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DEDICATION 
Kaili Martinez-Beasley ‘23 and Gabriella Mazal ‘23 

 
There is an astounding beauty that exists in change. With change comes the 

recognition of new opinions, perspectives, and revolutionary ideas. The generation which has 
produced the works that grace this new edition of Zephyr is a generation that has been 
mounted not only by experiences of change, but by a responsibility to formulate change. The 
ability to create a voice that demands the development of a new world that is optimal for all 
people does not come without inspiration. 

Beverly Cleary, known for writing the Ramona novel series, calls for growth, 
acceptance, and determination in difficult times under the guise of humorous and child 
friendly books. Though the books in the Ramona series are laced with the voice and outlook 
of a young girl, they contain themes which we can utilize in our present life. The books even 
lend a reminder that we can gain lessons from our own personal growth. Ramona, who only 
ranges from 5-8 years old, understands the struggles of feeling a need to hide one’s identity, 
deal with unexpected changes, fit within binding expectations, and face fears head first. Yes, 
the elements may be placed within the context of her first day of school, dealing with a 
newly born sibling, and playground bullies, but the elements can nevertheless be molded to 
fit the struggles of mature and present day audiences.  

Society has been scarred and lashed with prejudice that targets individuals simply 
based on their race, gender, and sexuality, a widening gap that separates the insurmountably 
rich from the outstandingly exploited, and turbulent social and political division. How could 
we possibly prompt the change needed to solve these problems without the lessons taught to 
us by Cleary? Nothing can be done without courage, perseverance, faith, an ability to grow, 
and an ability to secure personal identity. Like Ramona, we must deal with the “playground 
bullies” that confront us head on, and like Cleary, we must not be scared to propel our 
voices.  

In the same but a more direct manner, Angie Thomas takes on the challenge of 
discussing systemic racism in the United States and how one can use one’s own voice to 
fight the injustice faced  daily. Thomas’ most well known novel is The Hate U Give, which 

follows the character of Starr Carter一a black teenage girl一who faces the decision of 

whether or not to comply with expectations of the white community or speak the truth of 
who she is, what she has experienced, and how she has been unfairly treated. Starr decides it 
is time to fight back and tell the story of her friend who was wrongfully murdered by a white 
police officer for merely existing as a black person in the United States. Thomas wrote this 
novel in culmination of the anger, frustration, and hurt she felt from real experiences the 
black population of Americans face in the world today. Similarly to the students whose 
writing is showcased in this year's Zephyr edition, it is laced with the raw emotions they feel 
existing as themselves in this nation.  

Beverly Cleary and Angie Thomas are the authors chosen by this year's editorial staff 
because of the impact their writing has had on this current generation and the reality their 
writings highlight. With this dedication we wish to acknowledge both Beverly Cleary and 
Angie Thomas for their profound writing, realism, and inspiration they have on us and other 
future writers who can learn from their example. 
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Blessed are they who are persecuted 

And what about their persecutors? 
 

Oh to all the racists in the world,  
Lovely to have you here.  
 

Sit down, take the high seat 
But realize, this isn’t the high road.  
 

Your intelligence is profound  
For you look at problems like you are not a   
problem.   
 

Yes, you are perfect! 

Perfect race, hair, eye color, religion, height,    
status, being.   
 

You! Yes you! Ruling the world! 

Better than everyone and everything! 
 

Blessed are they who mourn,  
But what do you have to mourn for? 
 

Surely not the families separated by a boundary 

Drawn by your great, also racist, ancestors 
 

Surely not the countless black lives stolen due to 
police brutality.  
Surely not the millions killed and tortured in  
concentration camps. 
 

Surely not the countries you colonized, your steps 
like erasers, cancelling culture 

Surely not the enslaved and morbid Natives who 
were deemed “uncivilized” 
 

Surely not the hate crimes committed against in-
nocent women looking for serenity 

Surely not the numberless lost hopes and broken 
dreams of people who wanted to be you.  
 

I wanted to be you.  
With perfect skin, hair, eye color, religion, height, 
status, being. 

I wanted to wake up  
without wondering whether  
 

If my afro looks neat,  
If my nose appears ugly 
 

If I sound educated, 
If I mispronounced my words 
 

If I seemed well off, 
If I seemed aggressive 
 

If I looked like I played basketball 
If I loved rap, rice, fried chicken, watermelon, 
mac and cheese 
 

I adored your whiteness  
For it stood for everything my blackness did not.  
 

Are all men created equal? 

No! Not to you! Because you are superior.  
 

How wonderful is it that the same God, who cre-
ated all majestic mountains,  
And open oceans, growing galaxies, looked at 
you 
 

And thought the world needed one of you too? 
 

 

 

TO ALL THE RACISTS IN THE 
WORLD 

Goretti Murithii ‘22 
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Alphabet Poem: A Lesson 

Kai Lyn Weaver ‘22 

A 

Black boy 

Cries 

Defending his right to life. 

Every voice, pounding in his head, saying you are not good enough, you are not human. 

Fear the black man. 

God has made everyone in his image, except us, except the black man and the black woman. 

Hundreds of slaves have picked / Wait 

I’m sorry--hundreds of my ancestors, my family, my grandfather’s grandmother forced to serve. 

Justice gasps for air, a knee pressed against its neck 

Keeping its hands tied and its feet shackled. 

Love and peace? 

More like legislation and prosecution. 

Now more than ever we need action, not another John Lennon song/And 

Okay Harris is in the White House, which is great, but 

Please, that does not wash away the 270 lives taken in this year alone. 

Quit saying racism is a thing of the past, because if it was, I would not fear getting pulled over. 

Race and rage should not correlate. 

Sorry, sorry let me stop myself, because now I am perceived as an angry black woman and 

To tell you the truth, I am angry and I’m hurt, but there is power in that. 

Unite all of the angry black women and start a movement. 

Voices heralding “no justice, no peace”. 

We will not be silenced, we command you to hear, not just hear, to listen. 

X, Taylor, Hampton, Fells, Milton all stood for justice, all fell for justice too. 

Yes, because they knew their truth and I know my story, our story, 

Zafar*. 

 

*Zafar is a Persian origin name meaning "victory" or "victor"  
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Don’t Touch My Afro 
 

Goretti Muriithi ‘22 

Gurl had the audacity 
To touch my hair.  
 
Because “It was fluffy”. 
UMMMMM NO. 
Ma’am I would have you know: 
 
I spent two hours 
Two solid hours  
Of the ever elusive time  
For this 
 
Your ignorance draws you blind  
To the mockery you have cast upon me.  
 
Where was I? 
Oh yes, that motherflippin lady.  
Closed behind barred windows to the culture of 
my hair.  
Only to be treated as one’s pet.  

 

My black kinky hair.  
Poofed and sprayed and picked  
To the powerful sign of  
Rebellion 
I do not think so.  
Nuh - uh 
For you failed to realize that  
Every coiled strand of hair on my head 
Is longer than your straightened bob.  
My hair speaks at volumes  
That you can not hear. 
That you will never hear.  
At volumes you will never obtain.  
And the sheen on a day as bright and cloudless like 
today? 
Absolutely unforgettable.  
So touch my hair again woman 
I dare ya.  

Kelly Miller ‘23 
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A Woman  

Goretti Muriithi ‘22 

A woman 
Of dark rich skin 

Carries wisdom far beyond her years 
Even though the world may doubt her abilities 

Yet they never take the time 
To amble with her  
Through history*  

Mocked 

Goretti Muriithi ‘22 

Women are mocked for liking pink and high heels.  
Women are mocked for liking blue and video games.  
Women are mocked for liking math and science.  
Women are mocked for liking men and liking women.  
Women are mocked for liking nonbinary people.  
Women are mocked for liking books and tea.  
What are women allowed to like? 
What are women supposed to like? 
Mock all that women do, 
But women's lives do not revolve around you.  

*Eintou is a distinctively African-American form of poetry. The word eintou is West 
African for "pearl," and its structure gives the poem an almost "circular" shape.  
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Standing Ovation 

Kelly Miller ‘23 

Representative for the NAACP,  
Justice in my mind, 

Power in my feet, 
I strolled through the busy streets of Montgomery. 

Indeed, there was so much self-destructive peril 
Bestowed upon us by our condescending counterparts. 
Yet, there were a few brave souls that managed. 
Those exhausted from a hard days work,  

Those who carry the weight of the world on their shoulders— 
And the discrimination that is added, 

Like a fly to the ointment,  
Like insult to injury,  
Like gasoline to fire, 
I write this to acknowledge that there have been people before me, younger— 
In more dire situations than me, pregnant, darker— 

I feel that it is injustice if I refuse to bestow upon them the acknowledgment that they deserve– 
The acknowledgment that they never received. 

  
Like the poster girl of some idolized musical group,  

I was labeled as morally superior because of the fairer shade of my skin  
Or the “nice hair” that I had genetically passed down to me by my kin. 
Again— 
Judged on something that is purely subjective. 
Still— 
It shouldn’t have made a difference.  

But, in the eyes of the conservative,  
I was more visually appealing. 

I wasn’t darker skinned, kinky haired. 
I wasn’t hanging onto my seat for dear life while I was struck— 
Bleeding, then put into cuffs. 

The people before me had to endure that.  
Six months before my imprisonment here,  

It happened to a young girl.  
A young girl at the age of fifteen.  
 

I might as well have been growing up in the antebellum South 
With all the barbarity that I have heard,  
And all the calamity that I’ve yet to see. 

But, minute by minute,  
Day by day, 
I like to think that things are changing. 

That my being here must evoke something,  
So that those within their most dim and despair inducing times 

Will find happier ones founded upon equity,  
Not the degree of their melanin— 
So that those within their graves can finally rest  
With their spectral smiles upon our very own faces. 

  
Thank you, Claudette Colvin. 
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We the People… 

Kelly Miller ‘23 

"We the People of the United States, in Order to form a more perfect Union, establish Justice, insure 
domestic Tranquility, provide for the common defense, promote the general Welfare, and secure the 
Blessings of Liberty to ourselves and our Posterity, do ordain and establish this Constitution for the 
United States of America." 

 
Take a moment. Disregard the fact that this sentence was written in 18th century America for a mo-
ment. Think. This piece from the Preamble must then be a joke if we're gathered here today.  

 
This hate goes beyond sexual orientation, religion or race– 

The three largest categories that motivate hate crimes. 

 
Does it take so much out of a person to try and see common ground? 

 
The people have protested, the teleprompters have been read, the people have recognized no real 
change except the focus of aggression, of discontent– 

 
Does it take so much out of a person to try and speak up when no one dares to make a sound? 

 
The people have waited, the roads have been flooded, the people have waived their signs within their 
tired arms that have gone limp with the summer's breath– 

 
Does it take so much out of a person to exercise humility? 

 
The people have toiled, the economies have been recharged, the people, nauseous, having to face and 
admit what is sickeningly at large– 

 
Does it take so much out of a person to cut through the mindset of brutality? 

 
The people have worshiped, the clocks have struck, the people have settled on their knees, mentality 
in prayer, imploring for the sight of the sun– 

 
Does it take so much out of a person to admit when they see a lie? 

 
The people have spoken, the bells have rung, the people have cried with the worry present within 
their eyes and within their tongues: bomb threats, unprovoked assault, stabbings, arrests, shootings...  

 

But it isn't just in the US. 

 
They all have been chalked up to one thing: hate crimes. 
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We the People… 

Kelly Miller ‘23 

Memorials have been sung, 

Funerals have been done, 

It almost seems that there is no end. 

 
Yet there are still signs–literal signs that stand for hope, 

Giving a few humble individuals something to expect, 

A reality to yearn for, a reality to hold. 

 
Maybe: We the People of a country surrounded by disunity are trying to piece everything back togeth-
er. It's a warming thought when we sit back and contemplate on the fact that there are still protests, 
there are still signs, and there are still vigils such as this one.  

  

The people have traversed.  

This is not their first time. 

The people have not given up. 
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Violets and Lavender 

Kaili Martinez–Beasley ‘23 

In a town like this one, it’s difficult to like violets and lavender. 
A town where such flowers, and the colors they bring, are new; 
Bright purples brought in to cut the conventional black and white. 
 

But I love the smell of the violets and lavenders and how they make me feel-- 

The essence of them makes me feel alive and brings back some light in such a gray world. 
 

Liking something so seemingly innocent and harmless shouldn’t be so hard. 
I know how people would react if they learned I loved such flowers: 
 

Comments on enjoying the abundant sublime rather than rare fineries; 
The abnormalities in which I find my happiness and pleasure; 
The apparent dangers brought with indulging in the misunderstood and unknown… 

Rejection. 
 

But even then, I cross the town’s border and find a way through the barricading gate, 
And watch to see if there are any followers behind me, 
Breaking through into the world of vibrancy, shades, and tones. 
 

Then, I find a way to reach my beautiful treasures in their splendid state. 
I truly believe I love them more than the pollen hungry bees begging for their attention. 
I lay out in their fields and embrace the touch and feel of each leaf and petal-- 

So close to my nose I can smell their sweet scent. 
 

So, I take the violets and lavender back to where things are drear and bland 

To remind me of the beauty outside of my normal reach and view-- 
 
But I always hide them deep in my pockets to escape the judgment from being misunderstood. 
 

Goretti Muriithi ‘22 
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Ode of Odes  

Kai Lyn Weaver ‘22 

Hail! The writer has come to relieve us of our sorrow. 

Has brought our next dose of happiness in its pages 

The writer who embodies emotion and thought 

Has graced us today 

With 

An 

Ode 

An ode to the grey sky, who lives its whole life hated and in the shadow of its older brother 

An ode to the wind, that cuts with the same viciousness that grief hits 

An ode to the park bench caught in the fire of arguments that the children should never hear 

An ode to the empty who feels everything and nothing at the same time 

An ode to the last laugh before the last breath 

An ode to the everything that encompasses life and death and the beauty of both. 

An ode to the writer who straps the world’s pain on its back and calls it poetry. 

A beautiful ode for beautiful broken things 

Broken hearts, broken girls, broken wings 

A dedication to the pain a mother feels as she buries her child 

A dedication to flowers growing wild 

The devotion to joy, which in itself is a ode to life 

And what is life if not sacrificing ourselves for others 

An ode, a dedication, a thanks 

To the one who cries alone so others don’t have to 

To the child who strives for perfection and fails once again 

To the arms where everything is safe and warm 

To the memories that slowly flutter away 

An ode to you 

An ode to me 

An ode to the beautiful, broken thing 

We call love. 
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Ode to Rebecca 

Kelly Miller ‘23 

The creak of the door welcomes me home– 

I take a deep breath.  
The diffuser of balsam and cedar distributes  

Its wintery scent throughout the weary, stuffy room 

And the portable stereo’s sociable meteorologist announces,  
some semblance of sublime weather by noon. 

  

Woeful, because there is so much to do… 

Unhappy, because this love is forlorn… 

The diffuser morphs from its pink, ethereal glow to fuchsia. 
What ails me is the acknowledgment of you being there t’morrow morn 

With your layers of dust. 
The waning mist spews from the spout  
Bestowing upon me,  

A lightheadedness that lifts me, 
Sends me,  

Into a passion– 

Resurfacing many bittersweet memories.  
  

Fuchsia sinks, giving birth to magenta. 
  

Engulfed, we pranced and pinned as the classical music 

Strummed at your threads and my heartstrings. 
At that time, the diffuser smelled of vanilla.  
And there I was,  

With the eccentric character by the name of Rebecca. 
  

There was a dense, strangling air, 
As a sweatshop in a cubicle– 

Arid and claustrophobic. 
But all-the-while, it was painfully wonderful. 

There was a mass of green and blue flannel, 
Striking among the other plain blacks and whites– 

Every seven months,  
Transporting me to my ideal world, 
Five to six hours at a time. 

And even though you may waste miles of my fibers, 
And even though you may sprint and jump as a gymnast, 
And even though you may smell like the remnants of a fire  

Your sweet humming (most of all) is what I’ll miss. 
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Ode to Rebecca 

Kelly Miller ‘23 

 Any day, you are my amiably ardent companion 

You’re so much more than just an it. 
Rejoice in the single, superior creation of man, 
You’re real, you’re tangible– 

Spinning dials for my fingerprints, 
One hundred pounds but delicate, 

Filling beneath the plate with a partially-filled bobbin, 
You aren’t just inanimate. 

  

A thin film of dust coats my finger tip 

As I retract my arm from your fair skin, 
And between us,  

The diffuser shoots plumes of smoke into my face. 
Through it, I see what I can’t touch– 

My passion for 

A flawless creation that can’t age, 
One that life took away from me. 

The time lacking, the responsibilities piling, 
If your name wasn’t already Rebecca,  

No doubt, I’d call you Lucy. 
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An Ode to the Chem Lab Window 

Kaili Martinez-Beasley ‘23 

5 days within the week, it watches me. 
It taunts the sloppy strokes and scribbles on my sheets as it wins the fight for  
Space in my mind. 
 

My mind is enraptured by its presence as it stands behind me, 
And I stare back at its watchful panes- its watchful eyes. 
When we’re alone and sewn together at hip and bone by the temptation for connection, 
I touch its fragile glass face and wince at the bittersweet pain from the frost biting cold that transfers 
to every ridge and line in the print of my finger. 
 

Yet, I still draw near to it. 
 

I rest my arm on its sill and it rests the scenery that it barricades onto my eyes. 
The window sits so still, but I can still feel the soundwaves bounces off its glass from sounds of class 

And every rhythm like that of a song reverberates through my ear drums.  
Boom, clap the sound of my heart follows every rest and note  
While my fingers hang on its wood paneling as if they were a tote. 
 

Together we quote: 
“I want to leave, but I can’t.” 

There is no possible escape. 
 

The window can only see the background to which it is a barrier, 
And I can not reach past the matter that my nails lightly tatter and the bird wings clatter. 
 

I wish I were the birds; 
I wish I were a phoenix: 
 

A phoenix that could break each shard with the strength of its wings, 
Not to rupture my precious companion, 
But to attach the reflective thorns onto my wings and take them with me wherever I go. 
I want to always have a piece of it nipping at my skin like it nips at my thoughts. 
I want to fly at a speed and magnitude beyond the possibility of measurement, 
So we can be born again into each other and escape the confinement which haunts us.  
 

But I can’t… 

We both know I can’t. 
 

So the window continues to stare at me, 
And I continue to stare at it 
Because we both know our stares are all we have. 
 
 

But oh, do I love those stares. 
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Christmas Miracle  

Francis Feliciano ‘25 

Christmas is near with its wreaths on doors and lampposts, trees lit up with lights and dec-
orated with ornaments that hold memories we hope not to forget. Children hurry to write 

to dear old Santa hoping for something new, waiting with wonder in their eyes. I wrote my 
letter and waited outside for a reply. I’m shaking but not from the cold, waiting without 

the wonder in my eyes, pleading for something I can’t get. I am hoping, praying, waiting, 
pleading for a Christmas Miracle that won’t happen this year. 

Children wake to the sight of snow falling from outside the window, tripping over each 
other, running down the stairs to find hot coco on the stove and presents under the tree. I 

am still outside waiting for the one reply. I am shaking but not from the cold, I am waiting 
but now with tears in my eyes, praying for something I won’t get. I’m praying and waiting 

for a Christmas Miracle that won’t happen this year.  

It’s warm inside but I still wait outside thinking of what could happen. What if this wish is 
a dumb idea? What if I don’t ever get it? Things could change or they might stay the same 

but until then, I will wait for my Christmas Miracle. 

Sofia Ceballo ‘23 
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Quota  

Kelly Miller ‘23 

It isn’t fair. 
But, I guess it’s more unjust for you, right? 

Count the rocks in the yard 

And be promised a diamond of them all. 
Count the clouds in the sky 

And be promised the rainfall that should have come weeks ago; 
It should have been nigh. 

Count the straws of hay from the stacks 

And be promised thousands more for each strand. 
  

And anyhow I aim my arms over the roost of twigs of tan 

And steady my two left feet as I stand, 
You know you have already lost at least one. 
Oh, speckled with diluted nubs as if I were reading braille directly off your back, 
Oh, naive and lacking as if the knowledge of the warmth of a caring mother never existed, 
Oh, how this tiny life settles in my cupping hands of blood and burlap, 
You are a marvelous, marvelous being.  
I see so much in you. 
(But, you know I’m just saying that.) 

You are the seventh. 
You aren’t special. 
  

Don't disrespect me with those pitch black eyes, 
With that quizzical bobble of your head,  

With the chips of sawdust flailing about your nest, 
Or with the timelessly turbulent tremors that your triad of toes provide me. 

Why do you have to embarrass me so-- 

Leaving fruitless longings to invade with no end? 
  

It isn’t fair; therefore, I’ve stopped counting. 
The quota has just barely been scratched. 

I don’t think you’re doing enough. 
Nonetheless though– 

To your dismay more than mine,  
You shouldn’t have counted your chickens before they hatched. 
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CocoCay Castaway 

Kaili Martinez-Beasley ‘23 

The air was filled with something. It was filled with something sweet... Something special. Maybe that 
something was the heat from the badgering sun making me delirious, or maybe it was the tide of the waves 
calling my name. Regardless of what it was, it had overtaken my mind and filled me with a sense of courage, 
bravery, determination. 

When I was in the eighth grade, my family and I went on vacation to an island called CocoCay. Some-
thing we could do on the island was snorkeling, something I had always wanted to do. Whenever I fixate on 
something, fantasies flow through every depth of my mind. I imagined finding a sunken ship that had never 
been discovered before, finding a rare species of fish, getting stung by a jellyfish and being flown to a hospital 
in another country, or finally having a fun story I could tell people. I just knew I had to swim out into the 
ocean and find out if any of my dreams would come true. The rest of my family would be fine swimming and 
wading close to the shore, and I would be fine swimming out into the ocean– I took swimming lessons during 
the summer as a kid; I was obviously a professional. 

So, I put on my snorkel, deflated my life vest, and went out into the waves. Immediately after the sand 
left my feet, I expected to see spectacular aquatic attractions like rainbow-striped fish, bioluminescent corals, 
and starfish stuck to stones. 

All I saw were dark green strands of seaweed piled on top of each other. 

I didn’t get to see the “good stuff” until I swam for what felt like 30 minutes, and by then, I had to take 
a break on one of the ocean docks. On top of the dock was a woman who seemed like a queen, like the owner 
of the sea I was swimming in. Her grin, her confident stance, her welcoming eyes– which now feel tinged with 
deceit– made her seem so trustworthy. I left the dock and swam out to where she said I could find a sunken, 
abandoned ship. When I looked behind me, I saw that the woman was not there, as if she were a spirit or a fig-
ment of my imagination. Either way, she was not wrong; I did see an abandoned ship; however, that wasn’t the 
highlight of my journey. That scent I had smelled in the sky was the smell of thunder clouds seeping into the 
horizon. My stay in the water was cut short. When I returned to the dock once marked by the woman’s pres-
ence, I looked out again and noticed the storm clouds growing bigger and coming closer. What I didn’t notice 
was the lack of snorkeling goggles on my head. 

Just my luck. 

I was a speck in the vast scenery of the ocean, doggy paddling and paddling and paddling, on and on 
and on, gulping ocean water with salt scratching against my eyes and the inside of my throat, swelling my air-
ways that were already irritated by a cold. To be the only one and thing I could see feet ahead of me was 
weirdly freeing yet so daunting. It was just me. All alone. 

But then, there it was - heads bobbing and bodies walking across the yellow, pale mass—the shore. I 
was so, so close. I only had a little bit more to go. When I finally got closer, a lifeguard yelled out to me. My 
parents were looking for me the entire time– I’m pretty sure my mom was only seconds away from a heart at-
tack. I dragged myself– literally– onto the shore and reassured them that everything was okay. 

I did not find buried treasure, I did not discover the hidden empire of Atlantis, and I certainly did not 
grow any confidence in my swimming skills, but at least I now have a fun story to tell. 
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At the End of the Day 

Gabriella Mazal ‘23 

Life is full of surprises  

Days appear to continuously be the same  

Wake up  

Get out of bed 

Eat breakfast  

Brush your teeth  

Get dressed 

And rush out of the house 

As if you’re the most put together person on the planet 

But then things change  

And along come surprises 

The new joy or despair that you might not have needed 

But then it goes back to how it was before  

The same mundane routine with a new heavy addition  

It’s a cycle that goes again and again  

Until life starts to move a little slower  

The cycle is less frequent  

Then, Finally, one day everything completely stops. 

 

Gabriella Mazal ‘23 
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A Light Switch  

Francis Feliciano ‘25 

Life is like a light switch 

You can sit in the darkness and suffer 

Or you can get up from the floor and turn on the light 

 and see what the darkness was hiding from you. 

Only you can make that decision. 

Only you can determine whether you want to step into the light 

Or wither in the darkness. 

Kelly Miller ‘23 
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Can’t Sleep 

Kaili Martinez-Beasley ‘23 

Early to bed and late to sleep makes a man weary, dreary, and paranoid. 
Every noise from the crackle of the floorboards and the knocks on the wall can be heard, 
Even when they’re not there.  
 

Thoughts drip, drop, and dash into your mind like the drizzle of the rain, but all the thoughts stampede down 
when the rain clouds begin to thunder– 

Boom, boom, boom! 

Clap, clap, clap! 

They all start to smack at your head and migraines rise to hear the whispers in your head. 
 

None of it ever ends 

None of it ever ends 
 

It’s been 30 minutes and you're still lying awake in your bed. 
The mattress is consuming you, slowly, slowly consuming you. 
It’s just the two of you; 
Well, the ceiling above your eyes is there too. 
 

Stringed across the upper wall are beams of light reflected from the curtain covered window. 
Each light is like a tiger stripe that you attempt to count, but you can’t keep track; 
It’s as if the ceiling moves slightly to the lower left and upper right and moves each beam with it. 
“Stay still, please, just stop moving! I can’t take this anymore, just LET ME SLEEP!” 

 
 Of course it can’t hear you; it’s a wall, but it makes 

you nauseous seeing the waves of light move. 
It makes you nauseous thinking of everything that 
you have yet to and have to do. 
 

It makes you anxious closing your eyes because a life 
you haven’t lived flashes by. 
 

It’s been an hour, go to bed. 
Focus on your breathing and rest your head. 
There is more than enough time to think and take in 
what you want and have when you wake again. 
 

What’s been left undone won’t stalk you in the night 
Because it’s already imprisoned in your mind (no one 
is calling your name or standing in the corner near 
your closet). 
Wait till the morning to take the time to ponder and 
wonder over every idea.  
 

You already know all of this though because  
You’re late to bed and early to rise, and then you 
wonder why you’re tired all the time.  

Gabriella Mazal ‘23 
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Nocturnal 

Kelly Miller ‘23 

Invite your neighbor for a feast of eighteen 

To smile and share the anecdotes of youth. 
Watch from inside Autumn’s lacking greens 

Among the twelve o’clock sun– 

Even if it's just a table for two. 
 

I’m honestly not a big fan of me 

Though, you all seem to be. 
In the presence of the birthdate of Christ and thanks, 

I’m here, when I don’t want to be. 
I’d rather be in the midst of the night,  

Shaded from your eyes, collecting dust. 
Am I really the only one genuinely perturbed by my diurnal quality? 
 

Don’t be crass. 
Clutch me and I will shatter– 

Your rage equidistant to my wrath. 
Don’t be loud. 

Or, my bowels will follow. 
Your blood would most certainly raise a crowd. 

If only I could call out to the one next to you– 

Right there, that handsome fellow– 

Oh, then I’d be swell and sound. 
 

I’ll tell you this much, 
I’m picky about what lips touch me: 
Plump, straight, glossy– 

Oh my, glossy? that’s the worst! 
 
The one best tailored for me  
Must only be the scarlet-lipped mistress in the crux of her game of hookey. 
But if occasion calls for it, 

I may–may even settle at the  
Family gathering of myriad fingerprints and yellowed teeth  
Among my flawless figure, 
With the most decency.  

Oh Lord, only you know, year after year,  
What contrived geniality I've seen. 

 

Invite your Queen and let her ring 

My stature with her fingers. 
Glistening profusely,  
You can leave me to do what I do best: 

By candlelight and dimmed fixtures, I can 

Sit and look pretty 

Among your light banter as you jest. 
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Nocturnal  

Kelly Miller ‘23 

Granted, it’s necessary for my definition of hospitality to be 

Revealing and sensual and— 

Can gather the most unseemly of companies. 
From every sip, it brings along the tension. 

From every grip, it brings along the pain. 
And sometimes as much as I want to be seen… 

I want to be stored away. 
 

Hospitality may or may not be 

The most becoming of me. 

Kelly Miller ‘23 
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night 

Goretti Muriithi ‘22 

the quiet space 

of the dark morning 

offers great comfort 

the only request  

one could possibly  

wish is the space’s 

continual expansion.  

quiet galaxies shine  

above and the world 

glimpses its beauty  

through sleep ridden  

eyes, telescopes to  

the universe’s oldest 

 gifts yet flogged  

and fractured by  

their lenses  

Jolie Reyes ‘24 
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What You Were to Me  

Kelly Miller ‘23 

You were the: 

     Apple of my eye, 

Beating of my heart, 

Courage of my being, 

Daylight to my morn, 

             Events of my day, 

Fighter of my love, 

                 Grave to my body, 

Hope to my strum, 

                   Ink to my paper, 

Reason for my trust, 

        Kindness to my words, 

      Life to my lust, 

       Melanin to my skin, 

        Noise to my whim, 

        Ocean to my horizon, 

        Paint to my canvas, 

        Qualm to my grin, 

        River to my desert, 

                 Smile to my teeth, 

Turbulence to my waves, 

Utopia to my dream, 

Vibrance to my desire, 

Will of my ventricles, 

Xylophone to my song 

Yellow to my daffodils, 

Zeal to my existence well lived. 
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As a whispering wind evoked the crash  

And willingly ordered the death Reaper– 

An unnecessary move would be rash 

However, I refuse to let him keep her. 

 

With His steep scythe for a silver platter, 

He fixed a smorgasbord–the centerpiece.  

With His will he left the rim to clatter, 

Feasting on mortals who were left to weep. 

 

Like the fog blanketed her eyes from white, 

Like her exhaustion was to be an excuse, 

Like her–I dreamt of things beyond this sight. 

The Reaper knew, to him, all I would lose. 

 

Oh, how heavy this grief would lie on me 

As I lie in bed planning her crime scene.  

I Love You But, I’m Lost 

Kelly Miller ‘23 

Genesis Batista ‘23 
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4 Letter Contract 

Kaili Martinez-Beasley ‘23 

Love is a weird, whimsical word; 
A word I’ve been pondering these past few months 

Because Love is deemed unconditional yet has such strict conditions. 
  

Conditions which outright declare that love is a whole 

And not just whole parts of what you want. 
If those are love’s conditions then love is like a fallacy. 
  

Love is like the speaking of a myth. 
Not like the myths of a sterling thunder god or  
A prince climbing up the fair hair of a fair maiden trapped in a tower’s lare. 
It’s like the myths used to spur and please the imagination of a child–  
Or maybe it is a myth I’ve not had the pleasure of believing. 
  

I know the conditions placed upon me; 
I know the conditions you love unconditionally, but simultaneously 

I know the conditions for which you hate me. 
 

Genesis Batista ‘23 
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4 Letter Contract 

Kaili Martinez-Beasley ‘23 

  
The conditions which eat me whole because of the hole 

They put in your heart. 
It hurts thinking I’m a hole in your heart, but you’re a hole in mine too. 
  

A hole which can never be filled again because 

The conditions for your love can never be redeemed again. 
  

A hole which I yell at “Never Enough!” because there is not enough 

I can do to reclaim the unconditional once promised to me 

By every beat in your heart that has now stopped. 
 
And again I wonder if love is even something I understand 

Because it’s a word so abstract that I can not comprehend 

Even when I attempt to mend 

The broken fragments from my slowly beating heart 
And clumsily place them back together as if love is a foreign art. 
 

Perhaps I’m a wolfy pessimist dressed in a sheeply optimist’s clothing,  
Overthinking like I always do, but knowing you through and through, 
In this scenario, in these conditions, 
I know I’m not.  
 

I may not know love 

I may not know the unconditional 
However, this is what I do know: 
  

You love me for what you know 

And hate me for what you don’t. 
 
You say you’ll always love me, (I) 

Struggle with those words 

And the way they 

Haunt me. 
  

You say you’ll always love me, (I doubt) 

Unconditionally.  
With and without certain things 

You’d speak of me more disappointingly. 
  

You say you’ll always love me, (I doubt it), 
Because of the way 

You hate me indirectly. 
  

I’m sorry I can not go through with this contraction, 
But the unconditional is not meant to have conditions attached. 
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The Journal 

Kelly Miller ‘23 

I traverse the riddles of the inner world, 
From the soil to the leaves; 
I cradle bebes by the window pane 

In their humble sleep. 
From the experimental spring not knowing  
The late March equinox, 
When flurries left dew drops into papyrus, 
As she sat on her thinking rock. 
I exist for the index print’s kiss, 
And the soft touch of the black pen, 
And the retention of the travels missed, 
And the caged longing for a friend. 
 

I speak of prudent and radical thoughts, 
And their pages absorb it; 
And in my strife these words offer life, 
While I age and crease in accordance. 
Tranquil on the fortress of the shade-less river, 
Mumbling my writer deems;  
In an airy setting where the hands become cold, 
It all smiles and warms and keeps; 
Over life and death, with a pulsating breath, 
This writer is telling me, 
Known by the concepts of mind and matter 

In boroughs of lonesome creeks; 
Over the logs, and the waves, and the hymns, 
Over the frost and the greens; 
Wherever she dreams, alongside one or none, 
The crevasse remains serene; 
And I rave the verseness of her written tongues, 
Whilst she writes wonders for me. 
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Where is Your Walden? 

Milanya Navani ‘24 

Over the course of my life, I’ve visited a great number of places that have resonated with me. Along with that, 
I’ve met so many new people that are a huge part of who I am. Since I’ve been exposed to many things at a 
very young age, I, at first, struggled with choosing just one place that  stood out the most to me. After putting 
in some thought, I realized that there is one region that was most influential on my life. About eight years ago, 
before I moved to Montclair, I used to live in a small neighborhood in Newport, Jersey City. It was arguably 
the best years of my life and living there impacted me so much. 
 
There is no one specific place in that neighborhood that is my “Walden,” because every aspect of it is equally 
important. I moved into an apartment in James Monroe, now called the Emerald, when I was about 3 years 
old. Everywhere I went in Newport, I always had a community surrounding me. Everyone knew each other, 
and it was like one big family. I made many friends who became my brothers and sisters, some of whom I’m 
still friends with to this day. While our parents would be at work and our babysitters would come to watch us, 
there was never a dull moment. It truly felt like my own little world. I learned to ride my bike in the com-
pound where our apartment building was situated. Across the street, there was a park with fake elephants that 
would spray water so children could play in the summertime and, in the winter, it would turn into an ice skat-
ing rink. I can still remember the thousands upon thousands of hours spent playing in the playground in our 
compound, creating game after game and never wanting to leave. So many memories live in each nook and 
cranny of that small town in Jersey City. 
 
One place that I felt most connected to nature was a bigger park in Newport called Newport Greens. Along 
with a playground, on one side it had this wide open grassy area and on the other, there was a mock beach 
right on the waterfront. I would always take a stroll on that grassy area to get out of my own head and to let go 
of all the complexity in my life. To just feel like a small piece of the universe. In the short months after I 
moved, I went back to that neighborhood quite a few times but, recently, I’ve only been there in my mind. 
When life starts to get rough and unpredictable, I think of the happier times I experienced in Newport to calm 
me down. I think in five, maybe ten  years or so, after I’ve settled down, I’ll go back there to take in all those 
sights I’ve missed and the memories attached to them. Newport will always be my home.  

Goretti Muriithi ‘22 

*Walden is a book by American transcendentalist writer, Henry David Thoreau. The text is a reflection upon simple 
living in natural surroundings. The work can be considered a personal declaration of independence, social experiment, 
voyage of spiritual discovery, satire, and for self-reliance in a world of societal pressures and temptations.   
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Where I’m From 

Kelly Miller ‘23 

Passion of Words 

Kelly Miller ‘23 

I am from the single seed, 

From the arid weather that sprouted the guinep* tree. 

I am from the shady palms and the hot sand. 

(It coexisted, concealed the hermits,  

As the world was enveloping me.) 

I am from the crazy and the calm  

Or some cacophony of both  

When the junior me passes a bittersweet smile  

At the way all things used to be.  

I am just fine and that’s just me. 

I am from the midst of the many islands that 

Color me white and red. 

I am from the diaspora of oriental culture. 

(The universal disc of the myriad  

occurred from the east to the west.) 

I am the personality that colors the day yellow and  

Gives to all who believe, a lie. 

I am the apple of the eye, the longing, and the obsession– 

The soundtrack, the fan, the art– 

I am from the words that are now their own. 

 

Kelly Miller ‘23 

 

*Guinep is a popular fruit in the Caribbean. Green in color, guinep is a tropical fruit that grows in bunches.  
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Red, White, and Blue 

Genesis Batista ‘23 

“I left you a little something in your room. Let me know if it fits,” Tía Mecho said with a wink. 

I entered the little gray room that I had been calling “mine” for the past week while staying with my 

family in the Dominican Republic. It was a hot afternoon; a little light peeked through the window’s white 

metal railing. I noticed a medium-sized, maroon gift bag on “my” bed. When I delicately picked up the bag 

and pulled away the tissue paper, three hues caught my eye: red, white, and blue. Lifting the colorful fabric out 

of the bag revealed the gift’s true form: a dress of red, white, and blue. But not the American red, white, and 

blue; they were the Dominican red, white, and blue一the red blood shed in the fight for freedom, the white, a 

symbol of the peace and unity of the people, the blue sky that covers the land, protecting the Dominican nation 

and its ideals of progress. This present was the traditional Dominican dress used for the Carnaval celebrations 

during the country’s independence day. The dressmaker was able to perfectly weave together the tri-colored 

fabrics, just as the country is made up of a rich history of tri-racial people descended from Indigenous Tainos, 

Spanish conquistadores, and enslaved Africans. 

I raised the dress and brought it in front of myself and excitedly twirled around the room. I was so pre-

occupied with my thoughts of the dress’ grandeur that I had momentarily forgotten Tía’s words. The frilly 

white top with embroidered red, white, and blue lace was difficult to fit over my head as I slid it over my body. 

After a few seconds of struggle, it fit properly. I turned to the mirror on my left and noticed the reflection of a 

young Dominican girl. I felt radiant. 

I peered through the curtains that served as a door and called for Tía to help me with the dress’s sash. 

“It looks beautiful on you!” she exclaimed. “I’m so glad it fits you. I was worried it wouldn’t.” 

“Muchas gracias, Tía. The dress is stunning,” I responded. 

I walked out of the bedroom and into the living room, where all my relatives complimented me on my 

dress. I had never felt so connected with my Dominican heritage and identity before that moment. 

Now, I wear my dress in New Jersey’s colder climate. In the early autumn months, I wear my dress to 

my school’s Hispanic Heritage Month celebration to educate others about my culture. Pictures are taken of me; 

I am showered with praises; I teach the younger children about the significance of my dress. For mass, a lady 

in the congregation requests that I wear my dress for the church’s Celebración del Mes de la Herencia Hispani-

dad. And so, I wear my dress and continue my country’s legacy of red, white, and blue in another country that 

boasts its pride with the same colors. 
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Native Wind  

Kelly Miller ‘23 

There, in the most secluded corner of the world, 
A guilty pleasure lied: 

The succulent winds  
Carried sweet nothings  

From the damp earth and the overnight tide. 
With a mouth of fresh mint, 

My breath was greeted with  
The stinging crunch of unripe juneplums 

And in the midst of my romping and my frolicking 

There, my mother was.  
Pluck! Shuffle! Pluck! 

The soursop leaves recoiled from every rough touch 

And I paved my frameless gaze upon her assertions 

Giddy all the while–never stopping a-tall 
Pluck! Shuffle! Pluck! 

In her wake, leaving the fruit’s branches numb 

“Mah-nin, Mah-mi,” those innocent words, like clockwork,  
Instinctively, were verbalized from my Coolie tongue. 

  

There was the morning hollar from the foul coop 

Flowing through the air with its low frequencies, and  
There was the droning of gates of the veranda in need of WD-40. 

But, I knew everyone was already up. 
Even before the crack of dawn, if the fiery ants weren’t resting 

If the mosquitoes weren’t already nesting from the night’s abrupt rainfall 
Then, the people of the country knew no end.  

If the palms were still standing, 
If the J’ang crows were still flying till they spotted their next meal 

Then, the people of the country knew no end. 
If the common mangoes were still being curried, 

If the pound was still being spent on the yearnings of the poor, 
Then, the people of the country knew no end. 

Neither did I. 
In a slow and humid breeze,  
Exclusive to the Caribbean Sea and the West Indies, 

The aroma of the boiling soursop leaves reached me, 
Slowly wafting my two, little feet to the woodfire  

Under a silver pot that cupped soursop tea. 
There, a few paces from the glistening bowl,  

Was a pipe I’d use to wash away the stains  
That I’d gained from my fruity escapades. 

There again, was the scrutinizing glance of my critical mother 

That replaced her previous disposition: 
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Native Wind  

Kelly Miller ‘23 

“Weh me tell you fi go do ev’ry mah-nin?” 

I knew what she was going to mention. 
“Mi tell you fi go drink tea ah mah-nin time 

‘An no go nyam dem de plum de ah-fa i’ tree.” 

But, of course, me being me,  
A home where I housed ideas of trouble 

In my six year old body, 
I stooped down along with her and collected my weighty teacup. 

 

I finally responded: 
“Me dih hungry.” 

Yet, deep down I wholeheartedly knew  
Eating them was wrong. 

Like the sensation of toothpaste and orange juice, 
My stomach rumbled with the acceptance of disobedience and free will 

But, apology wasn’t on my royal tongue a-tall. 
And despite my mother’s words then, 
That following morn’s temptations 

Ricocheting within my head,  
I awoke earlier than the sun. 
The zephyr of the dawn filled my senses 

And fearless in my institution,  
I picked from our only juneplum tree all over again. 

 

Genesis Batista ‘23 
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Turnpike 

Kaili Martinez-Beasley ‘23 

Looking out from the car window to restrain from sleep, 
But also to find some form of connection, 
Each person you see fits the cars driving through the streets 

Each is different. 
  

At times you’ll see burning cigarettes basking in the sun 

Others left in cars, cooled by an AC that’ll always be freezing, yet never cold enough 
  

Sometimes, the best times, you’ll get to see drivers’ faces 

Especially in the back seat, sitting alone, when those in the front forget you’re there. 
Quietly observing hairs and gazes before they stream by in traffic waves 

However, looking at blank faces, faces not reacting to radio music or staring at their children in their back seat 
because they’ll never know how much they love them, 
  

is boring. 
  

That’s when ideas of what’s racing in their minds pop up into yours: 
  

Well, one of the driver’s is thinking about what they’ll make for dinner tonight so their family doesn’t nag 
them about it- 

Another person is trying to stop tears from glazing over their eyes as they drive to the hospital to see their 
grandparent for possibly the last time- 

Another person is trying to deal with all their life’s problems by looking at traffic lights and taking speed 
bumps with stride- 

And you can’t forget about the person running late for their dentist appointment 
  

The best part is all of these assumptions can be, and probably are, absolutely wrong. 
No one can read minds, but to place relatability onto a random person driving their car to get from 

one point to another is beautiful; 
You may never remember that driver again, but you’ll continue to fathom the events you have 

assigned, even as they pass by. 

Mary Mecheal ‘24 
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For the Mouse Must Run 

Goretti Muriithi ‘22 

Hickory Dickory Dock  
the mouse ran up the clock 
but why would it do so  
when the morsel of cheese has fallen down below  
And running up the clock will tire it? 
But it pushes on saying so be it  
Bites and claws to the top  
only for the hour hand to stop  
and drop back to one 
and the mouse has not won  
It is back where it started square one 
but the mouse is not done  
no time to smell the cheese or seek fun  
for the mouse must run 
up the clock again and again 
and after months of fruitless routine 
maybe then  
the mouse has enough energy to smell the cheese 
but now it's moldy and rotten, simply a tease  

Kelly Miller ‘23 
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77 years after the end of the war 
and the sound of the zoot suit’s 
swaying hips and jiving shoulders are rolled over 
into oblivion. 
California shores and California waves 
are tainted with screams and the paved 
paths of Santa Monica 
are riddled with leftover crowbars 
which have caved in the cracking skull of a 17 year old boy 
whose poetry that tells his life has been written over by 
a red for rage pen of hate. 
 
His 17 year old girl now weeps 
not over the loss of a prom king’s crown 
but the loss of sweeping feet which  
swooned 
her away but now she can’t even keep 
the zoot suit he wore because it’s seeped 
with red rage, blood and innocent brain matter. 
 
The prom queen is now a pachuca 
who pins up her hair that reaches above 
the Eiffel that’s been captured by Nazis 
who shoot down any enemy like the paparazzi. 
The same way the white men try to shoot her down 
by taking the one love she had 
and trying to take her too for the foreign hue 
lips and dips 
which they wish to catch like a foreign fish along the Gulf Coast 
yet she continues to protest in their face and 
her broad shoulders interlace with the leg tightening skirt  
defying the norms which try to catch her in a web like a spider  
ready to attack the prey which prays to have a life 
free from its social binds 
demanding her to act this perfect way or 
she’s a delinquent 
ready to die.   

Expenditure  

Kaili Martinez-Beasley ‘23 
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Expenditure  

Kaili Martinez-Beasley ‘23 

II 
 
Fabric’s put into famine from a blood curdling war 
spilling childish blood and  
genocidal mud over men’s bodies 
and those men are not designated by 
class or race 
yet they continue to segregate a collective experience. 
Women now slave away and take shape with a demographic 
that has yet to be set free 
yes they have had their paid fees but each penny is a quarter of their 
worth 
and their babies are being dragged across the rugged terf 
of life with no father. 
 
But fathers, sons, nephews, grandsons 
are not just being dragged on foreign land 
like the guns which hang low on No Man’s Land 
but their being dragged on homeland 
stolen from them or that stole them from their land  
because the curious cat that was not killed but killed 
decided that only white stripes had the right 
to patriotism and life. 

Now a widow, a mother, a sister  
who let her 
man go is breaking in heart 
and hurling over at the rib bone 
because she couldn’t cry during his train ride 
and she’s left with a gold star 
instead of the man who vowed to be 
forever 
with her. 
And she knows her children will hate her for 
being so far away in a factory building the 
types of planes that sent bullets through  
their father’s every last limb and bone but 
It’s all she has left and what she can do 
because her husband’s due date has expired 
but she's expected to memorialize the country which sent  
him away 
and the country pays her nothing for her dues but she’s 
expected to make do and deal with it 
when she’d rather fall into the grave’s pit 
where he now lays.  
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PHOTOGRAPHY AND ART GALLERY 
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Jolie Reyes ‘23 
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Delaney Lima, Faculty 
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Delaney Lima, Faculty 
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Delaney Lima, Faculty 
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Delaney Lima, Faculty 
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Genesis Billups ‘22 

SHINY BUBBLES 
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Huntar Hayes ‘22 

Hannah Strauss ‘25 

VANILLA SOFT 

SERVE 

SNEAKER      

SHADING 
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 Kelly Miller ‘23 
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Kelly Miller ‘23 
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Christen Trejo ‘22 

VISION MOSAIC COLLAGE 
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Ruth Amouh ‘22 
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Ruth Amouh ‘22 
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Grace Pagan ‘24 

Allie Jules ‘24 
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Sofia Ceballo ‘23 
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Goretti Muriithi ‘22 
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