






“Fog’s City” | Juan Gonzales ’26



“The Lamp Across the Street”
| Micah Espinoza ’28

“What the Smoke Keeps”
| Pierce Andrews ’28



“What was It?”
| Ciaran Stout ’27

“The Curb” | Drake Budzinski-Stauffer ’27



“10:71”
| Stephen Jeong ’28



“FREE THINKER” 
| Juan Gonzalez ’26

“BOILING”
| Joseph david ’26
                The sea began to boil. No soul knows why, butThe sea began to boil. No soul knows why, but
yet it still boils. Those who were out were burned.yet it still boils. Those who were out were burned.
Skin peeled by the rising steam. Men and womenSkin peeled by the rising steam. Men and women
were cooked alive within the hulls of mighty vessels.were cooked alive within the hulls of mighty vessels.
Many aquatic specimens died in an instant. LargeMany aquatic specimens died in an instant. Large
whales, stomachs about to burst, float atop thewhales, stomachs about to burst, float atop the
ocean like fresh dumplings. Within a couple of daysocean like fresh dumplings. Within a couple of days
the ice had all melted. Raising the boiling sea ontothe ice had all melted. Raising the boiling sea onto
the mainland. What were once beaches are now lakesthe mainland. What were once beaches are now lakes
of boiling glass. What were once cities are sizzlingof boiling glass. What were once cities are sizzling
cemeteries filled with those who were left behind.cemeteries filled with those who were left behind.
Those who escaped succumbed to the sea all theThose who escaped succumbed to the sea all the
same. Their bodies are unable to survive the steam.same. Their bodies are unable to survive the steam.

        The sea began to boil. No soul knows why, but
yet it still boils. Those who were out were burned.
Skin peeled by the rising steam. Men and women
were cooked alive within the hulls of mighty vessels.
Many aquatic specimens died in an instant. Large
whales, stomachs about to burst, float atop the
ocean like fresh dumplings. Within a couple of days
the ice had all melted. Raising the boiling sea onto
the mainland. What were once beaches are now lakes
of boiling glass. What were once cities are sizzling
cemeteries filled with those who were left behind.
Those who escaped succumbed to the sea all the
same. Their bodies are unable to survive the steam.

Within this fog lie the bodies of billions. TheirWithin this fog lie the bodies of billions. Their
bodies forever stream as they both gain and lose thebodies forever stream as they both gain and lose the
wretched moisture in the air. Acting as the everwretched moisture in the air. Acting as the ever
moving bronchi for the lungs once green. Thosemoving bronchi for the lungs once green. Those
who survived were the rich. Living in bunkers madewho survived were the rich. Living in bunkers made
from old missile silos. Living off what water is left.from old missile silos. Living off what water is left.
With generations of these once powerful men andWith generations of these once powerful men and
women will become genetic dead ends. Theirwomen will become genetic dead ends. Their
bloodlines now end in pitiful creatures who onlybloodlines now end in pitiful creatures who only
know diseases of the mind and body. Some blameknow diseases of the mind and body. Some blame
God, some blame Satan, and others blame man. YetGod, some blame Satan, and others blame man. Yet
they will never know who started this hellish blaze.they will never know who started this hellish blaze.
For the Seas began to boil.For the Seas began to boil.

Within this fog lie the bodies of billions. Their
bodies forever stream as they both gain and lose the
wretched moisture in the air. Acting as the ever
moving bronchi for the lungs once green. Those
who survived were the rich. Living in bunkers made
from old missile silos. Living off what water is left.
With generations of these once powerful men and
women will become genetic dead ends. Their
bloodlines now end in pitiful creatures who only
know diseases of the mind and body. Some blame
God, some blame Satan, and others blame man. Yet
they will never know who started this hellish blaze.
For the Seas began to boil.



“Growing from Ashes” | Kelekolio Kaihea ’26



I’ve walked down these halls for two thousandI’ve walked down these halls for two thousand
moons nowmoons now  
Each time seems to grow longer. The walls carve outEach time seems to grow longer. The walls carve out
the symbols in my brilliant terrorsthe symbols in my brilliant terrors
On the left lay open archways that overlook theOn the left lay open archways that overlook the
valley that was once a villagevalley that was once a village
I stop two hundred feet from my initial step andI stop two hundred feet from my initial step and
place my hands on the low stone wall, watching myplace my hands on the low stone wall, watching my
icy breath stir up into the night airicy breath stir up into the night air  

At the end of the hallway, at the end of my walk,At the end of the hallway, at the end of my walk,
there lies an old rotting door.there lies an old rotting door.  
Inside the old rotting door, inside the woodenInside the old rotting door, inside the wooden
cabinet at the back of the room, there’s a red vialcabinet at the back of the room, there’s a red vial
I never stop to think about it. It comes out of theI never stop to think about it. It comes out of the
cabinet every other moon. It always goes back.cabinet every other moon. It always goes back.  
The red vile floods my dreams.The red vile floods my dreams.

The wind this night is particularly cold and freezingThe wind this night is particularly cold and freezing
and hurries my walk to the door and when I enter Iand hurries my walk to the door and when I enter I
shut the door behind me careful not to make ashut the door behind me careful not to make a
soundsound

I’ve walked down these halls for two thousand
moons now 
Each time seems to grow longer. The walls carve out
the symbols in my brilliant terrors
On the left lay open archways that overlook the
valley that was once a village
I stop two hundred feet from my initial step and
place my hands on the low stone wall, watching my
icy breath stir up into the night air 

At the end of the hallway, at the end of my walk,
there lies an old rotting door. 
Inside the old rotting door, inside the wooden
cabinet at the back of the room, there’s a red vial
I never stop to think about it. It comes out of the
cabinet every other moon. It always goes back. 
The red vile floods my dreams.

The wind this night is particularly cold and freezing
and hurries my walk to the door and when I enter I
shut the door behind me careful not to make a
sound

There lies the same towers of books and papers andThere lies the same towers of books and papers and
scratches of notes and shreds of calculations andscratches of notes and shreds of calculations and
failed creationsfailed creations
My hands ache at the thought of returning to thatMy hands ache at the thought of returning to that
horrid scrutinyhorrid scrutiny
I remember the townspeople who would wave at meI remember the townspeople who would wave at me
from below every night I used to walkfrom below every night I used to walk

It was warm then.It was warm then.  
If only. That red vile. Perhaps the reward to all myIf only. That red vile. Perhaps the reward to all my
moons of work. If only.moons of work. If only.  
The glass feels comforting in my grasp. It soothes myThe glass feels comforting in my grasp. It soothes my
fingers from their blistering aching.fingers from their blistering aching.  
So tempting. Don’t. I’d love to. You’d hate it. It’dSo tempting. Don’t. I’d love to. You’d hate it. It’d
warm me. You’ll be cold afterwarm me. You’ll be cold after

That night was a cold night with an icy wind and aThat night was a cold night with an icy wind and a
long walk to the doorlong walk to the door
And in the door in the room in the cabinet thereAnd in the door in the room in the cabinet there
always lay a vilealways lay a vile
A vile without a drop of the Alchemist’s workA vile without a drop of the Alchemist’s work
A singular vile.A singular vile.  

There lies the same towers of books and papers and
scratches of notes and shreds of calculations and
failed creations
My hands ache at the thought of returning to that
horrid scrutiny
I remember the townspeople who would wave at me
from below every night I used to walk

It was warm then. 
If only. That red vile. Perhaps the reward to all my
moons of work. If only. 
The glass feels comforting in my grasp. It soothes my
fingers from their blistering aching. 
So tempting. Don’t. I’d love to. You’d hate it. It’d
warm me. You’ll be cold after

That night was a cold night with an icy wind and a
long walk to the door
And in the door in the room in the cabinet there
always lay a vile
A vile without a drop of the Alchemist’s work
A singular vile. 

“Moonlight” | Drake Budzinski-Stauffer ’27

| Noah andrade ’26 
“The Alchemist”



“Take a Seat” 
Juan Gonzales ’26 |

“Wonderland” 
Cruz Thomson ’27 |



“Corruption by Nature” | Michael Mahnke  ’27

“Autumn Glow” | Robert Turpen  ’26
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Either a hospital room or the calm of a homeEither a hospital room or the calm of a home  
With family and friends presentWith family and friends present  

No music except piano keys and the viol of a tenorNo music except piano keys and the viol of a tenor  
In a bed at restIn a bed at rest  

Sleeping at a holy hourSleeping at a holy hour  
Looking at a sunrise or sunsetLooking at a sunrise or sunset  

The Preist comes to administer final sacraments,The Preist comes to administer final sacraments,  
Listening to deep and meaningful last words.Listening to deep and meaningful last words.  

A last breath is taken and you pass on.A last breath is taken and you pass on.

Either a hospital room or the calm of a home 
With family and friends present 

No music except piano keys and the viol of a tenor 
In a bed at rest 

Sleeping at a holy hour 
Looking at a sunrise or sunset 

The Preist comes to administer final sacraments, 
Listening to deep and meaningful last words. 

A last breath is taken and you pass on.

Anthony Gomez-Restrepo ’26| 

“Hidden Path” | Peter Fallon ’28

“Passing”



       The material gurgled and frothed. It let forth a sickly
aroma as it began to turn a burnt brown, and then a dark
black. The material turned crisp and rotten in the scalding
heat. It began to settle and curl forward in a spastic death.
Then the alchemist poured in a thick brown liquid from a
cup into the crucible, white hot. Every drop was expended
on his concoction. As the foot of the substance passed onto
the black material, a fat explosion shook the crucible. The
alchemist’s eyes watered with pain as sparks showered and
singed the floor, turning it into a hot black, cowering under
his coat. Thereafter he slipped upwards and beheld what he
had done to it. The substance was alive again. It was an
exceptionally thin liquid, almost like a gas, milky white.
Carefully, the alchemist removed the plug from his bottle,
releasing a sweet, smooth odor. The white substance then
darkened; it seemed to recoil and fester in the imperfect
earthly air, before condensing into a crackly yellow solid.
Finally, the alchemist added the last ingredient. He pulled a
needle from his drawer and pricked his finger, wincing, 

       In the following weeks, the alchemist spent entire days
visiting various places, each time returning with stacks of
metal in his arms. Soon, he had visited all of the junkyards
and abandoned buildings on his side of town, leaping over
gaping craters and cracks in the road. Soon he had begun to
tear apart the houses in his neighborhood during the
night.  
       On one occasion he visited the house of Herman III.
He was an old man, confined to little more but his bed and
his chair. His family was long dead: his wife, and their child.
He was named Herman III because his father had been
named Herman II and his grandfather Herman I. Herman I
was a simple man famous in the town. He owned a small
bar beloved by the town, before it was destroyed in a fire.
He was proud, and wished for each successive generation to
be named after him so that, in a way, he could live on
forever. His son Herman II was a learned man. He had
gone to a prestigious university, after which he made a
career out of his writing. He chased wisdom like others

| Jeremiah Choi ’28
“Alchemist”

Thus he had given life to a
bead of crimson blood on his
fingerprint he had stolen
from the finger, now
strangled and pale.

clasping the crease of his
finger. Thus he had given
life to a bead of crimson
blood on his fingerprint he
had stolen from the finger,
now strangled and pale. As
it fell into the bottle, the
substance suddenly 
contorted and twisted, popping with bursts of browns and
grays and purples, into an unnatural bright red. The bottle
began to vibrate violently, scalding his hand, burning in its
permanent impression. He dropped it to the ground and it
exploded forth on the floor. Panicked, he ran to his room
and began to run cold water between his throbbing fingers
as he restrained his shaking wrist. He remained there,
lightheaded, passing between vision and darkness.
       The next day, when he returned to his experiment, what
was left were bright red crumbs on the floor, now covered
in sporadic splotches of brown and black. Carefully, he
picked one piece up. 

 

chase fame, and he wished that he should share
this with as read the scribbles he left on the
pages. Eventually he settled down with his wife,
building a small house in a suburb. There, he
raised a child, who was Herman III. He wished
for him to be twice as he had been: twice as
smart, twice as humble, twice as kind.
Eventually, a storm downed a tree,

destroying the roof. His parents were left injured, but alive.
They repaired the roof the best they could, but their
condition weakened. His parents left for the hospital, but in
a lapse in their care, Herman III was left confined to his
house. As he grew up his hermit behavior rendered him
little more but an unseen phantom. The house he lived in
was little more than a lowly shack in the sun’s shadow. The
roads of the neighborhood became old and cracked.
Splotches of tall grasses and weeds grew in every crevice
where the pavement faltered. The houses in the
neighborhood were run-down and ancient and all had
chainlink fences surrounding their yards. This house, which
caught the alchemist’s eye, was the only one lacking these
defenses, inviting an unfriendly encounter. 



When midnight came, the alchemist came, as light as he
could, under the darkness the sky had brought. Entering
into the yard, he proceeded through a thick jungle of plants
of all varieties, saturated with busy noisy insects that

       As he stared into his fruit, the light reflected into its
yellow surface distorted and surrounded him with a sense of
danger. A thin black veil was placed over his eyes that
emerged from the heavens and the ground. Yet he was 

He considered how he was the
lone man on earth who knew the
secret, and kept it firmly placed
in his pocket; none else were of
the intricate sanctity that
revealed itself only to him.

The lights around him were magnified
and transformed, and he saw his wife,
long buried under six feet of dirt. She
was as he remembered him while she
was alive: tall, with pale white skin
under long braids of golden hair.

while she was alive: tall, with pale white skin under long
braids of golden hair. She said nothing and did nothing,
and in this vision the alchemist presently became
uncomfortable, which quickly gave way to terror. He held
out his finger and attempted to touch the apparition, and
as it collided with her image his hands began to shake. He
noticed his feet were firmly planted into two holes in the
floor molded precisely to the irregular proportions of his

invited forth.
The lights around
him were magnified
and transformed,
and he saw his wife,
long buried under
six feet of dirt. She
was as he
remembered him

crawled upon every surface shut out of
the old man’s sanctuary. At the end of
his yard was a large slab, covered in
growth of moss and other green things.
Stepping on the slab to prop himself up
level to the roof, he laid his fingernails on
the top. As quickly as he could, he tore
and ripped the metal on the roof from
their original locations, thundering with 
violent commotion throughout the entire region. Each tear
emitted a shout from the innermost bellows of the metallic
aspect, but by now the alchemist’s ears were mute to the
sound. With each scrap he procured his eyes gleamed with
an eager zealousness. One hour later, his armpits filled with
sheets of metal, he took off on the sidewalk, passing
growths of grass in each crack. His body bobbed up and
down as he ran, the metal clanging horribly with each step.
He considered how he was
the lone man on earth who
knew the secret, and kept it
firmly placed in his pocket;
none else were of the
intricate sanctity that
revealed itself only to him.
Suddenly, his foot got
caught in a dark something 
and his body tumbled onto the dark pavement. As he tried
to clamber back bipedal, he frantically lost sense of his foot
and he had to drag it behind as he panically limped back
into the dark. The old man was staring at him through his
barred window as he retreated.
       When he returned home, he returned to his pile of gold.
He deposited his metal on the floor, and removed his
crimson crumb from his pocket, and rubbing on each piece
of metal, their surfaces began to glow and shine. A bright
light shone through the solid and his eyes became blinded
with the glint of purity. It filled his most primal spirit with
the greatest satisfaction and ecstasy in his witness. When it
had subsided every piece he performed his magic upon had
transmuted into a lustrous gold. Every transformation
thrilled him with selfish happiness and detachment.

feet and he began to sink below as he
clawed on the shining gold. When he
glanced back upwards his wife was gone
and he was left with a vision burned into
the folds of his brain: an awful image of a
rotten corpse, short and shriveled, bones
protruding out the thin leathery skin that
was filled with holes and spots in strange
and unnatural colors, and hair a 

disheveled and nondescript gray and, at a frantic pace, he
was descending upon the end of the road, and yet caught in
the moment as his foot was caught on an invisible
irregularity in the way. It was the dead of night and all of his
vision was obscured in utter darkness. He pushed open a
pair of great iron gates and sprinted down the small
winding path. Here, he visited a tiny tombstone, half
obscured in tendrils of greenery. The tombstone read:
“REST IN PEACE.” In the hole he dug, he removed from
his pocket the crimson crumb and buried it under six feet
of earth. In his sweat his shadow grew long, covering the
vast acres as the sun rose over the horizon. He paused for a
moment—gasping and setting his wrist atop the handle of
his shovel and beholding the colors that expanded and
blotted the sky with beautiful shades of red and purple and
yellow, and the sun like its massive eye—



“Perched”
| Drake Budzinski-Stauffer ’27

“Pink Flamingo”
| Drake Budzinski-Stauffer ’27



I began life here as a small acorn, dropped by the
mouth of a fox
On the trail side, I watched giants pass, and pass again
They never seemed to care 

I felt the rain come and go more often than the giants,
remembering to make sure I was well-watered
I would always make sure to give it a gentle thanks and
carry on my day
The rain seemed to care

I grew into a seedling on my second birthday and was
visited by a lovely bird
He sang me a song and in return I gave him a berry
The bird seemed to care

During my later youth I began to make friends with
the surrounding tall oaks that were often much wiser
than I 
I would ask for sun and they would part their arms to
let me grow
The oaks seemed to care

I was now one of the tallest oaks in our forest–and had
seen countless wild things lay by my base for shelter
I would always keep them warm against the cold, I
wanted them to know I cared
They thanked me and went on their way

Sometimes, now, my arms ache against the cold wind
I have stood here for ages now, watching my friends fall
against the powerful forces of the earth
Our long conversations would be missed

That night, I felt embers of fire float through the sky
My face lit up in a blaze first. My legs were steady and
strong, but the blistering heat stung through my dense
core. My arms were frail and weak, giving way to the
light that surrounded them. 
The wild things of the forest still came to me for help,
but I could only urge them to run

I lay on the ashen ground surrounded by the black of
the forest I grew old in
My body had fallen; my soul seemed to rise, higher
above the ground than I had ever stood before
I took one final breath and glazed at the wild things
around me. Some gathered and lay beside my base for
the last time. I knew they cared. 

| Noah Andrade ’26
“Oak”



“Daylight” | Micah Espinoza ’28
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Five caterpillars
then five chrysalides
then five butterflies
over three short weeks
in a habitat net on the shelf
of a pre-kindergarten classroom

Say goodbye to the butterflies
Says the teacher
This is their last day here with us
After school today I will bring them
to my neighborhood park
There are flowers there, red and pink
and lots of tall trees
The butterflies will be set free
in their new home and
live happily ever after

Yay! The children clap and cheer
Pursing their lips and holding out
their palms, they practice blowing
farewell kisses to their butterflies
each with a name they chose
together

They don’t know that butterflies
only live for two weeks
Even if they have learned that
it may not make much difference
Time is forever for five-year-olds
There is a beginning—
celebrated with happy birthdays—
but there is no end.

They say bye to their teachers and
friends
when they are picked up from the
classroom
and to their butterflies
The youngest was born, or emerged
only yesterday

Bye Butter
Bye Flyfly
Bye Julio
Bye Crunchy
Bye Jay

| Connie Zhu, teacher submission
“Five Butterflies”

“Beauty Unveiled” | Tyler Reynolds ’27




