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Plane Ride
Vivien Boudette 

Sitting in the leather seat 
Strangers beside me.
A small constricted space
Yet somehow a TV, safety brochures 
And pop culture magazines
In front of each person.

The pilot starts to speak
And the plane starts to rumble
Like a lawn mower starting up.
Moving faster and faster
Against the asphalt runway,
And then we are up.

Just another cloud in the sky
Watching the world.
The cities lie below
like little toy villages
And we are giants.

The stewardess passes
Handing out cookies and coffee 
To all the famished passengers. 
Crying babies,
Sleeping people, 
And angry businessmen
All fill the plane.

It has been a long ride.
But, just when no one can stand it anymore,
That familiar lawn mower rumbles
Down, down, down the plane descends
Suddenly back on land. 
The beautiful continent of Europe
Is in our hands. 



Snowflakes falling on my nose and 
cheek,
Feeling like soft kisses on my skin,
My cousins to my right and left.
Sledding down the hill,
I go to join them for a little while.
Sledding down with them,
Tirelessly getting up again after 
every trip down.

We take a break,
Leaving snow angels in our wake.
Our family calls our name,
We trudge with sleds behind,
Back to our family,
Stumbling all the way,
Happy and sore into the car.
What a day.

Back home we go!
Rosy cheeked and tired,
Almost falling asleep,
As we sit by the fire.
I wouldn’t want it any other way,
As the day retires.

A Day in Winter 
Caroline Dwyer



Beach Days  Jamie McDonough

The waves crash on the shore 
At a perfect rhythm.
Going in and out,
While taking the smooth, sharp shells with them. 

Families unload the car,
While the kids race for the perfect spot.
They take out their shovels and pails
After begging their moms to lather on the sunscreen 
faster.

The tan sand under their feet,
Soft and warm,
Making them feel as if they’re at home
As they relax under the sun.

The scorching hot sun, 
Giving skin a darker tint
As it melts the ice cream they’re 
holding.

Sunglasses shield their eyes 
As they unfold beach chairs,
digging their feet deep into the 
sand.

Noisy seagulls fight over 
sandwiches.
While families breathe in and 
out,
Enjoying the smell of the ocean.



Along the shore, 
where the sand meets the ocean,
Rocks that have been rolling around in 
the ocean for days
Are now washed up in a large pile. 

Surfers catching intimidating waves,
More than triple their size, in height.
Feel the brisk water,
As cold as Alaska,
On their burning skin.

The sand crunches between their toes
As they walk back to the car.
Their bodies feels rejuvenated from 
being outside all day,
Eager to return soon.



Cotton Clouds
Charissa Hudson

My ancestors picked so much cotton, 

That they could have created the clouds in the sky,

so our dreams could could succeed and

have the courage to soar high. 

We forget about the way they bared the whip. 

We are too busy filling ourselves in on gossip.



Classroom
By Flynn Rodgers

The bell rings as I walk into class.
I sit down as I look through the glass.
An ash gray bimmer, a pigeon coop.
The driver felt the wind blow because he opened the sunroof.

I sigh and wish I was the one that had his hands on the wheel
Roof gone, playing music, eating a McDonald’s meal.
Wearing a suit like he’s about to close a deal.
But for now I look at the clock.
Ticking slower than a counted Mississippi. 
By the time I leave this class, I think I’ll be sixty.
With the senior discount, half off on my food.
Half price at the movies, something I’d rather do.

I look at the people in the desks, I notice five dudes.
That walked in late, and all conversate. 
About stories that they need to elaborate.

I hesitate before writing my name. 
On class work that I don't want to do.
I go to the bathroom to cope with my boredom.
My headphones playing Earl as I wish for my freedom.



A Day on the Water
John Reen

It’s Friday afternoon and work finally ends,

Head straight to the marina to clear my head.

The boat, in fine shape, since recent repair 

Starts perfectly as I prepare to troll

Out of the slip and to deeper sea

Tune the radio to the fishing reports:

“Tons of striped bass in the bay, you could fill a stadium 

with them.”

Anything else can wait, “I am going fishing.”

Drive the boat to the bay and cast two rods.

Now wait and relax.

 

There are other boats in the distance, but not too near

A beautiful day as the sun reflects on the light blue ocean;

Everything’s calm except for seagulls crying,

 And the boat bobbing like a fish in the water

ZING! The rod dips down, line flies out.

I tense up as I feel my rod pull;

Rushing to reel in the fish

More line zings out while the fish puts up a good fight

Easing as the fish begins to tire.

Relieved, the iridescent colors of the fish break the 

surface.

It is a keeper.



M-A-R-A-U-D-E-R-S
Faith Munchbach

As I walk onto the blue mat,
My body is overcome with a
Paroxysm of nerves.
My arms feel weak and
My legs might give out from under me.

I look at all of my teammates.
We have toiled for months for
a two-minute routine.
Nevertheless, we wouldn’t have
done it any differently. 

The gym is like an oven.
A river drips down my forehead.
Everyone else feels it, too.
We have to be as close as possible to make our
team work. 
We are a pride of lions starving for a victory. 



Finally, our linked arms break apart
As we head towards our spots.
We all put on our best smiles
Because the judges are watching.

I look at my lucky bobby pin,
That everyone seems to believe in..
No matter how well we do our routine
We will have tried our best.
There’s so much to be proud of,
And for that I am thankful..

I take my first position..
The voice of the announcer seems
to evanesce.
Finally I hear
Dedham, you may begin..



Showtime
Maddie Aucoin

Lights Up.
Wooosh!

I grow tenser as I hear
The curtain rising open, 
To reveal painted sets

Small props,
And a dim light cast on the star

A cool chill sweeps over me; 
The backstage wings

Are a blizzard of people.

The crescendo of the soft music,
Makes me shudder with fright.
I look down to see my costume, 

My dress, 
My shoes,

My accessories,
And I make sure it all looks just right.



Thoughts start flowing like a sea wave From just beyond the curtain,
Quickly through my brain. I can see everyone
This is it. Family
Two months of rehearsals Friends
Packed, And even complete strangers
With blocking,
Remembering songs,
Learning choreography, These thoughts almost distract me 
And practice, practice, practice. From listening for my entrance Cue.

But I hear it.
Am I ready? I’m afraid
I’ve been preparing for this, My heeled shoes click,
And all of my lines are glued into my brain. As I walk onstage
At least I think so. I cringe as the bright
I think I will succeed, Lights slap me in the face.
But how can I be sure?

The crows shots
The theatre is filled with people.  I get a warm feeling.
The rumble of their voices grows I hear my friends yelling my name,
Like a stampede of bulls. I hear my family cheering me on..
Giving me one more thing to be worried about I’m ready.
What will they all think?



My hope in the world used to be as consistent as 
the rising and setting sun and as resilient as a 
broken heart. 
Though I'm worn out and my hope has been traded 
with reality. 
No longer resilient like the heart but impossible to 
put back together. The vase that keeps falling over 
has finally broken. 

The Vase
Charissa Hudson



Memorable Nights
Jessy Bonilla-Reyes

The fire crackling 
Rising to disappear in the air
The smoke alive and dancing into the night sky
Burning eyes stare

Friends sitting around together,
Childhood stories being told
Keeping the most magnificent memories alive,
Making them hardly seem so old

The fire burning away the wood
Like a child eating away at a treat
While everyone is cozied up
With blankets and a cushioned seat

Tomorrow is no concern
Yet the day is soon to end
For the moment is perfect
And filled with life-long, friends 

The wind picks up, 
Suddenly everything goes dark
Then the shining stars from above remind us
Wherever darkness is found, so is a spark



I make the bed, 
folding the crisp, white sheets over each other. 
Chilly air flows through the open windows, 
the curtains fluttering gently like trees in the wind. 
My feet pad along the cold tile in the stairwell, 
as I admire the iridescent shadows
from the colorful stained glass windows,
embedded in the butterscotch colored walls 
while I wander to the kitchen. 

The smell of strong caffeine surrounds me like blanket. 
My family circles around the worn wooden table 
as they wait for breakfast to be served.  
Sunlight filtered through the window, 
spilling golden rays into the house I love so much. 
From that window, one could see 
the vast grassy fields and the silhouette of Monte Cassino
over the roofs of the trees. 

And when I step outside, my feet sink 
into the dewy grass, 
and the morning chill laps at my face. 
The frisky dogs prance around my feet
before they evanesce into the countryside, 
a golden and green quilt spread across the Earth. 
My home away from home. 

Home Away From Home 
Leila Smadi



Living in Fear
Charissa Hudson

Fear can be fatal. 

Not in the way cigarettes, alcohol, or a deadly 

disease could kill you.

It could keep you from living, loving, and being 

who you are. 

You may be alive, but if you're living in fear, are 

you living? 

If you aren't being who you truly are, fighting for 

what you believe in, or taking risks, 

You might as well have a funeral because fear is a 
death sentence.



Christmas Day
Taylor Zirilli

My eyes open to darkness in the morning.
The cold air pierces my skin, I start yawning. 
Draping a fuzzy blanket around my body, 
I rub the schmutz out of my eyes.
Scurrying to the stairs causes a “squeak” in the floorboards
The sound of the staircase echoes through the house  
Immediately, I becoming as silent as a mouse.

My mind thinks, what time is it?
Only five - no wonder the streets lights aren't lit
Santa must have brought many gifts this year
Hopefully he did, so I don’t shed a tear. 
I tiptoe into the living room not wanting the minimum. 
The room is filled with the smell of pine needles and cinnamon.
Red and green are the only colors in sight. 
Shielding my eyes from the wrapping paper’s blinding light.



Taking a peek out the window, I notice snow fluttering down.
Ecstatic, I can play in my personal playground. 
The front door swings open as I take the first steps outside.
I blow out some air to see the fog glide. 

“Whoosh,” the wind blows making my 
cheeks as red as a cherry. 
Hidden in the peaks of snow that 
tower over me,
Falling back, onto a large pile of snow, 
I stare up at the sky,
The only word to describe this feeling 
is blissful and that is no lie. 



Heliolatry

Chasey Gentile

My love showed me the sun on the 31st of March

Whilst engrossed in distortional delicacies

It glimmered with a lust so beautiful

As to seem it was a dream laced together so genuinely

But alas, not all dreams are what they appear to be

So I stood in awe, though with the utmost hesitancy

If my bloodshot eyes were to be deceiving me,

And all the sun’s beauty was nothing but a gleam,

I would fly too close and like Icarus fall beneath the sea

Though undersea, my glass skin would still reflect that luminous sheen

My lover, whom I fear will leave, may as well drown with me

This love, this sun

Forever mine.


