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To our Archivist, Sybil Tucker:

 Nescire historiam, id semper esse juvenis. This quote from Cicero 
was first introduced to Sybil Tucker as a student in her Latin class at 
Ursuline Academy. Translated, it means, “To not know history is to 
always be a child,” according to Sybil.  

 For the last 35 years, Sybil Tucker, graduate of the Ursuline 
class of 1951, has dedicated herself to preserving the relationships made 
at Ursuline, first by acting as the alumnae director from 1982 until 2009. 
She then expressed an interest in working with Ursuline’s archives, 
where she has been responsible for the digitization of the archival re-
cords and creation of the lower FFC Heritage Gallery. “I have an under-
standing of what Ursuline culture is and what the Ursuline nuns wanted 
us to know,” said Sybil.

 Sybil considers the literary magazine “a biography of the arts 
at Ursuline. It speaks about where the girls are today and what they’re 
thinking and how they have expanded their vision.”

 Sybil has completed her final year working for Ursuline Acad-
emy, deciding to retire to spend more time with her two children and 
two grandchildren. When asked what she would most like to pass on to 
the current students, Sybil said, “Tell the students to do what Mother 
Adelaide told us: strive to be a better person, because you are an 
Ursuline girl.” 
 Sybil, Esse would not have its recently founded archival section 
without your generous collaboration, and we are all grateful for the 
time and talent you have given to the Ursuline community by honoring 
the alumnae memories. 

 -The Esse Staff

Dedication

Photo by Kevin Gaddis
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 Ursuline Academy impacts each student in an            
extraordinary and individual way. And while no student takes 
the same course track in her four years of high school, she will 
undoubtedly come away with the central lesson that it is nec-
essary to reflect on her past so to better impact her future. 
Because of these individual journeys, the theme for this year’s 
literary-art magazine is “Memory.”

 One-word themes are dynamic in that they provide 
both limits and liberation to their writers. A theme as short 
as  “Memory” is easily understandable and casts an umbrella 
wide enough to capture the diversity of thought existing on 
the Ursuline Academy campus. Students were inspired by, but 
not limited to, this theme, and successfully came forth in their 
retrospection through media ranging from poetry and prose 
to photography and painting. 

 Looking back on our experiences has the equal 
possibility of nurturing and hindering growth. Once we allow 
ourselves to reminisce, we can learn and grow from past 
mistakes and successes and realize unfounded fears. On the 
other hand, we can get trapped contemplating opportunities 
missed and paths not taken, thereby deterring our develop-
ment. I hope readers allow Esse to inspire them to use their 
memories in a reformative way and enjoy reading the maga-
zine as much as I did.

 -Hannah Ni’Shuilleabhain ‘17
  Editor-in-Chief

Letter from the Editor

Mariana Baquero ‘17|
A Glimpse of Krakow|

Digital photograph|
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Those with experience
Say ignorance is bliss –
To know is to endure
With full awareness

I ponder – reminisce –
Of memories gone by – 
Those facile – fast – years free
Of care without saying goodbye

Few of the green have known
Regret as have the old –
But best I think to live
Life forward – past without hold

  ife Forward
Sophia Love ‘19
L

Tiffany Noel ‘17|
Second Semester|

Mixed media| ESSE 2017|7

an Marvels Nature :: Nature Marvels Man
Sarah Hui ‘20

M

below the gray sky
the bitter wind welcomes
and spreads itself around

look both ways, then
run! across the street—
down the path—through 
the trees—over faded grass—
under metal shelter

step off concrete
onto the bed of leaves
nature lies underneath

tread carefully
and crouch low
branches will lash
but trees are friends
and thorns are foes
streaming languidly
velvet water vows
the promise of adventure

gaze up at the trees
a tilting alien perches
crude metal treehouse
strangely hostile but
with intriguing ambience

beware a slip, a fall
mossy green-tinted rocks
saddle shoes search for purchase

hidden behind branching leaves
tributary leads up and away
twisting plants, rocks, droplets 
concealed wild beauty
leads to artificial beauty

fenced flora and creek
reversed avenue
flanked by neighborhood

pocket of bamboo
stands tall and strong
beneath golden red leaves
a natural barrier, fence’s
rival or complement 

where man meets nature
the secret rushing creek
metal, concrete, and fence
below the gray sky
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their small wings fluttering as they dance from tree to tree.
The puffy white clouds and the dazzling yellow sun
sit motionless in the vibrant blue sky, 
watching over me from above.
But as the temperature steadily rises,
the rain that spring once brought upon my neck turns into sweat, 
and I wonder, “Why won’t this heat subside?”

Just then, a brittle leaf falls from the tree in front of me
and I watch as it flutters down to the ground, 
where it will live its final days under the soles of shoes, 
being crushed time and time again, 
until there is nothing left of it.
As I look up, I notice that the once-blossoming tree has turned a 
bright red. 
I watch as, one by one, the leaves make their one and only descent 
towards Earth,
as a gentle fall breeze blows them from the tree that has been their 
home for so long. 
As I watch them flutter down, 
I realize Mother Nature’s great power,
and never again will I pray Her beauty subside.

I step outside into the crisp winter day, 
a prickly feeling running down my spine. 
I feel the crunch of ice beneath my feet and
see a puff of my frosty breath before me.
I yearn for the sun, 
its arms open, 
welcoming me in a warm embrace. 
I venture another step out into the cold, unwelcoming world, 
noticing the barren trees and the frost-covered grass,
and I wonder, “Why won’t this cold subside?”      

Just then, a single raindrop falls from the heavens, 
a timid answer to my prayer, 
shortly followed by a fleet of drops just like it. 
Almost instantaneously, white blossoms of spring find a home
on the once-barren branches of the trees that surround me. 
The rain continues to pour, 
flooding the world with color, 
washing away the bleakness of winter. 
But with the joy of life comes the darkness of rain. 
I look up at the never-ending, ominous, dreary clouds, 
and I wonder, “Why won’t this rain subside?”

Just then, the clouds retreat and the sun emerges,
its warm rays reaching out to touch my face. 
I relish the hot summer air, filled with the sweet sounds of birds chirping, 

easons
Sarah Visokay ‘20
S
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I took the things I hated most about myself and tied them to my shoelaces so that while I walked, the world 
could see them as openly as I had 

and I could learn to love them. 
I untied what was left and put them in a box, and on the box I drew the stars and the lines of silk that connected 

them to form the constellations, 
because there was no way for anyone to look up at the night sky and see anything but beauty.

 I was hoping I could learn to look at myself and see just the same.

  ander the Streets
Elena Graham ‘19

W

Christa Gorman ‘20|
Fields|

Watercolor|
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January’s a spiteful girl, but you’re always coming back to her. Every time she swears in that silky smooth voice of hers that it’ll be differ-
ent, but her heart is cold. She has devil red lips, diamond tipped nails, and eclipses in her eyes. She overwhelms you, pulling you along 
with whatever she says. She lies. But you forget. You forgive. Of course you do. She’s the loveliest thing you’ve ever seen. What a pair 
you make. 

February is a constant. Steady and strong and still, and there’s comfort in that. She complains about the weather every day. She always 
has a mug of green tea. You love to wear her sweaters, and she fusses about that too, though you know she secretly adores it. Febru-
ary’s great for snuggling. She likes to keep the fireplace lit. You indulge her; she’s sort of right about the weather. She holds your hand, 
she kisses your nose, and you feel safe. 

March buys you flowers and takes you dancing. March kisses you in rainstorms. March really needs a haircut, but he’s never going to get 
one. March wears trench coats and makes you mix tapes. His taste in music is questionable, but he’s trying. And that’s what matters. 
March is a hopeless romantic, so you write him love letters. The smile he gives you in return is magnetic. 

April is an artist. Her hands are perpetually ink stained. You smooth her wild hair as best as you can and receive a kiss to your knuckles 
in thanks. April wears her heart on her sleeve, and she pours her spirit into paintings. Sometimes it doesn’t feel like there’s much left for 
you, but that’s not true. She has all this love to give, and she gives it to you sparingly. In turn, you give her your heart, and she cries. April 
cries at everything, sad songs and happy songs and newborn babies and old couples. You’re nearby with a stack of tissues whenever she 
needs them. Even with streaked mascara and puffy eyes, she’s a sight to behold. 

May is quiet. She sneaks up on you. Her smile is shy; her shoes are untied. Her eyes are old as stardust and young as spring’s first bloom. 
Her hands are soft and smooth on your wrist as she pulls you away for adventure, for frozen lemonade, for sunsets, and for rose gar-
dens. With her, everything is new and shining and beautiful. She is somehow both always and never. May is a mystery, and you’re not 
completely sure she’s real. But the press of her lips to your cheek lingers. 

June is kind. The kindest soul you’ve ever met, and you do not deserve her. She’s always recommending you books which you do not 
read. You feel guilty. She swears she doesn’t mind. You take her to museums, and she takes you to ice cream shops. You sit in the shade 
of oak trees, her head in your lap, and you try to braid flowers into her hair. It ends up tangled and twisted, but she loves you for trying. 
You love her for her patience. But you leave her, because something just “doesn’t feel right.” You find what doesn’t feel right is being 
apart. Soon, too soon, but not soon enough, you’re back on her doorstep, and you’ve read every book she’s mentioned, but she doesn’t 
take you back. 

 oves of Your Life
Veronica Yung ‘18

L July is sharp. Her eye makeup is always a little smeared, her skirts a little short, and you adore her. She makes you hungry. She ties your 
shoelaces together when you aren’t looking, and she drinks fruit smoothies with breakfast, lunch, and dinner. July is a people person; 
every weekend she’s either throwing a party or going to one. She makes you feel like an adventurer. You’d follow her anywhere. 

August is hard to love at first. But you learn. August doesn’t like to go out. August doesn’t like to talk about himself. But he does like 
movies, and he makes perfectly salted popcorn. His lashes are long, and his lips are soft, but his hands are rough. August likes climbing 
trees, mostly because he likes to hide. Eventually you hide together, and that’s alright. He’s a gentle soul, and you haven’t met one of 
those in a long time. The two of you need each other. 

September shocks you. He loves fiercely and passionately. You struggle to keep up. He’s a whirlwind. He’ll find a new book, won’t speak 
to you until he’s finished it, but the next day he won’t stop kissing your neck, and you actually have to swat him away because some of 
us have work to do. The low rumble of his voice is soothing and terrifying, and you’re left wondering how he ever wanted to be with you, 
but you won’t take it for granted. 

October makes you smile. His jokes are terrible, but his face is kind. His laugh is a rainstorm. You’d give anything to hear it again. His kiss-
es are lightning; they make your fingertips tingle. He’s just the right height for you to tuck your head under his chin, and you stand like 
that for a long time. It’s where you both belong. He wears boots every day, and you like to borrow his shirts. He drinks his coffee black. 
After he goes, you can’t visit cafés for a long time. They all smell like him. 

November has dark eyes and dark skin and dark hair but bright white teeth, always spotless and sparkling. She wants you to meet her 
family, but first you have to find something acceptable to wear. She takes you shopping, and you are intentionally difficult, hiding behind 
racks of coats and only trying on the most garish pieces. She pretends to be perturbed, but soon enough she cracks and your cheeks 
ache from happiness. You meet her family wearing a new tasteful jacket she picked out, and everyone’s pleased. 

December is grand. Booming laugh, sparkling eyes. He only drinks champagne. Everyone loves him. He loves everyone. He’ll never settle 
down, he buzzes around, giving his heart to everyone. He loves you, you know he does, and yet. And yet. It was folly to think you could 
keep him to yourself. You knew that from the beginning, but that didn’t keep you from trying. No matter. He holds you close in his arms, 
and it is enough for now. 

When it ends, January’s waiting. 
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Victoria Segovia ‘17|
Canada|

Digital photograph|
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    awn
Anna Theirl ‘17

Sometimes I like to wake up before my alarm goes off and look out my window at the world below.
There is a quiet satisfaction in studying a sleepy suburb slowly awaken every morning
As I rub the drowsiness from my eyes and watch the unfolding routines of those around me.
I find that it is the only time of the day truly free from the grasps of stress and burden,
For when my world is asleep, what can it expect from me?
I feel comfort in hearing the melodic chirps of the birds, reminding the city of the new beginning
That each day brings, and the opportunities to start fresh once more.
The quiet that blankets my street reminds me of the silent snowy days I loved as a child
And the bittersweet taste of times past but never forgotten.
These mornings serve as a reminder that nothing is permanent,
And as more and more people awaken and start their slow commute,
I blend into the crowd with my own routine as I start my day.

|Lauren Horner ‘19
|Golden Hour
|Digital photograph

D
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Just before dark.
The dark

Has not won yet. 
The last of light still peeks 

Through the clouds and fights
Against the new-formed nighttime moon. 

The sky throws its dying shadow on everything beneath
it. The grass turns navy, the gravel glows tinged in blue, the world is

on its head. Step, step, dimmer, dimmer, the sky dies with every second.
Reaching the deepest shade of vibrant blue, the world is shrouded in violet with

Lampposts on and little cars buzzing through the streets and city lights that can be seen from airplanes. 
I witness the execution of the sky, the moon rejoicing in its triumph, and then—

Dark.

unset
Sonia Stadler ‘20

Katie Schaefer ‘18|   
Dart|

Digital photograph|

S



 There is an old wooden door I pass by every day. The gray wood appears splintered, and the door hangs upon rusty metal hinges 
lazily, like a drunk man slouched against a wall. The round knob never shines, as dull as the sun is bright, and the porch seems as though 
it may fall apart at any time. Tumbling up the stairs of the porch on tiny clumsy feet, I reach my small hands forward. I rap my fist on the 
door and exclaim:

 “Come out and play with me! The sun is rising, and the sky is clear. Let us waste the day away in childhood ecstasy and explore   
the vast world we call ours. Our imagination must run free and so must we. We can run as far as our feet can take us and pass    
time in makeshift realms of sticks and stones that serve as our wands and jewels. Nobody can contain us, so let us spread our                    
wings and fly. Please come out and play with me!”

 As dawn melts away into morning, I faintly tap my fist against the old wooden door. In hushed tones and a soft voice, I murmur:

 “Come out and run away with me! Let us follow our fickle hearts and foolish thoughts. We live careless lives and attempt the 
reckless. How can we resist our adolescent desires? Entangled in young love and more daring than ever, let us escape these suffocating 
rules and people to see the new places beyond this door. Your parents are not home, and neither are mine, so we must open our eyes to 
what we have been blinded: love, hate, death, life, and everything in between. Please come out and run away with me!”

 The sun reaches its peak, allowing no one to escape its ever radiating rays. I knock on the door and insist:

 “Come out and live with me! Eternal Time is catching up to us. Let us forget the imprisoning past, care not for the ominous fu-
ture, and live in the wondrous present. Spending our numbered days in the sun, we must push the human limits of this world. We live in 
our prime, unbounded by authority. The only obstacle in our way is forever-looming Time. We have outgrown our childhoods and smiled 
past all of our pain. You and I, we live on and on, so we must steel ourselves and fulfill this life’s potential. Please come out and live with 
me!”

 The sun starts to decline through the sky, slowly fading away into darkness. I steady myself with my cane, hit my fist against the 
door with a deep thump, and croak:

 “Come out and sit with me! The road we have meandered through nears its end. Let us rest and remember as much as we can 
about our lives. We have lived, we have loved, and we have been. Can we not sit and slumber the rest of our days away? The true prison 
we have been trying to escape is almost over. Fear has subsided, and what is left is just us. Let us sit and enjoy the gift Eternal Time has 

  he Old Wooden Door
Vi-Ahn Hoang ‘19
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T

given us, for it can be over in a blink of an 
eye. Remember, remember, and remem-
ber. We must try to remember the entirety 
of our lives. Please come out and sit with 
me!”

 The sun is gone, and the day has 
passed. The eternal darkness covers the sky 
like a smothering blanket. I stand in front 
of the door and whisper:

 “Come out and say goodbye with 
me! We are finally free. This world cannot 
suppress us anymore. We are liberat-
ed from even Eternal Time itself. Let us 
escape to the ever present dark sky and 
join the multitude of stars. We cannot be 
contained. Our legacy will be remember 
and forgotten, but we live on, beyond this 
mortal world. We must spread our wings 
and fly away. Leave this world of heart-
break and tears and pain and enter a realm 
past human limits. We must keep moving 
forward, even past the sharp scythe of 
Death. Please come out and say goodbye 
with me!”

 The door never opened.

ESSE 2017|15

Julia Yaeger ‘17|
Scarf|

Encaustic|
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     Study in Friendship
Mallory McKee ‘17

The Michele McCusker Award isgiven in honor of an alumna who had a passion for language and displayed that love through creative writ-
ing.  She died young, and her family created this award in her honor.  The winner receives $1,000.00, sent to her college. We congratulate 

Mallory on recieving the 2017 McCusker Award.

 Mother was an inventor – and a 
good one at that. When I was four, she made 
me this beautiful little music set that let me 
pluck out a tune once then repeated it until 
I pressed another button. She sat with me 
for hours teaching me her favorite tunes, so 
I could play them while she was at work. By 
the time I was five, I could play a fair portion 
of The Nutcracker Suite on my music box. Fa-
ther and I would put on makeshift ballets for 
Mother sometimes – she loved The Nutcrack-
er so much, but we never had the money to 
see it performed.
 Father was the one who took care 
of me for the most part. His friends gave him 
a lot of grief because his wife earned the 
money, but Father always told me that he 
was blessed to have a wife willing to work, 
so he could spend more time with me. While 
Mother worked in her office, Father taught 
me to read. After school became too ex-
pensive, he taught me math and history and 
Latin, too, but he really just loved to read 
with me. When I was younger, he read little 
chapter books, but novels were his favorite. 
We took turns with who was doing the read-
ing and who was doing the listening. When 
we read Jane Eyre, he read and I listened. 

When we read Sherlock Holmes, I read and 
he listened.
 Father loved Sherlock Holmes. I 
guess it makes sense then that he married 
Mother. She was so dedicated, so smart. 
I cannot remember a time where she was 
not working on some new invention. I think 
Father fancied himself the Watson to her 
Holmes.
 I think I’m the only one who knew 
that he was right.
 Mother was brilliant, but people 
were difficult for her. They never understood 
what she was trying to say, and she rarely 
understood them. She often sat by our 
window watching people walk by. I think she 
was trying to understand why people acted 
the way they did. Why they laughed some-
times when she was being serious. Why they 
found her odd.
 Her features, always so tense when 
we had company over, softened every time 
Father came near. Her fists unclenched, her 
shoulders relaxed, and I would even see a 
smile fall upon her lips. I saw her love for 
him in the way she hugged him, not polite 
and reserved like the way she hugged her 
friends when she was afraid she would do it 

incorrectly, but content like he was the one 
thing in her life she was sure of. And Father 
would hug her back, and I knew that he 
would never tire of holding her for a single 
moment.
 I miss them all. I miss Jane Eyre and 
The Nutcracker and Sherlock Holmes, and I 
miss my parents.
 I’ve been staring at the music box 
for twenty minutes now trying to remem-
ber the lullaby Mother used to play for me. 
I think it was about a princess, but I can’t 
remember.
 Is this what John Watson felt like 
in “His Last Bow”? I can’t remember wheth-
er or not he got to say goodbye. I hope he 
did, even if for him it was only temporary. 
I want a goodbye. Is that too much to ask? 
I want to hug Father one last time. I want 
to tell Mother that I love her. Beg her to 
understand that I didn’t think she was odd 
at all.
 Grandmother and Grandfather 
have decided that since they are too old 
to take care of me, they will send me to 
boarding school, where I am probably so 
far behind that I’ll be learning with eight 
year olds instead of fourteen year olds. I 

A  
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can recite Doyle’s “The Final Problem” from 
memory, but I do not think that will help 
me. I don’t say anything to them though. I 
know they aren’t sending me away because 
they’re old. They’re sending me away be-
cause I remind them too much of Mother.
 This is the first time I have ridden a 
train since Mother and Father died. I keep 
looking out the window and walking up and 
down the corridors and checking the connec-
tions – as if I could do something to stop 
another crash. Which I can’t, of course, but 
it makes me breathe easier. Were Mother 
and Father sitting next to the window? 
They were in second class, like I am now. I 
know that. Was Father reading Sherlock to 
Mother? He liked to do that when I wasn’t 
there to read to him. Mother was a good 
audience—she laughed at all his villainous 
interpretations and let him act like Sherlock 
Holmes while he read, pulling out a pipe and 
pretending to ponder the words before he 
read them.
 Maybe Mother was showing Father 
the design she was working on. She was 
probably nervous about showing it to that 
room full of serious men. Serious men never 
laughed at Mother or Father’s jokes, and 
Mother and Father never trusted anyone 
who didn’t appreciate a good pun. A couple 
years ago, Father joked that because Mother 
had had me, she was, in fact, an inventher. 
Mother thought that was so funny that she 
replaced her office nameplate with it.
 A small laugh escapes me. I look 
around. Oh drat, I was so lost in my memo-

ries that I didn’t notice when somebody sat 
down next to me. The boy looks to be about 
a year older than me. He has short brown 
hair that reminds me of John Watson. His en-
tire ensemble is meticulously put together, 
just like I always imagine Watson’s to be (and 
the exact opposite of what mine currently 
is). He doesn’t have a bag, so he’s probably 
on his way to a new home, like me. I notice 
that his outfit is oddly compliant with the 
same code my outfit is. He must be heading 
to St. Mary’s boarding school too. 
 Watson’s looking at me like I’m odd. 
Who am I kidding? I am odd. But I do need 
to make some friends at this school, if only 
so Grandmother won’t worry about me like 
she did Mother. What did Father always tell 
me about making conversation? Start with a 
question that will be easy to answer. It puts 
people at ease. That’s not so hard, I think.
 I look up at him, “What year are you 
going into at St. Mary’s?”
 He looks taken aback. “How did you 
know that?” he asks.
 “Know what?” Oh, no. I think I’ve 
ruined my chance to make a friend. I un-
derstand why Mother hated this so much. 
Maybe I just won’t tell Grandmother when I 
see her again.
 “That I go to St. Mary’s.” Watson 
doesn’t look annoyed though. He looks 
intrigued.
 “Well, you don’t have a weekend 
bag, so you probably sent your bag ahead. 
That indicates that you are staying some-
where for a while. Your outfit also accommo-

dates the St. Mary’s guidelines, which are 
obscenely specific, so I made a guess.”
 “I assume you figured this out 
while you were staring at me?”
 Was I not supposed to stare? Heat 
creeps up my cheeks. I don’t spend a lot of 
time talking to people my age. Father never 
cared when I stared at him, and Mother 
stared just as much as I did. “Sorry about 
that,” I mutter. I start to chew on the inside 
of my cheek. Father used to tell me that 
finding a distraction to reality helps. Biting 
my cheek helps sometimes.
 “Don’t worry about it,” he replies. 
“I’m in ninth grade. What grade are you 
going into?”
 “Oh, well, I’m not sure,” I look 
away, my blush deepening. “I think I should 
be entering eighth grade, but I’m probably 
really far behind.”
 Now he’s going to ask why. Of 
course he’s going to ask why. I should have 
thought this through before I asked that 
question. I’ll have to explain that I never 
had money for school before, that the only 
reason I do now is because my parents 
are gone, and that my parents are gone all 
because they decided to ride in a train like 
this a couple weeks ago.
 He doesn’t ask why. His lips purse 
together like he’s thinking about some-
thing. For the first time I realize that maybe 
this conversation is just as difficult for Wat-
son as it is me. I try to continue the conver-
sation, “Do you like to read, Watson?”
 “Yes, I – what did you call me?”



 Drat. Drat. Double drat. I am 
making a mess of this conversation. My 
cheek might start to bleed soon. “I called 
you Watson. I’m sorry. You just remind me 
of him – fr-from the Sherlock Holmes books. 
Do you know them?” I ask timidly.
 His entire face brightens, “Yes! I 
remind you of Watson?”
 “You have his hair, and you dress 
like I always imagined he would.” 
 “I’ve never had a nickname be-
fore.”
 I laugh, growing more confident in 
myself, “Well, you do now, Watson.”
 He smiles. I smile. This isn’t so bad. 
I haven’t even started my first day, and I 
already have a friend. Mother would be 
so proud. Oh, no. I’m staring again. And 
worse, I started humming the tune from 
“The Battle Scene” in The Nutcracker when 
I was thinking about Mother. Maybe he 
hasn’t noticed.
 He noticed. Oh, well. “Anyway, I’m 
Scarlet.” I hold out my hand and give him 
my best and friendliest smile. He eyes me 
warily, but takes my hand.
 “I’m John.”
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|Alyssa Peckham ‘17
|Girl with Stuffed Animal
|Watercolor and ink on canvas
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Being Hunagrian defines who I am, especially since my heritage makes 
me somewhat unique. I often find that I have different values or 
cultural traditions than my friends. I feel a deep connection to 
Hungary even though I consider myself American as well. 
Every summer, I return to the Buda Castle, an iconic land-
mark of Budapest, Hungary. Sitting by the Danube River, 
staring out at the castle, I fall in love with Hungary all 
over again each year. 

Emma Shields ‘18|
My Hungary no. 2|

Ink on paper|



Around me, the world was still. 
Only the sound of the waves found my ears
As the sun wrapped me up in its warmth
And rays of light swirled in my mind. 

Gradually, the scene slowed
And the silence thickened
Like sweet honey
On a welcome summer day. 

The waves washed over my toes
Leaving salty kisses on my skin
Gentle, cool water
Tickling the dry earth around me

The sun slipped from the sky 
Leaving a burning orb behind my eyes
And pink wisps of sugar on the darkening lavender sky

I saw a face in the distance. 
His hair the color of warm sand
His smile, calling to me. 
His appearance brought more light
Than the sun had left behind. 

The world around me continued on 
The waves kept crashing
The earth kept spinning
The birds kept singing their tunes. 

   he World As It Is
Emma Tanner ‘19
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Caroline Murray ‘17|
Angel’s Cavern|

Digital photograph|

But for me – 

Time was frozen
In that single moment of perfection

And I went to bed that night
Willing my dreams to compare
Yet knowing,
That they never could.

emembering a Night on the Ranch
Madison Alvarez ‘17

R
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 It was not until a friend pointed it out explicitly that I realized why the Ranch felt so wrong. We had only just arrived that morning. 
It was easier to get in training if we all met at the same place, and where better to work than the Ranch itself, the very headquarters of the 
National Hispanic Institute? The founder of our beloved organization was quick to show us the Mansion—a tilting house with paint that 
might have been bright yellow once and a balcony angling precariously off the second floor—where all the big decisions on the future of 
NHI were made. 
 After we finished the first day of training, one of the interns who lived and worked at headquarters found some lighter fluid, and 
it didn’t take him long to get the flames of a raised campfire burning high above our heads. Burnt s’mores in hand, everyone enjoying the 
welcome break, it seemed as good a time as any to ask about the history of the Ranch.
 The intern cleared his throat as he stopped spraying the fire. “Well, we call it the Ranch to be nice. But this place was actually, uh, it 

was totally a plantation. A big one. With slaves and everything.”
 That reality seemed impossible in such a beautiful place. The rustle of ancient trees, smell of campfire smoke, laughter of 

friends, and multitude of stars were almost too perfect. But once it had been pointed out, the history they hid under-
neath was impossible to miss. Maybe that uneven patch of dirt was an unmarked grave, and hidden in the wind 
was a sound too much like a long-dead scream for comfort. 
 Slavery didn’t end on this plantation when such practices were written out of the law. Well after the war, 
most of the newly-freed men and women stayed to work the same land, because at least now they were finally 
being paid sometimes. It must have seemed better than nothing. And when the eventually old, not-quite-former 
slaves couldn’t provide all that the owners wanted, they turned elsewhere for their cheap labor. Immigrants. Skin 
that maybe was or maybe wasn’t quite white enough. Latinos. The working conditions for them were probably 
better, but also probably not by much.
 “Fifty years ago, we would not even have been allowed to walk through those doors.” Two girls leaning 
against the wooden entrance of the Mansion shifted under the intern’s strained gaze. “Labor had to use the ones 
in the back.”  
 The founder of NHI knew all this, the history behind the Ranch, when he first bought the land. He said it 
was important to him to take a place that had exploited so many in his community, and in communities just like 
his, and make it do some good for them instead. It seems incredible that a Mansion that once would not let Lati-
nos walk through its front doors was now a central home for their empowerment. And for Black empowerment 
too, for these histories are not separated so easily.
 One day, I think it might be possible to love the Ranch, once we have found a way to move beyond the 
history and the scars of slavery and exploitation that are so easy to see there. Those wounds heal a little, I think, 
each day we fight for everything the first owners of this land would have hated. It is progress, at the very least.



When I was nine years old, my family moved 
to Kuwait and Dubai, and I was submerged in 
a new culture. I had never seen anything like 
these two countries. Two years later I came 
back to Texas and I saw life more clearly. 
Even today I am still searching for a place 
and a state of mind, that “somewhere” 
where I can continue to grow as a person. I 
wrote this song to give voice to those in our 
lives who ask us to reach out to new people, 
places, and feelings.

Listen to the song performed by Anjali at
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=La-
72JC_2cmU 0r by scanning the QR code 
below:
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  omewhere
Anjali Sebastian ‘19
S
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Caroline Murray ‘17|
Sky High|
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      angoes
Danielle Cruz ‘17
M

Why hadn’t I liked the way mangoes tasted?
Why hadn’t I liked the way their sunglow tang danced on my dull taste buds?
Or the way their sticky juices slid down my wrists and to my elbows?
Why did I just now realize that I actually liked them?

It’s funny how the 9 years since my last trip to the Philippines 
and the 8,000 miles between here and there
have made all the difference in my perception of flavor and of self.
How memories of my heritage could so easily succumb to these forces of time and 
distance.

How rediscovering some fruit I once remembered as foreign and meaningless
actually proved sweet and refreshing with each bite,
And how rediscovering some culture I once remembered as foreign and meaningless
finally recalled some distant identity.

No longer just a familiar name with an unfamiliar meaning,
No longer separated by skin color, language barriers, or Pacific waters,
But now an identity as unforgotten and unmistakable
As the lingering scent of a newly-peeled mango.

Now, every mouthful of mango is a discovery of new flavor after flavor,
Every bite in anticipation of
the next, like an appetizer preparing me for the entrée: 
yet another mango.

And like my grandma always reminds me, 
Hija, there are always more mangoes to be had.

The mango is the national fruit of the Philippines.
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I look down at my plate in awe
How could something this magnificent exist?

With its juicy meat and topped with green chili sauce,
Its brown skin looks gently sun-kissed.

My chicken stares back at me
Tempting me, drawing me in.

My teeth sink into the meaty flesh
And flavor explodes in my mouth.

Heaven, bliss, ambrosia.

Fifteen seconds pass by
And gone is the chicken.

Every morsel, gone,
No evidence whatsoever.

You may ask
How will I remember this glorious exchange?

Well, of course, my fingers are forever stained
With the sauce that covered this most exquisite piece of chicken.

he Most Exquisite Piece 
of Chicken

Lily Sebastian ‘17

T

  Janelle Castillo ‘17
  Utopia
  Acrylic on canvas
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 Sometimes, the question of whether the world revolves around me resounds in the crack of a splitting fortune cookie. 

 Maybe the sound transcends physics, emitting from the creation of a fortune specific to my own grand destiny stamped onto 
the strip of paper within, just as I break it open. My hands dusted with yellow crumbs and caught between magnificence—Tomorrow, 
Miss Juliette, you will end all wars with a wave of your finger—and mundanity—A pleasant surprise is waiting for you—I believe 
momentarily in the world’s desire to give me insight into its function, and then I pull out my factory fortune and chew my molded wafer, 
pretending my interest is dismissive. 

 “Is it in Chinese?” my mother asks from across the table. Of course it isn’t, but my mouth is busy crunching so I just show her the 
fortune, black letters of slow English. She has forgotten that we are in America, and has forgotten too that nowhere else have we ever 
had fortune cookies, and tells me as much through her laughter. I am sure, nevertheless, that destiny can handle language barriers, so I 
listen carefully when it tells me:

 Flowers would brighten the day of your close friend.

 The fortune settles in my mind as I stand now in the open air with the smell of cropped grass rising into the sky, still encased by 
that singular instance that I am submerged in a consciousness larger than mine and hoping that Fate left the shadow of a fingerprint on 
the machinery that printed my fortune. When I bend down I feel my mind descend too, free-falling from some fortune cookie heaven 
back to the miniscularity of life and rolls to the tips of my extended fingers, to lay the violets at her grave.

 Nine words, so mundanely magnificent.

   phorism
Caroline Peng ‘18
A
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Memories consist of crucial lessons and heartwarming moments. Represented by the rose, the most beautiful memories in 
our lives are priceless treasures that we hold tight even through the darkest of days. 

Gina Lecca ‘18| Hidden Treasures| Digital photograph
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|Erin Sanchez ‘18
|This Is Earth. It’s Hot. Don’t Pollute.
|Oil on canvas ESSE 2017|29

  sychedelic Dancing Queen
Anna Rehagen ‘18

the psychedelic dancing queen 
swings her hips for all to see

laser beams cast an unearthly gleam 
as she dominates the disco scene

arms thrust high up in the air
beware the whiplash of her hair 

in the throbbing mob, you’ll find her there
do you dare hold her stare?

feel the rhythm, that groovy beat
with the pulsing drums stamp your feet
she’s seventeen, she’s young and sweet

bask in the flare of her blazing heat 

P
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Roses are red, or pink, and white too
And Honestly, Violets vary from purple to blue
But you can place safe bets on the minuteness of a mouse
Unless, of course, you are an ant, a mite, or a louse
The earth is certainly grand, housing nature and humanity combined
Yet as a lonely speck in space, its boundaries become quite confined

Certainty is a myth, a lie without much weight
For no two minds can communize the aspects of a trait
Instead, we compromise, letting truth arbitrarily dangle
And encircling it, we offer infinite opinions at infinite angles
So debate black and white today we may,
Until we find we truly walk in the path of grey

    ertainty is a Myth
Maria Tovar ‘17
C
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the night he fell from glory
was the night i stayed alone
staring blankly at the window
in my little plastic home

i left my headphones running
on a song i used to know
with a meaning once remembered
and a melody of gold

the floorboards seemed too gentle
for the hardness of my heart
they carried me above the earth
while my spirit fell apart

my vision twisted, altering
the pictures in my sight 
the concepts seemed like fantasy
but some parts flickered light

these sheets are cold and wandering
they shiver like my head
rising up beyond the war zone
with lifelines left unsaid

they say they are afraid of me
my speculating voice 
my condescending aura
and over-dramatic poise

i patch up quilts and blankets
as if they were my soul
but maybe someone else’s
care just needs to fill the hole

i usually wait alone at night
breaking over his silent spell 
but the night he fell from glory
was when i learned to love myself

   pril 2nd
Lucy Calzada ‘18
a

|Isabella Arsenault ‘18
|Painting Pavement
|Digital photograph
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  ontrol
Martina Ashby ‘18

 There once lived a Girl who held survival in her 
soul, a Girl whose very breaths were the rising of the 
sun and the comfort of the flickering moon. So wonder-
ful and disastrous was this Girl, that, nestled under-
neath her ribs, in between her lungs, so close to her 
heart it shook with every beat, she held the power of 
life and death. 
 Right in that one, tiny, minuscule spot lived an 
entire universe, and she—she alone—was its lifeline. 

 The Girl had to be careful. Her emotions, fierce 
and glowing, were not her own. She shared this world 

with others: the Anderians, as she lovingly referred to 
them. The Anderians were a fickle breed, always wanting 
wanting wanting. But she grew to love them. They were 
hers and she was theirs. She gave all she had to the Ande-

rians. She thought to herself, “This is what love must be. 
Right?”

 And so the Anderians were content with the Girl, 
and in return they provided her with love and affec-

tion. Sometimes, when they called out for her, she 
could even visit that place, which defied logic. The 

Girl was happy, and the world  prospered. 

|Lauren Horner ’19
|Free Spirit
|Digital photograph

C
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 “It’s not enough,” they echoed. 
 “What should I do then? Tell me. 
What can I do?” she asked, desperate. “I 
don’t want to lose you.”
 All was silent for a moment. And 
in that moment time seemed to slow, her 
limbs felt heavy and her heart full of dread. 
What answer could the Anderians possibly 
give?
 “You could set us free.” 
 With that the world shook, a pierc-
ing crack ripped through the air. Clouds 
of powdered snow lifted and swirled 
around them. Beneath her toes the ground 
groaned open. The Girl stood on the prec-
ipice of a great canyon. She could not see 
what was at the bottom. Or if there was 
one.
 “I’m scared.”
 “We know.”
 “What’s going to happen?”
 “You’ll have to find out for your-
self.”
 The Girl froze, staring into their 
eyes. Fear turned her to stone, yet she 
could feel distant flutters of anticipation. 
 “Set us free.”
 She glanced down into the canyon, 
dizzy. 
 She took a deep breath.
 “Just. Let. Go.”
 And she jumped. 

her body. But the Anderians were once 
more content. 
 “That’s all that matters,” she 
thought.
 “Right?”
 But with no heat to warm herself, 
the Girl’s core grew cold. Her lifeblood 
inched along, slowed by her frosted heart, 
barely trickling down to her fingers and 
toes. 
 The world was now barren. Icy 
winds blew across its plains and piercing 
snow fell, blanketing the world in white. 
 The Anderians gathered together, 
huddling to preserve what little heat they 
had left. Their strained cries for warmth 
reached the Girl’s ears. Her blue fingers 
reached out and lovingly brushed away 
the snow coating their shivering bodies. 
“Please…. Please…. We are freezing. We 
do not have much time left,” they whim-
pered. 
 “I know. I know. But I smothered 
the flame, remember? I did it for you.” She 
closed her eyes, dejected. “I did everything 
I could.” 
 “It’s not enough.” 
 “It’s never enough with you all, is 
it?” she fumed, pacing. A pocket of warmth 
burst suddenly, but quickly disappeared. 
The biting cold grew more intense. 
 “Everything I do, I do for you. 
Don’t you understand?” she cried out, frus-
trated tears carving pathways down her 
cheeks. The Anderians merely stared at her 
blankly, devoid of emotion. 

  But soon a storm swept over the 
Girl’s life. The previous calm drowned in 
her tears and the world gradually sunk 
into never-ending floods. The Anderians 
cried out “Stop! Stop! We cannot stand 
this eternal downpour, look what you have 
done! All of our valleys are no more and 
our homes have been washed away. Take 
control of yourself. We cannot bear more 
sadness.” 
 And so the grief-stricken Girl took 
hold of her sorrow and wrung it out, drain-
ing every last drop of water. 
 Her soul was hushed for now, and 
the Anderians were again content.  
 But deep inside a storm brewed 
once again. Anger reached out and took 
control in the quiet of her neutrality, 
rippling through her with devastating 
consequences. The clouds parted to reveal 
a crimson sun which scorched the plains 
below. Retreating thunder rolled, and light-
ning crackled in retaliation.  Fire savaged 
the world and the barren sky offered no re-
spite. “Please! Please! We need water, we 
cannot bear this!” the Anderians screamed. 
But there was no water to save them for 
the clouds were gone.  
  “I have no more water to give! 
You made me get rid of it, remember? You 
wanted no more rain!” the Girl bellowed, at 
a loss. 
 The Anderians’ cries would not 
cease. 
 Desperate, she tackled her anger 
and smothered its flame. Burns now seared 



stains of black and stains of blue
i am tired and so are you
his scars upon my body lay
hidden lines in shades of gray 

i am alone and still unfound
my soul will hit the edge unbound
my heart is gold my mind is sorrow
wake me when you leave tomorrow

crimson traces rush my thoughts 
the echoes that he rashly wrought
walk this tightrope home with me
see where i reigned in majesty 

his words left me a looming shadow
dark ideas and comments shallow
come see who i was before 
before the bars around my door

no one wants the broken prize
with dyings embers in her eyes
no one chases broken lights
along the highways through the nights

maybe i’m worthless and maybe i’m 
scarred
from all he etched on my fresh heart
maybe i’ll never heal again 
if no one dares to be my friend

if i’m too much a job to do
or I’m too much a task that’s overdue
don’t fret for you are not alone
many others turned to stone

no one wants the shattered shards
the ones he ripped and tore apart
i am not what i used to be 
a hollow hall of clarity
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    hat i used to be
Lucy Calzada ‘18
w

this is his problem maybe mine
but not yours for what he left behind
no one wants to hold the girl
who’s been used up in a former world

if you don’t care to sew the seams
of the demons that he locked up in me
then you are not alone, you see
for I am not what i used to be

No, a simple word
Sometimes one’s first. 
Never fully questioned,

Mostly common sense as 
When asked to answer
What the two lettered

Word means, one responds
With the word at question. 
There’s no double meaning, 
No profound explanation. 
There’s no call for reason

Of misunderstandings.
It’s black and white, yes and no.

Two words fit to describe our society. 
They define us, and we let them. 

However, we seem to love our three
Lettered word better.

But why is that? Is three just greater than two? 
Can one not be satisfied by two,

Let alone just one wholesome human? 
For example, when one adds more to an 

Equation, lines are blurred. 
But that shouldn’t be the case, 

As to be an equation, there must be
An equal sign. But caught in the moment,

We forget simple math as lines become scribbles, 
As you take away my equal sign. But shouldn’t we
Be equal? Shouldn’t my equal sign be equal yours? 

After all it’s just two lines, 
Or two letters. Meaning, my no is equal to yours. 
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he Equality of Two
Kacie Frederick ‘19

This poem reflects on an abusive relationship and reminds 
us that we are all equal.

T

Maddie Walton ‘20|
Flower in the Garden|

Digital photograph|
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There on duty, snapping bold and red,
The flag of our great nation, tattered shred by shred.
We march we cheer, salute and sneer
As long as we have numbers, what need have we of fear?

Red Mother’s blood, red children’s tears
The crimson flag still flies—these reds of promised years.
Take aim and fire, eyes forw’rd, don’t tire
To hold the gun or face it—was that on the draft flyer?

Glinting medals, red patches grace our shoulders,
Something else, there resting too: our burdens large as boulders.
They wept, they begged—fell forward, weak-legged
But the enemy’s a liar; we’re good guys, so they said.

Black dreams last night, saw a fire burning red
And victories we lauded, all lying there quite dead.
Closed door, locked latch—dreaded time, the final catch. 
Is this what it truly meant: to wear the blood red patch? 

   he Red Flag
Graciela Valenzuela ‘18
T

Justine Walker ‘20|
Explore|
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I bought it in a cluttered tourist shop in Playa del 
Carmen, Mexico. With beaded braids in my hair 
and sand in between my toes and my flip flops, I 
handed the cashier one peso with a proudly and 
perfectly pronounced “gracias.” I like to imagine 
it was carefully created by one of the dozens of 
Mexican women peddling their woven wares on 
street corners and along the shoreline, their little 
girls running at their heels and shoving bracelets 

into my hands with smiling, innocent faces. For all 
I know now, it was made in China.

I’ve lost it probably a million times since that hot 
afternoon close to six years ago. It has traveled 

from pocket to purse to drawer, but always turns 
up somewhere in the end. It is worn now- certain-
ly not as flashy as my great-grandmother’s rosary, 
a weighty yet delicate silver and crystal heirloom 
gifted to me for my first communion. She slept 
with it every night under her pillow. I wouldn’t 
want to lose that. My blue knotted rosary from 
Mexico weighs four grams and is barely notice-
able in my back pocket or wrapped around my 
wrist. It fits perfectly in the palm of my hand. 

I know it is what I would turn to in my last mo-
ments before death. I know my shaking hands 

would finger the beads, just as they have dozens 
of times before, as a waves of bullets rain down 

around me. I know it is what I would carry. 

     hat Would I Carry?
Anna Rehagen ‘18

W
A response to The Things They Carried by Tim 

O’Brien, a novel about the Vietnam War



My day begins the same way 
it has for the last few weeks. I wake up 
with a start, scared out of my mind by the 
nightmare that consumes me. I lay there 
for some time, then grudgingly roll out of 
bed. I quickly descend the stairs, not even 
bothering to get out of my pajamas. My 
brother stands next to the counter, holding 
it so tight that his knuckles shine white. My 
little sister sits on the floor playing with 
her favorite toy horse, a gift from Santa 
last December. I don’t even acknowledge 
them. My first thought, my only thought, 
is my mom. She is sleeping right now, but 
I kiss her anyway. I move to the floor and 
position myself so I am still able to hold her 
hand. I stay like this for hours, watching 
her chest rise and fall to the rhythm of her 
breathing. My mind begins to wander to a 
different place. A place without chemo, a 
place without pain meds, a place without 
tumors. I push this place away quickly be-
cause it’s too dangerous to think that way, 
to hope that way. Instead, I close my eyes 
and drift off to sleep, my hand interlaced 
with hers.

The noise from the kitchen rouses 
me awake. Dinner has arrived. I’m not 
hungry. In fact, I haven’t been hungry all 
month. I decide to go for a drink instead, 

and as I’m walking to the fridge, I overhear 
my dad crying. His quiet sobbing stops me 
in my tracks. I haven’t heard him cry since 
my mom’s first surgery two years ago. My 
mind instantly travels back to that hot sum-
mer night. The hospital was so quiet that 
my footsteps echoed through the halls, 
and I was relieved to finally make it to her 
room. My relief left as quickly as it came 
the second I saw her. She sat propped up in 
bed, a grimace of pain smeared all over her 
face. Yet as I entered, she looked up and 
smiled at me; almost immediately, a wave 
of pain rushed through her small frame, 
and the smile disappeared. I had never 
been more terrified in my life. 

So as I see the tears streaming 
down my father’s face, my heart suffo-
cates. I know what it means. He opens his 
mouth as if he is going to speak, but no 
words come out. He only shakes his head. 
A million feelings collapse on me at once, 
but they all scream the same sentence: 
I’m going to lose her. It is a thought I had 
always known existed, but never one I 
had the strength to consider. For the past 
two years, the focus was fighting, battling, 
winning. Losing was never an option, never 
accepted, never acknowledged. Yet some-
how, here I was, losing. 

I lay in bed that night, staring at 
my ceiling as thousands of questions enter 
my head. How could God let this happen 
to her? How can I live without her? Who 
is going to watch Friends with me now? 
My thoughts are interrupted as my door 
swings open. I quickly roll over, and my 
clock reads 3:30 A.M. Panic crushes me like 
a wave. I shoot up in bed, my mind racing 
a thousand miles per hour. “Avery,” my 
aunt says, “you need to come downstairs. 
We called the ambulance. You need to say 
goodbye.” The words suck all of the air 
out of the room. “Goodbye” echoes in my 
ears. I fly down the stairs. No one acknowl-
edges me as I walk into the dimly lit room. 
My dad stands clutching my mom’s fragile 
hand. My brother stands opposite him, a 
reflection of my father. I stop myself from 
running to her, a part of me believing that 
if I refuse to say goodbye, she won’t have 
to leave. If I run back to my bed, I will wake 
up, and she will be here in the morning. If I 
do nothing, then all of this sadness will go 
away.  I then hear the faint ringing of the 
ambulance siren, and my stubbornness is 
overcome. I run to her and melt into her 
warm hug. Instantly, everything else disap-
pears. All of my fears, all of my pain, all of 
my sadness, dissolve into thin air. 

  our Hand in Mine
Avery Englemen ‘19

Y
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Peace floods my veins. I coexist 
with her until the red and blue lights fill my 
house. My heart screams to hold on, but 
I’m too weak to struggle. My peace morphs 
into an all-consuming sadness. For the first 
time in my life, I feel like a stranger in my 
own home. I walk around aimlessly for 
some time until I find myself in my mom’s 
bed. As soon as I slip into the covers, I am 
filled with her presence. I turn to face her 
bedside table, and my eyes fall on an old 
family photo. It was taken years ago when 
my mom’s hair was long, when I thought 
Advil was the strongest pain medicine in 
the world, and when I never once worried 
that I wouldn’t see my mom smile again. 

Through the power of God himself, 
I had two more weeks with her when she 
came back home from the hospital. I got to 
see her smile again, hear her laugh again, 
even listen to her sing again. She came 
home, and I spent every free moment I had 
by her side, holding her hand in mine.
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   astewater
Caroline Peng ‘18

[Selected extracts from the unpublished drafts of Dr. Marcelina Fernandez, salvaged from her Manila laboratory]

December 1977, Tainan

#57, Bloomi: They live beneath the surface of humanity, in the gaps between tension and the depths. They are dry and shriveled crea-
tures of fairly human appearance, mouths bunched and ragged, eyes crusted and burrowed, lives drained but still floating, bundled 
along by the people-tide.

She looked just like you as she stood there by the fruit stand, leaning into the shade, as if the last drop of water had been 
siphoned from your tissues and your voice were made of feathers. She peered at curling dragonfruit and spotted mangoes and cloying 
sugar-apples, but not because she wished to eat them (unlike you).

Bloomi do not require food; in essence ,they are undead, without need of sustenance or ambition to even impersonate the vigor of 
life… Nevertheless Bloomi are not lawless—they exist subject to the power of the living, unable to enter homes unbidden. [See #14, 
Vampires for additional information]

When she lived, she had laughed to think that antipathy could ever hurt her, but distrust and inhospitality had proved a harsher 
blow than she could have foreseen. Now family depended wholly on invitation and refusals were all she received. So she moved on, past 
the acrid citruses and the waxy striped tarp and any notion of necessity to the next pause. 

Through the wispy, graying afternoon, she walked the city streets in a familiar circuit—the uniformly bold convenience stores, 
the peeling blue bench, the dim muffled stationery store full of imported pens and paper printed with stars and cats and pinks that she 
used to be able to love—until the leaves were mere silhouettes against the sky and she would turn into an alleyway, a new one every 
day.  

Today a drizzle had begun as she wandered through the mess of parked motorcycles, and she pressed close to the overhanging 
ledges, never having liked the feeling of humidity turned visceral, of showers of hoarded compassion, of the world renewing in apathy. 

W
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Hands drifting across rumpled gaps in the brick and distaste growing, she stopped underneath the doorway of an apartment building as 
low and concretely washed-out as the others. 

She waited for the skies to dry.

…When Bloomi are rained on they become softer, blurred and smeared with an idea of humanity…

She looked more like you than you do behind the sheets of rain and chilling air to the teenager who opened the apartment door. 
Still except for a curious raising of eyebrows, her hand mid-turn on the doorknob, the girl looked at her long and openly and said, 

“Are you looking for someone? Do you need to come in?” 

No one had ever asked. No one had ever even looked. Already shying away in alarm and disbelief, she tried to hide her pale eyes 
with thin hair and blur her bare feet with distance. 

“No,” she answered instinctively, even as something inside her screamed yes, yes, yes please—it was not her heart, because 
hers was buried 5,800 miles away under Carinthian ruins, but perhaps the cavity it left could speak too. “No, I couldn’t, I was just—rest-
ing—” She tried to rasp an explanation about shelter from the rain and imposition as she backed away from the concerned features and 
the outstretched hand, the warmth of which she dreamed had already reached her. Then she was splashing into the cold blue evening, 
yellow streetlights fading into space and leaking into puddles on the pavement…

15 years ago I met one. She was strange and wavering and disappeared almost immediately in the wet night, leaving me staring after 
her entirely [unintelligible]. Sometimes I think I see her hair threading its way through the power lines before receding back to the 
clouds.

… but she had overestimated both the cruelty of the sky and of herself as she cut into the open, and suddenly the drizzle was 
a storm, sinking into her pores, filling the hollows of her eyes, twisting into her hair, saturating what it should never have touched, until 
she trembled and melted and fell apart into only a puddle on the ground and a trickle into the drain to settle slowly on the greasy waves, 
overflowing fingers reaching, with the perpetuity of the undead through the gaps in the sewer grate, for the moon.
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   mall BumpS
Emma Tanner ‘19

i wake up and i see
a small bruise grazed across a pale temple
a bump
a gash

i close my eyes and try to remember.
all i can see is the fist
that i blocked from your rosy cheek 
with my own. 
i can see the words that they hurled at you
the arms that grabbed at you
the legs that i tried to block from your 
gentle frame

but i couldn’t. 

i felt a single, salty tear trail down my 
swollen cheek as you smiled at me

i couldn’t 
i can’t

save you.

as i drifted back to darkness
i whispered a silent apology

and your tender lips made their way 
to mine.

but why? 

EAL OR NOT REAL 

Dedicated to my big brother, Jaycob, who suffers from schizophrenia
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R

|Triana Gorman ‘17
|Wings
|Encaustic

Tears dripping down my face,
The smell of bacon in the morning,

The man you catch in the corner of your eye.
You continue to ask, “Real or not real?”

Two pills in the morning,
Three more an hour after,

Then repeat it 12 hours later,
And yet again, “Real or not real?”

As you feel the water glide down your throat,
Down your esophogus and your pipe,

Never again stop asking,
Real or not real?

Kendall Griffin ‘20
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These two pieces were inspired by a geometry class 
field trip to the Museum of Geometric and MADI 
(Movement, Abstraction, Dimension, Invention) 
Art in downtown Dallas, a collection of exhibits 
showcasing the work of contemporary artists who 
push the boundaries of color and geometric forms. 
Students use mathematical transformations such 
as dilations and rotations to create unique geo-
metric compositions and bring to life the skills they 
learn in class.

Tunnel in the Deep consists of translations of 
triangle rotated 90 degrees in each direction, 
creating the illusion of a passageway continuing 
forever. The color scheme conveys a bleak, frigid 
atmosphere, while the color gradient from white 
to black produces an optical illusion. 

 -Anna Rehagen ‘18

For Couleurs Etincelantes, I chose oil paint so the 
colors would be bright and added crystals and the 
surrounding triangles to give the painting a 3D 
effect. 

-Meg Lemler ‘20

|Anna Rehagen ‘18
|Tunnel in the Deep
|Mixed media artwork

Meg Lemler ‘20|
Couleurs Etincelantes|
Mixed media artwork|

MADI Art
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  he Wave
Danielle Cruz ‘17
T

 Leah surveyed the drinks cooler for something to 
complement her chicken tenders. She settled on lemonade and 
proceeded to the end of the check-out line. 
 Fourteen students to go. She sighed. Her stomach had 
been growling since the beginning of second period, and Ms. 
Espinoza hadn’t let her eat in class. Oh well. She scanned the 
cafeteria for her friends’ faces, instead finding a world history 
textbook resting on a nearby table. Ah yes, the good old glory 
days of sophomore history. Partially obscured by the glare re-
flecting off its glossy surface, the cover of the textbook featured 
several monuments from all over the world: the Great Wall of 
China, Pyramids at Giza, Easter Island heads. 
 That’s funny, Leah thought. Her uncle had recently 
returned from a month-long trip to South America, and just last 
week, he showed her all of the exciting pictures from his vaca-
tion. One was a humorous shot taken from an angle to make it 
look like his head was as big as the Easter Island statues. Her un-
cle explained how the heads were taller than two-story houses 
and heavier than his green 4x4 truck, and no one knew out how 
the ancient South American peoples got them there in the first 
place. It was a mystery that particularly puzzled Leah, piquing 
her insatiably curious mind. Out of the six billion people alive 
today, and the billions more who are no longer alive, how can no 
one single person have the answer to the question of how they 
were transported? Yeah sure, they’re pretty big heads and they 
were constructed a long time ago, but somebody must know, 
Leah reasoned. Maybe the ancient South Americans rolled the 
heads all the way up the hills? Maybe they used sleds to haul 
them over the hundreds of miles of land? Maybe they just built 
the heads at the very top of the hill and actually didn’t have to 
move them at all? Maybe an entire tribe just devoted generation 
after generation of lives to transporting those heads to the top 

of the hill for some reason? Maybe centuries of rain just hap-
pened to erode the cliffs of a hill into a shape that somewhat 
resembles a head, and tourists today just refuse to believe that 
this is all a coinciden—No, wait. OF COURSE. Leah solved the 
baffling mystery. The South Americans obviously transported 
the heads by using— 
 A wave. “Jeez, Leah, you’re holding up the line,” Ma-
teo interrupted, clearly exasperated as he flapped his obnox-
ious hand in her face. Leah blinked away her blank stare and 
noticed the huge gap between her and the person in front of 
her. “Ahhhh! Sorry, you guys.”
 She took three huge steps forward to catch up with 
the next person and continued to string along her Easter Island 
head theory. But she couldn’t remember which hypothesis she 
had settled upon. Maybe it would come back to her later.
 After paying for her food, Leah forged a path through 
the churning sea of high-schoolers, making her way to the 
lunch table where her friends were already digging their forks 
into bowls of macaroni and cheese. 
 “It was so cool! I’d never seen them up that close 
before, and the best part was that we even got to feed them!” 
Sofia said, already halfway done with her lunch.
 “Wait Sofia, what are you talking about?” Leah asked, 
just now starting to devour her cold chicken tenders.
 “Our Environmental Science field trip. We went to the 
aquarium and got to feed all these different animals.”
 “Seriously? No way! My little brother’s been dying to 
visit. We’re planning on going for his birthday.”
 “Yes! Definitely go! I mean it sucks that we have a test 
over our field trip next period, but the turtles were so cute, so 
it was worth it.”
 Turtles. Leah had been studying them in pre-calculus. 
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Well, not turtles themselves but a paradox about them: Zeno’s 
tortoise paradox. It hypothesized that a fast runner (Achilles) 
could never overtake a slow runner (a tortoise) in a race since the 
fast runner must always first catch up to where the slow runner 
was; by that time, the slow runner will have run even farther. 
Again, this impossibly perplexing paradox racked Leah’s brain. 
She knew that hundreds of mathematicians have upheld the logic 
behind Zeno’s paradox, but the mere idea of it all failed to come 
together and make sense. There must be some way Achilles could 
catch up to the tortoise. Perhaps Zeno mistakenly overlooked an 
essential piece to the paradoxical equation when reasoning his 
argument, and no one has realized his slip-up. Perhaps Achilles 
could only catch up to the tortoise during a lag in the space-time 
continuum, which hasn’t yet occurred in history. Perhaps Achilles 
could catch up to the tortoise with the help of ever-slightly-shift-
ing plate tectonics that would bring him 0.000001 centimeters 
closer to the tortoise in order to finally overtake it—No, wait. 
OF COURSE. Duh, how had she ever passed over such an evident 
answer? Obviously, Achilles could overtake the tortoise in the case 
that he—
 A wave. “Leahhhh? Helloooo? Anybody home?” Elliot 
joked, waving his hand back and forth directly in Leah’s field of 
vision as she blinked away her blank stare. Gosh, why did she keep 
zoning out? 
 “Aghhhh, sorry. What were you saying?” Leah answered, 
her face turning bright red.
 Sofia and Elliot chuckled in unison. “Just asking how old 
your brother’s turning this year. Isn’t he like eight now?”
 “Oh nine, actually,” Leah said, still embarrassed for so 
impolitely ignoring the surrounding conversation. But anyway, 
back to Zeno’s paradox. If only she could remember what her 
last thought had been. Darn, she had really been on the edge of 
ground-breaking revelation with that one. Maybe it would come 
back to her later. “So, uh, how’s the studying going? I heard the 
Bio test wasn’t too bad.”
 Sofia sighed, blowing her bangs up off her face and re-
vealing a pair of dark circles under her tired eyes. “Not terrible… I 

stayed up until 2 A.M. last night though, so I’ll probably fall asleep 
during the test. I just couldn’t understand the mutations part! I 
spent like five hours reviewing that section.”
 “Oh yeah, I got really confused on that chapter too,” af-
firmed Elliot. “Man, I’m just praying for the best on this one. I was 
so lost when Mrs. Lucero explained the part about how cancer 
cells don’t stop dividing; I hope that it’s not on there.”
 But really, what was up with cancer cells? Leah pon-
dered. She remembered her brother enduring the wrath of cancer 
treatment just years ago and decided that no kid should ever have 
to experience that. Just what about cancer cells made them so 
relentless in dividing and multiplying? And why was this process so 
irreversible? From the hours spent in her brother’s hospital room 
with the pediatric oncologist nearby, Leah had learned that cancer 
cell reproduction occurred in the last mitotic phases of mutated 
cells. But the thing was that no one knows why these cells refuse 
to follow genetic code and instead choose to rapidly reproduce on 
their own. There must be some sort of way to cure this life-claim-
ing disease, she concluded. Maybe instead of researching how to 
prevent cancer mutations from occurring in the first place, doctors 
should research how to reverse cell reproduction? Maybe reversal, 
not prevention, would cure the disease? After all, one cancer cell 
isn’t the issue; it’s millions of cancer cells altogether, right? Maybe 
anti-aging medications could work to backtrack on multiplying 
cells? Maybe one day, before a cure is ever found, cancer will al-
ready have been wiped out of human DNA thanks to the evolution 
in future generatio—No wait. OF COURSE. Leah slapped her face 
with her palm in disbelief. She could’ve found the cure years ago! 
The only surefire way to cure cancer is to—
 A wave. “Earth to Leah? Earth to Leah?” Sofia teased. Her 
five fingers rudely dancing just millimeters away from Leah’s eye-
lashes, interrupting her vision. “Back to reality – snap out of it!”
 Again, Leah blinked away her blank stare, but this time 
a little annoyed. She just knew that her cure for cancer theory 
would never come back to her. Just like it hadn’t with the Easter 
Island heads and with Zeno’s paradox.
 “Wow, you really seem to live in your head 24/7…”
 Sometimes, Leah just wished she could. 
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With each second,
the ticking clock

sends another wave,
and you think

What could you have done
to remember and to save

the score on your forehead.
It is a long wave,

a dark walk
on the ocean floor
with schools of fish

zipping towards their destination

and the black ink that rips through the 
water

to block your path
and the innocent, pink coral,

poking your legs at your every move.

Then, you realize
that you’re breathing

despite the water, 
and you float.

Floating to consciousness
With diminishing fear

like water draining
and a feeling

of pure relief,
yet the day remains a Monday,

but you remember
that you completed it

when deep in the ocean,
the schools of fish

turn in their papers
to improve the score 
on their foreheads.

  cean Anxiety
Morgan Andrulis ‘19

O

All night
the waves of anxiety

dominate
overwhelmingly.

Elenor Post‘19|
Rainbow Scales|

Watercolor on canvas|
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et Change
Hannah Ni’Shuilleabhain ‘17

S

Lights come up on a stage decorated in the style of a Victori-

an household. GENTLEMAN sits on a lounge chair clutching a 

hat in his hands nervously. LADY saunters in waving a fan in 

her face, causing the man to jump to his feet.

LADY [flustered]: Oh Gentleman, what a lovely surprise. Do 

tell me what has inspired you to make this trip? Perhaps to 

carry on the message of your mother’s delight at our plain 

décor?

GENTLEMAN [letting out a small laugh]: Never, Lady, 

although you know my mother well. Pardon her language, 

but she has mentioned on more than one occasion how 

your furnishings ‘leaves much to be desired.’

LADY: Hmph. Then why the spontaneous visit? 

GENTLEMAN: To request your company for a stroll in the 

park.

LADY: Oh my!

[The lights cut out, and LADY and GENTLEMAN exit stage left 

as CREWMEMBER #1, #2 and #3 enter stage right.]

CREWMEMBER #1 [attempting to lift the lounge chair]: 

Okay, big mistake on the authentic Victorian chairs. We 

should’ve changed this in run-throughs. Either of you gon-

na help me?

CREWMEMBER #2 [clearing off the side table]: Maybe you 

should ask Crewmember #3. He seems perfectly happy 

flexing his friendly side more often these days.

CREWMEMBER #3 [stops dragging a small park bench 

onstage]: Wow, you really couldn’t wait til after the show? 

Fine, we’ll talk now. She just wanted my opinion on some 

clothes.

CREWMEMBER #1 [dragging on the park bench]: Guys, 

Gary’s gonna put up the lights in like 2 seconds can we 

just—

CREWMEMBER #2 [bringing on a tree from stage right]: 

Clothes? More like jeans—SKINNY jeans. 

CREWMEMBER #3: Do you really think—

CREWMEMBER #1 [pushing the two other CREWMEMBERS 

offstage]: OFF, OFF, OFF!
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[Lights come up on the stage, enlightening a set resembling a 

city park. GENTLEMAN and LADY stroll arm-in-arm, with LADY 

holding a small parasol.]

LADY: A truly pleasant day, wouldn’t you agree?

GENTLEMAN: Charming, indeed. Only to be outshone by 

your smile.

LADY [blushing]: Oh Gentleman, you are too much!

[The lights cut out again, and LADY and GENTLEMAN exit 

stage right, shuffling past CREWMEMBER #1, #2 and #3 as they 

come onstage.]

CREWMEMBER #1 [struggling to push the tree off stage left]: 

If I find the wise guy who thought tape was the best way to 

attach the leaves…Humph!

CREWMEMBER #2 [picking up the left side of the park 

bench]: So you’re really sticking to that story, huh? I can’t 

believe—I saw the screenshots!

CREWMEMBER #3 [picking up the right side of the park 

bench]: Maybe if you would actually trust me for once 

instead of your friends—who by the way definitely have 

ulterior motives—we wouldn’t have this argument EVERY 

OTHER WEEK.

CREWMEMBER #1 [throwing fallen foliage off stage left 

while dragging on the lounge chair]: Gary is losing it over the 

walkie can we—

CREWMEMBER #2 [disappearing behind the curtains of 

stage right]: You just can’t stand—

CREWMEMBER #3 [following CREWMEMBER #2 backstage 

with the other end of the bench]: Oh please tell me what I 

can’t stand. 

CREWMEMBER #1 [running off to stage right behind them]: 

SHUT UP.

[Lights come up on the stage to reveal the first set, a living 

room. LADY sits reading a book on the lounge chair, and 

looks up when GENTLEMAN stumbles onto the stage out of 

breath.]

LADY [Standing and closing the book]: My, what is the 

meaning of this grand entrance?

GENTLEMAN [struggling to catch his breath]: I ran all twelve 

blocks to your home, worried any more time away from 

you would lessen the affection you hold in your heart for 

me.

LADY: Why, never. If such a thing were possible, pigs would 

fly above our chimneys. 

GENTLEMAN: Lady, would you do me the great honor of 
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|Isabella Arsenault ‘18
|Stories of Self Help
|Digital Photography

becoming my wife?

LADY: Oh, nothing would make me merrier!

[The two embrace as the lights cut out once more. LADY and 

GENTLEMAN exit stage right as CREWMEMBER #1, #2 and #3 

enter stage left.]

CREWMEMBER #1 [placing down a thin arch wrapped with 

flora midstage]: Pigs flying over chimneys? Really? Who 

wrote this crap?

CREWMEMBER #2 [dragging off the lounge chair to stage 

right]: …and you never told me where you were going last 

week. It’s not that hard to be honest. You know what, I’m 

not having this conversation right now.

CREWMEMBER #1: Bright idea.

AUDIENCE MEMBER [shouting]: We can hear you.

CREWMEMBER #3 [following CREWMEMBER #2 offstage]: 

No we’re talking now, don’t walk away from me!

CREWMEMBER #1: Crewmember #3 you’re supposed to—

[Lights come up to show GENTLEMAN and LADY standing 

across from each other, hand in hand, with MINISTER be-

tween them. CREWMEMBER #1 is still visible on stage left.]

CREWMEMER #1 [Ducking behind the curtains of stage left]: 

C’mon Gary!

MINISTER: Now if the couple would like to proclaim their 

love—

CREWMEMBER #2 [offstage]: Would you like to go to the 

texts!?!

CREWMEMBER #3 [offstage]: LET’S.

[CREWMEMBER #2 and 3 storm across the stage, shocking 

MINISTER, GENTLEMAN and LADY.] 

LADY [throwing off her hat]: That is IT! I will not stand for 

this lack of professionalism!

[LADY storms off stage right, and GENTLEMAN AND MINISTER 

follow sheepishly.]

CREWMEMBER #1 [stepping out from behind the curtains 

to launch a small confetti cannon]: Mazel tov! Ugh… I gotta 

stop booking couples for this gig.

Lights cut out as the curtain comes down.
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Maggie Lenzen ‘17|
Princess and the Pea|

Charcoal on paper|



Lights fade in. We see a stereotypical class-
room full of desks and not much else. We 
see a southern, disgruntled, middle aged 
woman, MRS. SHERMAN, standing at her 
desk with a clipboard and a lot of paper. She 
is waiting patiently when in walks student, 
BOBBY BETTER. BOBBY is currently on a lot 
of Benadryl. He is having an allergic reaction 
to some nut that was in his banana nut 
muffin he had an hour ago. The side effects 
of the Benadryl have caused him to have a 
loopy demeanor and slurred speech.

MRS. SHERMAN: Welcome to the SAT. Can 
I see your ID and admissions ticket?
BOBBY: Here ya go.
[BOBBY hands MRS. SHERMAN his ID and 
ticket.]
MRS. SHERMAN: Thanks Bobby!
BOBBY: Oh, uh, one more thing. I have 
something that I think I am legally obligat-
ed to tell you.
MRS. SHERMAN [hesitantly]: Okay….
BOBBY: I am currently having an allergic 
reaction.
MRS. SHERMAN: Oh my--
BOBBY: No worries! I just took four tablets 
of Benadryl. I should be good.
MRS. SHERMAN: Should?

BOBBY: Nine times out of ten—totally 
alright. If not, I have my EpiPen with me. 
I just wanted you to be aware because I 
didn’t want to concern you if you saw me 
stabbing myself during the middle of the 
math section.
MRS. SHERMAN: Yes, that would be a 
cause for concern…Are—are you absolute-
ly sure that you’re ready for this test in your 
current… situation?
BOBBY: Oh, yeah! The real question is: is 
that test ready for me? [laughs obnoxiously]
MRS. SHERMAN: Okay, I… I really think you 
should go home.
BOBBY: No! I paid $55 to take this ACT, and 
this is one of the last chances I have to take 
it.
MRS. SHERMAN: Firstly, you’re taking the 
SAT. I imagine knowing that could be im-
portant. But if you can still form sentences, 
I guess… you can take the test if you want.
BOBBY: YAY!
MRS. SHERMAN: Alright, you’re in seat 
four. And don’t touch that EpiPen unless 
you’ve talked to me first.
BOBBY: Okie-dokie artichokie!
[BOBBY walks, or attempts to walk, to his 
desk and another student, CARTER ACRES, 
walks through the door.]

MRS. SHERMAN: Hello. Can I have your ID 
and admission ticket?
CARTER: Sure. Wait, ID?
MRS. SHERMAN: Yes. We need proof that 
you are who you say you are.
CARTER: Oh. Sure! Uh…Okay
[CARTER digs through his wallet for an ID. 
He pulls out a Starbuck gift card instead and 
hands it to MRS. SHERMAN with his admis-
sion ticket.]
MRS. SHERMAN: This is a Starbucks gift 
card. 
CARTER: Yes, but it says my name on it. 
[gesturing to his name on the card] Carter 
Acres.
MRS. SHERMAN: I don’t know if this is 
acceptable.
CARTER: You know what, why don’t you 
just… hold on to the card and think it over, 
if ya know what I mean. 
MRS. SHERMAN: I do know what you 
mean, and that would be bribery. 
CARTER: Oh c’mon! I am who I say I am, I 
swear. Hold on, does a school ID work?
MRS. SHERMAN: Yes! Why didn’t you start 
with that?
CARTER: Uh... I don’t really like to show it 
cause it’s a really bad picture.
MRS. SHERMAN: Well, now would be a 

  he Worst Four Hours of Your Life
Anna Zagorski ‘17
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time to show it because a $5 Starbucks 
gift card is not going to get you in to take 
this test. Now a $20 gift card... [checks his 
school ID] Okay. Please just sit down in seat 
number three, Carter. 
[CARTER takes his seat while ELLEN BEAL 
walks in wearing a skirt suit with a brief-
case.]
MRS. SHERMAN: ID and ticket please.
ELLEN: Here they are.
MRS. SHERMAN: Seat number nine, Ellen.
ELLEN: Of course!
[ELLEN takes her seat when NATALIE enters 
the room empty handed.]
NATALIE: Hi.
MRS. SHERMAN: Hi. Where’s your ticket 
and ID?
NATALIE: Oh. That.
MRS. SHERMAN: Yeah… That.
NATALIE: See, I didn’t get a ticket. 
MRS. SHERMAN: What’s your name?
NATALIE: Natalie Bowman.
MRS. SHERMAN: Well, you’re on my list, so 
you obviously signed up for this SAT. Did 
you get any sheet of paper that printed 
after you signed up?
NATALIE: Oh, are you talking about the 
admission ticket?
MRS. SHERMAN: Yes, that’s exactly what 
I’m talking about.
NATALIE [matter-of-factly]: Oh… Well I 
didn’t think that was important, so I threw 
it away.
MRS. SHERMAN: You didn’t think it was 
important? The word “admission” is in its 
description, for Pete’s sake!

NATALIE: I’m sorry. I didn’t know.
MRS. SHERMAN [with gritted teeth]: Okay, 
just take seat number eight then. [looks at 
phone to check the time while as she sees 
the long line of students waiting to come in.]
MRS. SHERMAN: Okay it’s 7:59, so every-
one else just pick a seat.  We’re about to 
begin. [Everyone sits down and gets ready 
to take their tests.] I’ll be coming around 
the room checking all of your calculators 
to make sure that they are approved and 
while I do that, I want to go over some 
ground rules.
[MRS. SHERMAN walks around the room 
checking each student’s calculator.]
MRS. SHERMAN [in a quick manner]: 
Alright, absolutely no electronics, food, 
drinks, scrap paper, highlighters, pens, 
mechanical pencils, talking, and any kind of 
fun during this lovely time we get to spend 
together today.
SHAWNA: I’m sorry, did I hear that we 
couldn’t have any food?
MRS. SHERMAN:  Yes. You can’t eat or 
drink anything in the testing room.
SHAWNA: What??? [anxiously] You’re telling 
me that I paid money to be stuck in a room 
full of people I don’t know taking a com-
plex test full of questions that I don’t know 
the answer to for the opportunity to wait 
over a month to see if I got a good enough 
score to give me a chance to get into the 
college I want to go to, and now I—I can’t 
even eat my Goldfish?
MRS. SHERMAN: More or less, yes.
SHAWNA: And what about my Fitbit? Does 

that count as an… electronic?
MRS. SHERMAN [confused and almost dis-
gusted]: What is a “Fitbit”?
SHAWNA: Oh it’s just a device that 
counts…
MRS. SHERMAN: Oh it counts? No, no, no, 
no. The only things that you’re allowed to 
have that can count during this test are 
your calculator and brain.
SHAWNA: Y—You don’t understand. It just 
calculates how many steps I take.
MRS. SHERMAN: Well, uh, how many steps 
do you think you’re going to take during a 
four hour test in which you’re not permit-
ted to move?
SHAWNA [reluctantly]: Probably none.
MRS. SHERMAN: That’s sounds about right! 
Now I need to take all of your electron-
ics. All of your devices including the... the 
bitfits.
NATALIE: What happens if you don’t have a 
calculator?
MRS. SHERMAN: Y—you don’t have a 
calculator?
NATALIE: No ma’am. I didn’t think it was 
important.
MRS. SHERMAN: Then what do you think 
is important? You knew that there is math 
section that you are allowed to use a calcu-
lator with, right?
NATALIE: Yes, but I didn’t think I needed to 
bring one! Look, can I just borrow some-
one’s backup calculator?
MRS. SHERMAN: No, that’s against the 
rules.
NATALIE: Fine! I just won’t use one.
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MRS. SHERMAN: Alright. Any more ques-
tions?
BOBBY: Does anyone hear a siren?
MRS. SHERMAN: No, Bobby. No one hears 
a siren. Alright. Now before we begin, I 
have realized that the clock in this room 
says that it is 3:20, which it clearly isn’t. But, 
uh, I have a timer on my cellular device, so 
if you would like, we can just use that as 
our “clock.” Does anyone have any objec-
tions?
[Everyone is silent and looks like they want 
to die.]
MRS. SHERMAN: I’m gonna take that as a 
no. Please remove everything from your 
desk besides your No. 2 pencils.
BOBBY [stifling a laugh]: Number two… 
pencils. [chuckles]
MRS. SHERMAN [sighs while she picks up 
the Scantrons and test booklets]: Okay 
everyone. [walks around and passes out the 
Scantrons] Please turn to page one of your 
Scantron and in box one fill out your name 
and address. Bubble in the corresponding 
letters and numbers below.
MARSHALL [raises hand]: Um… What if our 
first name has more letters than available 
boxes?
MRS. SHERMAN: That’s okay. Just fill in the 
first six letters.
MARSHALL: See, that’s a problem for me. 
Since my name is Marshall, which is eight 
letters, the first six letters are Marsha. 
Marsha is a girl’s name. So what happens 
if there is a Marsha Bell who is out there 
taking this exact test? Will I get her score?

BOBBY: Marsha, Marsha, Marsha.
MRS. SHERMAN: I honestly highly doubt 
there is someone named Marsha Bell taking 
this exact test at the same time as you. 
Why don’t you take the test as Marsha Bell 
today and email the College Board about 
your identity crisis tomorrow?
MARSHALL [doubtfully]: Okay. 
MRS. SHERMAN: Great! Now! Has everyone 
filled out their name and address?
[Everyone gives a slow nod.]
MRS. SHERMAN: Alrighty. [picks up and 
reads from book. She reads very slowly and 
holds to book up to her face because of her 
poor eyesight.] We are now ready to begin 
the SAT test. Please open your Scantron 
to page two, section one. You will have 65 
minutes to complete this section. Your time 
begins now.
[MRS. SHERMAN starts the timer. The stu-
dents frantically open their test booklets in 
unison. Students scribble for a few seconds 
before everyone freezes except ELLEN. ELLEN 
speaks her inner thoughts to the audience as 
a soliloquy.]
ELLEN [quickly]: Okay, I have 65 minutes 
to answer 52 questions with 5 passages 
in total. That means that I can only spend 
13 minutes on each passage. If it takes me 
approximately 4.5 minutes to read each 
passage, that means I will have a remaining 
8.5 minutes to answer questions. If the av-
erage number of questions per passage is 
10.4, I will have approximately 1.22 minutes 
to answer each question… Wait! I forgot to 
figure in the amount of time it would take 

for me to figure out the amount of time I 
have per question and passage. I have to 
start over.
[Everyone continues to work for a few 
seconds. Then everyone freezes except for 
SHAWNA.]
LUCY: You’ve got this. You can figure it 
out. Mmkay. It’s either B or D... You know 
what…I’m gonna go with D because the 
last three have been B and four B’s in a row 
is just not possible. Alright, next question: 
Which of the following sentences provides 
enough evidence to justify the answer to 
the previous question? [looks up to audi-
ence out of desperation] Shoot.
[Everyone continues to work for a few 
seconds. Then they all freeze except for 
NATALIE.]
NATALIE: Number 5. What is the author’s 
tone indicating in paragraph 3? Hmm… that 
doesn’t sound very important to me, so I’ll 
just skip that one. [flips page]
[Everyone continues to work for a few 
seconds. Then they all freeze except for 
CARTER.]
CARTER: Hmmm… Definitely D. [sniffles] 
What’s that? Oh no. That—that smells like 
blood. Is my nose about to bleed? Oh no. 
[frantically sniffing] No no no no no no no 
no. I—I don’t have any tissues. [plugs his 
nose] This can NOT be happening! KEEP IT 
IN, CARTER! WILL YOURSELF! [aggressively 
sniffs] Oh no. It’s coming. Oh God! It’s on 
the freaking Scantron. HOW IS IT POSSI-
BLE THAT THE BLOOD LANDED SMACK 
ON ANSWER CHOICE E? I CHOSE D. D. I—I 
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CHOSE D. [raises hand… waves… makes 
weird noise]
MRS. SHERMAN: Oh my God. [runs in circles 
frantically] Where are the tissues?!!! I don’t 
think there are any tissues… Hold on, here 
they are! [walks to CARTER]. Oh no it’s 
everywhere. [solemnly] I mean it is every-
where.
CARTER: Ya think I don’t know that?
MRS. SHERMAN: Okay, okay. I don’t think 
you can leave the testing center, so once 
your nose stops bleeding, just keep taking 
the test.
CARTER: Okay. Well, do I get the time back 
I lost?
MRS. SHERMAN [laughs]: No. Once that 
time starts, you never get it back… I’ll just 
leave these tissues with you.
[Everyone continues to work for a few sec-
onds. Then they all freeze except for BOBBY.]
BOBBY: I love bubbling in the Scantron.
[gasps] You know what!? I should totally 
draw a smiley face in each bubble!! I think 
that would make the test center Scantron 
reader people very happy. [solemnly] There 
aren’t enough smiley faces in the world!
[Everyone continues to work for a few 
seconds. NATALIE takes out her Goldfish 
and starts eating them loudly. Then they all 
freeze except for LUCY. There is a beeping 
noise.]
LUCY: Oh my gosh. Did my watch just beep? 
Oh no. This is brand new watch. I don’t 
know how to turn it off. [another beeping 
noise] Oh no. Ohhh no. How do I turn it off? 
Is it going to beep every [another beeping 

noise] Okay okay okay okay. Maybe if I just 
hit it reeeaallly hard it will stop. [hits it real-
ly hard and there are more beeping noises] 
Oh god, I made it worse. Shut up shut up 
shut up. Oh my goodness. WHY WON’T 
THIS SHUT UP? [shakes vigorously and then 
the watch flies off] Oh shoot.
MRS. SHERMAN: Times up. Please close 
your test booklet and place your answer 
sheet inside the front of the booklet. We 
will now have a break. If you wish to use 
the bathroom or eat or drink, please step 
outside. [walks to LUCY] Okay, well I’m 
going to have to keep your flying watch 
outside because it is making too much 
noise. You can get it after the test. Oh and 
Shawna? Now is the right time to eat the 
rest of your Goldfish.
SHAWNA: Sorry ma’am.
[ELLEN opens her briefcase to reveal two 
bottles of hand sanitizer. She carefully hands 
CARTER on of the hand sanitizers and uses 
the other to wash her own hands. BOBBY 
does weird stretches in his seat, MARSHALL 
plays with his pencils, NATALIE naps, SHAW-
NA eats her Goldfish, and MRS. SHERMAN 
puts LUCY’s watch in the hall.]
BOBBY: You guys really don’t hear a siren?
All except BOBBY and MRS. SHERMAN: No.
[MRS. SHERMAN then quickly returns.]
MRS. SHERMAN: Break is over everyone. 
Please sit down. [Everyone returns to their 
seats begrudgingly. MRS. SHERMAN begins 
reading from the SAT book again very slow-
ly.] We will now begin the mathematics sec-
tion. You will have 35 minutes to complete 

this section. Please open your answer sheet 
to page 3, section 2. Now you may begin.
[Everyone continues to work for a few sec-
onds. Then they all freeze except for BOBBY.]
BOBBY: Hahahaha! These test writers are 
really funny. I love how they try to trick us. 
Like they are trying to tell me that this little 
eight on its side is a number? Hahahaha! I 
am too smart for you! That is not a num-
ber!!! That’s a race track! I’m gonna go with 
zero cause that’s a real number.
[Everyone continues to work for a few 
seconds. Then they all freeze except for 
MARSHALL.]
MARSHALL: Although I am an advocate 
for buying food in bulk, test writers, I think 
buying fifty-one hot dogs and thirty-two 
bratwursts is not only excessive and specif-
ic but a bit unreasonable. Not even Costco 
will sell you fifty-one hot dogs.
[Everyone continues to work for a few sec-
onds. Then they all freeze except for BOBBY.]
BOBBY: O... M... G! If you type 01134 in your 
calculator and turn it upside down, it says 
hello! [shows calculator to audience] HAHA! 
I HAVE A FRIENDLY CALCULATOR!
[Everyone continues to work for a few 
seconds. Then they all freeze except for MRS. 
SHERMAN.]
MRS. SHERMAN: I wonder how much time 
is left. Oh—oh no. This isn’t right. Why—
why does the timer say 0:00? [gasps] Oh 
my God. I must have pressed reset instead 
of start. OH NO! Can I just fudge the time? 
I can’t do that. Hold on, maybe someone 
looked at their watch when the section 
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began. Okay. Just calmly ask the kids.
MRS. SHERMAN: Hi… um… Did anyone 
look at their watch before this section 
started?
 [The room is silent.]
LUCY: I would have, but my watch is now in 
the hall because you thought it beeped too 
much.
MRS. SHERMAN: Of course I did. Okay. 
No one else? [pause] Well, I made a little 
mistake. I didn’t really… how do I put 
it? Start the timer when you began. So if 
anyone could take, I don’t know, a guess as 
to what time this section began, that would 
be super helpful.
[There is silence.]
MRS. SHERMAN: Well, if you can’t tell me, 
your test results are going to be canceled.
BOBBY [like Oprah]: Your test gets can-
celed! YOUR test gets canceled! YOUR TEST 
GETS CANCELED!
MRS. SHERMAN: Thanks for the visual, 
Oprah—
ELLEN: No one checked the time because 
we all thought you were going to do that 
for us. We can’t be held accountable for 
figuring out how much time has passed. 
That is not our job. It’s yours.
MRS. SHERMAN: Okay, well [nastily] Ellen 
seems to think none of you have any clue 
about how much time has passed. Is that 
right?
All [except MRS. SHERMAN]: Yes. Yeah…
MRS. SHERMAN: Hmm, maybe we’re 
looking at this the wrong way. How about 
we go throughout the room and say what 

question we are on?
LUCY: Isn’t that cheating?
MRS. SHERMAN [sharply]: NO! It is not 
CHEATING! Just say what you’re on.
LUCY: I’m on seventeen.
CARTER: Uh… Well, I’m on twelve.
ELLEN:  Thirteen.
BOBBY: I’m on TWO!
MARSHALL: Fourteen.
NATALIE: I’ve skipped around because a lot 
were unimportant, so I am technically on 
thirty five.
SHAWNA: Sixteen.
MRS. SHERMAN: Okay, Bobby and Natalie, 
we just aren’t going to count you. Can I 
borrow someone’s calculator?
NATALIE: I thought you said that was 
against the rules?
MRS. SHERMAN: Yeah, I’ve said a lot of 
things apparently.
LUCY: Here’s my backup calculator.
MRS. SHERMAN: If we add up all of your 
scores and then divide them by 8 minus 
Bobby and Natalie, which is 6, we’ll get the 
average number.
MARSHALL: OHHHH! That’s how you find 
the average. I gotta change my answer to 
number ten!
MRS. SHERMAN: Okay, the average is 
about 15. How quickly can you answer a 
question?
ELLEN: According to my previous calcu-
lations, I believe it would be around 1.33 
minutes per question for me in the calcula-
tor math section.
MRS. SHERMAN: Okay so 15 times [in a 

mocking tone] 1.33 is about twenty minutes. 
Yeah, it seems like it’s been twenty min-
utes. [sets timer for fifteen minutes] So the 
timer is set for 15 minutes. Please continue 
taking your test. And if you forget this, uh, 
ever happened when you recount your SAT 
experience to Mom and Dad today, that’d 
be totally fine. And if you need Carter’s 
Starbucks gift card to help you with coming 
to terms with how alright you are with this 
experience, just let me know.
CARTER [stands up]: Pardon me, but are 
you out of your mind right now?
MRS. SHERMAN: Excuse you.
CARTER [with intense rage]: No. Excuse 
you. You see, we paid… I don’t know… 
about $55 dollars to take this test in a 
calm environment. Now, I get it, you can’t 
control a nosebleed, or a kid on Benadryl, 
or a beeping, flying watch, but the one 
thing you can control is yourself. You are 
being paid to make sure that our testing 
room is just as fair as the testing room 
down the hall. And quite frankly, you’re 
doing a terrible job at it. You’ve run around 
the room looking for tissues, you’ve talked 
during testing time, and for goodness 
sake, you forgot to put on the dang timer 
that you convinced us to use. [nose starts 
to bleed again.] Oh, God. Not again [grabs 
tissue and plugs nose] Even if my Scantron 
wasn’t covered in blood to the point where 
it looks like I have sacrificed an animal on 
my desk, I know that my score would suffer 
because of you. And then you have the 
audacity to try to bribe us with my money? 
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So congratulations. You’re gonna get your 
job and your money but know that because 
of what you did today, some kid might not 
get the score they would have gotten had 
they had a different proctor.
MRS. SHERMAN: That’s enough. I get it. 
I have let all of you down today. But just 
because I’m your teacher, does not mean 
that I don’t get to be human. Every one of 
you has made a mistake or two on that test 
you’re supposed to be taking right now...
BOBBY [loud whisper]: She’s talking about 
me!
MRS. SHERMAN: And I’ve clearly made a 
couple of mistakes too. So why don’t we 
just go back to work, and I promise I won’t 
screw up again. [CARTER sits down and 
MRS. SHERMAN pauses and looks at the tim-
er.] Okay please don’t hate me. The timer 
was going throughout Carter’s speech, 
and it looks like you only have five minutes 
left… Do you think you can finish it in that 
time?
All except BOBBY: I guess so.
BOBBY: No!
MRS. SHERMAN: Alright. Back to work.
[Everyone continues to work for a few 
seconds. Then they all freeze except for 
MARSHALL.]
MARSHALL: How much algebra is on this 
test? I honestly feel like I have found “X” 
so many times it’s going to file a restrain-
ing order against me. Finally, some pic-
tures! Height of tree is 50 ft.… angle 30 
degrees…With the given info, find x...
Seriously?

[Everyone continues to work.]
MRS. SHERMAN: Alright! TIME IS UP! 
Open your test booklets to section 
3. You have 40 minutes for this math 
section.
Fire alarm goes off. 
MRS. SHERMAN: Are you freaking 
kidding me? 
LUCY [runs out of the classroom, 
screaming with a really deep voice]: OH 
MY GOD! FIRE!
[MARSHALL screams at a very high pitch 
and follows LUCY. CARTER walks out 
briskly with a box of tissues. NATALIE 
doesn’t think it’s important. SHAWNA 
clutches onto her Goldfish as she leaves. 
BOBBY, ELLEN, and MRS. SHERMAN are 
all standing.]
BOBBY: Why is everyone yelling?
ELLEN: Do you not hear the siren?
BOBBY: What siren? [an epiphany oc-
curs to BOBBY.] I heard a siren a while 
ago. OH MY GOD I’M PSYCHIC!
MRS. SHERMAN: I don’t get paid 
enough to do this. C’mon everyone. 
There could be a real fire. Let’s go! 

Everyone runs out the door and the 
lights fade to black.
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 apse of Literacy
Megan Choy ‘17

L

|Victoria Segovia ‘17
|Drive Through Volcano
|Digital photograph

The stench, pungent.
The air, stuffy.

The windows, caked with dust.
And, the personal space, non-existent.

12 bodies, 12 backpacks, 1 car.

I look up and take in my surroundings.
Look here! What is that?

Something catches my eye.
I am only able to see its reflection in the window, but I know.

A red, rectangular book lies innocently on the dashboard.

I make out the letters that adorn the front cover.
H-A-T-U

Hatu. 
“What is Hatu?” I ask myself repeatedly.

What is a Hatu?
Who is Hatu?

How does Hatu work?

Time passes.
5 minutes. 15 minutes. 30 minutes.

The question persists.
What is Hatu?

Amidst pondering the oh-so complex, mystical Hatu, I see a sign.
“Welcome to Utah.”
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Life is filled with uncertainties that we can’t contain in our box of certainties.

We must live on to further ourselves and always improve our capacities.

The unsuccessful and distraught year comes and goes rapidly

As if life just flew by with the blink of an eye.

One single choice can shape a life.

With one simple decision,

We’re alive.

Please strive

For a life you envision.

Don’t be fooled by mindless strife.

All that has to be done is endlessly try, try, try.

Others are too late to change their lives lived vapidly.

So when life hands you unexpected blessings or bizarre difficulties,

Shape your box of bland certainties with all of these life-fulfilling uncertainties.

 hape
Emilia Marroquin ‘17

S

Grace McCormack ‘18|
SeaHeel|

Ceramic sculpture|
Winner of Creative Industry Award for Creativity  

by the 2017 Annual National K12 Ceramic Competition

ESSE 2017|63

SeaHeel is a three-dimensional ceramic piece reflecting the captivity of the ecological world at the hands of humans. Using clay, glass, and 
lights, SeaHeel portrays the inhumane conditions in which animals live their lives for human consumption. 



64|ESSE 2017

To Whom It May Concern,
I wish that I could directly address you,

Classify you or call you by name,
But the more I learn about you,

The more I realize that none of you are the same.

They tell me you’re poor.
But what they say differs after that.

Some say it’s my fault,
Some say it’s yours.
As a matter of fact,

Let’s get to the core.

They tell me it’s called stigmatization,
A realization among a nation that stereotypes a group with condemnation.

The historians claim this sin began in the past
And will continue on to the last.

The sociologists claim the media exaggerates your situation 
In relation to an ethnic nation.

The anthropologists claim our own deeds as a society
Lead to our blindness of your variety.

With all of these different views,
I cannot tell which gives a real preview.

Sometimes I hear the historians,
The ones who say 

Everything from the Declaration to today
Conveys the stigmatization of poverty.
Because our society stereotyped prior,

  o Whom It May Concern:
A Letter to Those in Poverty

Cate Stuart ‘18

T
It has developed a habit

That has only grown higher.

Sometimes I hear the sociologists,
The ones who say 

That because the media primarily displays minority groups
In its poverty tributes,

We do not see the truly destitute.
Instead we connect the terms “racial” and “poor,”

As if they meant the same
In this game

Where we keep score.

Sometimes I hear the anthropologists,
The ones who say

Our callous society leads to the stereotyping
You experience today.

As hedonists and relativists,
We see you all as machines meant for our profit,

Not as the humans God made you bit by bit. 

But even with these voices in my head,
I still have to wonder, if not dread,

Does what I do 
Really affect you?

My conscience tells me yes;
Society tells me no.

Sometimes I’m caught in the middle,
Trapped in the thought of maybe so.

The philosophers tell me that this stereotyping
Is the reason for your crying.

That because I’m “deaf” to your needs,
I bring you to your knees.

Because of me,

You live in poverty.

But the modern press tells me that this stereotyping
Has little effect on you, does not cause your crying.

That stigmatization is a side effect of our nation,
Not anything I need to worry about in relation.

Not because of me,
No, I did nothing.

Even so, the researchers tell me that this stereotyping
Leaves an effect that falls in between.

Stigmatization affects you,
But not as much as the religious make it seem.

Maybe I help,
But I don’t cause 

You to live under poverty’s laws.

All these voices in my head,
I wish for once they would agree,

That they would find a compromise
And leave me with a clearer mind.

While I know the moralists would call for active change,
the majority of society would rather not rearrange.

But maybe that indifference is because they do not know you,
Nor do they know your faces and identities.

Since we do not know you,
We do not know how to change.

We are trapped in the dark
With no light in sight,

Just muddled and strange.

Therefore, before we even try to answer your cry,
We must reevaluate who you are and then address the why.

To redefine poverty, to be more inclusive, 
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Alizeh Hussain ‘17|
Mugshot|

Charcoal on paper|

To stop this stigmatization, to be less elusive,
We need to open our minds to

See that you are right before our eyes.

Then we can call for change,
For social reforms, for affirmative action, for understanding poverty,

We can leave nothing the same.

Because quite frankly,
Until we do just as such,

Poverty will remain in our midst,
As if begging to keep in touch.

So I wish I could address you,
Call you by a name,

But as now I understand,
None of you are the same.

Your label is a label,
But who has that label I cannot know.

Because as long as I stigmatize,
I ignore you, the downtrodden and low. 

So to whomever you are,
Living in poverty because of me,

I just wanted to say,
I’m sorry.

Sincerely,
Me.

Hello little girl, can you hear my voice
Above the crowd and roaring city noise

I see you stand in front of me, your chin raised toward the sky
But you don’t often come here, so I must ask you why

Why do you join me on this street, buildings overhead
Why do you stand so powerful, still and strong like lead

Why do you approach me so, without skipping a heartbeat
Why do you seem so certain and steady on your feet

I stand here guarding men in suits who hold purpose and power
I represent a strong country, one which others can’t devour

I seldom keep watch over you, for rarely here you roam
Yet here you stand before me, looking right at home

Fists upon your hips and determination ‘cross your face
Wind could nearly break you, but here you stand in place

While I didn’t at first expect you or your dark determined eyes
I bend and bow before, for soon I know you’ll rise

Inspired by the statue Fearless Girl on Wall Street
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September 11, 2001
Mary Katherine Golding ‘05

Archives
 Too young to remember the events of September 11, 2001, Ursuline students attended an assembly on Friday, September 16, 
2016, to hear from a panel of New York City first responders affected by the tragedies of September 11. The panel was one part of the 
Ground Zero Never Forget exhibit which also showcased artifacts from that day and offered a film entitled  Vito After, which followed 
the life of one responder.
 Family members of responders joined the Ursuline community to share their stories and answer questions about the terrorist 
attacks that occurred fifteen years ago. Hearing from the families was  incredibly heartbreaking, especially since students cannot remem-
ber the events. Teachers, students, and panelists alike could not keep tears from their eyes. Most of the student body had never heard 
such real accounts until Friday’s panel.
 I was born on September 11, 2001, so the events of my birthday have always been prominent in my life; every birthday has been 
filled with news broadcasts and headlines reporting on the terrorist attack. I celebrate my special day like everyone else, of course, with 
dessert, gifts, family, and friends; however, I have always had a thought in the back of my head for those in mourning, even occasionally 
feeling guilty for being so happy. In the past, I have always disliked my birthday because September 11 is such a sad day, but this presen-
tation changed my views and gave me more appreciation of my safety and blessings. While my birthday is recognized by most as a day of 
sadness and terror, it is also recognized by the US government as Patriot Day, to honor those who gave everything to protect the people 
of America. Hearing genuine, personal stories helped me see how real that day was and also helped me recognize that there is hope.
 The assembly helped everyone recognize the intensity and reality of September 11, 2001, and the importance of memorializing 
those whose lives were lost defending our country.
 -Kelly Mansour ‘19

The following poems were written by Ursuline students right after September 11, 2001.

Innocence caught at the break of dawn,
Time running out,

People gone.

Family crying days and nights,
Waiting for footsteps,

Or even a call.

Everyone shocked at such hate,
A world altered
Awaits its fate.

|Lauren Peebles ‘17
|9/11 360 Exhibit
|Digital photograph
|This wall displayed authentic replicas of               
missing posters for those in or around the                          
Twin Towers on September 11, 2001.
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I Know I Will Never Be the Same
*Anonymous ‘05

The sun rose high in the sky
Peaceful, calm, and fulfilling

There is a pain in my side
Fiery, burning, pain

My Insides start to crumble,
And I know I will never be the same.

People are running, falling, and dying
Rushing to escape from my fiery depths.

I crash down upon them,
And I know I will never be the same.

I am gone; nothing but my spirit is left.
My picture is on newspapers and magazines,

So all the world can see me
In my last agonizing moments 
Before I crashed to the Earth.

I look back and I know I will never be the same.

I will live forever,
Those people have not died in vain

I know this is true,
I know my country will never be the same.

*The only name on this poem from 2001.

Lauren Peebles ‘17 | 9/11 360 Exhibit | Digital photograph
This flag flew over Ground Zero the days after the attack. ESSE 2017|71

My Castle
Amanda Newton ‘05
A Tuesday morning,
Got ready for school.
My pink Barbie doll t-shirt
Looked oh so cool.
 
Recess came not soon enough,
I skipped gleefully over to the sandbox.
Today I was going to build
The biggest castle known to first graders.
 
It seemed like hours before
My castle towered towards the sky.
This grand construction
Nothing could tear down.
 
Or so I thought.
 
Tommy had a heart so cruel.
He took his monstrous toy plane
And drove it through my castle.
Not once, but twice.
 
My once so invincible castle
Crumbles to the ground.
I never thought it would crash and burn,
But it did.
 
My fingers rake through the remains, 
Searching for a way to cope.
Nothing can or ever will replace
My castle.

Sophia Schmidt ‘18 | 
9/11 360 Exhibit | 

Digital photograph|
The Survivor Tree, 

adorned with butterflies 
created from the metal 

of the Towers, now sits in 
the Senior Courtyard of 

Ursuline’s campus.



Buzzing phone far out of reach on a table:

Signaling me to unlock it
to discover everything it has to say,
it wants to draw as much attention
as it possibly can;
it wants more to be said
than just Buzzing Phone:
do not leave it alone

I want to whack it
with a hammer;
I want to remove
the battery and throw 
it across the room; I want
the buzzing phone to be
silent.
And you, sitting across 
the table, with your
hands fidgeting, and like the phone
rocking side to side: agitated:

Your words
do not move me
now, no matter how 
hard I try to act interested;
I am not.

Your sharp sounds
poison my head, filling
my mind with uncalled for information:

reasons behind your
stress, amounts of homework,
your tiredness; your frustration
towards school; your grades.

These wired monologues
make me want to
shake you into saying nothing;
now I’d sew your mouth
like a piece of cloth, tie it like a knot
to make you stop talking, or at
least for a minute

But gently:
if I take the phone
and hold it carefully
I may find
a button
a switch
perhaps a change; center
of all silence

and you, chatterbox, wired
monologist, whenever you start

to speak too much
if I explain
calmly enough
and gently enough

at last, you will understand
(maybe without feeling disregarded)
(there are times
when people need
a quiet moment; certain
corners all to themselves;
a private space; the sound of
silence)
all information you want to share:
tell me
everything
just not at
this moment.

72|ESSE 2017

  gainst Agitated Life
Tamara Baumann ‘19

Inspired by Margaret Atwood’s poem “Against Still Life”

A

Alexandria Gonzalez ‘20|
Sound Waves|

Digital photograph| ESSE 2017|73



  our Daughters
Mary Chen ‘19

When people ask how many of us there are,
I tell them me and three others.
Four girls? they say and laugh.
Call Papa a lucky guy, or unlucky.

Papa laughs too, and says he is the lucky one.
Papa who buys four roses, 
one color for each daughter,
who calls us to sit on his knee. 

Pink goes to the eldest, 
the promised child, the only-one-we-could-afford. 
She studies from dawn to dusk with
her future written in the stars.

Red for the second, the one the neighborhood 
boys like the most. Of all the daughters her cheeks 
are rosiest, her laugh prettiest. Everyone agrees
she will be in the movies one day.

Yellow for three, the strongest, 
Papa’s daughter who is like a son. 
We call her captain and president
and boast about her to our friends.

Can you guess who is left? I am
the white rose, Papa’s almost-son,
the disappointment child. I know what 
you say about me, that I’m plain and poor.
But when you put me with the others,
White looks almost as beautiful.
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F
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My thank you to all strong women, especially my mom. 
Janelle Castillo ‘17 | Sisters | Watercolor on canvas
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  hat’s All I Really Know
Peyton Robertson ‘19
T
At age 10, what do I know? 
My knees are scraped and my elbows scarred,
My vision is limited by the counter tops that are still too 
high in the clouds is where my mind rests,
I’m an in-betweener, stuck in the middle of one and zero. 
Far too young, much too old; I understand, but can’t comprehend,
No and yes, now and then, my life thus far is a giant ratio. 

At age 16, where will I go?
Freedom is mine, or so they say,
But no one ever told me about the warning labels plastered on every 
surface level is the depth of my appearance,
The mirror notoriously lies, never take it at face value.
A mixture of expectations, regulations, and little truth,
It is hard to grow up when you’re trapped in a shadow.

At age 21, who will I be?
The name on that paper is finally my own,
A world anonymous, a story untold, a bleached canvas without 
mark my words, I am scared of progression but eager to fail,
Because in the ashes I shall stand.
My skin dark with soot, body cleansed from the words of others,
Unblemished and pure, it seems that I am nobody. 

At age 50, am I finally me?
Half of the marathon has surely ticked by,
My legs burn from racing against the clock, searching for the ultimate 
treasure each moment, they said, and follow your heart,
My compass must be broken because I have only ever hit dead ends and cul-de-sacs,
Still, I stay on the path – eyes trained forward, ears deaf to alien voices,
Steady staccato leads the way and I follow blind, its most trusting advisee. 

At the end of my run, how far did I go?
The clock never started, the map lost some-
where between “Keep pushing” and “I can’t,”
Journeys are measured by people, places, and 
perseverance when life kicks your 
asphalt scrapes against raw cheeks but shaky 
legs find the strength to rise and march on,
Whether the finish line is near, far, or some-
where in between, celebrate the experience.
Life and its stages shouldn’t be calculated, 
manipulated, plotted, or timed but simply lived 
as they are,
And when you get down to it, that’s all I really 
know.
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Miranda Walker ‘17|
Wings|

Mixed media installation|
This over 8 x 6 1/2 foot installation was 

inspired by the monarch butterflies in  
the garden of the artist’s grandparents.  
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|Ashley Liu ‘17
|Heart Strings
|Oil on canvas

How To Be Published

Note from the Editor

Colophon

Dear Reader,

Thank you for taking the time to appreciate both the visual and written perspectives of Ursuline Academy’s students. This magazine 
could not be published without the efforts of the Selections Committee members or to the writers and artists who submitted over 500 
literature and art pieces. Whether it was your first or most recent memory, we’re honored you could share it with us.

Special thanks is extended to all those who contributed to the publication of this year’s Esse magazine. To our club moderators, Mrs. 
Monica Cochran and Mrs. Megan Schott, thank you for your direction, dedication, and support. To those in the visual arts department, 
especially Mrs. Jocelyn Holmes for her assistance in the process, and those in the English department, thank you for your guiding hand 
in the inspiration and education of the submitting students. And lastly to our publisher Mr. John Diebold and Diebold Productions, Inc., 
thank you for your generous time, assitance, and printing of this year’s magazine.
 
-Hannah Ni’Shuilleabhain ‘17
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Students from grades nine through twelve are encour-
aged to submit their art and literature pieces via Esse’s 
Submission Manager (esselitmag.com) or hard copy to the 
moderators of Esse. Students may continue to submit work 
until the end of the school year. Teachers in the English and 
visual arts departments may also submit students’ pieces 
they deem commendable. The Esse selection committee 
then reads the pieces anonymously on Esse’s Submission 
Manager and rates them in relation to the theme of the 
magazine and the quality of the piece. Each year, Esse holds 
an art and literature contest in which the top two winners 
in both the art and writing categories are guaranteed to 
be published alongside the pieces that receive the high-
est scores from the selection staff. Questions about Esse, 
the submission process, or any of Esse’s contests can be 
directed to the moderators or the Esse email, esselitmag@
hotmail.com. 

Esse 2017 was constructed using Adobe InDesign CS 6.0.1 on a PC. 
The font utilized for titles, authors, and art credits is Estrangelo 
Edessa. The font for page numbers is Calisto. Titles were set in size 
20 and authors’ names were set in size 15. Art credits and page 
numbers were set in size 10. The font for the body text is Candara, 
size 10. The cover is Minion Pro, and the spine and back cover are 
Candara, size 60, 12, and 20, respectively. The cover is on 80# Eu-
roArt Dull paper, coverweight, and the text is on 100# EuroArt Dull 
paper, bookweight. The pieces included in Esse 2017 were chosen by 
the Selections Committee, and the magazine was laid out by Hannah 
Ni’Shuilleabhain. The Editor-in-Chief, Art Editor, and Assistant Edi-
tors chose the winners of the art and writing contest. The recipients 
of these awards receive a monetary prize.  Esse 2017 is produced by 
Ursuline Academy’s Literary-Art Magazine Club and published by 
Diebold Productions, Inc. Five hundred copies were printed for 800 
students and 150 faculty and staff at Ursuline. Copies are provided 
free of charge. The magazine is published every summer.
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Leadership

Hannah Ni’Shuilleabhain ‘17

Miranda Walker ‘17

Veronica Yung ‘18

Anna Rehagen ‘18

Selections Committee 

Abigail Mihalic ‘20
Alicia Talames ‘19
Alyssa Dean ‘19
Anjali Sebastion ‘19
Audrey La ‘19
Caroline Neal ‘20
Caroline Peng ‘18 *
Cassie Fristche ‘17
Charlotte Pan ‘18 *

Christa Gorman ‘19
Christina Guerra ‘19
Clara Stadler ‘18
Emilea Marroquin ‘17
Emily Arguello ‘17
Estelle Lenzen ‘20
Hailey Baek ‘19
Jade Whitney ‘17
Julia Ferrara ‘18

Justine Walker ‘20
Kaitlin Codd ‘18
Kelly Mansour ‘19
Laurel Wood ‘19
Lauren Horner ‘19
Madison Williams ‘18 *
Mallory McKee ‘17
Martina Ashby ‘18 *
Olivia Parsons ‘18

Ollantay Avilia ‘20
Sam Hartman ‘18
Sarah Hui ‘20
Sarah Kruegar ‘17
Shay Mansoori ‘18 *
Sofie Ritter Pleitz ‘19
Sophie Polma ‘19
Theresa Martin ‘18

sse StaffE

Editor-in-Chief

*Notes other 2017-18 Leadership

Art Editor

Hannah has been published in Esse four years in a row and worked as the 
magazine’s Assistant Editor for the 2015-16 school year. While at Ursuline, 
she spent two years on The Bear Facts newspaper staff and graduated on the 
Journalism Honor Roll with an acknowledgment from the National Scholas-
tic Press Association. 

Miranda has been published in Esse three years in a row and worked as the 
magazine’s Assistant Art Editor for the 2015-16 school year. While at Ur-
suline, she has taken many art classes, ranging from Studio Art I to Studio 
Art AP. In the 2016-2017 year, she was honored with the Senior Purchase 
Award, given to one Senior who has shown her dedication to the art 
program.

Assistant Editor

Assistant Art Editor

Moderators

Monica Cochran

Megan Schott
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