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Dear Readers,

Every Friday, Fire & Stones gathers in the art room to engage in cre-
ative writing exercises, some individual and some collaborative. The 
products of two of these creative exercises appear in this magazine.

Blackout Poetry is created by selecting certain words from a previ-
ous text and “blacking out” the rest, resulting in the creation of a dif-
ferent message. The “Exquisite Corpse” poems are created through 
collaboration. Each line is written by a different individual, with only 
the last word of the previous line as inspiration. 

The collection of outstanding student writing, artwork, and photog-
raphy featured in this magazine highlights some of the amazing cre-
ative energy at this school. We would like to thank everyone for their 
contributions. We had a great time putting this magazine together 
and are already looking forward to what next year has in store. 

  -Fire & Stones Editorial Staff
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Born Anew 

An exquisite corpse lay on my bed
and let its delicate limbs fall past the sheets 
then let its knuckles 
kiss the ground.
Not my cheek or neck or lips but
the ground to which its instruments 
dropped under the burden of its last breath.
It lay there now, a flush
leeching its way through vessels of skin 
and a dream fading from its memory,
the last projections of a divine world.
Its forsaken divinity now lay in the piles of
clothes on my floor,
zippers and buttons undoing each 
prayer whispered on the breaths of the 
enamored heart.
We died that night,
my own lungs taking in the atmosphere 
of rebirth. 

-Elizabeth Dougherty ‘15
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Freedom

As I crawled from the dank tunnel, I looked down upon a runnel,
The shallow depths of this small creek, they reached out to my ears with song.
The song of a likely discourse, a watery grave, no remorse, 
A cadence, quite clear and brassy, a sound that could lead to no wrong.
Beasts, their eyes dark and glassy, chase me down, I hear the throng, 
My heart beats weak, but not for long. 

I run down from the quaint mountain, making strides to the last fountain,
The dogs take chase, their breath ragged, the song floating past their deaf ears.
But I sprinted and I listened, legs pumping to make the distance,
The beasts on my heel in pursuit, their teeth nipping at my lace.
The siren song is sung acute, men scream, brutes bark, fear on my face,
Of my crimes there will be no trace. 

Something passes through my shoulder, a force hitting like a boulder,
The sound hits my eardrums after the heat reaches my body’s core.
A creature’s jaw closes and tears, missing my leg by a few hairs, 
The ballad is loud and graceful, the melody makes my heart soar.
The fear nothing to the angel, the promise of a free man’s roar, 
But then pain, and I am no more. 

-Chris Doulis ‘16

Ellie Majure ‘15

Haley Henriksen ‘15
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My Paintbrush

gliding like a sailboat

on the free open sea.

my paintbrush paints

the waves,

bright ultramarine.

the chipped wooden handle

stands tall like the mast.

my paintbrush glides with and against

the globs of acrylic paint.

waves of blue, orange, green

are swirling against the sailboat,

staining the bristles muddy brown,

painting things from my dreams.

my paintbrush loves the water

it thrives where it’s clean.

my paintbrush has no anchor,

it’s free to create,

oceans of my imagination or,

things i have yet to think.

-Marta Rich ‘18
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Exquisite Corpse #1

For I saw a great sign. 

“Just give me a second” – I need to think.

But she couldn’t think because the butterflies in her stomach turned to yellow jackets that 
disconnected the synapses and her thoughts jumbled in traffic jams.

I can preserve blueberries like nobody’s business.

There are more of us, but I still feel alone.

Alone – the thing I fear most besides bears with chainsaw arms.

I heard a shriek as the parrot whistled through the air attacking all who carried sticky 
buns in their left hands but not in their right hands.

He played the piano with his face.

They twitched as I looked into the mirror and screamed as the Pig Man launched from the 
shower.

Where else should I ponder?

-Fire & Stones Workshop ‘15

Molly Brenner ‘16
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Crunch Time

Once again it’s crunch time
I flop down on the couch
Exhausted
6:45 P.M.
[exasperated sigh]
Body aches all over
Why do I do a sport?
Everything hurts
My teeth even hurt
How is that even possible? 
Okay. Shower Shower Shower.
Eat Eat Eat.
Pause.
Indigestion. Ugh.
Alright, time to start homework
Time to-
What?!?
7:55 P.M. Already? 
Wait. 
So I have 4 hours of work to do... 
Which means I can finish all my work at 
11:55 P.M.

Wow 11:55 P.M.!!!!
What a time to be alive!
That’s early for me! 11:55 P.M.!!!
Alright, let’s get started.
5 AP Courses! What a great idea.
They told me that
AP was the way to 
Go through high school
Correctly
Apparently it worked
That college process is done
Wasn’t a whole lot of fun
But it’s over now
Math. 1st subject.
Let’s cringe through it. 
Rosie the Riveter.
WE CAN DO IT! 
Intro to Calculus. That’s done.
AP Government. This book weighs a ton.
Blah blah blah Russian Revolution Blah Blah
Countries that are not America etc. etc.
Alright skimmed that.
You know I deserve a break.
Yeah, a break.
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1 episode of Parks and Recreation.
2 episodes of Parks and Recreation.
4 episodes of Parks and Recreation.
5 episodes of Parks and- 
[looks at the clock[]
10:55 P.M.!
This was a mistake.
Nope nope nope.
Curse you Leslie Knope.
Okay. Uhhh. AP Physics.
Should I do it?
No. Don’t have class tomorrow/
Let’s procrastinate some more.
Increase my sorrow.
Creative Writing with Mr. Arndt.
….
Alright, AP Latin.
My God that’s two hours right there!
Caesar Caesar Caesar.
Oooh! A text message!
A friend! I do have friends!
They want to hang out. 
We can hang out
The 4th Sunday

Of next month.
From 2:00-5:00 P.M.
No, I’m not joking!
I’m just that busy.
Back to translation.
Translation translation translation.
“Take Latin” they said. 
“It will be fun” they said.
[sighs]
Alright, I’m done for the night.
12:30 A.M.
Ahh yes.
The usual bed time.
I still have an art project to do.
I guess that will be late.
I read in the Journal Psychology that lack of 
sleep causes irreversible physical damage to 
the neurons in your brain. 
Since I’ve been on crunch time since the 8th 
grade
It’s no wonder I’m insane.

-Joshua Reed ‘15

Haley Hassell ‘16

9



Exquisite Corpse #8

Holy snickerdoodles, that flying saucer is coming right at us!

We squinted at the bonfire, wondering if it would survive.

We barely made it through the forest.

And as it bloomed before us, I saw the river chase down the hill.

Because, as they say, the lemonade isn’t sweet unless it’s cold.

Revenge is a dish best topped with whipped cream

They grazed on the grass and swished their tails.

I yelled as the coin flipped in the air. 

-------------------------------------

---------------------------------------------

-----------------------------------------------------

(Write your own ending.) 

Olivia Gilliam ‘1710



languid

summer habits
sluggish
soft rays lick your flat brown back
the sun 
reflected in your glasses.

butter lips
smooth and plump
brush up 
quickly
accidentally
unnoticeably
against a glistening cheek
mine only sometimes.

you and me
go together
like rules 
and children
often connected
always broken
followed by july’s lazy
sprinkler runs
and sidewalk chalk 
portraits
forever temporary.

you can make something out of nothing
pausing to appreciate
gasoline rainbows in puddles
like the real thing
never looking for a pot of gold.

eyes like israel
flowing with milk and honey
face warm 
always tilted up 
your fox-like allure
far too clever 
for a bikini-clad body
swinging with bony hips and
effortless exoticism.

i bet you have gold
under your skin
you bleed honey
sweat ambrosia
and nectar.

it’s not just the way you move
too diffident to be graceful
and yet confident enough to be charming
it’s the way you are
completely
every perfect part put together
aesthetically
euphonically
perpetually amazing 
while i stand stiff
simply a witness.

-Haley Hassell ‘16

Olivia Gilliam ‘17

Mede Alexandre ‘18

Tessa Moore ‘18
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When I’m a good writer

 I’ll have cats, obviously,

and I’ll look cute and studious in thick-rimmed glasses that rest weightlessly on the bridge of my nose. 

I might meditate, or go on nature walks so I can tell everyone how Zen it’s made me.

I’ll even start drinking tea!

I’ll avoid tropes and literary cliches like the plague (oops),

and when I stare into the distance chewing on the end of a hotel pen 

people will say quaint things like “a penny for your thoughts” 

and I’ll chuckle sardonically (my thoughts’ estimated value is so much higher)

I’ll convince people that my poetry is authentic, singular, sublime. And if I read it aloud in a buttery, emo-

tional voice, pausing, collecting inhales in unison, shattering the silence with some meretricious words, 

I’m sure they’ll be persuaded.

-Caroline Curran ‘16
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White

Thoughts dwindle

but melt away in a white haze

of little crystals going with gravity

gracefully falling,

kissing my cheeks with 

the crisp breeze as

I sigh, my breath leaving 

my lips in a misty cloud

that fades while I breathe 

in the chill again and

watch it fill me completely,

but instead of leaving me frozen

it keeps me alert

as I admire how surreal it all is

the white beauty on the ground, 

me in the midst of it all to ruin its perfection

to tromp up the bleach-white hill 

leaving a sloppy trail 

of melted snow and slick mud

in the midst of a beautiful world

pure and

white

-Katerina Silis ‘17

Haley Mullen ‘15
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The Mind Speaks

Everyday my owner torments me,
He never lets me rest.
I’m always thinking of my next move
Not His.

The more I try to help him
The worse I feel.
I tell him:
 Tomorrow 
         Will
                   Be

          Better.
I know I believe it 
But I’m not sure he feels the same.

Every person he and I meet
Makes it worth it.
Makes us happy.
Very happy. 

Maybe not forever,
  But for now
It’s good enough
For me. 
 
-Chris Reid ‘17 
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Harder Days

On the days I feel a foot
planted solid in the
center of my weakened back

right between my shoulder blades

a military metaltip boot pushing me facefirst
to the screeching tile
and
 I
  don’t get
   up

bathroom corners and 
lightless love
yet blinding fluorescent cold and 
LITERALLY
seven layers of pajamas

 I’d rather lay on my back
 for anyone

-Nancy Brooks ‘16

Alex Kamm‘15
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Slow Concentration

Her fingernails were chipped from encounters with pavement. 

The stub of chalk required concentration, slow concentration. She had never had slow concentra-
tion. So her fingernails were chipped, but the pavement was pink, which was how she liked it. 

Her fingernails had been painted since the 6th grade.

Painting fingernails took slow concentration. She had slow concentration because Olivia told her 
that boys like girls with slow concentration. Her hair took slow concentration, her hair made the 
boys love her so she loved her slow concentration hair. 

Last year she learned that boys only like girls with slow concentration. 

So everyday she took her time on everything important. Her friends decided that doing school-
work and artwork should take a little time.

Last week she decided that chipped nails felt better than slow concentration. 

Her friends did not have slow concentration for her and she wanted to be quick. Her chipped 
nails now catch in the fabric of her sweater and in her hair when she runs her fingers through it, 
but that’s the way she likes it. The life that she now lives is pink and that is the way she decided 
she liked it. 

-Katie Slacin ‘15
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The Aftermath
Run through the forest at full speed
Or at least the grey ghost town that is left
Run barefoot through the graveyard so your feet burn with your lungs
Each step will release a puff of ash
it is still warm
The flecks will fly into your nostrils and gasping mouth
Tiny dry skeletons sucked into your wet lungs
Feel your eyes stream
Your face will turn pink and you will be filled with regret
Do not stop
Keep pumping your knees and hands until you cannot see
or breathe
and your soles are singed black
Congratulations
Now you know how it felt
When you dropped that match
walked away
and forgot to notice the smoke billowing behind you
-Haley Mullen ‘15

Riley Flynn ‘15
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Curtains

My curtains broke today
Just slid off my wall
And collapsed on my floor
My window frame stood aghast and exposed
Without the standard dressing
Of white fluffy drapes in which to be damasked
I darted across the open expanse of sky
Hurtling to avoid being seen by its unforgiving eye
My evasive leaps and twirls inspired by the fear of being caught in its gaze
And forced to stare back 
But now it’s night
And I am left to lie in my bed and face my naked frame
But suddenly the night sky doesn’t seem so dark
And my room doesn’t feel so small
-Sarah Lowe ‘16

Ellie Majure ‘15
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Sweater

That sweater fit me so well

But it still smelled like you

So it had to go

-Haley Mullen ‘15

I Try

I try writing

About other

Things

But I can’t.

It doesn’t work

I don’t care

About them

The way

I do you.

I don’t

Love them

Enough

To weave

Words

Into pretty
Webs.
-Olivia Gilliam ‘17

Maura Durkin ‘1822



Delaney Holden ‘15

farmfolk

know what came first
the chicken or the egg
they have real chicken fingers

overalls and oversized flannel shirts
paired with rubber boots and muddy feet
tell the story
of the lined leather faces
freckled with deep wrinkles and stubble

the shotgun seat
of a chipped-paint pickup truck
is occupied by a loyal shaggy dog 
the best friend that licks away sweat and tears

the smells are universal
and all come from the earth
stale rain from hours ago
evaporating in the heat
dirt of course
salty sweat and denim
cattle and poultry and humans
the tinge of pungent unwashed hair
braided at the nape with a trace of herb soap 
all wrapped up in the country roads
gravel and dust

their portrait is
of a worm
wriggling through life
underneath the footprint of a farmer
ripe tomato pressed against palm
spade in hand
dog at heel
sweat on brow
and smile on heart

-Haley Hassel ‘16
23



Carried

She carried her backpack over her shoulders. 
It reached down to her legs and high over her head. A 
hairbrush and a map in the front pocket, a metal bowl 
and water-purifying tablets in the second pocket. Oat-
meal packets, granola bars, extra socks and a rain pon-
cho in the main pocket. She carried a Swiss army knife 
and $20 in her sports bra. She carried a key on a thin 
gold chain around her neck. The key was for an apart-
ment she would never see again. She carried bleached 
hair on her head, the tips from harsh stinging chemi-
cals and the roots from the proud blazing sun. When 
she climbed a tree to howl at the stars, she carried her 
heart, broken and crying out along with the wolves. 
When she foolishly picked up a broken bottle, she car-
ried her bandaged right hand in her left. She carried 
disdain and drying tears in her eyes. She carried blood 
and skin inside her socks. She carried rivers in her veins 
and scars on her neck. She carried empty holes in her 
ears. She carried two hair-ties on one wrist and a red, 
white and blue string bracelet on the other. 

The dirt carried her. It carried her from the highway 
to the backcountry. To bonfires and tan-faced boys. To 
homeless shelters and a broken nose. The dirt car-
ried her to lakes and the lakes carried her to streams 
that carried her to the ocean. The ocean carried her 
to sea shells and dead jellyfish that can still sting and 
to stare at the sun from beneath the waves. The sun 
carried her back to 13 with popsicles and laughter 
and someone to tell her right from wrong. 13 carried 
her to 16 to the backs of classrooms and basements 
with too loud movies and too buttered popcorn and 
too short skirts and too many secrets. 16 carried her 
to 18 which carried her to too much money and too 
little attention and not enough responsibilities and 
too many responsibilities which carried her to the 
ocean floor against her spine with her backpack on 
the beach and the soles of her feet blackened and her 
lungs clean and her skin tough and her arms spread 
wide.

-Haley Mullen ‘15
Tara Laughlin ‘1524


