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Sditorial Board
Co-LEditors - Madison Dodds & Emily Cruz-Gil

Advisors - Carla Ferreira & Dr. Laura Winters
English Dept. Chair: Lynne McEniry

The Community Quill, the literary journal of Saint Elizabeth
University, is a publication that celebrates the talents of the
campus community through a collection of creative writing
and art. We strive to provide a space where literary and
visual artists can share their work as an expression of their
human experience. We welcome students, faculty, staitf, and
alumni to share their work and collaborate to contribute to
our literary community. We encourage diversity and variety
in style and voice and will highlight the meaningiul work of
the community while maintaining our core values of
2\ integrity, social responsibility, leadership, and excellence in

/“ /// tcaching and learning.
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Letter irom the Editors- Madison Dodds and Emily Cruz- Gil
Letter From The Chair - Proiessor LLynne McEniry

“(Forgotten ) Felt Feather”™ Poem - Tyson Berardo 24 (Alum)
“Under A Rock” Prose - Amaya Carruthers 26
“Pink Power”- Art - Kathy Francis (Institutional Advancement )
“Untouched Memoir”- Memoir - Sting Lindor 26
“Lies” Prose - Cynthia Guinn (Graduate School of
LE.ducation)
“Christmastime”™ Poem - Madison Dodds 25
“Death” Poem - Emily Cruz Gil ‘25
“Shatter” - Art - Viviana Vargas 25
“Gambit” Essay - David Olayanju (High School Scholar)
Haiku Sequence- Wendy Notarnicola (Speech Language
Pathology )

“Just For You™ Art -Kathy Francis (Institutional Advancement )
“What's Done Is Done” Poem - MyShiah McQueen

2

N
S

y

s

g~

av &

N

%"
P
9

<R
g

’ e
Z ,‘0.

-

9
o
=

>, .

<X INg
/9 G
397
4 %

WaS

NN\
P8

1!,’, :

/4

&°

WA (o5 LN D S ' X &%,
7 > (8%, v B % N, A A 0% S = \

7 O 14, & % L < A/ 4 NN S <) > % N ¢ . \ ¥
b 4 X~‘/// N 9.0 AN, W ) ? Q Q AR _ s~ e N 1 00 W -




N2 LN AN OV RN 27 YT N 8 A N A
N S AR\ YN N RNNZZZ N U (P B P O S\ TN
R s TS os B NN il - W R N 8 2, OIS - 8 1\, BTG LI )
I R < R T A 1 QI W B NN el T
PR ToleP %0 2elefeteta\\ ST : . SN2, Y J 800 LN 17\ Y 1y X
PRI O h 4 0 PN PR

)A.‘ ’,‘x‘ = E, v 5 ’ b, ’\ " *
N\ _ | Yy o %
i ]

”4

X Y
. & &9 ‘. 7 o
e a SN go,,”,‘,‘ o L )
R

Warate® : |
A w7, %4y

L/

%

XXX
-\0.0 0.020

ete%%

bl of Contents Cont

“There Is A Rose Planted For You At The Top Oi” Poem -
J.A. Smith (Graduate Studies)
“Milestone™ - Poem - Sister Quynh Nguyen 28
“Business 101”7~ Short Essay - Quentin Torres 28
“Fire Fern”- Art - Kathy Francis (Institutional Advancement)
“A Day in Obidos”™ Poem - Tyson Berardo 24 (Alum)
“Exquisite, A Beauty Beyond Comparison,” Poem -
J.A. Smith (Graduate Studies)
“Blue” Art - Kathy Francis (Institutional Advancement )
“Autumn”- Poem - Jill Mackey (CADC Program)
“T'’he Journey” Poem - Nacheca Joseph 26
“T'he Veil”- Art -Kathy Francis (Institutional Advancement)
“Days That Felt A Litetime Long”- Poem -Jill Mackey (CADC Program)
“In Tall Grass” - Poem - Mckenna Alcindor 28
“Brown Eyes” - Poem - Luke Hughen 25
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Faculty and Stait Summer Reading Suggestions
Aiterword - Carla Ferreira
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Dear Soadeord,

595% ’*:S N\ Thank you so much for supporting this year’s issue of The Community Quill. It has
”?2'{((@ A been an honor to have the opportunity to have been published in this magazine

7 A N

alongside many amazing artists and writers in the years prior. It is even more ol an
honor to co edit this magazine and see how creative and hardworking the SEU
community is. This magazine could not have been done without your beautiful images
and words. The work irom students and stait is the core of this magazine.
Thank you so much for your support!

This issue has given us an insight into what it is like to see how amazing gathering
work irom a community can be. While we all have different individual strengths, it is
when we come together we can achieve something beautiful. This magazine is a
product of many individual talents coming together to form something beautitul. As
we move forward in the education proiession, we will be able to take what we have
learned irom working on the Community Quill with us. We will be able to give a voice
to our students just as we have been given a chance to share our voice here at

Saint Elizabeth University.

We would also like to thank Professor Lynne McEniry, Dr. Laura Winters, Professor
Jake Rogers and Proiessor Carla Ferreira for all their support in our passions as well
as helping us put together this wondertul issue. This issue could not have been done
without your support. You are all amazing pcople and our time together has been a
time ol learning and laughter. We can only hope that we become teachers who share
the same love for our students that you have shown to us. You are truly an inspiration
and have changed our lives for the better.
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N_&\% » Again thank you for this opportunity to bring your words and artwork into this year’s
W)e publication oif The Community Quill. We hope you enjoy the 2025 issuc!
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Enjoy!
(hact and CAddiatant S/ ofeddor of (Suglids

Welcome to the fiith issue of The Community Quill, the SEU literary

magazine —a collection of voices, visions, and creative spirit irom students

and stail alike. What you’ll iind in these pages is honest, creative expression
Ferreira, a published poet herseli, their thoughtiul curation and dedication

shine through every page of this Tiith issue.
Whether you're drawn to poetry, tiction, essays, or visual art, we hope you

find something here that resonates. Thank you tor reading and for

mission while also bringing their own unique talents, perspectives, and
supporting creative work on our campus.

by people who care deeply about the arts and are committed to exploring,
This magazine has always been about that spirit—about making space for
cmerging voices, celebrating effort as much as outcome, and building a
creative community here at Saint Elizabeth University. This year’s co-
cditors, Emily Cruz-Gil and Madison Dodds, have remained true to that
vision to the process. Mentored with love and care by Proiessor Carla

experimenting, and growing.
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(orgotten ) Cott-Cleather
%Ml/& sBerardo

Red radiating in waves

orangc oifering new tones

a twinkle of yellow yanks my eye
while green glistens in the sunlight.
All make way 1or a blast of blue
tollowed by purely pertect purple.

This cluster of Ieathers:
torgotten felt and freedom
—1Irozen by the tlow of time—
frolic and irisk with a Tringe
of Ilamboyant fabric.
Flying—above their heads.
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This work focuses on loneliness, iear ol missing out
(FOMO), and social media.

590 million people live on X, 850 million on Snapchat, 1.7
billion on TikTok, and 2 billion people on Instagram.
[ live under a rock.

However it doesn’t upset me. Maybe I am fortunate enough
to learn Tik'Tok trends aiter seecing my iriends sing or
dance to them. Occasionally, my mom sends me screenshots
of our university Instagram page. Whenever someone asks
for my social media, I invite them to be a member of my
contacts instead.

It is harder to belong when you live under a rock. At least
thats what I think.

Stilll I have other digital options.
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WhatsApp is one of the best social networks a girl could ask
tor. I have spent hours chatting and FaceTiming on this
platiorm. I regularly check my iriends' statuses and
sometimes post on my own.
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Some may argue that WhatsApp is not social media. I beg
to diiter. It allows for easy communication and has end-to
d encryption so that my privacy is protected.
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No longer do iriends have to worry about my green text
messages. Alas! I can FaceTime my grandmother, mom, and
aunt in one sitting. I am also less likely to get scammed.

[ also Tind enjoyment in Pinterest. Its ifeed teature is
appecaling to me: Smoothic bowls, acrylic paintings, and
preity sunrises. Book recommendations, nail inspirations,
and comiy but cute clothing. Pinterest does well. It sparks my
creativity, puts a smile on my lace and some pins even
convict me. On a few occasions, I delete the app though.
Feelings oif guilt hoard my mind as I wonder if these
hundreds of pins are distracting me irom liie.

On the road, I listen to my Daily Drive playlist. It blends
podcasts like NPR News and some oif my favorite songs.
When I'm feeling nostalgic, I listen to a shared mix that my
iriend and I created. And ii I'm ieeling extra, I play Spotiiy’s
daylists. Daylists are spontancous playlists that update three
times ecach day. Two evenings ago it presented me with a
“Sad girl playlist.”

You see, it gets me.

All three apps do.
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So I may not know how to keep up with Instagram feeds or

Q
%
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£ ¢ stay updated with the biggest Tik'Tok trends, but I have other
Wra digital opportunities beneath this rock.
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And who knows? Maybe the rock is a good thing. Perhaps the
rock wants to protect me. Or maybe the rock is just a rock.
An uncomiortable and lonesome rock.
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“Grann”, what I would give to spend one more minute with you.
[ can still hear your voice replaying in my head,

and remember vividly that beautiful smile

you always wore proudly.

A strong woman, hard working, with such a beautiiul soul.
Always made sure we were good,

cven if that meant going to bed on an empty stomach.

Not educated, but still liked it when I read you stories.

Now, all that is leit is the memory of you and what once was.
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S \\\\ At 66 years old, I am sitting in my parked car on a warm,

sunny day, while children play in the playground across the
way. My chest begins to heave in syncopation with the
squeals of laughter of children running and playing tag. |
remind myseli for the third time this week, in this

same location, to breathe and not cry. I reminisce about the
mommy play dates of yesteryear I shared with my best
friends, Cheryl and Rose, and I long ior the lies. I long Tor
the lies we told to each other, and the ones told to us. The
three of us would meet in this same playground when

[ was a young bride of two years with a six- month old baby
in my arms. Cheryl and Jefiry, married ior 12 years, had
three children, ages 11, 9, and 1. Rose and Marvin, married
for eight years, had only one child, age two. We would sit
on the bench closest to the swings and stationary horses.

Each of us smiled and shared pleasantries. “How are you,
Cynthia?” “I'm doing great, Cheryl, although James travels
out of town four days out of the week. How are you
doing”?”” Cheryl would shake her head ever so gently so her
long hair (weave, really) would tlow irom leit to right.
Then, she would say, “Girl, Jefiry just got another
promotion, so I am doing great as well. More money. More
shopping.”
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The three of us would laugh in unison, and Cheryl would
turn her head slightly to the leit, so no one could see the

gap in her smile where three teeth used to be. Cheryl and I
would turn to Rose who would stop laughing abruptly and
drop her head, because it was her time to check in with us.

Sheepishly, Rose raised her head and a smile became
ctched between her cheeks. She locked eyes with Rose
only, and said, “Now you hefias know I'm doing good.” |
didn’t laugh with the others this time. I felt uneasy. My
stomach began to churn, and James Jr. began to cry in my
arms. Later that evening, when my husband returned
home irom another four day trip out oif town, he packed
the rest of his clothes and said he was leaving me. He ielt
he could no longer live a liec and leave his wiie and
teenage sons alone. Blocking the bedroom door with my
hands outstretched so he couldn’t leave, I yelled, “Wait!
Wait! What's going on? What other wite? I'm your wiie!”
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S \\\ 'Two months went by beiore I returned to our mommy play

dates, because I found out that Cheryl and Rose knew that
James had a wite and three sons living in Haiti and decided not
to tell me. Their husbands told them. Our men hung out
together at the local cigar lounge throughout the

year. Cheryl and Rose asked, “How are you doing, Cynthia?”
“I'm wonderiul and loving lite. How about you?” And, we began
again.

By the time the earth traveled 584 million miles around the sun,
or 365.256 days, Rose’s husband was being honored at a Father
of the Year Gala amidst rumors of infidelity. A possible
pregnancy. When Rose didn’t show up to one of our mommy
play dates, I told Cheryl about what I heard. Cheryl’s smile
dissipated.

She turned toward me and pointed her finger in my face, and
whispered, “Don’t you tell Rose. Don’t you dare.” Rose called
me that evening and uninvited me to the Father of the Year
Gala and stated that her church had sold too many tickets.
Over the next few weeks, my iriends shunned me by going to )
the playground with their Kids on the days I had to work. They s
wouldn’t even babysit James Jr. for me. I had to pay for :
childcare.
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Eventually, I ran into Cheryl at a Shoprite Supermarket.
She was walking toward her car as I was parking. Beiore
[ could stop myseli, I jumped out of my car and ran
towards her to say hello. We exchanged the usual
pleasantries. This time I noticed Cheryl’s leit cheek had
a tint of purple showing through the concealer. I smiled
at her tales of grandeur and travels. As we walked our
separate ways, Cheryl called out to me: “Will I see you
tomorrow at the playground?”

[ turned to her tlashing my biggest smile yet and said,
“Of course.”
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The air is crisp
Your hands are irigid
As you walk into

your warm little cottage
Sugar cookies fill the air
The tree is lit
Fairy lights filling the room
And you're a kid again
Christmastime is here
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The tamily is here
Sitting in iront of the fireplace

Where Santa will arrive
Once everyone Ialls tast asleep
Mariah Carey is singing once again ,
Cindy Lou Who fills your screen
Christmastime is here again
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Death...

Of love..

Of success...

Of 1ailure...

Of life...

Of1 the Unknown possibilities...

Of untapped potential...

Of life passing by...

Of the untold

Replacing a loved one's gentle smile...
Replacing the cheers of success when succeeding...

Replacing the tilled heart when a loved one passess away...
Death the Tinal judge...
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Noun
(in chess) an opening in which a player makes a sacrifice for the sake of

some compensating advantage.

One
Nicolas Larsen woke up at 5:36 am on the dot, per usual. He needed
to get out of the house, and quickly. By 6:45, Washington Square
Park would be tull with some of his favorite people in all of New
York City: chess hustlers. Nic, above all ¢lse, was a chess player. His
orecat-grandrather, Neil, was a chess player. His grandiather, Mark,
was a chess player. His father, Robby, was also a chess player, albeit
onec he hadn’t seen in six years. Out of the blue, he’d leit his then 11-
yvear-old son, and wife Lisa, and disappeared. No one knew where he
was. Not even his own family. Lisa had moved on and was now
dating someone new. Nic wasn’t a fan and tended to avoid him. He
showered, threw on his favorite Chrome Hearts hoodie, a pair of
Adidas sweatpants, and his New Balance 530s. Nic had been into
fashion for sometime, and could go weeks beiore wearing the same
outfiit twice. He grabbed his iPhone 16, house keys, Beats, metro card,
and headed to his study. It used to be his tather’s, but when he
disappeared, Nic had taken it over. He grabbed his MacBook, which
he used to play chess online and occasionally do schoolwork, and
slipped it into his backpack. He grabbed a Pop-Tart irom the pantry
and fired a quick text to his mother, a nurse who usually leit home
betore her son rose. Heading out now. Yes, I made sure to lock the
door. Lisa didn’t approve of her son chess hustling, but with work
keeping her busy for the better part of the day, there was little she
could do to stop him. Nic hopped on the train to West 4th Street and
rode a Citi bike to the park. Sure enough, even though the sun was
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just starting to rise, the tables were already busy. Nic spotted an
empty chair across irom Quad. Quadir Shelton was one of the
regulars in Washington Square, and he’d won hundreds of dollars on
those stone tables. He wouldn’t take money irom Nic though. He was
just a kid. Nic wasn’t as nice, however. Ever since Nic beat him for the
first time at age 14, he’d been siphoning money oif of him and most
of the other guys in the park regularly. Quad almost always relied on
the Mieses Opening, one of the most unique openings in the game. But
Nic knew it well, just like he knew almost all other openings and
strategies in the game. He controlled the center of the board with his
pawns and quickly took charge of the game. Soon enough, Quad
cracked, making a costly blunder. Nic pounced and with one move,
he tipped the game entirely in his favor. After a couple more moves,
Quad tipped his king. “Sheesh,” he said, “Youre getting good,
youngbull.” Nic just shrugged. “It’s in my genes.” Quad reluctantly

handed over Nic’s earnings, 35 bucks, and the prodigy hopped back
on his bike, headed tor school.

Nic attended Sagan School of the Arts and Sciences. Tuition was
nearly $60,000 a year, but Nic had earned an academic scholarship,
which cut the cost to just $5,000 a year. Rarely was Nic surrounded
by so many like- minded individuals than when he was in the school’s
chess club. And yet, he didn’t get along with them. Most oi them
anyway. It was a male-dominated tecam, and Nic was clearly the best.
As a result, the rest of his tecammates were always trying to one up
him or belittle him. For the most part, his tcammates were rich,
snobbish brats who had private chess tutors, and were too unathletic
to play a real sport, but still wanted to claim they were “athletes”.
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Then there was Charliec Hayden. She was the second best player on
the team and one of only two girls. On top of that, she was smart,
funny, and pretty. Really pretty. She was iriendly to Nic, but they
weren’t exactly iriends. Nic was playing LLandon Holtsheimer, whose
dad was coach. Given this, he was also team captain, even though he
wasn’t really that good at chess. He did, however, have the biggest
cgo. Like usual, Nic was casily defeating him. He shot a quick glance
at Charlic. She was playing Justin Walter, a ireshman and the
youngest member of the team. Nic was so busy staring that he didn’t
notice at Tirst that Landon was specaking to him. “What”” he asked.
“Your move,” Landon said sharply, “Are you deai?” Nic slid his bishop
across the board. “No. Checkmate.”

Nic was a good student for the most part, but he had a penchant for
playing chess in classes he didn’t like. So when his English teacher,
Mrs. Fabre, started rambling about her tavorite I'rench authors, Nic
opened a new tab on his Mac and headed to chess.com. He’d earned
the title of Grandmaster that past summer, and his account now
reflected it. His International Chess Federation (FIDE) rating was
2’117, but his rating online was more than 1000 points higher. His
laptop wasn’t very clicky, so it was very believable that was working
on his essay, rather than playing chess. When the one-hour period
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f:‘*}:. 7, ended, Nic quickly closed his laptop and tried to escape in the rush
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R of students, but Mrs. Fabre stopped him. “Can we talk?” she asked.
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%%?% 2 Sure,” Nic said reluctantly. “You’ve barely started your paper on
AL Bonjour Tristesse. What’s going on”?” Nic had barely opened his

// mouth when Mrs. Fabre spoke again. “You're more focused on chess,

aren’t you.” Nic was irritated by the way she said chess. Like it was a
joke. Mrs. Fabre sighed, as il she was disappointed. “Nic, you're a
junior in high school. When are you going to realize there’s more to
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lite than some silly game.” Nic gave her a hard stare. “Do you know
how much Bobby Fischer made during his carecer?” “No,” Mrs. Fabre
replied. “3.52 million,” Nic told her. “After just sixteen years.” “You, as
a high school Einglish teacher, would make that much in about sixty
years. So yeah, I am pretty focused on chess.”

Four hours later, Nic walked out of detention. It wasn’t often that he
oot in trouble at school, but it wasn’t often that he was in a situation
cither. If his mother asked questions, he’d just tell her that one of his
teachers suifered a broken ego and blamed him for it. He hopped
back on the bike and returned to Washington Square Park. Looking
to play some more chess. To his surprise Charlie was there. She
spotted him and smiled. Nic sat down across irom her. “Hey,” she
said. “Hi,” Nic replied, “You wanna play?” “Yeah,” she said. Pawn to e4.
Nic had known for some time that Charlie liked the King’s Pawn.
They’d only played a couple of times, but when it came to chess, Nic
remembered everything. “You're late today,” she said. “Yeah,” Nic said
with a slight chuckle, “Mrs. Fabre put me in detention.” Bishop to C7.
“Really?” She asked. “Yeah,” Nic replied.

“What for?”
“She was telling me I need to focus less on chess and more on French
literature.”

“What'd you say that?”

Nic shrugged and took one ol her knights. “I told her that I could
make three times as much money playing as she did teaching
English. She reacted as well as could be expected.” Charlie laughed.
“What's tunny?” Nic asked. “Someone finally humbled her,” she said,
“I never thought it would happen.” Nic smiled. Not because he thought
it was funny now, he just loved hearing her laugh.
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The game ended in a draw. Nic knew he could have won but decided
to show mercy, a rarity for him. He offered to walk home and she
agreed. As it turned out, they both lived in the Forest Hills
ncighborhood oi Queens. They took the train together and walked
five blocks to Charlie’s apartment complex. They talked the whole
way. Nic wanted to know more about her. He quickly found out a lot.
She had two little sisters, Hannah and L.ogan. Her dad worked for a
Japanese corporation and was oiten out of the country. Her mom was
a nursc at the same hospital as his. She’d been playing chess since she
was six, and was a Women’s Federal Master as oi last April. The more
he knew her the more he liked her. By the time they arrived at her
doorstep. They exchanged numbers and went their separate ways.

Nic was practically levitating as he walked home. Only tor his mother
to drag him back down to earth. Even though it was only 6:30 pm, she
was home instead of the hospital she worked at. Her back was turned
as Nic entered the house. Even without seeing her face, her tolded
arms indicated that she wasn’t happy about something. Nic tried to
tiptoe to his study, but wasn’t so lucky. “I know you there Nic,” she said,
still not turning around, “Don’t try to hide irom me.” Nic stiiled a sigh
and entered the Kitchen. He tflashed a winning smile and said, “Hi
Mom. Why are you so early today?” She replied, “Because your
behavior while I'm not around is concerning. What'’s this I'm hearing
about you disrespecting your teacher today in English class?” Nic’s
face hardened. I was never disrespectiul. “Oh really”?” his mother said
sharply, “What happened then?” “She pulled aside after class and told
me I'm focusing too much on chess, referring to it as nothing more
than a silly game.”
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“T’hen what happened?”

Nic tought hard to hide his frustration. It was one thing when Charlie

NN
.. el N\ NN
NS A TN o
oL B SN Y IS Vo
WY B 0 r NN A DS G G N ™

W



D RO 0505 <

D Y I LRLSELEN R
S 0 N RSN e Aok
¢ Yo, 7 L

- L RN I . NG Yy, N e %
I > P < RN} NS 7

Y, O
7/ .r
%Yy, , R

i/
,"I

Q

~3 \:\\ Sy, 7,
S .~ " * '-\A\\‘ : NN \\‘4‘:: ) ( l/'/ / 97 X '// hl; . k’ . 4 N 7 -?,// /
S SO eTon Aeter N, rfh VoS N\ I IE IR - g < O
{ ..’.’.’.’.-.i <&l \~ W&,‘t_‘-‘/ﬁﬁ\\\ AN : '.‘:A(';’ ,’.‘.v..‘Ai.".’.’.’.0’0’0 o 4-;'(
§ \\\\\ FEE O S W &% - \_(,Z,‘:‘//,;“QAQQQ;,QQ 5O %.

~ Aty

e N 2T o " 4

e N O b
TN IR0
\ %_&\“ \“:A’; NN L 2 d

Ve = N
<) §\\\\\

N
N

00 O o 8
LR ) Ve

¥

. . Ny ‘s;; \
RO
’:’:’:‘ RS \\

NN\ e
\‘\\\\\\\"f D
‘"\\\‘\\‘v'
X e’
B =~
NN

questioned him. His mother was barking at him, quick to accuse and
scold without even hearing his side of the story. Nonetheless, he
maintained his composure. “I simply told her that I could make more
moncy being one of the best chess players on the planet than she
could teaching high school English,” Nic said dispassionately. His
mother just stared at him. Nic didn’t like the look on her face. Ever
since his father leit, he’d been seeing it more and more. It was a look
ol extreme disappointment, disgust even. “How could you be so
childish?” she asked. Nic was unsurprised by this reaction. Just like
always, siding against him. “I'm the childish one? She’s the one calling
out an A-student for being talented and having a passion. The only
reason I was in detention today was because she was butthurt about
the reality check I gave her!” “You were in detention because of your
insubordinate actions!” his mother yelled, bumping his chest with a
finger. She then launched into her typical rant about how she worked
too hard tor Nic to waste all his time playing chess. She didn’t care
that he was one ol only 736 active grandmasters worldwide. It didn’t
matter that he was already earning more than S20,000 dollars yearly
oif of tournament winnings. Her bitterness blinded her irom the good
that chess brought her son, and that same bitterness also made their
relationship very toxic. As punishment, Nic was barred irom
attending chess team practices, which he pretended to be upset about.
After 20 long minutes, he finally made it to his study. After forcing
himseli to do homework for 90 minutes, he closed his copy of Bonjour
Tristesse and was about to head to chess.com when he noticed a new
email in his inbox. Little did he know, the new email would change his
life Torever.
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S hia concluded the excerpt from avid (Haganju'd shott dtoty.
&5 read the full dtory, pleade emadl wd at-©he Commanity Quill.
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jacaranda sky
with every blink ol my eye
another star fades

mid-winter morning -
the call of a cardinal
cchoes through the woods

deepening snowtall...
my daughter’s tiny footprints
arc nestled in mine

her brush moves swiitly
across the iresh white canvas...
blackbirds in the snow
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my face is numb, tingling cheeks while my nose runs.
depressive Teelings mine and someone’s ..
feeling dumb, lost, not knowing where i'm irom.

looking around, stunned, Tinding out what i've done.

i'm on the tloor, covered in thick blood with a gun.

my mind is racing! shiah, do you stay or do you run”

and how did i get into this outcome?

i'm shaking, debating who’s laying face down,

with their face in the ground,

blood covered by the pound,

and not making sounds.

i should be out.

without a doubt, i'm lost and still can’t figure this out.

i can taste blood in my mouth, what is this all about?
finally i turned around so i can see.

i said to myseli, lord please don’t let it be.

why is it always someone close to me?

take my life instead, and set them iree.

i took my last breath in shock to see but so hard to believe,
i finally succeeded .. that person lying there was me
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There is a rose planted tor you at the top of the highest hill,
Touched by the soitness of the passing summer air,

Kissed by the warmth of a soothing sunny day,

And sang to lovingly by the all the mourning doves in the sky,
Awaiting your arrival,

To be carried home with you.

Hidden in secret one last message remains,
One of endearment and remembrance,
Detailing just one of the many timelines,
Spent walking by your side.

For even when I am gone,
A love letter will find its way into your heart.
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Yes!

as an answer
as an agreement
as an affirmation
and as a commitment.

[ have decided to embark on a journey
to a new land
a new environment
a new culture
a uniamiliar language
and unknown people.

A Teeling of alienation
[ am airaid
[ shy away irom others
Immersing myseli in thoughts

[ am sad
[ cry, cry and cry.
But the day will come
reality must be faced
cveryone must grow up
Everyone deserves their own path toward their life.
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Contident will guide me
Success is within my reach.
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t with effort and perseverance.

Stand up!
[ will try my best
icve in myse

it | can’t go fast
[ will go step by step

Slowly or quickly
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Keep going forward! Keep pushing ahead
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Finally, I will ach
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Getting fired from a job is a terrible thing; the initial
panic and worry become overwhelming. Fortunately
tor my dad, he had my brother and me. After hearing
the news, immediately we were brainstorming business
ideas. First was woodworking: this was short-lived The
Boy Scouts only gave my brother one kniie, and on our
first sculpture, he cut his thumb. Now with a cut thumb,
no kniife, and a still jobless tather, we had to keep
pushing ideas out. The infamous lemonade stand
definitely crossed our minds once or twice, but in
order to find success we needed to be diiferent. That is
where our true calling became obvious: rocks.

“One Dollar One Rock.” With an established slogan, we
had to start collecting inventory where it could not
have been any easier because we have a rock pathway.
When our dad saw us Tilling our pockets with handiuls
of rocks and he asked what we were doing, the only
right response was, “We are helping!” Without saying
anything further, he went inside for us to continue,
which was his best idea.
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The tollowing week at school, our pockets were
literally overtlowing. I may have overestimated the
amount of sales I would get out of my Tirst grade
peers, but I was thinking of success. Atter the tirst
week, I accumulated two dollars. My iriend Connor’s
mom made a wise investment. But then my brother
came to me with three dollars.

Business was booming. What better way to make this
Kknown than to give the protit to its purpose? Proudly,
we handed the few quarters and dollars to our
father. At first, he smiled, but then his face went
blank. For the next iew minutes he told us how we did
not have selling permits, and that we could be sued
tor our five dollar profit. This led to an uproar ot
screams and cries and blames that it was my
brother's idea. Unfortunately, the business did not
pan out so well. Disregarding the consequences, my
brother and I kept the money then split it. Our plan
ol retiring our father with rocks was short lived and
jobless he remained.
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paralelepipedos

1000 years ago somebody else stumbled
on the very same cobblestone

that strives to sabotage

detenseless day-trippers

oil the beaten path

grapevines, greens, and grasses

cnguli hand-carved steps of several shapes and sizes
diiterent people daily—not much has changed

same city. same stones. same sensation.

the walled city fortified from medieval nights

the town ol queens— now books reign supreme
ginjinha

100 years ago another writer worked
welding words together with ease

while Killing countless glasses

of wine and ginja

liquor seems to wet the whistle well
loosening one's tongue proves easy

in an antiquated town on a cloudy day
an arcanc ambiance lingers in the air
tog Tades the rest of the world away
time seems to slow—ii only long enough
to have just one more glass
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1 year ago learning to write
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the predominant parts of producing poetry

arc grabbing a pen

and soon Tinding that leaving words out
picking a page

proves most proficient

fumbling phrases leit and right
—or passable at least—

praying for purposeciul prose
today however I have tound

canctas
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LExquisite, a beauty beyond comparison,

The blush oif dawn at the first sight oif the morning sun,
The luminous glow of the moon sitting still in the night sKky,
The crystalline shine ol the oceans,

A beauty that never goes unnoticed,

A beauty never to be torgotten.
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Savad) |

Cold, Rainy, Windswept October
The Marigold sun rises as the Rainbow ofi foliage scatters to the
ground

The trees stand bare & dejected in the background of this window
scene.

[ become completely immersed in the cinnamon aroma of my
Home;
Quintessential Tor the season.

Carved pumpkins illuminate the doorways on each block,
As darkness ialls earlier with each day.

Wrapped in my thoughts, I sit & watch the passerby’s scurrying to
the Tind warmth.

My breath togs up the window as I press my nose against the glass.
I'm mesmerized by the colors &amp; the line symmetry of the
leaves...

Imagining their story.
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Change, an almost always malignant concept, is made somehow N\
inexplicably breathing by
those entities ol..
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Red
Orange

Yellow
And Green.

7, [\ <]
K P

N\
L6, %, s PR sNR N
, 0 o < \

« //’/"4:"( | P
XY~ P SN o i

>
X VNN




N NN, N ¢ [ L N\ o "" _\\ B NN\ % -~ . N, P /L !.‘ e W4 NN N\ 7 0/ % & ,‘ </ ',"
gw»m'.\\\ ORI BRI AN W, 6080 . 5.7 7 ra % 2w %% om0 ///»4&( O ) AN
\"“\‘ “. ’. .,\ ."’\’....’.”.’\‘..’,\’.\ " 1"‘“‘»‘&."‘.&‘\\\\\\ ¢/, //"&)"’A’"“("&"”\”‘v"A’.‘,”’.”’.’.‘Qf‘*‘-"(6’,.: ‘Qv.v /.’s.‘.“’,” :,".’01
YRRRRN< R PR %2000 %%\ TP~ : : - P %) 786508 NI . 81 1 WY, & ) e
’ ’\\ \‘ o X A N \ \\\\ QLO® <Y ...A.“‘\ W N N ¢ %, 41 a“.‘g’.’ <> 9.9 ,/// 7 /).’ VO ., '/ l,."t
Y N, @ e N O P W N % CON OF 0. 9O %, 17 2% (e i Y aa
Y W B ANV By Gy O d GBS A AN PPRO RS I R ST
g\ =\ &Y O\ SN Ol 2 S AY << % o T ¢ 4585 OB =
AN e, SN T (e %0 SN A< IR 7 S S s e S /%
&%\ % - - Y \ % %% y 8% Y R N/ o
TN @5 SN NN v o ALY, PN
%0_0\\\‘.‘ . "‘-\’4&\\\ /// e ///;4\00”" BN LS,
N0 ' o DURE A A
SN BHE N g TS 7 YO KA
W AN e Pt 147 i)
N AN : 'P’.‘ 4 .”"‘ . 7 4 &7
SN Kol RS
SRR 1 0'e: %
SOZ AR Y
O AN

You live in the present, but dwell on the past

Then look to the tuture and think it’s your last

Times ticking as you begin to feel your heart racing

Wishing that both could slow down as your thoughts tell you your aging
Then a Light comes telling you that this is just a journey

The destination you are looking towards becomes a another penny
Maitthew 6:34 tells us to live in the present for today is the real trouble

This journey has its ups and down just continue to walk through the tunnel
As you walk, climb, and jump you realize that this journey is like working out
Being consistent to reach that goal without a single doubt

The Light tells you that He is preparing an unbreakable warrior

That destination,

God will shape you tor what you thought would take another quarter

But don’t be weary

Liie is a journcy.
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[ wake up and It’'s a Tuesday..
However, it’s a morning unlike most others;
Malignant and dreary, like that pain that scars my very being.

I'm wrapped up in the impracticalities of my lite that I've
failed to see how far I've veered oft

course.

.But this morning in particular, I become cognizant as I stare
at my

cmaciated body in the mirror.

My auburn hair graces my shoulder &amp; becomes
lransparent.
My once clear blue eyes have turned grey and doleiul.

Unremitting dreams of bitterness and remorse haunt me
as I bask in my bleak existence.
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My retlection begins to fade as I transiorm into something I
no longer recognize.

My pale skin rests on my seemingly lifeless body as I wonder
what my life has become.
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[ grow tired and lethargic as the currents of
reality pull me away

from this imaginary certainty my mind has
created.

Slowly, I crawl back into my bed and gaze out my
window oif into the distance.
Searching for some semblance ol direction

in this life of unmistakable monotony.

[t is then I hear a Tamiliar voice, drole and
soothing as always.

Luring me irom this black hole of grievances that
[ have become accustomed to.

[ step outside and the rays of light begin to shine
on my cold worn skin.
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No longer do thoughts of animosity and coniusion
plague me.
[ am iree at last.
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.And I have Tinally found my answers.
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In the tall grass, I was lost

N\ Standing at five feet in an ecosystem that doubles me
In the tall grass, i was lost

My soul and body parted ways
Each wandered endlessly in several directions
In the tall grass, i was lost

Each day felt like the last

[ was dizzy irom my mind spinning
Trying to torget the chaos, the war,
and my Iears spiraling around me
In the tall grass,

critters existed

Soil exists beneath me

And so does my fears

Life is present

Still, alone

| question my existence

In the tall grass, i was missing

[ stood alone

My voice sore irom screaming
Until i found the map to guide me
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R [ am finally emerging
v./ap  The tall grass can longer confine me
J¥ lam finall i

X am finally emerging
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My soul made its way back to me
No longer hidden in the tall grass that hid me
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glistening; like the retlection ol the mirror shining down upon him
His smile, illuminated the dark shadows of the streets

His rosy cheeks, Tilled the void or despair

His hair, so ever gently brushes the hand oi his mother

His heart, so pure; like the sound of a gun

His life, so precious; gone too soon.
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Special Thanks to Dr. Ryan Mcl.aughlin

for coordinating this competition, to faculty who
served as judges, and to all students who participated.
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"©he Stewn of the S/ okt by
CHlicote CIHeGrats

&4\ America was at a moral and spiritual crossroads, engulied by great

¥ and powerful storm. Kindness and caring and compassion were being
drowned out by o torrential outpouring of hate, and fury, and envy.
And shame and blame. It echoed in the jails, and the halls of justice, in
the schools and across the college campuses, in the towns and the
cities, and especially in social media. It descended from nowhere it
secemed, though the people wanted to know who had paved its path,
they need look no turther than the nearest mirror.
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Days of injustice multiplied, the people of America were at a loss. All
were overwhelmed by a feeling that morality and justice had deserted
them, though the injustices people bemoaned diifered greatly, and
were oiten at odds indeed some were not injustices at all. Nonetheless,
the hue and cry reached the heavens, as they lamented greatly, and
felt there was no sense ol economic justice anymore. They toiled and
toiled, but they could no longer “get ahead”, no longer buy the many
goods and services to which they had become accustomed, and
thereby shackled. They could make no sense of what was happening
to themselves. For them, their world had lost its meaning. But truly,
they had lost their way long betore this storm appeared.

Many flocked to the Church, as happens in troubling times, for some it
was as much out of faith as out of fear. Many others went there simply
to be seen, as if attendance was part of Godliness. They no longer
feared the words recorded by the Apostle Matthew: “And when you
pray, you shall not be like the hypocrites. For they love to pray
standing in the synagogues and on the corners of the streets, that they
may be seen by men” [Matthew 6:51.
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&le St of the S/ aphet’ by
. CHlicole COHe(Grart

¥ Had they listened, they surely would have understood that God has no
rigid attendance policy (Like Saint Elizabeth University!). But for far
too long, the Americans had not been in a listening mood, or perhaps
they had been listening to the wrong things, the wrong people,
amplified by the false idols ol social media.

But then, out of nowhere there appeared a humble preacher - in many,
many places, scemingly at once. And so, the preacher spoke with the
people. In the churches, yes, but also in their town halls, and their
recreation centers, all throughout their communities; that is to say,
cverywhere that he was needed.

When he spoke, he did so calmly. Though they shouted out their
complaints and their protests and their demands, and beseeched him:
“Why has the Lord not answered our prayers?” The preacher smiled
and said, “did you imagine that “thinking of prayers as a Kind ol
magic where il you just say the right words, then you’ll get your wish,
is not the way. You ask and do not receive, because you ask wrongly,
to spend it on your pleasures” [James 4:3]. They just stared at him,
unsure il he was trying to soothe them or accuse them. To drive the
message home, he reiterated his message, explaining that as our Bible
says, “Let each ol you look not only to his own interests, but also to the
interests of others” [Philippians 2:4[. But still they did not comprehend,
perhaps because they were seliish, or seli-absorbed, or simply
because they had been taught seli-interest for so long that they had
forgotien the true meaning of prayer. Serenely surveying his audience
- and remember, this was happening in many, many places
simultancously, and in sequence - he began to tell a story.

The Story of the Job Foreman:
A Parable about Human Dignity

o
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e Kotwrn of the S aphet by
CHlicote COWeCrratte

&

K

S N\ There was a job site foreman named George, who was behind in his Vi ROx <
0000 % . i 7 RS
g8/  construction schedule, and over budget. More than anything, he

IR wanted to please his bosses, and drecamed about how greater

company profits would also beneftit himseli. He put on his bright red
baseball cap, its slogan leaving no doubt about his views, and led a
fleet of pickup trucks to the edge of town, where many men were
gathered. They were hard and lean, cager to work, and hungry,
speaking a multitude of languages. He stood on the back of the flatbed
truck and addressed the men. “I am willing to pay cash ior the day, out
of pocket, with no record. There will be a fair amount of work. But I
only want “real Americans.”

One ol the older men in the crowd asked, “Clearly this work is not
legally paid, so why would you care where we are irom? Isn’t it enough
that we are poor, hungry, and needto teed our tamilies?”

George replied, “Because AMERICANS deserve these jobs! Unbowed,
another man in the crowd replied, “Are we all not children of the Lord?
We need to provide tor our ramilies, as does everyone here in
America”. “Il anyone does not provide tor his relatives, and especially
for members of his houschold, he has denied the faith and is worse
than an unbeliever” [1 Timothy 5:8.

George spit back at him, “Whose words are those, some Communist
irom whatever land you came irom? Believe what you want”. The man
was saddened, of course, by both the ignorance and the vitriol,
reflective of some of the terrible things he had heard in the land of his
birth, but replied simply that if George wanted to know more about
what people deserve, he might want to consult his Bible.
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‘I don’t need some foreigner to tell me my Bible”, was his angry retort. 4
But clearly he did, since truly the moral test of a community is how it
treats its most vulnerable members. But the Red Hats and their social
media idols have forsaken this, il they ever actually believed it. But
George wasn’'t done, as he needed to ieel victorious and poweriul over
the humble workers in iront of him. “Why should I pay ‘you people’, it
doesn’t help real Americans”, he exclaimed, steeped in his angry
alleged patriotism.

George leit the poor standing on the edge of town, hungry and
heartsick at the way they had been treated. Back at the job site, he
decided to give the “American” workers many extra shiits, and work
them ever harder. He bragged to his bosses that he was ‘proud

not to pay a penny to those immigrants’. “I saved you money, and I
saved our culture”, he boasted loudly and proudly, to all who would

hear.

A few months later, due to overwork and carelessness, the building
site collapsed, numerous workers were grievously injured (including
some who laughed along with George’s boastiul cruelty ), bankrupting
the company and pitching them, and George, out oif work. Meanwhile,
those same poor men who George had so ‘righteously’ castigated,
found work elsewhere, fed their tamilies, and continued to thank God
in their prayers. The preacher ended his little tale, but perhaps not all
of his listeners understood the parable.
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One ilag-wearing, loutish member ol the audience shouted out that
George was right, that like a ‘good American’ he tollowed God and the
law, so why was he punished? Uniazed, the faux patriot insisted that it
wasn’t George’s place to help people, but to hire workers and protect
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&he SKeturn of the S vaptet’ by
CHlicote COWeCrratte

X.‘:" \ \ @ ® . . L1 ° . 66 29
s N\ “We have immigration laws”, he insisted, “and they must be tollowed!
% WA

X All grew quiet, as the preacher gave that some thought. “Ah, the law”,
mused the preacher. “But whose law should we tollow, my friend?
When passing down his laws, did not the Lord say to Moses, “When a
foreigner resides among you in your land, do not mistreat them. The
foreigner residing among you must be treated as native-born. LLove
them as yourself, for you were foreigners...” [ Leviticus 19:33-34] “Is that
not the law that leads to the path of righteousness? Is that not what the
LLord would have you do?”

R

“Indeed,” posited the preacher, “let me ask you this: If someone who
has worldly means sees a brother in need and refuses him
compassion, how can the love of God remain in him?” [1 John 3:17|
Catholic Social Teaching seems to have been lost on George, who
thought only of literal payment, of profits rather than prophets,
worldly gold and desired dollars. Helping the needy means a
diiferent payment, and reaps a greater regard than dollars can ever
provide. “Whoever is generous to the poor lends to the LORD, and he
will repay him for his deed”. [Proverbs 19:7]

Finishing his commentary, the preacher simply stated that George’s
accounting attitude and his disdain for the immigrants was seli-
serving, and that he should have realized that in the eyes of our Lord
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there is no price high enough that can be assigned to compassion, and S ,:3“;
that all accounts are eventually settled by God. "
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Words occupy our spaces

Spaces comiorted by a lack ol conversation
Spaces made void

Consequence of social illiteracy

Literature threatens corruption
And its ireedom is restricted by ego

Through expression we allow ourselves
to engage in balance

Its pages give life to opportunity

And chance

Writing is expression
A glorious practice of iree will

Delicate or contentious
With the strokes of a pen
We shape sails

to push us across oceans

We shape weapons to

battle cruelty and defend community
We shape wings to

soar where words cannot reach

My wings expand to a width unprecedented
Backed by fact and experience

Both empowered and challenged in academia
To take part in a generation

Form new wings
Once | inevitably
outgrow the old
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