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The Softer Side of Jesuit High School

 Jesuit High School is a goldmine for all-star ath-
letes and sports fanatics. I highly doubt most people 
would associate the green-and-gold-wearing, cham-
pionship-commandeering image of Jesuit with the 
more literary realm of poetry and artwork. However, 
amongst the student athletes and rapid super-fans 
lurks the far superior underground world of the 
intellect. It is a place where shots are taken with a 
camera instead of a basketball, where the pen packs 
a more powerful punch than the baseball bat, and 
where the mysteries of human existence are waiting 
to be unveiled. To warm up, we drink coff ee, discuss 
Tolstoy, and question the meaning of everything. To 
cool down, we read Robert Frost in the dark. Our 
uniforms consist of various shades of black, glasses 
we may or may not actually need, and lingering dark 
circles from our long nights of philosophizing. To 
exercise and maintain our fi ne mental aptitude, we 
fi nd the metaphorical beauty in common objects 
like fi ling cabinets and the gum under desks. When 
we discovered that one of our members also played 
tennis, he was excommunicated. We do not speak of 
this. When we cheer, we cheer in sonnet form and on 
the rare occasion we clap instead of snap, you better 
believe it’s in iambic pentameter. It’s a world people 
may not understand, but this is Cantos. 

Okay, I’m kidding. Cantos isn’t some scholarly cult 
and we don’t exile people for taking cream with their 
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coff ee, failing to reference random pieces of literature 
in everyday conversation, or playing sports. In fact, 
several students featured in the magazine are athletes 
themselves. So what is Cantos? I see it as a great way 
to showcase the many impressive talents that are 
sometimes overlooked at Jesuit. Th e poems, short 
stories, photographs, and art have been carefully se-
lected by our Cantos team to illuminate another side 
of our school. For someone who only played CYO 
basketball to wear the cool jersey and who sometimes 
confuses lacrosse with cricket, I can honestly say that 
this is about as close to a trophy as I’ll ever get. But 
for everyone else, I hope you enjoy getting a glimpse 
into the soft er side of Jesuit High School. 

Now please, kindly allow all us deep, art savvy, 
future Pulitzer Prize winners to woo you with our 
supreme intelligence. 

    Marly Williams
    2010 Editor-in-Chief
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words
Jamie Canepa

A response to Th e Words of Poems by Ann Duff y

words are a poems bones
without which it would sag
into a small fl eshy pile 
on the fl oor
which you would step carefully over
in your search 
for more interesting literary pieces

a novella hiding in the thick bushes 
behind the neighbors house
perhaps 
or the second act of a play
hotly pursued by the fi rst
across the shimmering savannah
you can remember 
from the Discovery Channel

if you could fi nd
the right words
make a careful incision
and slide them into their proper places
maybe once again 
you could run with the poem
through that golden fi eld
you see outside your window

maybe once again
you could fall back into that dry grass
in laughter
like you did as a child
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Atoll

I dream of a hot white crescent
set in blue
peppered with swaying palm trees.

If I close my eyes I can almost feel the sun on my face 
and the sand shift ing under my feet
as I walk toward the water.

Th e pounding of the surf
that seductive rush and roar
always draws me back.

But when I look up
its melody resolves
into the mechanical whir of the electric heater behind me. 

And outside the sun has hardly risen. 
It is not warming much of anything today. 
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At the paradise cafe

waitresses with fl owers in their hair carry platters
of brightly colored
brightly fl avored drinks.

Th e drinks
and the waitresses
are complementary. 

In fact, you don’t really have to pay for anything
at the paradise cafe. 

Except the entry fee
of one green coconut. 

Th e trees outside are fi lled with coconuts
so this really isn’t a problem for most people. 

You can recline and listen as
the thrumming beat of the surf weaves its way in
through the colorful tropical melodies that drift  casually over
from the quartet in the corner. 

Th e steel drummer is right on time
but the stand-up bassist lags a little. 

His fi ngers dancing over the stings 
as if they’d had just one drink too many. 

His eyes off  in their own dream
wandering away from the paradise cafe
gazing longingly through shift ing palm fronds
to the ocean. 
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The Wolf Duel
Carl Cota-Robles

I stood behind the leader of our wolf pack, the Lord 
Zeus, as he bared his sharp white fangs. Like me, he 
was covered in a shiny coat of bright yellow fur, but 
unlike me, he stood six feet tall at the shoulder and 
had large, bulging muscles on each leg.

“Th is is my territory, little brother,” said the leader 
of the wolf pack opposite to us. His build was similar 
to that of Zeus’ body, but instead of having bright 
yellow fur this wolf was coated in jet black hair.

“Th is is part of the Skyland,” said Zeus. “It belongs 
to me.”

“It’s the passage between the sky and the under-
world,” argued the other pack leader. “As Hades, 
Lord of the Underworld, this passage belongs to me.”

“My pack has controlled this passage for centuries. 
It rightfully belongs to us. Now go home before this 
talking turns into a bloody battle”

“Bloody for you, you mean” Hades laughed. “My 
wolves won’t fall prey to yours so easily as you might 
think.”

“Shall we test that theory” Zeus asked. “Or will you 
leave us alone?”

“I think you know my choice,” said Hades, tak-
ing a step forward but turning his head to speak to 
the pack of jet black wolves that stood behind him. 
“Don’t spare a single wolf.”

Within a few seconds, Hades’ pack was upon us. 
I found my adversary—a large wolf with charcoal 
colored fur—and we began to circle each other a type 
of dance. Th is was standard procedure in a wolf fi ght. 
Some extremely patient wolves could spend hours in 
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this stage of the battle. Th e goal was a simple one: to 
fi nd a weak spot. Once a wolf found, or thought they 
found, a weak spot, the wolf would take the off ensive 
by charging his adversary. Usually, this ended in the 
death of either the attacking or defending wolf. How-
ever, in some rare cases the attacking wolf would back 
away and the circling stage of the battle would begin 
again.

For this battle, the circling stage didn’t last long. 
My adversary charged me almost immediately. It was 
a bad move. As he came at me head on, I continued 
my circular path, making sure to change speeds and 
direction oft en to set him off  guard. By the time he’d 
reached me, my movements had become so unpre-
dictable that he missed by more than a foot on my 
left . As he passed, I took the chance and leapt onto 
his back, sinking my sharp teeth deep into his neck. 
Aft er that, the fi ght was as good as over. My oppo-
nent collapsed to the ground, and I sunk my claws 
deep into his throat. Th e fatally injured wolf let out a 
cry of pain as he took his last few breaths and died.

Turning, I saw that all but Zeus and Hades had 
fi nished their fi ght. A quick head count told me we 
were winning. 31 wolves remained alive on Hades 
side, while a total of 46 lived on my side. By the rules 
of the wolf fi ght, we had already won. Th ere was no 
need for Zeus and Hades to continue their battle. 
Even though killing the wolf pack leader counts for 
fi ve regular kills, our pack would still win 46 to 36 if 
Zeus lost.

“It’s over,” a golden wolf called from across the fi eld 
of snow.

“No is isn’t,” called one of the black wolves.
“What—” the yellow wolf started. He didn’t fi nish. 

From behind, a wolf tackled him. Th is one, however, 
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wasn’t black. It was a skeletal wolf, made up entirely 
of bones. It seemed as if Hades’ wolves couldn’t be 
killed.

Within minutes, our lead of 15 had been dimin-
ished to a lead of two. Th at was if you didn’t count 
the skeletal wolves.

“You’re not fi ghting by the rules of the wolf duel,” I 
pointed out.

Th e pack of skeletal wolves cracked up laughing. 
“Th is isn’t a game,” they answered. “Th is is a fi ght, 
and there are no rules in fi ghts.”

Th e skeletal wolves continued to advance, but it 
was all we could do to keep them from killing us. 
Th ey were made of bones and had no heart, muscle, 
skin, or weak points. For a long time I was sure 
they couldn’t die. Our pack must’ve stood cornered 
against a tree for hours before we fi nally fi gured out 
how to kill them.

“Th e head!” I cried when I saw it. My neighbor, a 
wolf by the name of Grendar, had knocked one over 
the head with his paw and managed to decapitate it. 
Now the skeletal wolf lay motionless on the ground, 
dead for what I hoped to be the last time.

By the end of the fi ght, only 30 of us remained. I 
looked over to see that Zeus’ and Hades’ battle was 
drawing to a close. Hades was charging Zeus with his 
teeth bared. Zeus was standing motionless, presum-
ably waiting for his black adversary to reach him. As 
Hades got closer, Zeus tensed. I drew in a deep breath 
hoping that whatever Zeus had planned would win 
him, and us, the battle. If we lost, Hades would be 
entitled to keep us all prisoner in the Underworld. 
Th at was the last place I wanted to go.

Zeus didn’t disappoint me. As soon as Hades got 
within a foot of him, Zeus jumped. Hades did a 
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double-take, stopped, and looked up. Zeus landed 
directly on him, pinning the black wolf to the ground 
on his belly, and sank his claws deep into Hades’ 
throat. Th ere was no howling. No pain. Just a quick 
death as Zeus’ six inch long claws sank into Hades’ 
neck.

“Let’s go wolves,” Zeus called to us. “Tell your black 
companions Hades will be waiting in the underworld 
for them in a couple hours.”

“He’s not dead?” I asked Zeus as I hurried to his 
side.

“No. We wolf pack leaders are reborn when we die,” 
Zeus answered. And that’s all he said for the rest of 
our journey back to the Skyland.
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How Do You Dream?
Jacquelyn South

Do you ever watch the day go by?
Or gaze into the evening sky.

Hop upon a shooting star.
And let your mind travel far.

Do you ponder ’bout the days of old?
When all was either silver or gold.

Before the thought the earth was round.
And trees would fall without a sound.

Do you fi nd yourself in yesterday?
 All so close yet far away

Wondering how things could have changed 
An entire world rearranged

Are you contemplating the present age?
Where disasters strike and wars rage

How even though the sun is bright
Half the world is still in night

Is the future sight what you desire?
For shall the world end in ice or fi re

When new innovations change mortality
And all your thoughts become reality

Do you fi ght evil for honor and glory?
Where you the hero of the story
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In the place of myth, where dreams are made
Where reality is bent and frayed

Have you found your thoughts empty as space?
Where the night holds you in hollow embrace

Time seems to stop and the silence is deep 
As all too soon you wake from your sleep

To fi nd it wasn’t real at all
And what you were dreaming is beyond recall
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Her voice reminded me 
of butterfl ies…
Calvin Multanen

 Her voice reminded me of butterfl ies. Th e black 
ones. Th e ones that had emerged from their hideous 
cocoons three weeks earlier and brought mankind to 
its knees. Th e winged terrors that had eaten my wife 
and son. We sat there in the dank cellar, the smell 
of mold and dirt fi lling our nostrils. From above, 
I could hear the muffl  ed thumps of beating wings, 
their monstrous owners hunting over the fl aming ru-
ins of civilization. Her voice reminded me of butter-
fl ies. She was infected. I slowly reached for my rifl e. 
But not slow enough. She sees my arm move. 

Henry, what’s wrong? 
In the dim glow of the kerosene lamp, I can see the 

single thread of silk trailing from the corner of her 
mouth. I try to speak but something is caught in my 
throat. Is it silk? Am I infected too? I cough and let 
forth a glob of sooty phlegm. No, just the ashes of an 
age long gone. 

Oh, it’s nothing. I just think it’s time to go scaveng-
ing again. We’re running low on food

She believes me but her response is not what I want. 
Don’t leave me. Let me come with you.
 Again, my throat seizes up. She begins to cough, 

but instead of soot, globs of sticky white silk, like 
molten silver. 

You should say. It’s still too dangerous. I think 
you’re getting a cold.
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But I know otherwise, my fears have been con-
fi rmed. She knows it too. All it takes is one of their 
larvae, one of those tiny worms. It gets in your stom-
ach and hunkers down, eating you while spinning 
its threads. You start coughing up silk. Aft er that, 
there’s no hope. Within days, the cocoon swells until 
the beast hatches, leaving behind its gutted, scream-
ing host. A perfect fi rst meal for the newborn. I am 
snapped back into reality by her voice, the voice of 
butterfl ies. 

Henry…
 I refuse to look at her eyes. 
Please Henry…
 She coughs, the squelch of wet silk. My hand grasps 

the rifl e. 
Please…
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Americana
Michael Ragan

Th e tumult of modernity
Seizes us from our cribs.
All of a sudden,
People are marching in Washington
For something
Th at would make our grandfathers cringe,
And we are told
Th at the money is fl owing out these days,
Not in.

But Easter comes,
Just as it always has,
And we remember the knots
 People held on to
At the end of their tethers,
Tied with cord made of more than
Apple pie and baseball.

For me, A Prairie Home Companion
Still ignites a few sinewy fi bers
Which cling to memories of green ponds
And misty mornings.

It was something about Keillor’s voice
Th at would transform a simple cast and retrieve
Into focused meditation
And prejudice me for eternity.
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For you see,
A Cathedral in Rome,
A Wall in China,
And a Pyramid in Giza
Simply cannot compete on this slanted fi eld.
Th ey are but monoliths.

Th is is a promise we keep to ourselves.
Th is is a dream we chase.
Not in our blood,
But in our airwaves.
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To Summer
Michael Ragan 

Th e worst time of year
Is in early spring
When they say,
“Th e fl owers are fl owering
And the birds are mating.”

So you stop building fi res at night,
And you stop buying hot chocolate.

Th e cozy image of a warm cabin and an old chair
Slips drearily away,
Along with snowy woods,

But the gray mornings are still wet,
And the sunset air,
Still cold.

So we wait for time to jump the gap
between the fi ngers of Adam
And God.
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My Secret
Caroline Garvey

I am not invisible, 
though he may think I am.

I am not an animal,
but for him Ill be a lamb.

I am not a pineapple, 
but my mama says I’m sweet.

I do not live in the tropics,
but for him ill bring the heat.

I am not a master chef,
but for him ill learn to cook.

I am not a published writer,
but for him I’ll write a book.

I am not very funny,
but for him Ill tell some jokes

I am not a wizard,
but for him Ill learn a hoax.

I am not a perfect person, 
but for him I’ll try to be. 

My heart is pretty closed,
but I’ll give him the key.
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Broken
Matt Reilly

Shattered glass?
A car alarm?
I think so.
Phil and I rode bikes
that weren’t ours.
Of that I am fairly sure. 
Th e car sat patiently 
beneath a defoliated maple,
its white or gray exterior unimpressive
next to the glistening cellphone 
resting on its sun-bleached dash.
Phil saw the phone
and skid to a stop,
his two tires leaving evidence of their abrupt braking,
their transfer of heat and rubber
to the decaying asphalt of Maple Street.
He found a signpost
detached from its base,
out of operation,
taken from its home.
Th e signpost found the windshield,
met it for the fi rst time
in a shower of earthbound crystal.
Shattered glass?
A car alarm?
I know so.
We ran.
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Zero Hour
John Cline

Tom Smith leaned against the wall of the earthen 
dugout that he now called home. His chin was bur-
rowed into the ground, and he tasted mud. Some 
distance away, a river fl owed peacefully. It wasn’t even 
seven thirty in the morning, but already sweat was 
gathing inside his helmet. Twelve minutes to zero 
hour. Twelve minutes until Tom’s world exploded. 
His Lee-Enfi eld was propped against the wall, if one 
could call this mass of earth a wall. Th e trench was a 
crypt of silence. If Tom squinted, which he had been 
doing for a while, it almost looked like a canyon: the 
fl oor might have been a river, and the stacks of sup-
plies might have been rock formations. 

“One minute until detonation!” said an offi  cer a few 
feet down the line.

Tome closed  his eyes. A baby seemed to wail in 
the distance. In sixty seconds, men would die. To be 
sure, men had already died, and men were no doubt 
dying at that exact moment. So strange that men 
killed to end the cycle of violence. Th e baby’s wailing 
increased, and another voice joined it: the voice of 
a young woman, who seemed to be mourning. Tom 
strained to hear it more clearly. He knew it from 
somewhere, and it was calling out to him; nobody 
else seemed to hear it. It seemed to urge him to fl ee - 
back through the forest, along the river, through the 
city, and across the channel - to reach home. More 
than anything, Tom wanted to obey.
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All at once, Tom recognized the voice. His tears 
began to obscure his view. 

An offi  cer came up behind Tom and his comrades. 
“You lads ready?”

“Yes, sir,” they said together.
Th e offi  cer must have seen Tom trembling, because 

he put a hand on his shoulder and said, “Pick up your 
rifl e son.” He moved on, and Tom grasped the Lee-
Enfi eld. 

“Detonation commencing!” shouted the offi  cer 
from down the line.  An explosion.  Men died.  But 
it was just one mine: the fi rst raindrops of a storm.  
Tom and the rest of the soldiers waited.  Eight min-
utes passed, and all but one of the remaining mines 
buried beneath the enemy lines exploded. 

It was an earthquake.  Had to be.  Th e world shook 
with such force it seemed that it would fall out of 
orbit.  Th e voices Tom had heard earlier wavered.  
Th en, if possible, the explosion intensifi ed.  A primal 
roar tore apart the very life force of the universe. Two 
minutes later, the earthquake ended.

Zero hour had come.
Th e eye of the storm passed over the line. For just a 

moment it was quiet again, and Tom savored it, try-
ing to grab handfuls of silence and store them away. 
“Open fi re!” someone yelled. Th e artillery fi red with 
a sound like a massive fi recracker. Th en came the 
horrible whistling noises and large but distinct explo-
sions. It wouldn’t be long now. Suddenly, it happened.

From the line there rose a great cry and for a split 
second every soldier was fi lled with bravery and 
recklessness. Tom and the others hoisted themselves 
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out of the trench and advanced, slowly at fi rst, almost 
a walk. Th en they began to trot and fi nally to run. If 
the trench was a crypt, no man’s-land was a fi eld of 
Hell. Tom saw the skeletons of trees that had once 
been full of life and the scattered barbed wire. Evil 
spirits seemed to chase Tom and the other soldiers 
toward the enemy line. More voices joined those of 
the baby and the woman. Some of them Tom recog-
nized; others he did not. Th ey became a chorus of the 
damned. Tom broke into a sprint, more afraid of the 
voices than of the enemy. Th e battle was two minutes 
and already Tom’s sanity was crumbling.

Th ey reached the enemy dugout. Tom triggered his 
rifl e and felt his fellow soldiers do the same. Th ey 
fi red blindly ahead of them. Th ey plunged forward 
towards glory, towards sure victory…

And then Tom heard no more voices.
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Photobooth
Marian Janes

A girl sits alone in a dark house, watching a romantic comedy, 
she typical story of boy meets girl and happily ever aft er.
She sits there, watching and wishing that
beautiful love stories like this could be real.

Her mother and father return home early from a Christmas party.
“It was getting late, and we were getting tired.”
the man said unexpectedly in a black suit and a white satin tie,
an outfi t so far from his customary polo and ironed Dockers.
His wife, wearing a festive fl owered dress as
an unexpected contrast to her everyday scrubs,
comes into the kitchen, carrying something in her hand.

It was just a single paper with only three photographs,
three photographs of only two people.
A crisp column of smiling snapshots,
the fi rst of goofy grins,
the second with an eff ortless kiss on her cheek,
the third almost identical to the fi rst.

Unlike those around them, they politely declined the holiday props.
Th ey didn’t want anything too fl ashy, no Santa hats, no decorations.
All they wanted was the other.
Click, click, click.

Aft er showing her daughter, the woman
says, “I don’t really like them. Don’t I look old?”
A moment of silence leads to quiet giggles.
Th e woman looks down once more, and with a smile,
whispers, “But look at your dad, he’s just so happy.”

Th e girl sits alone in a dark house, fi nishing the romantic comedy,
the typical story of boy meets girl and happily ever aft er.
She sits there, unaware that sitting coff ee table,
her parents’ twenty-two years lay developed in black and white.
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Untitled
Elaina Kim

it only takes seconds of Mr. Ira Glass’ smooth, lilting 
monotone
that’s not really monotone
and I’m all good.
Th is American Life on NPR; 91.5 on the FM dial.
a fl ick of the wrist past classical 89.9, a notch or two 
before 103.3’s soft  rock

Maybe it’s the concept
each show has a theme: “Summer Camp”
“Babysitting”
“Starting from Scratch”
(one of my favorites was “Switched at Birth”)
but maybe it’s not. Last week’s “Scenes from a Bank” 
got me excited

the stories, maybe?
a contest where everyone stands around a truck for 
days until only one person is left  on their feet;
a man who lives on the same property as his late 
wife’s grave.
a fanatic: obsessed with the Niagara Falls, but 
reluctant to visit them.

HEY now how about that voice?
Ira Glass
 Even his name is beautiful.
 Ira Glass.
Shhhh.
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It’s a silky cream sauce on thick buttered noodles. Or
an expensive dark truffl  e, hand craft ed in a petite 
French chocolaterie.
It’s confi dent, but not haughty
a medium pitch and a rolling cadence
(last week he said the words: insurmountable 
reluctance.
It made me shiver and sigh at the same time)
But it doesn’t belong to some suave twenty-something 
year old philosophy major (the kind who wears
leather loafers and carries around a moleskine)
Th e thumbnail next to his online bio is artsy: thick 
black frames and droopy eyelids, plus
mid-day lighting and a moderate shadow cast an air 
of secrecy 
 (He is fi ft y years old)

perhaps it’s the way that voice and those stories make 
me 
 stop
and listen, even for just a second.

I think it’s the voice spinning the story and 
the story shaping that voice

that make my stomach curl and chest thump
on my way home
at a miserable 30 miles per hour
on a rainy November aft ernoon.
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Slow Down
Maha Pasha

You look to the left .
You look to the right.
But you can’t decide why
 Everything seems so alive.
Alarmed.
You run; you hide.
You don’t know why you lied.
But when?
When did this go from inspiration
to desperation.
Th e trees can’t hide this game;
Th e world can’t hold your shame.
Turn back, you see the sign
Refl ecting in the moonlight.
Th e red, the white, you dread
Th is path.  You feel your own wrath.
Confi ned, you want to move on.
You’ve heard the song… you know
It’s wrong,
But you feel gone.
In the end, you laugh; they cry.
Th row your hands up, lean back.
Th e wind rushes all around.
Peace.
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Forever Ago
Katie Ghiorso

Forever is a long time. Forever ago I knew that face
Th e one with eyes full of secrets the deep blue waves 
crash into
Th e one with sun-soaked hair glistening with shades 
of yellow
Th e one with freckles dotting expressions and 
speaking more than words
Th e one with lips as fresh and welcoming like the 
sunrise on a new day
Th e one with time as limitless and open like the skies
Th e one with beautiful views of life and fl awed 
aspects of tomorrow
Th e one with slight beyond what’s in front of him
Th e one with knowledge spoken from the wind 
whispered in the long spindling branches of trees
Th e one with the truth about forever
Th e one with love that lives forever
Th e one with knowledge that lasts forever
Th e one with looks that kiss my heart forever
Th e one with time that repeats itself forever
But forever is a long time. Forever ago I knew that 
face. 
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Remembering
Anthony Nguyen

My peripheral vision spies the fl utter of wings above 
a beach of sand, a seagull calling out to a friend as 
it hovers towards the decaying mass of broken crab 
shells washed ashore by the waves that break against 
the rocks, a crag extending, protesting against the 
erosion that has so clearly defi ned each grain of 
pebbled jewels that line the path where my feet once 
walked, only a few months ago when I was still 
young, and we were both young, but we have forgot, 
and hold our suff ocating lungs beneath the surface 
of the crashing wake, because we fear riding atop the 
white water, a danger we cannot dare to face despite 
our desire to skim the surf, on top of the world.
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Response to Mary Oliver’s 
“Starlings in Winter”
Anthony Nguyen

To be beautiful as if I had wings,
I would soar above the city.
Look out I would scream as I
Dipped, dodged, dived through the crowded city 
streets.

Only to rise back up to the sky,
Solar eclipse to a single gazing eye,
And continue again.
Dipping, dodging, diving through the crowded city 
streets.

Th eir eyes would watch for three seconds,
Th en I would be gone.
Invisible, invincible…
If only I could
Dip, dodge, dive through the crowded city streets.
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In the Nick of Time
Marly Williams 

Slow as molasses, I’m up at the crack of dawn to seize 
the day,
Stitching time to save nine so the early bird will get 
the worm. 
But when push comes to shove, once the cows have 
come home,
I’ll put off  until tomorrow what I can do today,
Barking up the wrong tree to be another cliché.

If time is money, then I have a spending problem, but 
if I had a nickel
For every day I’ve wasted, beating around the bush 
for the whole nine yards, 
Th en I’d be a millionaire laughing all the way to 
bank, chasing the time that fl ew
On that dog day aft ernoon. 

I know I’m not getting any younger,
And one day, come hell or high water, I really will 
bite the dust.
Even if I eat an apple a day, it won’t be long before the 
fat lady’s sung,
And I’m pushing up daisies, kicking over buckets,
And still feeling a few sandwiches short of a picnic in 
this dog eat dog world. 
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I’m still waiting for the moment I’ll quite horsing 
around,
Get my head out of the clouds, and be the cats meow.
Free as a bird to march to the beat of a diff erent 
drummer,
Head over heels, opposites will attract and
I’ll go out on a limb to get my ducks in a row
Knowing it’s all in a day’s work to be
Th e crème of the crop or the pick of the litter.

Lets hope you can teach an old dog new tricks,
To, even if the pigs are fl ying,
have fun in the sun, fi ft een minutes of fame, and
better late then never
Have its day 
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Elizabeth
Eileen Heilman

She wore a white billowy dress and she ran through 
the tall green meadow everyday. Th e pollen would 
glow in the sunlight as she glided by. Her golden 
curls bounced up and down in every direction. She 
never stumbled; she was so graceful in her step. She 
laughed as she skipped along, picking daises that 
reached up to her knees. Her cheeks were rosy with 
amusement and her deep light blue eyes sparkled 
with happiness. She had a white ribbon in her hair 
that she wore everyday. It tied half of her hair back, 
failing to take the bottom half of her hair with it. 
Th e daisy petals breezed behind her and she kicked 
up her white stocking heels as she went. She giggled, 
smoothing her golden curls down back to her shoul-
ders. She stopped at an old cement gate. She fi ddled 
with the key in her hand as she placed it into the big 
lock. She gently began to push the gate door open.

As the garden door opened, she leaped inside and 
giggled as a long vine tickled her nose from above. I 
walk in and observe a cement wall surrounding the 
garden with intricate loops carved onto the top of 
the wall. Vines twirled within the loops and soon 
white and green buds would explode from its leafy 
origin. Over the green grass and under my feet lay a 
stone path of gray and red tinted colored stones. Th e 
path continues for a few feet then it leads to a big, 
leafy green oak tree in the center of the courtyard. 
Th e oak tree tilts over to the left  side where a single, 
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simple wood swing hangs from two ropes. It creaks in 
the cool spring breeze. To the right of the swing, lay 
a brook. Th e sound of water trickling off  rocks and 
the sound of toads croaking to the rhythmic pattern 
of far-off  footprints. I bend down to touch the water; 
it is cool and clean. It continues to drips onto green, 
soft  patches of moss. Th e courtyard is wrapped in 
white lilies and light blue irises. My favorite fl owers. 
I look around and observe no weeds or dead spots in 
the grass. For I do not know who attends this garden. 
Th is feels as if it was the fi rst visit I had ever made to 
this garden, yet I feel somewhat spiritually connected 
to it’s walls. “Elizabeth! Elizabeth!” I call. I hear 
giggling behind me. As I turn around, Elizabeth is 
swinging ever so gently on the old oak swing. I laugh 
as I run over to join her. She grabs onto my hand, and 
looks up at me smiling. I read from her expression 
that she is happy here. Yet, she looks at me with a 
lonely and suppressed look; then I understand in her 
gaze. Elizabeth is only happy here.
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Back to Basics
Christine Ngan

In a time where information bombards you from a million diff erent directions,
We oft en forget about the basics.
About the beauty in Simplifi ed. Uncorrupted. Beautiful WORDS.
Caught up and obsessed with fi lling up each hour, each second of everyday.

We say we see clearly, that everything is under control.
Yet in reality we are blinded.
Blinded by our own ambitions and selfi shness.
Our minds are clouded, preventing us from seeing the beauty in simplicity.
We clutter our speech with everything but the truth;
Emotionless syllables, strapped together to form fragile shells of the true emotions 
that lie dormant within.

What ever happened to saying what you mean and meaning what you say?
“I want to hold your hand” short. simple. complete.
Back to basics;
Back to those sweet melodies that you close your eyes in order to fully appreciate.
Back to living life with all its ups and downs.
But instead, choosing LIFE...
Not its superfi cial fi llers.  



 57Cruickshank

Constellations
Bre Cruickshank

Th e broken part heals even faster than the rest.
Life would mean nothing if there was no suff ering. 
Th e pain we feel when…
I am so tired. 
I want to sleep. 
Why am I up? 
Th ank God that term paper is over. 
My parents annoy me. 
My dog is a pain in the ass. 
I like the color red. 
I have 5 fi ngers. 
I wonder who else is writing random obscenities like this. 
I wonder who the next Dali Lama will be. 
I wonder what I will do next weekend and who I will spend time with. 
It’s hard to keep up when two people are talking to you at the same time.
One day it will be dark and there will be stars out and something 
magnifi cent and unknown inside of me will whisper that now, I am 
happy:
I have been broken and put back together.
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The Path
Patrick Fitzgibbon

Th e night harkens 
As shadows grow
And cold hearts darken.
Th e chill winds blow.
Th e light of day,
Turns to fear, 
But don’t be scared,
I’ll stay right here.
In this night 
Th e waxing moon
Is our guiding light
To follow home
But don’t be scared, 
I’ll stay right here.
Th e hollow trees,
A sad reminder,
Th e noiseless breeze,
Reaching out to fi nd her.
Th e star-less night,
A simple nothing.
But don’t be scared,
Our hands are touching.
Th e beaten path,
Lovers walk along,
Will test your heart,
You’ll feel alone,
But don’t be scared,
I’ll be right here.
Frozen fl owers sing,



 59Fitzgibbon

Silent mementos,
For love lost in spring.
Th e grass grows tall,
Moving gradually,
No leaves to fall,
Upon the frost-bitten ground.
But don’t be scared,
I’ll stay right here.
All light left ,
Far behind,
Lover’s light hearts,
Are all that shine.
Th e sooty earth,
Th e hard-packed dirt,
Th e fi rst to stumble,
Th e last to hurt.
Whispers in the dark,
Speak deceitful lies,
Like passing thoughts,
Th at bloom then die.
Don’t listen to them,
And don’t be scared,
You’re not alone,
I’ll stay right here.
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The Widower
Katie Cronin

Th e husband comforted his wife through sickness.
He sat by her bed each day, each night,
kissing her fi ngers, massaging her legs, atrophied, 
frail like a porcelain doll.
She fl oated away with the dandelion seeds.

She left  nothing behind, only photos
faded, distant, like memories,
Th e memories of their childhood together
He can no longer picture her face, hear her voice.

A master of the process,
dressing in his pinstriped suit for no one.
He greets his wife each morning.
Th e widower drinks his coff ee black, the way she preferred.
He prefers hot tea.

Holding her ashes as rocks in the chair
Th e dog looks around, lost without a mother
He falls asleep on the left  side of the bed
And sets his dead wife’s alarm clock
Th e widower whispers “good night love”

Th e widower’s heart freezes,
His body is found two days later
by a worried neighbor.
He is buried in the pine grove
beside his dead wife.

Together again, some would say
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