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Letter from the Editors 

 

     Living in Italy has given students at Canadian College Italy a creative perspective which has 

resulted in magnificent pieces of writing and artwork. Throughout the course of the 2014-2015 

year, students have been inspired by the classroom lifestyle and have submitted that work to 

Dentro Fuori for publishing.  

     Thank you to all of the students who have shared their work with the magazine for others to 

read and enjoy. We would also like to acknowledge the students who helped in the making of the 

magazine: Adelaide Potter, for helping with the selection and editing process, along with 

Tabatha Fairman, for her photography of the cover, artwork by Jennifer Morse. We are grateful 

to former art and photography teacher, Ms. DeBlois-McElrea (Ms. Dee Mac), for sharing her 

students’ work with the magazine and to our school director, Mrs. D’Alessandro, for supporting 

the project and making publication of the magazine possible. Finally, we would like to thank  

Ms. DeBon for her guidance and direction while working on this magazine. 

     Students at Canadian College Italy have some amazing imaginations and creative minds. All 

of the editors are impressed with the work done by young people from all around the world. We 

hope all of our student writers and artists go far and become successful with their beautiful 

minds. It has been a pleasure working with all of you. 

 

Thank you. 

Courtney Rayner,  

Emily Aylward,  

and Kayla Holmes 

 

Editors 
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The World is Still Your Oyster  

Kayla Holmes, Grade 12 

  

     With long, ratty hair, a goofy, toothless smile, and eyes ready to conquer the world, this could 

be the picture of any number of six-year-old girls. The same can be said, I’m certain, for the 

thoughts running through my mind at the time, my mind crowded with crazy ideas, plans of 

power and influence for my future as a big time grown-up and, well, my next ballet lesson. That 

mindset, where no mountain is too great to climb, no sea too large to swim, is one that is typical 

of many children, but one that is lost far too easily. Soon, life and all of its imperfection impose 

themselves onto the youthful mind and erase all hopes for grandeur. However, there are those 

moments in life where one is given a chance to feel all-powerful again, to feel like a six- year-old 

ready for anything. For me, that happens when I’m given the opportunity to pack all of my things 

and move some place new. In this photo, I’d just done that for the second time in my life.  

     The girl in this photo had just made a journey that would be repeated over and over again in 

her life but had, in the moment, thought very little of it. On a humid summer day, she had 

watched the last of the boxes containing all of her worldly possessions be carried away from her 

three-year home, be loaded into a truck, and be driven off into the unknown. She would follow 

them on their journey, and arrive in a new country, start at her very first school, and have to 

make friends with a crowd of unknown people. She would discover, after doing the same thing a 

number of times, that she would also be redefining herself, recreating herself in a way that is 

impossible to do when surrounded by the same people and places day after day. Moving around 

would give her the strength and the opportunities to evolve as a person in a way impossible to 

many. However, in the picture, she knew little of that, and her thoughts of moving evolved 

mostly around what colour pen was most popular at her new school.  
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     And so, on that eventful day, I walked into my parents’ room, frowned at the unusual 

emptiness of it, and climbed onto their un-blanketed bed. My mother took my hand, smiled 

confidence into my heart, and walked me out into the gripping heat. She kept my hand in hers as 

we embarked on our journey, first conquering the miles by land, and then leaping into the skies, 

hurtling towards a land of history, culture, and opportunities. Perhaps it was that hand that also 

led me on a journey of acceptance, of courage, and of optimism, because as I stared down at the 

unknown, thousands of feet in the air, it was excitement that filled my heart, not fear, and that 

excitement has stayed with me even up to today.  

 

 

Tabatha Fairman, Grade 11 
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Green Blue 

Sagrario Gross-Hinojosa, Grade 11 

 

It is found in the ocean, 

In my father’s eyes - 

The fresh smell of crystal water. 

 

 

Blue Sapphire 

Sabia Costantini, Grade 11 

 

The sapphire blueberries 

lie under a waking sky, 

wearing a mantle of sugary hues 

waiting for the sun to embrace 

their soft, smooth skins. 

 

 

Green 

Sydney Shannon, Grade 11 

 

Green is clear, pure air  

that awakens the spirit. 

Green is the taste of young morning dew. 

Green is the soft, rejuvenating feel  

of fresh leaves on your fingertips. 

 

Sagrario Gross-Hinojosa, Grade 11 
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Blue 
Anastasia Kalinina, Grade 11 

 

Blue sky without clouds, 

green grass with dew - 

the sun rises and I feel life 

deep in my soul. 

 

White 
Jose Mayrl, Grade 11 

 

Cold and sharp as the snow, 

White is the majestic stallion in the field, 

Gentle hairs through the grass. 

White is the full moon 

Dancing for lovers 

As she plays her music. 

 

 

Anastasia Krasnova, Grade 11 
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Red 

Valerio D’Orsogna, Grade 11 

 

On the broken land they lay - 

The bruised and torn, red and bloody, helpless victims of war. 

The ultimate price - Life. 

Breathless they are, upon the fields of poppies 

gently blowing in the wind. 

 

 

Madi Beeman, Grade 12 

 

Blue Button 

Raphael Lopez, Grade 11 

 

The blue button lies upon its own shadow - 

Looking up at the ceiling for an answer. 
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Nature 
Alessia Grecu-Cipolla, Grade 11 

 

I let myself be carried away 

by the wind, to a place 

where there is no noise, 

where the sun, 

with its brilliance, 

grows purple flowers, 

where intimidating storms 

flee elsewhere, 

where a rainbow 

kisses the sky - 

where the bird’s flight 

is the frame of this show, 

where not even a screen of high definition 

could reproduce this beauty. 

Anastasia Krasnova. Grade 11 

A Floret 
Federico Aulizio, Grade 12 

 

A little stem of heaven, 

Almost not terrestrial, 

Cast away. 

A sweet reek unveiled 

Through the pores of time - 

An ethereal shine upon what resurrected 

From the depths of winter twilight.  
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Ocean of your soul 

Anastasia Kalinina, Grade 11 

 

The ocean is deep inside your soul. 

The water smells of grown roses 

On a sunny autumn day, 

When eyes run 

With freedom and calm, 

In a starry, deep night on the Alpine field. 

Dark smells like your silky hair - 

Your heart laughs. 

Your mind dreams. 

There is no silence inside you anymore. 

 

 

The Last Night Poem 

Adelaide Potter, Grade 12 

 

I keep the blue moon stored in my heart, 

Hidden where you can’t rot me. 

Winter fingers trace the ocean - 

Broken skull, my brain thick like fog - 

It pulls from the center. 

It pulls me apart. 

 

 

 

 

My Mom 

Sabia Costantini, Grade 11 

 

Her black mane, a soft and warm 

Ball of wool, intertwined 

With thin white threads. 

Her eyes, weary but beautiful, 

Intense sparkles of the starry sky. 

Her arms, pleasant metaphors 

embracing words. 

Her face, the round and bright 

moon 

Twinkling in a dark night. 

Her name, a morning lullaby 

Swelling in my ear. 

She is the wave to the storm, 

Fresh fog to London, 

Curiosity to a child – 

The undefined horizon to 

The implacable dreamer. 

She is the painter of my features, 

The fire of my torch. 

She is the giver of my adventure. 

She is love. 

Protection.  Happiness.  Joy. 

She is life. 

 



10 
 

Broken Eyes 

Federico Aulizio, Grade 12 

 

    Silence. The rain had stopped minutes ago and a ray of sun had already started to pierce 

through the window, shining upon the IV bag. Me, standing in the doorway of a room that filled 

itself with pain and remorse. And him, there, gazing out the window in the pursuit of memories 

that might make him feel better. My brother and I slowly approached his bed. Our mother 

introduced him to us, even though we clearly knew who he was. We hadn’t seen him in years, 

though, and seeing him in this condition made us regret that tremendously. “Ciao, Zio.”  

    It was a week after Christmas. The entire family gathered at my aunt’s house for lunch. The 

doorbell rang. I went to open the door and there he was. I never thought he would come and visit, 

since he was never present for important occasions. He wore a black leather jacket, jeans slightly 

tight on the sides, a pair of light brown aviators that deflated the sun, and a slicked back haircut. 

“Ciao, Zio. Bello vederti.” I wouldn’t even use the verb “revederti” because I don’t recall the last 

time I saw him. He smiled, patted me on the head, and came inside. He brought a plastic back 

with him.  

     “I wasn’t here for Christmas, so I got something for Marco, my cousin, and Federico.” He 

reached into the back and brought out two white caps. They had a blue insignia on them which I 

had seen before. That day was the day I realized that my uncle was a policeman. He told us not 

to wear them in the region or else he would be in trouble. Naïve enough, we believed him. That 

was the last time I saw my uncle, before the tumor.  

    He turned his head towards us slowly and carefully. Paled skin, blue eyes, and the whitest of 

hair. “Come stai, Zio?” He tilted his hand left to right as if to say,“What a stupid ass question”. I 

was scared to look in his eyes because I knew that his roof was caving in and his days were 
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numbered like pages. I wish I could steal that clock and just turn it all back. I wanted to detach 

him from all the machines and just let him die. It pained me seeing him like this. I tried to hold 

back the river that was rushing through my eyes. My family decided not to tell him he had a few 

months left, to spare him the extra pain. But he wasn’t stupid. He knew. When he gazed up at a 

summer sky riddled with stars, he thought about how soon he would become one of those stars. 

He knew. As a matter of fact, he didn’t tell us to spare us the pain. To live in this world, you 

have to know how to love something or someone and to know when to let it go. He knew. I don’t 

like to think of it, of how he was giving up. I like to think that he reached that moment in life 

where he gave everything he had to fight off death, but eventually he grew too weak and couldn’t 

give anymore. I caressed his cold head and kissed his forehead. I didn’t know if it would be the 

last time I saw him. “Ciao, Zio. Riposati”.  

 

Anastasia Kalinina, Grade 11 
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The Fields 

Adelaide Potter, Grade 12 

 

     When I was young, the sunflower fields were my home. Each summer day, my two sisters 

and I would set out with walking sticks and lunches in tow. We’d wander through their thick 

stocks, bugs biting, thorns pricking us, learning our own private kingdom. Looking back on these 

days, I wish to tell you of how the soft soil quieted our footsteps, how the sunflowers smelled 

like fresh dew and life, how the sky looked so much bluer against the yellow canopy, but in those 

days, it was just life. 

     One day when I was about twelve, my sisters and I found ourselves sitting under a tree after a 

long venture through the neighbours’ fields. It was our special place where the grass was softest 

and we could see the glow of the field. Some days, we’d bring lizards with us and then, watch 

them run away. On this particular day, we had acquired a pack of bubble gum and were eagerly 

taking pieces until our freckled cheeks were filled. We sat there smacking our gum and laughing 

about our mother’s voice when she told us to do chores.  

     The air was filled with the wet sound of our gum when I noticed a girl about my age coming 

from the flowers. She was wearing a shrunken neon green shirt, long slung jeans with a clunky 

white belt and sloppily administered, glittery eye makeup. She had a similar walking sticking to 

ours and a cigarette hanging from her mouth. She came walking up close, lifted up her stick and 

popped the bubble I had blown with my gum. “Hey, whaddya do that for?” I said in shock.  

    “You sound like a cow when you do that.” She took the cigarette from her mouth and leaned 

on her stick. “My mom says to tell you, you oughta stop trampling our field or she’ll call the 

cops.” 

     “We didn’t trample nothing,” my youngest sister shouted. 
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     “Whatever. You two better go home,” she said pointing to my sisters with her stick. They 

looked to me and when I nodded, quickly got up and scurried away.  She focused her sights back 

on me, “You, come with me.” I stood up, wiping off my pants, and then, trying to walk behind 

her as quickly as possible. “My mama says your parents are like bugs. They lay their eggs and 

then, leave them to hatch and destroy our crops,” she told me, looking back occasionally without 

an expression. “But that doesn’t mean we can’t be friends. Just so long as you stop going in our 

fields. Want a smoke?”  She reached into her pocket for a pack of cigarettes. I looked down at 

her extended hand. “Come on, it won’t kill you.” She smiled crookedly. 

     “Well, that’s not what my mama told me,” I objected. 

     “You’re gonna listen to your mama, but you won’t listen to mine when she tells you not to 

trample our fields?” 

     I took the cigarette, put it in my mouth and let her light it.  

     She extended her hand, “Olya.” 

     “Anya,” I said, looking down, but refusing to shake her hand.  She led me through the fields 

carefully avoiding hitting any flowers until we came to her home, but her mother wasn’t in sight. 

“Maybe I should go home,” I said, cautiously. 

     “No, we’ve gotta keep moving. We’re almost there.” She pointed her walking stick forward 

toward the dirt path in front of her. As we trudged forward, rocks poked into my thinning flip 

flops and dust covered my feet.  We walked along the road for about thirty minutes until we 

came to a parking lot. A few other girls our age were sitting around, with large bottles of beer in 

hand and cigarettes hanging from their mouths. Next to them were more beers and packs of 

cigarettes. “Hey everyone, this is Anya,” Olya said in a commanding tone. The girls only lazily 

looked up from their drinks. “She’s a good girl… always listens to her mama, never listens to 
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mine. Get her a beer.”  One of the girls reached behind her back to grab a beer. She took out a 

knife from her pocket and popped off the top. 

     “Here you go,” she said, holding it out for me to take. 

     “I don’t think I should.” My face turned red. 

     “Come on, Anya. It won’t hurt you. Are you scared mommy will find out? Like mine found 

out you were in our fields?” She already had a beer in her hand and stood their sipping it and 

watching me. I looked at the beer in the girl’s hand and quickly grabbed it. As I tilted my head 

back to drink, I heard Olya say, “I knew we could get her.” 

     That was the last day I went to the fields. 

 

 

Anastasia Kalinina, Grade 11 
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Mona Lisa 

Umberto Geraci, Grade 11 

 

A face has lasted centuries, 

confronted with wars, robberies, fires. 

She is still alive - 

her eyes capture every movement. 

Her mysterious smile intrigues me. 

I see Leonardo in the 

reflection of her eyes. 

I know she will never die. 

 

 

 

Mona Lisa 

Sydney Shannon, Grade 11 

 

She sits in her rectangular safe haven - 

a mysterious smile plays on her lips. 

A lifetime of secrets are etched on her face. 

 

 

 

Starry Night 

Cordelia Bueno, Grade 11 

 

Cotton winds 

flying in the sky 

where people cry and stars whisper. 

Looking up at the Godly tower, 

shadows die and become alive - 

delicate touch of a pale night. 

Starry Night 
Sabia Costantini, Grade 11 

 

The sapphire night 

puts on a golden cloak 

stitched with a gleaming button. 

It meanders among the sleeping roofs. 

Vincent Van Gogh 

Leonardo Da Vinci 
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Kahlo:  The wounded deer 

Raphael Lopez, Grade 11 

 

An animal floats in a cloud of grass, 

soon to be thrown to heaven. 

With sticks of death piercing its body, 

the deer is haunted by its own thoughts. 

 

 

 

Abbe Pawluk, Grade 12 

Abbe Pawluk, Grade 12 
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The Waiting Room 

Lillian DiMichele, Grade 12 

     I lifted my eyes to scan the room. I hadn’t missed much. A static television hung on the wall 

to my right. The bulky box slouched over the thick plastic screen that separated the room from 

the receptionist. I could see the gray chipped paint of the metal chairs that lined the wall opposite 

to me. A magazine stand hung crooked next to them. My eyes lingered there for a moment, 

searching for a title that might capture my interest, but that was ridiculous, to think for even a 

second that I’d ever be free of my infernal thoughts. It would take months upon months, even 

years, before I would come close to digging my way out of this utter hell. At this rate, I may 

never escape. I had only suffered through three days of it. Three days. They held the weight of 

years on my soul. Everything had slowed. Time had stopped and I wasn’t allowing it to start. 

     I heard a familiar creak. The door on my left swung open and a man entered. The door 

slammed behind him. He bore a five o’clock shadow and the skin under his eyes sagged; it 

looked like he hadn’t slept for weeks. He fumbled his way across the floor and slumped into the 

chair next to me. 

     “What are you in for?” he mumbled. 

     I slyly glanced at him, his eyes, dark and deep-set, seeming to reflect death itself. The static of 

the television cleared out a bit and I could now make out the anchorman on the screen. I returned 

my eyes to the blank space in front of me. “My girlfriend,” I offered. 

     “My wife,” he replied. 
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     I asked him how it happened and as he began to explain, his small voice kept cracking, 

making it hard for me to keep my own composure. It had been a tumour, in her stomach. “How 

long did she suffer for?” I timidly inquired. 

     His eyes welling up with tears, he wiped them and dropped his head in his hands. “Close to a 

year. She died during a surgery meant to remove it,” he gurgled. He continued to explain that 

he’d spent the last few days tearing himself apart, trying to make sure that the doctor hadn’t 

screwed anything up. She’d been working long shifts during the day and the doctor thought the 

tumour was getting worse because of the stress she was facing at work. He hadn’t had the chance 

to see his wife as frequently since the diagnosis. The octaves of his voice peaked and mellowed 

until they finally reached a lifeless, monotone balance. Apparently, the doctor had been a family 

friend, someone his wife had known since high school. “How about you? How did she die?” he 

muttered. 

     I recounted the last few days and told him it was during childbirth. A tornado could be seen 

behind the anchorman on the screen. 

     “Did the child survive?” he asked cautiously. 

     “Yes,” I murmured. 

     In an attempt to change the subject, he asked what my occupation was and I told him I 

worked as a political cartoonist. When he asked which party I supported, I told him I was a 

strong Democrat. He responded by informing me that he was a proud Republican and veteran of 

the army. I could see a light flash through his eyes, a spark of pride true to those from “the 

force”. I explained that although I had strong views, I wasn’t a rampaging veteran that marched 

around in circles on corners. 
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     “I’m sorry if I came off defensive, but these past few days have really toyed with my 

emotions.  There’s nothing like politics to really get me going,” he offered.  The anchorman on 

the television screen began inching farther and farther away from the tornado that was closing in 

on the crew. 

     “No, I understand,” I replied.  “What do you do?” 

     “I work for a corporation,” he replied. 

     I laughed.  “I could never sit in a cubicle, always been an artist.” 

     “I didn’t have the talent and it’s never been my space anyways.  I’m more of a tech guy 

myself,” he said. The receptionist came out from the room behind the plastic screen and handed 

me a clipboard with a detailed form attached.  As I began to fill it out, my newfound friend 

looked over my shoulder at the questions.  “How are they?” he asked. 

     “Specific,” I responded.  

     She came back out and handed him a clipboard. While scribbling down some answers, I came 

to the realization that I was no longer a blubbering blob of emotion. Instead of the normal tugs at 

my gut, I felt a soothing calm come over me. I appreciated that everyone in my close circle 

“understood” and they were all very attentive and nice about the situation, but there was a certain 

comfort in having someone I could relate to, with the same troubles. Pity was in his eyes, but it 

had the wise nature of true understanding and wasn’t the product of guilt from feeling lucky. He 

knew my pain. I glanced up from my paper to take a quiet look at him. Hunched over his paper, 

he scribbled through the questions with a noticeably tranquil expression on his face.  

     We waited, together.  



20 
 

Newspaper Poem 
Tabatha Fairman, Grade 11 
 

Red and blue lights 

blink on 

and off - 

they make an intricate pattern 

on my bedroom walls. 

I see him, with blood on his hands. 

Two men take him away 

in the back seat of the car. 

The man I love who I thought loved 

me too - 

the man who gave me life 

was also the man who took it away. 

My stomach feels like it’s going to 

explode - 

I close my eyes and see a light 

behind a gold, gated door. 

I walk inside - 

Suddenly the pain is gone. 

I never want the pain to find me 

so I close the door. 

Finally, I’m at peace. 

At six in the morning 
Alessia Grecu-Cipolla, Grade 11 
 

Where everything seems illuminated 

By a small lamp. 

Where, if you look outside, 

You see only the silhouette of the mountains. 

Six in the morning 

Is the time where you still feel 

The twilight and chilly breeze of morning. 

There are those who wake up 

To go to work and those 

Who return home from fun. 

Six in the morning, 

Where there is someone who is still 

Making love under the covers, 

Where farmers get up to go to their fields. 

And children are born in hospitals. 

Six in the morning:  

The light of a new sun. 

 

 

Adil Kaizulla, Grade 10 
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Our Fascination with Pop Culture 

Jordana Della Penna, Grade 10 

 

     Our magazines are filled with useless facts about them, mostly untrue.  They consume our television 

channels, radio stations, and Internet searches.  Most people, by this point, are fed up with hearing about 

‘celebrities’.  Our society glorifies the wrong people and until we stop endorsing them, nothing is going to 

change.  We pour gasoline onto the fire and then wonder why the flames won’t die.  

    Celebrities have more money than the rest of us will probably ever have in our whole lifetimes.  Along 

with money comes wonderful homes, clothes, hair, and style.  We, especially young children, are given an 

unrealistic expectation of life.  We are unlikely ever to meet anyone with a house that has fifteen 

bathrooms or who gets a reality series dedicated to them.  The Grammy Awards are almost as funny as 

these people’s lives: a bunch of rich celebrities dressing up in expensive clothes to give each other gold 

statues!  Dressing like a celebrity is awfully pricey and difficult to keep up with.  I can’t even afford to 

pay attention.  

    It is also sad that when celebrities commit crimes, they never seem to end up in jail. In fact, sometimes 

the publicity appears to encourage them! This sets a terrible example because it suggests that wealth and 

power put you above the rules and laws. We enjoy exaggerated and ridiculous escapades in satirical 

movies like Meet The Fockers, The Heat, or We’re the Millers, but in real life those activities are 

dangerous. We have laws for a reason and they should be applied to all.  

    Certain people pursue careers in search of fame instead of contributing something meaningful to the 

world. Even worse, some celebrities are famous not for any talent they possess but, instead, for the illegal 

and dumb things they have done:  sex tapes, shoplifting, rehab, to name a few. Even the ones with  some 

talent often seem to think they are much more important than they truly are. The only thing bigger than 

Kanye West’s ego at the moment is his wife’s backside.   

    So, why have we given these people the spotlight? What have they given the world that helps anyone 

other than themselves? A sense of intellectual superiority, perhaps? Aside from idle curiosity, I can’t 
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think of one reason I need to know celebrities’ thoughts on anything.   Lindsay Lohan recently said in an 

interview that she is very “open minded”.  No doubt that is how her brain fell out.   Justin Bieber got  

100,000 re-Tweets after he posted “live life full”.  That’s just three random ‘inspirational’ words, into 

which he nonetheless managed to insert a grammatical error!   Still, it got him a lot of attention around the 

world.   I ask myself how much I would get if I Tweeted my favourite phrase:  “jockstrap squirrel 

potatoes”!  These are questions that keep me up at night.    

    Twitter recently celebrated its fifth birthday, making it an age to match the maturity of many of its 

users.   Twitter is almost single-handedly turning our language into a series of random symbols and 

abbreviations!  Also, I dislike the notion that the person I believe to be Tweeting might actually be 

somebody else entirely.  In fact, I hate social media so much I feel like launching a website to rant about 

it!  

    Because social media is now interwoven into our daily lives on so many levels, it seems impossible to 

avoid hearing about celebrities. Whose fault is that?  We, as a society, created the conditions that make 

spreading celebrity gossip lucrative.   We buy the magazines with paparazzi photos on the cover and we 

watch programs that interview movie and music stars.  So who, exactly, is to blame for the pandemic of 

triviality?  The very same people who lament the shallow and superficial nature of today’s society, must 

also be contributing to it.  

    At least that’s what I read on Facebook. 

 
Jordana Della Penna, Grade 10 
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Flowers 
Liam Hayden, Grade 12 

 

Blue and white cotton silk, home to ignorant beings, 

Sweet in their essence. 

A type of birth, sprouting from dust to beauty- 

Naturally silent, dancing with the purple breeze. 

Time has no place in serenity. 

 

 

Lady Spring 
Kayla Holmes, Grade 12 

 

She wakes in the Eastern sky – 

Buds on the silver trees. 

She runs through the blades of grass, 

Dances on the evening breeze. 

 

She drips golden teardrops 

Of warm, creamy days, 

Melting the fears of December 

Into a soft, rosy haze. 

 

  

Spring 
Emily Aylward, Grade 12 

 

The sun dances through the clouds 

as she comes out of hibernation. 

The flowers wave hello –  

Spring is here. 

The ice soldiers have been banished – 

People stomp in the meadow as they 

smell the honey air. 

 

Alexa Rivera, Grade 12 



24 
 

Forget-Me-Not 

Kayla Holmes, Grade 12 

 

     “Mommy, are fairies real?” 

     The car rattled along the highway, dragged to and fro by the powerful force of the wind and 

the ceaseless pounding of the rain. Inside, the drone of brief conversations, of cries and squeals, 

and of hopeless sighs pressed against the metal doors. Never taking her eyes off the road, a 

middle-aged mother thought for a second before answering her daughter.“I don’t know, 

sweetie… Some people believe in fairies, it’s really up to you to choose.” 

     The daughter frowned, disappointed, before turning to look out the window again. The car 

continued to slide along the slippery road, while the rain picked up and drummed a fast-paced 

rhythm on the windshield. The little girl began to colour in a book, giving a gowned princess 

blue hair and bright pink lips. 

     “Are we there yet?” another voice chimed up from the backseat as the girl’s brother looked up 

from the game he was playing. 

     “We’ve only been on the road for forty minutes, Daniel.” Their father stirred in the passenger 

seat, roused by the sound of his children’s voices. 

     Daniel sighed. “Why do we have to go anyways? We never do anything at grandpa’s house!” 

     The car fell silent. The two adults shared a quick glance, but said nothing. As they drove on, 

they left the sprinkling of wood and brick houses to end the expanse of mud and grass that 

encircled the city. Here, the wind tore at the damp, flattened grass, and the torrential downpour 

battered the car with furious urgency. The barren field was host only to the small mice that hid 

amongst the grass and the worms that rested in the mud. 
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     “Look at this awful weather,” the mother commented, shattering the silence. No one 

answered, but the tension dissipated, and the car resumed its previous hum of familial content. 

     “Mommy, are there any fairies here?” 

     “I don’t know, sweetie, but I’ve heard that there’re a couple of wild coyotes in the area.”  

     “What’s a coyote?” the little girl asked. 

     Her brother turned to her, annoyed, and shushed her. “You’re so stupid, May, you don’t know 

anything!” 

     Little May’s lip quivered, and their mother quickly turned around to scold her son. Their 

father was growing irritable as the ceaseless chatter continued, and his few moments of rest were 

disturbed by a squeal or a cry. Outside, the marshy landscape seemed to stretch on without an 

end in sight, much to the discontent of Little May, who searched desperately for any sign of 

movement or of colour. 

     The car fell silent as the father fell asleep, the children went back to their games and their 

colouring, and the mother gazed out at the lifeless expanse. The world became greyer as the sky 

continued to darken and the grass thinned into mud, but off in the distance, the mother noticed a 

solitary figure. There, vibrant and alive in the emptiness of this world, was a young woman 

wearing a bright yellow rain coat. She seemed to glow amongst the grey surrounding, bringing to 

life the wind and the rain, which no longer beat and tore, but danced and sung to a timeless 

rhythm. 

     “What is that girl doing out in this weather?” the mother exclaimed. 

     Blinking away the fogginess from his eyes, the father looked out. “She’s probably one of 

those crazy runaway hitchhikers. Just drive by and ignore her.” 
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     His wife gazed out with awe at the young woman, who stared back at the car with a large, 

crooked smile on her face, and spun around in a quick dance before curtsying to the family. 

“What a strange girl…” she murmured.  As she drew closer to the figure, the mother instinctively 

slowed the car. 

     “What are you doing?” 

     “Why are we stopping?” 

     “Who’s that girl?” 

     “Are we there yet?” 

     The car exploded with a frenzy of voices as it pulled to a halt next to the lively figure. The 

mother ignored them and lowered the passenger window, allowing her husband to be sprinkled 

by the downpour. 

     “Hello! Thank you for stopping. Would you mind giving me a ride? I’m only going to the 

next town, and I won’t be a bother. The rain is absolutely beautiful, only I forgot my boots and 

my feet are getting awfully cold…” She lifted up a foot to show them the thin, dripping shoe, and 

smiled brightly. 

     Five minutes later, the car jerked back into action, humming with the sound of inquisitive 

voices and the occasional giggle. Scowling in his seat, the father muttered his discontent to the 

window, but the remainder of the family nudged the young woman with curious looks and timid 

smiles. She sat in the back seat, beside Daniel, and pointed out various elements of the scenery. 

From the thick, dull mud, tiny buds of white and gold suddenly bloomed into existence, as if 

coaxed by her joyful voice, and the sky glowed a vibrant grey. She sat cross-legged, water 

dripping from her hair and her clothes, droplets swimming down her cheeks to dance at the 

corner of her crooked grin. 
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     She plucked three short strands of choppy black locks and began to braid them, slowly 

knitting them into a short, intricate knot. Through the damp, swaying locks, a single strand of 

bright blue hair bloomed from the side of her head, radiant amongst its darker surroundings. 

“Why is some of your hair blue?” Daniel asked. 

     “Well it’s a long story… Are you sure you want to hear it?” 

     “Yes!” both children smiled brightly. 

     “Well… once, not too long ago, I lived in a very old house with a very grumpy old man. 

Now, this old man was never nice to me, and he sometimes made me feel like life was very ugly, 

and that nothing could bring beauty to the world around us. But this old man, as mean as he was, 

had the most beautiful garden in the whole wide world. It had big, green leaves growing from the 

thick grass, and trees that stretched up all the way to the sky. But my favourite thing in his 

garden was the patch of forget-me-nots, right where the sun touched the ground as it rose every 

day. And I would look at those forget-me-nots every morning, and think about how beautiful 

they were, and how many pretty things there are in the world. And that’s why I keep a little bit of 

blue in my hair, to remind me that everywhere you look, you will find just a little bit of beauty, 

no matter how ugly things may seem.” 

     Outside, a sprinkling of trees began to appear as the car left the marshes behind and dove into 

the orange sunset of a forest. The trees stretched their spindly finger over the narrowing road, 

desperately reaching for their sisters and forming a thick canopy of orange leaves over the car. 

The rain seemed to thin, and they were showered instead by the falling leaves. 

“Mommy, are there any fairies here?” little May prodded. 
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     Her mother opened her mouth to answer, but before she could utter a word, the young woman 

smiled and whispered, “I’ve heard that this forest has the biggest fire fairy kingdom in the whole, 

wide world!” 

     Little May looked at her wide-eyed as a toothy grin crept along her cheeks. Smiling, the 

mother turned back to look at her daughter, before turning her attention to the stranger. “What’s 

your name, if you don’t mind me asking?” 

     “Oh, I go by… Blue, for now, I suppose.” The young woman glanced out the window quickly 

before giving the mother a small, uncomfortable smile. 

     “An interesting name… I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to prod.” 

     “Not at all, I’m just new in the area, and trying to… figure out what… who I am,” she smiled 

again. “The countryside is beautiful in the autumn. I love seeing the last, vibrant applaud of the 

trees before they slumber off for the winter. I don’t get to spend too much time outside of the city 

these days.” 

     It was true. They were wrapped in a vibrant embrace of light and colour, leaves spiralling 

down around them, carried by the wind. Occasionally, they could spot a lone, brave squirrel 

venturing out into the storm to collect twigs or leaves to prepare for the winter months. 

Eventually, the lively fire of the leaves dulled as the trees began to thin and they reached an open 

expanse of cultivated fields. They were still green and fresh after the months of good weather, 

and seemed unruffled by the battering rain. 

     “Why do you need to get to Sherrington anyways? There’s not much there save for a couple 

of pubs and a pharmacy,” the mother said. She had spent years travelling the road between her 

own house and her elderly father’s lonely house, and knew most of the towns better than she 

knew her own neighborhood. 
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     “Oh, I just have some work to do there,” the young woman answered vaguely. 

     “Really? What sort of work do you do?” the mother asked curiously. 

     “Just some work in client… services.” 

     “Oh, look at those lovely fields.  They’re absolutely glowing despite this terrible downpour,” 

the mother said loudly, paying no attention to the young woman’s response. 

     “Mommy, look.  There are even some flowers!” little May exclaimed. 

     “Where’s that, honey?” the mother smiled. 

     “Over there! There are little white flowers, and some yellow ones, and lots and lots of green 

grass.” Little May grinned at her discovery. She turned to the young woman curiously. “Do 

fairies like the grass?” 

     “Oh, yes, of course!” She winked at the little girl. 

     They finally arrived in the small town, brick constructions rising up around them, seeming to 

shift and sway as the rain poured down around them. Old men sat in herds under the protective 

wings of cafes, eying any brave pedestrians who scuttled from building to building. 

“Here is okay,” the young woman whispered, the words leaving her mouth like a soft, gentle 

sigh. 

     “All right. If you’re sure.” The mother pulled over the car, glancing back at the young woman 

with concern. 

 The young woman smiled, her eyes glowing with their youthful, joyful light, but the 

mother noticed a deep sorrow in them, all of the pain and the fear that the young woman had 

evidently experienced in her short life. It was well hidden behind the folds of her happy disguise, 

but the mother saw it, and marvelled at the strength and the bravery of this young woman. 

     “Mommy, do you think there are any fairies here?” little May whispered nervously. 
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     “Yes sweetie, I suppose there are.” 

     The car swept across the grand, open fields, dancing with the wind and the rain. It hummed 

with conversation now, curious, excited, and cheerful, and the family gasped at the power of the 

skies and the beauty of the downpour. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sagrario Gross-Hinojosa, Grade 11 
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Technological Sloths 

Raphael Lopez, Grade 11 

    “Steve Jobs was a prodigy sent to us by God”, they say. “He was a brilliant man that 

accomplished so many things thanks to his ingenuity and imagination!” Trust me, he was not. 

Steve Jobs was simply a man who had a good idea that ended up being a bad one. Because of 

people like him, our generation is ruined! If, one day we are able to climb out of the hole in the 

ground that he dug for us, the years that we are living will always be seen as “the ones that made 

our world a horrible place to live in.” Is this really what we want? Technology has had a 

detrimental effect on us since its beginning, and if we cannot find a way to fix what we have 

done, then we might just all become voiceless, technological sloths with empty thoughts and no 

creativity.  

    First of all, technology is not allowing us to learn any lessons from the outside world. We need 

wise people in this world and one of the only ways to find them is by getting rid of technology. 

Wisdom is the ability to use the lessons you have learned through the experiences you have 

lived, but technology is blocking us from the road that could potentially guide the world and 

make good leaders. Yes, computers allow us to access legitimate information that expands our 

knowledge, but the time we spend on these time-consuming machines is preventing us from 

learning and developing new skills. Other than finding more efficient ways of navigating the 

internet, what are we doing with our precious lives that will lead us somewhere meaningful? Not 

only are we becoming ignorant of the terrible disasters that are surrounding us, but we are also 

walking past the beauties of our planet as we are looking down at our phones. We have to wake 

up before everybody becomes foolish and unwise.  
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    Another reason we should get rid of technology is because the children that will make up our 

future are being spoiled by their parents. They do not understand what “using the imagination” 

means because they do not have one! If they can get anything they want by simply asking their 

parents, what will they expect once they leave the nest? They spend their days inside, with their 

faces ten inches away from their screens, and do not know what to do with their days. Rather 

than having mom and dad telling them to come back inside, they have to be told the opposite, 

and that is only if the parents aren’t doing the same thing! If we do not act quickly, all of the 

progress that we have made in the past will be ruined by this generation and it will only get 

worse as we get closer to the future.  

    Technology is a weapon of mass destruction disguised as an adorable puppy. Yes, it makes 

scientific research faster and more efficient, and yes it may be useful to have in certain situations, 

but as the clock ticks, it is secretly bringing our world to an end. Rather than getting more “likes” 

than your friends on Facebook, our main goal should be to remind everyone that we need to 

make an effort to keep technology from taking over what our civilization has created.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Tabatha Fairman, Grade 11 
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When in Rome 

Alexa Rivera, Grade 12 

 

    On September 14th, 2014, the CCI staff and students travelled to the eternal city:  Rome.  Our journey 

began at 6:00 in the morning when the bus left from Torri Montenare.  We made two short stops along the 

way and finally arrived in Rome at approximately 10:00 in the morning.   

    We got a walking tour of the historical centre, visited the Spanish Steps, Piazza Venezia, the 

Colosseum, and the Roman Forum.  At each historical stop, students were separated into groups and 

students from different classes gave a small presentation, while photography students captured the 

moment. 

    During the trip we also got two sessions of free time, during which we took pictures, did some 

shopping, or sat down at a restaurant to enjoy some delicious Italian food.  

    On our way back to Lanciano the school treated us with pizza slices, hot dogs, and panini.  We arrived 

back in Lanciano at approximately 11:30 at night.  It was a long day for everyone, full of excitement and 

many memories which we’ll keep forever. 

    There is nothing better than walking down the crowded streets of Rome, enjoying the smell of the street 

stands, listening to people yell and talk to each other in all different languages, or enjoying a gelato in 

front of La Fontana di Trevi.  There is always something to do in Rome; it is a city full of 

culture.  Regardless of how many times you have been to Rome, this city will always give you an 

adventure.  Eternally. 

 

Courtney Rayner, Grade 12 
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Reflection on Venice 

Emily Aylward, Grade 12  

 

The city sprawls with dark hallways to the unknown and mysterious. 

Its streets fill with love struck couples and masked individuals.  

Bridges connect the canals that hold swans, gliding along with their captains at the helm.  

The following day, the sky falls, unusual white fairies twinkling in the dull air.  

Our faces sting in the frigid air, but we are still amazed by the magic of this city.  

Venice, the city of dreams.  

 

 

 
Ms. DeBon, Teacher 
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Florence 

Sabia Costantni, Grade 11 

 

Poetry flows on Florence’s lips- 

Bronze shreds of fascinating history 

Delicately fall on her collarbones. 

Her bricked arms stretch on a 

Liquid mirror and her hands,  

Adorned with tourists’  

curious eyes, 

Weave a romantic, 

Melancholy mantle.         

 

Florence 

Umberto Geraci, Grade 11 
 

She is a princess wearing 

her jewels proudly. 

She has an imperfection - 

polluted river. But her 

subordinates embrace 

it. Her touch, implacable, 

her womb always growing. 

She smells like a newborn 

but she is a mother, a daughter, 

and a sister. 

 

 

 

Florence 

Sydney Shannon, Grade 11 

A city filled with twinkling lights 

And caped in beautiful architecture. 

It is the smell and feel  

of the finest leather, 

The calming sound of rushing water 

Like soft laughter 

And the taste of a sweet kiss. 

 

 

 

 

Ms. DeBon, Teacher 
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Assisi 
Umberto Geraci, Grade 11 
 

Gliding through these streets of broken shadows 

I smell the perfumes, 

Key of locked memories. 

I see a lost population trying to 

reach through the barriers of time. 

I trace my fingers on ancient objects,  

feeling the burning chills  

rushing down my body. 

As I enter the church I can feel it whisper in my ear - 

gentle white words. 

I can feel it - 

my eyes flood, memories build up, I exit. 

I scan to find a treasure. I embrace God’s love. 

 

 

Assisi 
Sabia Costantni, Grade 11 

 

Assisi whispers mild songs, 

To devout tourists, 

He drags a wake 

Of silence and peace, 

Through his tiny, 

Narrow streets.  

       

Siena 
Umberto Geraci, Grade 11 

 

Her beauty stands tall 

covered by delicate silks, 

holding on to ancient traditions, 

the roofs like a thousand chameleons. 

The cool wind flaps the flags proudly.  

Midnight strikes -  

she takes a break, everything is still - 

the moon dripping on the ocean. 

 

 

Mr. Stephens, Deputy Head 
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The Dark Side of Technology 

Jose Mayrl, Grade 11 

 

    Since primitive times, humans have been using the technology available to them to make their 

lives easier. Technology has driven us to where we currently are. As we advance, the technology 

progresses with us and keeps us moving forward. Technology has evolved from a simple 

hammer to a device the size of an ordinary hand that can do millions of operations. It seems that 

technology has allowed us to meet people all over the world, to explore new cultures, and to help 

people become more socially adept. As such, one could believe that technology has facilitated 

communication when, in fact, it has done exactly the opposite. Apart from its physical 

detriments, technology has become so crucial in our daily lives that it is now harming us by 

hindering communication and by isolating us from reality.  

    I experience an example of how technology hinders communication in my daily life. Every 

day after school, I eat by myself because my fourteen-year-old brother goes directly to his 

computer to play video games. On weekends, he does not go out with his friends because he 

would rather stay in and play. My mom demands that he go out and socialize, but he argues that 

he talks to his friends through skype. Because he has spent so many weekends on the computer 

and has missed so many parties, my brother is starting to have serious social issues. He does not 

know how to approach someone and ask something. He does not know many girls his age.  He 

does not have confidence in himself. Like my brother, millions of teens would rather interact 

with a virtual somebody as opposed to a close friend. However, in adolescence, teenagers have to 

interact with other people to learn skills that are crucial in life. Adolescence is the stage where 

teens need to find themselves and obtain these social skills. My brother has been so blinded by 

the computer’s rays that he cannot see the serious harm he is doing to himself.  
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    Apart from the social harm, technology is hurting us physically too. So many hours in front of 

a computer can do serious damage to our eyes. Statistics show that somewhere between 50% and 

90% of people who work at a computer screen have at least some symptoms of eye trouble. This 

shows how technology is impacting us without us even knowing it. Apart from the visual harm, 

think of all the deaths related to texting and driving. According to Texting and Driving Safety, in 

2011, at least 23% of auto collisions involved cellphones; that is 1.3 million crashes. 

Undoubtedly, technology is driving humans into a world of distractions that end up affecting our 

lives.  

    Technology simplifies things so much for us that we are losing our sense of what humanity 

really is. If we keep depending so much on technology, we will get to a point where devices will 

do everything for us. The more we depend on technology, the more blinded we are to the outside 

world. Albert Einstein once said, “I fear the day technology will surpass our human interaction. 

The world will have a generation of idiots.” We are on the verge of being overthrown by 

technology. When we get to that day, we will live in an unrealistic world full of idiots and false 

friendships.  

 

 

 

 

 

 
Alessia Grecu-Cipolla, Grade 11 
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Modern Idiocy: An Outlook On Societal Values 

Liam Hayden, Grade 12 

 
    Despite what you have been told, we are a generation full of unwise, irrelevant, and selfish beings who 

attain our joy from receiving a “like” on a social media platform. Now, while this may sound harsh, if you 

truly assess our current society, you will notice how thoughtless and unrespectable we are. At the touch of 

a button, we have the tools to learn practically anything available but, instead, we choose to lurk on social 

websites hoping and anxiously waiting for a reply or “ping” from someone. Even though we have all this 

available knowledge, we are one of the least enlightened and wise generations thus far.   

    In today’s society, a plethora of information on almost any subject is instantly available. This is 

something completely new to our generation; twenty years ago, to start a research paper, you had to go to 

the library and read books for hours. Still, even with this new ease of access, we seem ungrateful and, 

instead, choose to spend our time drooling over unnecessary and pointless online social insights like 

Facebook.  Our generation is foolish. Instead of doing something meaningful and using the internet as an 

educational tool, we use it as a communication platform where shy people strive in pseudo confidence.  In 

a study conducted in 2013, it was found that 80% of college students get distracted by their phone or 

laptop during class. This percentage is appalling, considering how we pay for these classes, but instead 

choose to waste them away. This predicament makes our generation seem rather careless and shallow, as 

attainment of frivolous knowledge is one of our biggest ulterior desires ever, even above sex or wealth.  

    It has become evident that our generation has been pampered like no other, due to the advancing perils 

of technology and growing up in a “digital” age. We now face parents who overprotect their children and 

will not let them out of their sight but, ironically, give them absolute access to the Internet. This causes 

young and naive minds to abuse this freedom and commit uncivilized acts, all while their parents look 

on in ignorance. In a recent survey, it was found that 40% of teenagers have engaged in some form of 

online sexual activity, whether it involve lewd photos or suggestively graphic conversation.  This is 

shocking, considering the recent news of celebrities’ “iCloud” accounts being compromised and all their 

private photos leaked onto the internet, for everybody, and anyone, anywhere to view. If celebrities (who 
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are cautious with their online activities) are being targeted in these attacks, does this not make ignorant 

teenagers a lot more susceptible?  

    Why do people now feel that they are not safe on the Internet, or even in their private lives? It feels like 

we are living in a time where having a private life is not socially acceptable or even private for that 

matter. Our generation has become so uncivilized through trying to “expose” each other that we are losing 

sight of what living really is. Being civilized is interacting with one another in a proper manner and 

respecting one another in our differences, whether they are social, economic, or political. To say that we 

are the least civilized generation thus far is an exaggeration as in medieval times, watching people fight to 

the death was an acceptable form of entertainment. Nevertheless, if we were to evaluate, honestly, our 

morals and ethics, we would feel embarrassed about the way we have been acting. Unfortunately, the 

majority of our population does not see things this way and chooses to stay “ignorant” as opposed to 

enlightened.  

    Clearly, this misanthropic view on society is one of many that could be debated and heavily criticized, 

but the absurdities of some of our modern ways are undeniable. Socrates once said, “The only true 

wisdom is knowing you know nothing.” Distracting yourself in class and then presenting yourself as 

having a sense of knowledge is inane. Making the choice to use social media instead of learning is unwise 

and does not make us any more enlightened than previous generations.  Reverting back to older habits and 

archaic practices is not the solution, but treating each other with respect, formality, and intelligence is.  

 

 Alexa Rivera, Grade 12 and Alessandra Buganza, Grade 12 
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My Soul Mate 

Anastasia Krasnova, Grade 11                                
 

 

Come, look at me.  

Eyes look away- 

Please try to listen, to what  

I am trying to say. 

At first I am just laughing- 

She laughs back at me. 

I give her a straight 

look and she copies me. 

I see, all this time she 

does what I do. 

She sees me as a child, 

And how I have grown. 

Now I understand 

What you are trying to 

say to me. 

Now I hear- 

This song, that soul was 

always playing inside of me. 

I will never know 

Everything about this 

person, who looks exactly like me. 

The secret 

That she carries - 

Whose portrait is 

sketched on this side of another world. 

 

 

 

 

I woke up in a spring day 
Sabia Costantini, Grade 12 

 

 

I woke up in a spring day 

And I wandered in scented gardens 

Of burgeoning violets. 

 

I woke up in a spring day 

And barefoot, I caressed the 

Fertile ground, fondled by dew’s kisses. 

 

I woke up in a spring day 

And I danced with the breeze, 

Warbling love ballads to each other. 

 

I woke up in a spring day 

And I savoured pink strawberries 

And red cherries, staining my hands 

With juicy rivers. 

 

I woke up in a spring day 

And I bathed under the stars, 

Nestled among diamonds. 
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Trigger 

Liam Hayden, Grade 12  

 

 

     “I swear to fucking god I will pull the trigger,” yelled Kevin. He quickly pointed the platinum 

revolver at Grace’s body while trembling in fear. Kevin anxiously contemplated his next move while 

tears streamed down his pale and lifeless face. His eyes were blood-shot and largely dilated due to a 

mixture of Benzodiazepines, cocaine, and marijuana, a mixture of drugs that numbed him. Grace 

stood up slowly from the plastic lawn chair and glared at the nearby, dimly lit woods. She 

meticulously brushed off the white silk dress that outlined her voluptuous figure and smooth 

Caucasian skin. Without caution or concern, Grace walked steadily toward Kevin and began to smile. 

In between his weeping, Kevin managed to spew a few coherent words at Grace.  

    “Why, Grace? Tell me why. Why did I get blamed for it?”  

     She curiously gazed into Kevin’s eyes while ignoring the hostility and sinister aspect of the 

situation, as if for a second, she was able to apprehend his confusion. She stopped directly in front of 

Kevin’s face and grabbed his left hand slowly, placing her petite fingers in the spaces between his. 

Kevin quickly became overwhelmed with the intimacy and jerked the gun back, desperately hoping 

Grace would make the past years of his life meaningful. While standing on the tips of her feet, Grace 

whispered softly in Kevin’s ear, “Remember when we were young and I blamed you for Angela’s 

death?”  

     She grabbed the barrel of the revolver and placed its cool steel opening against her, smiling as it 

stung like a thorn. She slowly moved her hand toward Kevin, comparing the feeling of his newly 

shaven and bristly face to the memory of her father’s.  

    “Grace,” Kevin said while looking down at the unkempt grass.  

    “I’m sorry,” whispered Grace.  
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Death 

Sabia Costantini, Grade 11 

 

Death’s thin spirit 

Crouches on my shoulder every day. 

He strokes me with his fatal scythe, 

Strongly held in his pearly hand - 

He runs across my mortal features. 

 

Car 

Sagrario Gross - Hinojosa, Grade 11 

 

Driving fast enough to fly away, 

Young with the speed of opportunities - 

Adrenaline, finding a way out. 

 

 

Our Love Sleeps in a Starry Street  The Yellow Sweater 

Sabia Costantini, Grade 11    Courtney Rayner, Grade 12 

 

Our love sleeps in a starry street,   Her innocence, almost taken by him - 

Where burning crystals    A cruel man who, too, was an innocent. 

Reflect themselves.     He could not be caught - 

Our love sleeps in a starry street,   She could not be heard. 

Where fragile words are harmoniously  He chucked the screaming evidence  

Woven in our gazes.     out of the car - 

Our love sleeps in a starry street,   He saw her innocence wrapped up 

Where kisses are shooting stars   in an elastic band  

Falling on our red lips.    and a yellow sweater. 

Our love sleeps in a starry street, 

Where the night falls silent 

And the moon portrays sparkling, 

Fleeting tangles on our serene faces. 

Our love sleeps in a starry street, 

When the sun embraces the sky. 

Your love wakes up 

And mine does not. 

I am alone. 

My love sleeps in a starry street. 

                                                                                           Sofia Grecu-Cipolla, Grade 10 
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The Session 

            Federico Aulizio, Grade 12 
 

     “Don’t know what to say really,” he murmured covering his eyes with his hand. 

     “Tell me about her. Everything you can think of,” prodded the psychologist. 

     “You want me to talk about the one person in this world that I can’t talk about? That every 

time I think of her, I lose myself in my inner thoughts, completely ignoring the outside world and 

plunging myself in self-sabotaging pain?” probed Derek, fiddling with his fingers and nervously 

touching his arms. His voice gradually became more frenetic as he spoke.  

“That’s why you’re here, isn’t it Derek? Usually the best way to grieve is to think back to 

memories that hurt us the most.  You’re terrified of what you will say, aren’t you? ” suggested 

the doctor. His voice was at ease. His pose was very particular and defined, with a back straight 

on his chair and his legs crossed over one another. 

     Derek didn’t reply. He took a deep breath and sighed. He leaned forward from his seat and 

desperately ran his hands through his hair. Silence came upon the room for several minutes. For 

one month, at the same time each day, the only noise resounding was the car tires screeching on 

the cement from the street seven floors beneath them. The sun pierced through the white-tinted 

window shining upon the dust in the air. A harmonic atmosphere formed and the tension in the 

room slowly faded away. 

     “A few days ago, while I was lying in bed, I smelled the scent from her shampoo on her side. 

I thought I would cry, but no single tear came down. The nights where we would just cuddle 

during a thunderstorm or stay up late Friday nights watching a movie. I just…I don’t know…” 

He slowly paused for a second as if he weren’t convinced about this method of grieving. “This 

whole business is stupid! How do you expect me to heal if you make me remind myself of all the 

memories that haunt me!” yelled Derek. 
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     “How else would you heal?” asked the doctor while scribbling on his note sheet. There was a 

long pause after that. Derek sank in the couch with his arms hanging down his side. He was 

agitated and couldn’t stop his eyes from blinking. His eyes met a chess board right next to the 

sofa. The pieces, perfectly aligned with one another, were erected from a polished marble board. 

Derek carefully picked up the tower and admired it. The doctor uncrossed his legs and closed his 

notebook. He stuck the pen in between the spine of his journal and rose from his seat. “Do you 

want some water?” he asked politely. 

     Derek nodded, but didn’t want to make any sort of eye contact with the psychologist. Instead, 

he focused on the chess board and all its pieces. The room gently dimmed and the shadows of the 

buildings in front gradually disappeared from the wooden floor. The air became thicker and the 

smell of rain perfumed the small room in a matter of minutes. The doctor walked over to a 

wooden cart that was near the entrance of the office. He poured some water in a crystal glass and 

handed it over to Derek. The doctor took back his notebook and placed it on his crossed leg, but 

kept it closed. Another awkward silence ruled the room for a brief moment until the doctor broke 

the stale mate. 

     “You see, Derek, the stress and worries in our life are very much like that crystal glass you 

have in your hand. If you hold the glass for a while, your arm will start hurting. If you continue 

holding it when it still aches, your arm will go numb. You’ve been coming here for over a month 

and nothing has brought you to opening up to me. Don’t get me wrong… I can wait until you’re 

ready to share whatever you want, but until that day comes, keep this in mind: what brings pain 

is not what is inside the cup, but for how long you hold it. Do you know anything about Ancient 

Egypt, Derek?” 
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     Derek changed focus and faced the doctor with a delicate flush. He started biting his lips and 

circling the rim of the glass with his finger.  

     “When a soul arrives at the gates of Duat, Egyptian heaven, it is asked to recite the forty-two 

Declarations of Purity which are essentially a series of confessions. If you happen to commit one 

of these sins during your life, you are not allowed in. One of the negative confessions states, ‘I 

have not polluted myself’. This means that during your life, you have never succumbed to greed, 

anger, or misery and you have not allowed the burdens to consume -” 

     Derek erupted from his seat. 

     “You think it’s easy living with this burden? You think it’s easy waking up every morning 

and not telling anyone ‘Good morning princess’ or whisper ‘I love you’ in their ear? You think 

it’s easy losing someone you love? I think about it every single day of my life! I have a pit in my 

stomach every time I think of anything related to her.” 

     His voice cracked and shattered. He looked down at his wrist and played with a beaded 

bracelet on his wrist with the initials G. S. carved on it. The psychologist carefully placed his 

chin on his hand and listened. “Ever since that day, I can’t stop thinking about what I could have 

done to prevent it from happening,” thought Derek out loud. He took another deep breath and sat 

back down. He took a few minutes to cool off but then, suddenly, he lowered his eyes and 

commenced.  

Alexa Rivera, Grade 12 and Alessandra Buganza, Grade 12 
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Sixteen 
Jose Mayrl, Grade 11 

 
I am about to take a step forward- 

Still, I do not know where I am going. 

I am supposed to do something great soon – 

Still, I do not know what. 

I should be wise by now – 

Still, I feel like nothing but a fool. 

The river of life is starting to flow faster – 

Still, I do not try to fight the current. 

I am about to take a step forward – 

But I still do not know where forward is. 

 

Sixteen 
Anastasia Kalinina, Grade 11 
 

Sun in my mind, 

Fire in my bones, 

I run toward the sun, 

Sparkling like a diamond- 

Like a moonbeam on a starry night. 

My eyes are the deep Atlantic ocean. 

They want to see the world 

With all its fears and complications. 

I want to feel sun, fire, sky, power 

Without caring about time. 

 

 

Eighteen 
Madi Beeman, Grade 11 

 

Walking up the staircase of my life, 

I reach the eighteenth step and pause. 

This new adulthood has come too soon- 

The long summer days of childhood laughter 

Have come to an end.  

The weeping sun sees me for the first time. 

I am eighteen. 

I must make choices. 

This is my life. 

I am older than I was yesterday, 

But the youngest I will ever be. 

I am eighteen. 

Seventeen 
Anastasia Krasnova, Grade 11 

 

In your eyes, I hear the spring – 

A blooming rose, 

With peach skin. 

A butterfly, fluttering soul, 

With no knowledge of life 

and no pardon - 

Rushing to fly away 

from a parents’ garden. 
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Fly 
Sabia Costantini, Grade 12 

 

 

Open your wings and close your eyes.  Breathe.  The world runs away from your hands. 

Will you chase it?  Get closer to the profusion of reality.  Lift your eyelids.  Rest. 

Life flows through your fingers.  You are, now.  You will not be, tomorrow. 

Jump off.  Let your paper body feel alive.  Shout.  Do not survive.   Live. 

For if you treasure your existence, your red petals bloom. 

Fly. 

Make love with the wind.  Dream.  Veer from soft, tempting skies  

to tangled, discouraging ones.   

Glimpse the earth.  Get ready to caress it.  Glide.  I am there, waiting. 

Reach me, hold me. 

Let me fly. 
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