


1

Table of Contents

Canvas:  Caroline Grimm ‘18  ........................................  3

Magazine Composite: Madison Gosselin ‘16  .............  4

What I Would Have Said: ‘16  .......................................  5

Passion: Anne Marie Crinnion ‘16 .................................  6

Innocence: Gretchen Heisler ‘17  ..................................  8

The Romance of Reading: Brianna Heffernan ‘16  ......  9

The Best Years of Our Lives: Brianna Heffernan ‘16  ....  10

The Cupcake Couple: Molly Stevenson ‘16  ..............  10

Manhattan: Merry Gu ‘17  ............................................  11

My Christmas Realization: Margaret Mary Burke ‘17  ....  12

American Flag: Olivia Whytosek ‘17  ..........................  14

Hope: Brianna Heffernen ‘16  .......................................  15

Ed Sheeran: Sarah Crinnon ‘18  ...................................  16

College Essay: Hannah Friel ‘15  .................................  17

Juneau: Merry Gu ‘17  ..................................................  19

Breathe Out: Julia Walton ‘17  ....................................  20

Flag on House: Olivia Whytosek ‘17  ..........................  21

Rude: Anna Kuyat ‘17 and Julia Walton ‘17  ...............  22

La Belle Fille sans Merci: Merry Gu ‘17  .................. 23

Shenandoah: Merry Gu, 17  .........................................  24

Butterfly Thoughts: Angela Cinaglia ‘15  ......  Back Cover



2

2014-2015 Literary Magazine Editors

       Anne- Marie Crinnion   Rheanna Congdon

                  Argirel Lion  Gretchen Heisler
 

        Briana Heffernon     Merry Gu 

Kaitlin Perni            Madison Gosselin  

             Evelyn Chen     Peggy Burke 

Mrs. McGuiness



3

Canvas
Caroline Grimm

A gold brush stroke in a sky of powder blue
An abstract idea a famous Artist drew

Fate was against Him, His canvas was torn
And yet, from His hands, a miracle was born

On the opening night of the Artist’s first show
He stood back and smiled, and watched his work grow

Colours ran down rivers and climbed into the trees
Glittering rainbow pallets danced through the breeze

Red, orange, yellow, and green
Blue, pink, and colors not yet seen

Over oceans and mountains the colours now swirled

The Artist, you see, had created our world.
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Magazine Composite
Madison Gosselin
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What I Would Have Said
Anonymous

Now the thought 
Both of lost happiness and lasting pain
Torments him

What I’m saying is drown me in your agony, smother me with your 
loss, wrap your solitude around my throat and pull tight. Do not be 
afraid to snap my shoulder blades, unhinge my jaws. I will bathe in 
your spite and your lust and all the tar in your lungs until I am un-
done, and I will walk the earth over. Tell me, is everything you will 
ever seek enough for you? 

Round he throws his baleful eyes
That witnessed huge affliction and dismay
Mixed with obdurate pride and steadfast hate

What I’m saying is I want to hold you, all flesh and blood and veins 
strung out and shattered between my fingers, to unwind the parts 
that howl and hold you closer. I will offer you the splinters of me to 
make you whole. Tell me, does it hurt to become? 

Hail horrors, hail
Infernal world

What I’m saying is you can make yourself a heaven of this hell, dar-
ling. Do not be afraid of this life, this love, this pleasure, the ruddy 
strife of hearts and lips. When the flames come for you, let them lick 
your bones and laugh. Oh, how does it feel to be a god?

 Listen to me, child of God; from this wreathed tomb you shall 
awake: I have lingered here, through eternities of loss, all jeweled skin, 

coiled, and waiting, and I know how a beautiful creature becomes a 
wild thing. Bring me your fruit and your men, and with it a world free 

from the horrid shade of perfection. A paradise savage and holy.
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Passion
Anne Marie Crinnion

It’s a desire so strong that the subject matter

Becomes synonymous with the advocate

Molding itself into one’s character

Inescapable, irreplaceable, and ever growing

One’s deep love combines with one’s essence

So that each time the word “I” surfaces

It carries the meaning of the person and the love

 

It’s not correct grammatically

But it’s oh so true

 

I Pass on. Pass “I” on. Passion.

 

It’s the athlete waking up at 5 am to workout

And repeating the routine at 5 pm 

It’s the violinist practicing for 4 hours

With bleeding fingers 

It’s the history teacher producing 14 history majors

In a class of 14 students

 

It’s the root of success.

It’s passion.
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Innate talents allow one to experience temporary success

surface success

Not the hard-wrought, self-sacrificed rewards

Which stem solely from the unquenchable fire

Deep within

Rooted in a love so strong

One has no choice but to manifest it

And pour it onto others

 

It’s evident in bright eyes

And eager smiles

In the excitement that exudes

When speaking of the topic

 

The simple morphology of the word represents how pas-

sion fosters

The seemingly impossible hope of reaching others

And igniting the spark that will fuel the fire

The unquenchable fire,

Deep within

 

I Pass on. 
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Innocence
Gretchen Heisler
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The Romance of Reading
Brianna Heffernan
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The Cupcake Couple
Molly Stevenson

The Best Years of Our Lives
Brianna Heffernan
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Manhattan
Merry Gu
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My Christmas Realization
Peggy Burke

Darkness is all I see as I slowly open my eyes. What time is 
it? and Is it too early? are the questions that chime through 
my head. I am now fully awake, no way am I going to 
be able to go back to bed. Hoping for the best, I fumble 
around my desk for my P.B Teen green alarm clock, to see 
the time: 5:52 a.m. Okay, I thought, Not bad at all, only eight 
minutes until I can officially get out out bed. Time will go 
back in a snap. But...It is officially Christmas!  The rule in my 
family is that you are not allowed to get out of bed and see 
the beautiful masterpiece that is Christmas until 6.00 a.m. 
So all I could do was lie in my bed, thinking of the endless 
possibilities that could be downstairs waiting for me: the 
cool sweater from Urban that was way too expensive 
for me to buy on my own, or maybe a new phone. I was 
shaking with excitement at this point only to look at my 
clock again to see that it is 5:53...still seven more minutes. 
I have to distract myself, think about other things so time 
doesn’t go so slowly...that chem test...no...how great this 
day is going to be...no, not a good distraction. Hmmm...in 
Australia they are ahead of us, which means they probably 
had Christmas dinner, or maybe they are behind us...too 
much thought. Should I check the clock? No...just wait 
patiently. I start thinking about people around the world 
and how they celebrate Christmas: people in California, 
a warm Christmas without snow, people in Antarctica 
with so much snow, and the people who don’t celebrate 
Christmas. That makes me wonder what it would be like 
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if I didn’t celebrate Christmas, I wonder how that what 
would affect my life. Probably not that much, right? But 
then I start thinking: No Christmas, no two week long 
break from school, no seeing all the family members who 
live far, no having the joy of giving the presents to others 
and seeing their face light up with joy. Sure, there would 
be birthdays, but it would not be the same. So I made a 
promise to myself, this day would not be just about getting 
awesome presents, it would be about enjoying the time 
with my family. Spending extra time with people who I do 
not see as much as I should, and really taking in the feeling 
I get when I give when my grandma or little cousin open 
the present I gave them. After pondering those thoughts, 
I looked at the clock: 6:02. I smile, get out of bed and go 
to wake up all my siblings. As the day goes on, we all act 
the same that we do every Christmas, but it’s not the same 
for me. I look at this day of all days in a different way. 
Instead of presents, the cool new iPhone, that amazing 
new sweater, I looked at this day as a day to celebrate with 
others. I got a new appreciation for giving than receiving, 
but I also learned to appreciate what I received as well. 
Christmas is mostly thought of as a day to get everything 
you wanted, and it is. Every Christmas, I do get everything 
I wanted, my whole family being together on the best day 
of the year.
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American Flag
Olivia Whytosek
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Hope
Brianna Heffernen 
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Ed Sheeran
Sarah Crinnon
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College Essay
Hannah Friel

 I fall under the species Homo sapien. I was constructed on 
a tedious, anatomical assembly line. My manufacturing process 
was slow. Methodical. Preplanned. Every cell a vital asset to the 
painstaking process of constructing my pale frame. A permanent 
barcode in the form of a double-helix wired itself into my genes. 

 This project that was me came together, and I found myself 
in a secret corner of the world where I listened to an infinite 
metronome and confused liquid with air. When the world stole me 
from my warm niche, I was cold and confused. My little hidden 
cameras scrutinized every detail of my new surroundings, the 
blue rings disguising their ceaseless scanning. I officially became 
a member of the human rat race -  one of seven billion creatures 
crawling on an orb spinning rapidly through space. How strange.

 I was born female, already dressed in pink with a Barbie 
doll waiting for me to grasp her, to remember the tiny waist and 
pointed feet. Unfortunately for Barbie, I never liked photocopied, 
plastic women very much. Her ridiculously unattainable figure does 
little but worry me for the sake of younger children’s self-esteem 
and body image. I am comfortable with my own feminine figure, 
thank you very much. Society’s standards do not define me.

 I do wear fluffy dresses and am truly honored to have 
stabbed myself in the eye with many an unforgiving mascara 
wand. But the bow in the back and the black tears staining my 
cheeks do not make me a woman. Proudly, I’ll admit to eating 
four entire pizzas with “the guys” after falling off my skateboard 
repeatedly, trying to perfect a trick that I never landed. But the 
lonely crusts and totally cool scrapes on my knees do not define 
my gender either. I do. I am a woman: strong-willed, passionate, 
impatient, and not so graceful. I am proud to say that I do, in fact, 
throw like a girl. 
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 I am Hannah Kathryn Friel, the one and only, and my 
identity goes far beyond my species and my gender. My skills, 
interests, and ideas are uniquely my own. I believe that family does 
not only mean blood, it means love. I also believe that this is what 
holds the world together, and there will never be a shortage of love 
if people learn to use their hearts the right way. I sing my feelings 
and write my tangled thoughts. I draw my imagination and laugh 
at the lopsided results. 

 Curiosity did not kill the cat, it drove the poor thing insane. 
Driving me is a constant, insatiable yearning for knowledge. I 
recently began spending my daily study period sitting in on other 
classes, sometimes participating more than the students being 
graded. I truly love learning. I am intelligent but imperfectly so. My 
brain is more of a typewriter than a calculator, but I have no trouble 
admitting this. 

 I am always true to myself no matter how embarrassing it 
may be to admit my faults and flaws. It has never mattered whether 
or not my ideas were in lockstep with my peers’ because I am proud 
to be who I am. I do prove to be difficult at times, stubborn in my 
opinions and beliefs, but I’m always loyal and loving to the people 
in my life.

 Life is unpredictable like the sea and I have had my fair 
share of full moons guiding the dark water over me in waves. I 
have not yet drowned and I don’t think I ever will. Somehow I 
have stayed afloat through all of the challenges I have faced, and 
my strength has grown, transforming me into a happier, more 
courageous person. My love is unconditional. My head is now 
flooded with knowledge I never thought I would need, giving me 
wisdom I would not have understood a year ago. I think I have 
become excellent at swimming.
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Juneau
Merry Gu
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Breathe Out
Julia Walton

 When I was five point five years old, it rained. Not that rain 
isn’t a normal occurrence, of course, but this was a particular kind 
of rain, a deluge, a weight that pressed not only on the rooftop but 
also on one’s strength of spirit. I was in my father’s car, strapped 
haphazardly into the passenger seat as he drove.  It was a little dark, 
and cold, and in memory a scene tinged grey-blue. I hummed a 
repetitive tune in rhythm with the window-wipers. My father said 
nothing as I kicked listlessly at the dashboard. 
 “Hey, Daddy?” I asked.
 “Yeah?”
 “Where are we going?” Whatever he said, I don’t remember. 
We drove for a while.
 After a time we came to an old house–it was small, with the 
red paint peeling off its panels. It slouched under the pressure of the 
rain, or perhaps a thousand rains. My father parked.
 “Stay here,” he said. “I’ll be right back.”
 He climbed from the car and, shielding himself with a jacket, 
disappeared into the house. I waited; the rain stopped. I got out of the 
car.
 Behind the house were discarded bikes and a trashcan, all in a 
muddy patch of lawn that ran about ten feet from the back door until 
where the grass rose as high as my waist. I waded through the grass, 
the same melody over and over in my throat, until I came to a stream. 
It was overflowing, and rushed along pleasingly, and I walked, 
following the water. The water merged with a bigger stream in an 
expanse of trees, and I could see tiny fish moving stark against the 
rocks–oh, they were so tiny and pretty, I wanted to hold them, but I 
could not. Now my hands were damp, and the front of my shirt.
 It started to rain again: softly, at first, but increasing in weight 
until it pressed down on everything, the leaves, the water, everything. 
I turned, wanting the warmth of my father’s car, and realized I did 
not know the way I had come. I sat down and cried. It was cold, I 
was wet, I was wet, and I cried and cried. I cried until they found me, 
and that must have been a very long time.
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Flag on House
Olivia Whytosek
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Rude Sonnet
Anna Kuyat and Julia Walton

I know thou hold’st traditions tried and true— 
I wore my best for this old-fashioned man— 
and so came I to ask one thing once through:
to take in marriage thy sweet daughter’s hand.

Thou say’st I’ll bear no blessing ‘till I die
And curse me with ill fortune to this day,
Thus if I ask again, thy answer’s “fie.”
I too, dear sir, am of this earthly clay,

So why must thou wax cruel and inhumane?
And though thou speakest sharp, I guarantee,
In spite of all the hate that heats thy brain,
thy daughter will my dearest consort be.

 I must yet wed the maid that I have woo’d,
 despite the fact that thou hast been so rude.

     —Magic!, “Rude”
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La Belle Fille sans Merci
Merry Gu

Women like you should not expire for love, 
nor security. 

You are generations of blood and battleground, 
dust and diamonds.

Think constellations, think the rainstorms that obscure them.

Daughter of Salome, 
Every veil you drop is a dream half-remembered,

and the men ache.

Daughter of Joan,
Do not deny your spilled blood, your heart like a war,

heart like a stake, heart like ashes.

Daughter of Medea,
Only you know what it is like to kill and to die

at the same time.

Daughter of Hecate.
Daughter of the Sphinx.

Daughter of sirens and valkyries.
Daughter of the witches they never burned.

May every injury you inflict be intentional
May kingdoms rebuild themselves at your feet

May you remember that
women like you drown oceans. 

There is something in your chest that mocks the sun;
you seethe with light.
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Shenandoah
Merry Gu




