack. 
So he fought for freedom in the desert, 
and a part of him would never come back. 
 
He had a girl, and loved her so, 
She carried his seed inside; 
And though she pleaded with him not to go, 
even that could not change his mind.  
 
He shaved his head, part of something greater, 
No will to reconsider; 
When in doubt, it was safer, they said, 
Not to think and pull the trigger. 
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He forged many friendships, for words can’t describe 
The strength of soldiers’ bonds, 
So he knew not what to do when his brother lay still, 
Unable to respond. 
 
They were patrolling the edge of the city, 
When on a land mine they stepped, 
He saw his brother lifeless  
too scared to mourn,  
but too stunned to have wept. 
 
For when he saw his fallen comrade’s  
cold, emotionless face, 
He finally came to understand 
that the world is a dark and desolate place.   
 
For fear was the government’s weapon 
Against the men and women fighting for a lie, 
Because that desert was the place  
Where hopes and dreams would go to die. 
 
And before he could move again, 
He saw another flash of light, 
Another bomb, as he closed his eyes, 
And the day became night. 

 
When his eyes opened again, he wondered 
If he had reached the kingdom come, 
But knew it could not be so 
When he felt the heat and desert sun. 
 
He writhed in pain, 
And with what strength he could muster turned over on his side, 
And thought his eyes deceived him, for what he saw 
Caught him by surprise. 
 
An enemy soldier stared back at him, 
And he seemed to understand, 
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That though each could take the other’s life, 
Both knew his foe was only a man. 
 
He could have taken it all away, 
But instead his life was his gift. 
Like him, once he hoped. 
The man had dreams, 
And both prayed to God they still might live.  
 
As he served his nation in the desert,  
months turned into years, 
And though he was still a mortal man, 
Death he did not fear. 
 
The days grew closer and the time drew near, 
To when he knew he could return home, 
But the desert was starting to feel 
Like the only life he’d ever known. 
 
He knew he was the government’s weapon, 
A man who fought for a lie: 
Because that desert is the place  
Where hopes and dreams would go to die. 
 
The day he boarded the plane back home, 
He did not weep for joy or cry. 
He was unsure of what was missing, 
But something had changed inside. 
 
It was the same depressed town from which he left, 
Yet he knew so much he had missed; 
He clung to old memories for strength,  
He had a daughter to raise, a wife to kiss. 
 
They screamed and ran out as he opened the door 
Could not find the words to say, 
Spent with them every moment to compensate 
For the time he lost while he was away. 
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But whenever she pressed him to tell of the war, 
She was met with a cold blank stare; 
For he knew she could not not understand, 
Couldn’t feel his loss and despair. 
 
Without a job, he could not provide, 
But knew he must try to love; 
Sometimes he rocked for hours on the porch, 
Transfixed by the sky above. 
 
There were so many stories he could not tell, 
So much he wished to say, 
But she was not a soldier, her innocence intact, 
And the chasm between them grew by the day. 
 
One morning he stepped out for a ride, 
Unsure of what he was to find; 
He pondered if perhaps on the country roads, 
He would find peace and clear his mind.  
 
The road was tired, the pavement cracked, 
The signs had been left to rust; 
For like everything in this town, 
In the end they faded to dust. 
 
The road ahead was covered with fog, 
as if cloaked by darkness’ cape; 
From the haze a truck emerged, 
And in a moment of truth he saw his escape. 
 
He saw his child dancing in the grass, 
He felt the warmth of his woman’s embrace, 
But he was not the man he was before, 
And the world he knew was a dark and desolate place. 
 
For a brief moment he saw a brilliant light, 
Of all mankind, the light of day;  
He clung to his family one last time  
And then it all slipped away. 
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Age 
By Jade Lozada (‘20) 
 
Tremor of grey hair before my eyes, 
Dip of doll skin, 
Knob of my bone meeting  
knob of my bone, 
Agreeing not to push me 
Forward, entwined. 
 
In the space where tissue once lived, 
A hush, 
A silence. 
An age sitting, thinking, 
Can we push her further? 
 
A life I never lived, 
but thought I must live, 
Knocking through my flesh, 
But will a tremor disturb my silence? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Kiana Low (‘20) 
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