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Dear Reader,

Like a coin, most stories have two sides, and ours are no exception. The stories we live and tell represent both light 
and dark, positive and negative, victory and defeat. We wanted to capture that duality of experience in this issue of 
Fire & Stones. You now hold in your hands the two faces of our story. If you’ll climb aboard, we’ll take you to the world 
behind someone else’s eyes, and show you the fantastic and fantastical things that live there—as well as the dreams and 
fears that inspire them. 
The works that you are about to see and read celebrate the triumphs of life: the anchor drawn up, the wind at your 
back, and the horizon just ahead. We hope that you’ll see a little bit of yourself in us, and find some joy in the whimsy 
and wonder of another’s happy memories.

This issue of Fire & Stones is the result of hard work from the student editorial staff, guidance from our faculty 
advisors, support from the administration, and, most importantly, the creativity of the St. Stephen’s & St. Agnes 
community.

—Malcolm Reynolds ’17, Senior Editor

Cover: Gabe Rudasill ‘17, Drawing

Inside cover: Olivia Gilliam ‘17, Photograph
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Voices 

Voices alike in vigor and vociferousness strike a wall 
that stands adamant and proud,
The orange cement impervious to the attack.

Voices and more voices merge into one, 
Varying syllables and stresses forming one single message 
In Unison.

Voices lift up the silent over their heads 
And push the red ones to the ground, 
But they don’t touch the concrete. 

Voices that articulate, argue, assert, animate
An endless cacophony of defiance that resonates around and around,
Until the wall vibrates in the tumult.
The wall crumbles one brick at a time, 
Debris storming over the voices but hitting nothing.
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Voices rise up around, above, and beneath the wall,
Valiant vocals produce a wave of words jolting every crevice of the rock with conviction,
Voices palpitate like hearts.

Voices that sound unique to each ear,
An assortment of foreign tongues 
That does not require translation.

Voices that verbalize in structure and eloquence, 
Voices that project indecipherable melodies,
Voices that howl, cry, screech, until they are voices no more.

Voices of colors
Voices of sexes
Voices of faiths

Voices that are strong
Voices that don’t give up
Voices that resist.

— Kendall Davis ‘19
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When I’m with You 12.25.16

Sometimes I wonder why your company, even on the most average day, is something I treasure. Sometimes 
people ask why. Why them? What is it about them? Sometimes I wonder how words can convey the array of 
things I feel. When I clumsily try to put into words how I feel with you, the only thing that makes the journey 
all the way to my lips is this: the times I’m with you are the only times that I don’t wish I was someone else.

— Olivia Gilliam ‘17
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Not Just a River in Egypt

Guess what?

I have absolutely no idea what all those old poems mean!

No idea what “Elliot” whines about through inexperience and pretension off a sounding board of literary 
background.

No idea what “Poe” was moaning about with his petty vengeance brought to a slow boil and lamenting 
loves who might not have even existed.

No idea what the hell “Carroll” was even talking about with his jibberjabber and inanely winding satire 
that goes nowhere but esoteric.

But I love the way they sound.

Their voices are physical, and I can hear them in the meter, devoid of any meaning and only words 
beautifully running over each other, these babbling sounds that engrave the few phrases worthy of 
capital-T-Time into my mind.

But if I’m not too careful, I can see a blurred reflection out of the corner of my
pale, blue eye with a film over it.

—Mary Margaret Lehmkuhler ‘19
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Dear...

Hey,

I think we’re alike,

Us two.

I know, we have differences, 
But now we’re Nobodies,
And anonymity is an identity that links us in a way.

I know, I know, you could be Somebody-

Somebody I like,
Somebody I avoid,
Somebody I don’t notice,
Somebody I hurt,
Somebody who hurts me,

The Somebodies never end.

But right now, can we relish in this obscurity?
Let the mystery provoke conversation and communion?
Because I just want to get to know you, 
Since the world pits Somebodies against each other.

You, the Nobody,
And me the Nobody.

—Kendall Davis ‘19

Fire & Stones

8



Issue 29

9



Aftermath

Though I had been into other rooms like it just minutes before, when I stepped into this one, the absolute beauty of the 
room caught me breathless. The lanterns, irrefutably uncountable, shone against inky blackness. The flickering of the 
lanterns’ flames, glowing dim and dimmer, gave the room an illusion of movement, as if the candles were drifting below 
my feet, by my sides, over my head. Each flickering candle bobbed independently, another soul I was merely passing 
in one moment. The walls and ceiling were indeed coated with mirrors, graciously providing the illusion of infinity, 
and the ground with water: reflective endlessness from every direction. No left or right existed in the room and hardly 
any up or down. The patterns all around me were all indistinguishable, yet all unique. Boundless and uncontrollable, 
I couldn’t dream of predicting which lantern would glow next, just as the men in Stephen Crane’s “The Open Boat” 
had no hope of anticipating what the sea would do next. The plastic platform beneath my feet, the only non-reflective     
surface in the room, now the only separation from me and the rest of the universe, was my boat.
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I half expected the water itself to flicker, warmly phosphorescent, from within – some being with an existence           
incomprehensible to my mind to glide underneath my feet. Spectral wisps of spiritual awareness raced through me, 
each thought a blossoming fractal. I felt an instinctive tightening in my chest at the wonder of the universe and its 
beauty and all of the respect and fear it deserved. Just before grasping an understanding, artificial light flooded the 
room. The time was up. Back to museum lights and long lines, back to rooms I could see the ends of, back to other 
people, back to minds fixated on concepts far smaller than infinity, back to the mundane. My time in the Infinity Room 
was up. I hadn’t expected the void to be illuminated.

—Lily Smith ‘18
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Le Vieux Paris
 

Parfois quand je suis toute seule,
Je pense aux souvenirs qui sont bien passées.
J’entends la musique de jazz, 
Je sens la fumée venant de la cigare.
Je pense aux images que j’adore.
Je vois les fleurs sous la Tour Eiffel,
Je désire être dans les avenues vides de Paris
           

Dans la nuit, ces images sont en vie.
Il y a les robes magnifiques et les jolies danseuses, 
Il y a de beaux habits et le bavardage est bruyant.
Paris la ville d’amour.
Paris la ville des lumières.
Paris la ville de vie.
 

Mais ce n’est qu’un rêve.
Je me réveille 
Et mon rêve n’existe plus. 
Je sais que la musique de jazz meurt.
Je sais que les avenues sont occupées.
Mais je pense, je rêve, je désire,
Et j’espère que les souvenirs encore reviendront. 
 

—Alice Hurley ‘20
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Metamorphosis 

She stood on the stage, 
Worried that she would make a fool of herself. 
She could feel the butterflies flying in her stomach. 
They frightened her. 

Caterpillars -

She thought back to her childhood. 
Sitting at the piano; staring blankly at the keys 
Until she was no longer staring. 
Words poured from her mouth,
Notes flew on the page. 

Butterfly -

That was the day she was transformed. 
No longer silent and small. 
She was free to express her thoughts through music. 

Color -

The words flew from her mouth,
Painting a picture as vivid as a summer day. 
She was a painter,
Never a word the same. 

Fluttering -

Her confidence forever fleeting, 
Never fully there. 
Always leaving when on stage. 
However, she knows one day she will be transformed,
Into the performer she knows she will become. 

—Kennon Moon ‘19



I Fell

Meandering down the esplanade, 
which twists and turns 
along the Seine. A moment’s
pause - time taken to turn
towards la Tour - reaffirms 
my heart’s desire.

For in that moment, the grandeur 
of Gustave’s greatest creation
was eclipsed under the Paris stars
by the subtle grace
of a woman whose fingers 
intertwined with my 
undeserving counterparts.

—Sean Dowling ‘17
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Silent Nights

I lie with you under the stars,
Pronounced by the nothingness around us,
And the everything I see in you.
The years go by in the silence of space,
As we drift apart with the gravity of our situations,
Our indifference from our difference.

I know not whether you sought me,
I know not whether you cared for me,
I know all that matters is that
In all of the cosmos, in all of the systems,
I came to orbit you.

— Aleksi Kovanen ‘17
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Moments
 
Do you believe in magic? Most certainly I do.
Have you not seen the rainbows in the
Garden hose? Or an old woman’s soft smile-
Remembering a sweet and sinful secret? I have seen 
The most unbelievable and the most extraordinary-
The tip of a sewer’s needle, the drip of melting
Candle wax, the clutch of a baby’s hand.
We all know. Even butterflies know they are
Actually fairies in disguise. Guiding us in sublime
Directions – Tripping over lost love and found love,
The new and the old. Look upon the waning crescent moon:
The bridge between the mortal and mythical worlds.
Do you see them? See the ladders and ropes thrown
Down from the stars? For they watch us you know.
Witnesses to our births and deaths, they sing our stories.
And yet, there are more stories to unfold. Futures hidden
In yellow brambles, destinies wedged under smooth river rocks.
Gushing currents of dreams have washed my hands clean. 
Clean after digging myself up from the backyard. Because even 
18-year-old girls need to spend some time where flowers grow. 
When your Adventure breaks – leaving your quest forgotten in the sand –
let your feet sink into the beaches of memory’s lakes and watch as the 
Tides wash up your every moment. You sigh in remembrance of 
temporary delights and sorrows, for there is always tomorrow 
and tomorrow and tomorrow.

— Iso Partee ‘17
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Dear Reader,

Like a coin, most stories have two sides, and ours are no exception. 
The stories we live and tell represent both dark and light, negative 
and positive, defeat and victory. We wanted to capture that duality of 
experience in this issue of Fire & Stones. You now hold in your hands 
the two faces of our story. If you’ll ride along, we’ll take you to the 
world behind someone else’s eyes, and show you the fantastic and 
fantastical things that live there—as well as the fears and dreams that 
inspire them.
The works that you are about to see and read confront the trials of 
life: the bumps in the road, the cracks in the street, the holes in our 
path. We hope that you’ll see a little bit of yourself in us, and find a 
companion to walk beside you.

Cover: Gabe Rudasill ‘17, Drawing

Inside cover: Maura Durkin ‘18, Photograph

This issue of Fire & Stones is the result 
of hard work from the student editorial 
staff, guidance from our faculty advisors, 
support from the administration, and, 
most importantly, the creativity of the St. 
Stephen’s & St. Agnes community.

—Malcolm Reynolds ’17, Senior Editor
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I Sit Here Watching*

I sit here watching the blinking television in front of me. Babbling pictures scroll across the screen. I see their mouths 
moving. They’re smiling, and now they’re laughing, but the foreign words are meaningless to me.
You walk down the green, carpeted stairs, your feet light and airy. “Why do you even bother to watch the English 
news, abuelita?” You ask me in your own form of broken Spanish.
I have lived in this country for 40 years, and I never saw the point in learning a language that was not my own. All I 
had to do was work and take care of my children. None of that left time for learning English.
I remember I was very adamant with your mother about teaching you Spanish, though. How else would you 
communicate with everyone in the family? Your aunts? Your uncles? You were always so good at speaking. Your 
eyes glimmering as you slowly but surely began to understand the words that I said. Your sister, however, hid behind 
silence and shy eyes.
Gabriella was a beautiful baby.  Her face was rounded and full with hues of pink and red staining her nose and 
cheeks. We would spend long afternoons together while you were away at school. She would hold onto my pinky with 
her entire hand, and I knew that she loved me. The only thing that kept that love away from me was her silence. 
You and she would never experience the heat of a dry Nicaraguan summer, where the only relief was the blasting air 
conditioning in the car. The car that disturbed the dusty roads as it rattled its way to work. The one that would leave 
our farm as a sleek black color and return a lightly dusted grey. The one that was unlike the one that we drove that 
night. The silver 2005 Nissan Altima with the melted crayons that had fused with the black plush seats. 
You were six. Maybe seven. It was a rainy spring evening. The streets glistened with the reflection of street lamps and 
spilled oil. Kaleidoscopes of color swirling in the street that matched your rainbow gymnastics leotard. She grabbed 
onto my pinky as we crossed the road. She carefully stepped around the puddles and shuffled close to my legs. 

Fire & Stones

2



I don’t remember why your parents let me drive the car. It was getting to the point where street signs were blurry 
during the daytime and were almost completely illegible at night. Either way, I started the car with you sitting curled 
up in the back seat. I turned the car onto the main road and we drove. We drove home on the unfamiliar, winding road 
for a few minutes. Then a few more. And a few more… until it seemed as if this road were endless. 
“¿Sabes donde estamos, Gabriella?” I asked her, gripping the wheel tightly.
She stared at my reflection in the rearview mirror just as I stared at the green road signs. Confused, surprised and 
nervous. We were lost, and we had no way of finding our way back. Silence flooded our car as I continued to drive 
into the unknown.
“No sé, abuelita,” she finally responded as she sat up and looked out the window. “Papá sabe.” She said again. I looked 
down at the cellphone that your father had loaned me, then I slowly pulled off to the side of the road. It was dark, 
raining hard, so I quickly locked the doors. Thankfully, his number was saved into the phone; if not we would’ve been 
lost forever. We spoke on the phone, but I could not remember how we had gotten to our current location. You just 
stared at me as I turned back to ask you if you could explain how we got here, but it seemed as if your Spanish had 
run out for the night. 
Your father told me I should’ve been more careful. I should’ve known not to make one turn and then the other. I 
should’ve known to follow the signs. I should’ve known how to read them.
So, I sit here watching TV, listening to the newscaster’s blabber, wishing that I could understand. Not to understand 
today’s events but instead to understand Gabriella, the shy girl with few words.

*Inspired by “I Stand Here Ironing” by Tillie Olsen

—Stephany Guadalupe ‘17
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Travelers

They rested. He thought of home and his horrid memories. He had finally been freed and sought salvation in the trees. 
He gingerly reached for his shoulder; his singed skin left a permanent pattern. Across the field, a cluster of golden 
daffodils swayed in the cool breeze. Towering Redwoods covered the green earth. A few rays of sunshine dove past the 
trees and lit the ground. Heavy brush protected the forest and also provided perfect cover. The two travelers decided 
to dress themselves in the dark brush and wrap themselves with thick brown vines. The nature tuxedo also came with 
a warmth, unlike the artificiality of their previous attire. The two travelers, so close but far away from their dream, 
were stones. A thundering clap came from above, and the sky broke open. Before the first drops descended, a nervous 
anticipation washed over the travelers. She asked him what was happening, even though she knew neither of them had 
ever seen anything like this. This was first of many discoveries the travellers made. They looked up; the floating sea 
of gray was darker. No sunlight broke through. Running away was impossible – the darkness extended for miles. The 
travelers stayed wrapped in their leaves and vines and awaited their fate. The first droplets sunk into the ground and 
dampened the earth with a soft touch. 

— Jacob Lipton ‘17



Wrapped Up in Ribbon*

To my first pointe shoes: 
But let us be friends awhile and understand the mutual agony
inflicted upon each other amid the dead of night, every night,
under dreams of stage lights disguised as fluorescents
showcasing imperfection rather than that coveted crowd
contrasting the city stars strutting above our war zone, 
while, inside, shots of pain established themselves with passion
as my lifeblood balanced on your crafted platform,
poised in torment upon pressure
your cardboard and pink satin stained crimson, dancing on thorns,
as your seams stretched and tore under my frustration
with every blood-curdling fall from an arabesque,
but yet your ragged reflection, my friend, was only a mirror image of 
mine,
my muscles contorted under my broken skin,
wrapped up in ribbon, disguising our warfare.

*Based off of the poem “To Whoever Set my Truck on Fire” by 
Steve Scafidi

— Abby Murray ‘19
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The Reinvention of the Rain

I used to hate it.
The way the rain hit the dirt with such carelessness
And how it made my hair frizzy and my boots soggy.

It taunted me as it splashed down my window,
Awakened me as it grew more forceful at night. 

It even tried to take my dad in its clutches
When he was driving home on a late Spring night. 

And yet my little brothers loved it as 
They paraded around in yellow jackets 
Anticipating the next downpour.

As I grew older,
I realized that after every storm
You had a clean slate.

You could apologize
Or forgive wrongs.

The rain that had almost killed before
Was now bringing life to the dying.

It patters on the roof with such 
Careful hesitancy,
And it lulls you to sleep,
Eyes fluttering shut to the pattern of the rain drops,
With its soft and comforting lullaby.

Once again the darkness emerges,
But this time there is
The promise of renewal. 

— Gabby Sullivan ‘18
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[What Can I Say I Have Writer’s Block]

When I ask my friend all she can say is:
“You should be able to write what you want.”
But I say, “Like, it’s serious, don’t you get it?”
So she goes, “People wonder why it takes writers so long to write for a certain age group or a certain organization, but 
they are so afraid that they are going to offend someone– ”
Interrupting, I go, “Even when we when we speak our mind, it’s filtered,
Even when we paint our souls, it’s shaded in matte,
Even when we write our lives, it’s too hard to handle.”
She asks me, “So who wins?”
I reply, “If I said I would rather be paid for my writing than speak my mind and not be paid, would you be mad?”
With a saddened face she confesses, “Writing is a game of chess. One wrong move and the queen gets snatched.”

— Mila Lubek ‘17
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Sound of Silence
 
 It was the cold that killed the chatter and left every 
man to his anxious thoughts. The humor was now depleting, 
falling dead with our brothers. The humor was all we had. 
Two men to a foxhole, each confused – was it the cold shaking 
us or the nerves? 
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German Artillery had been pounding the line all night, taking down trees, throwing men about, and tying us paratroopers 
down to the bottom of our foxholes. The winter was made colder by the fear of death, but at least hell was warm. 
 My platoon was experienced; we had endured everything the war had thrown at us. But Bastogne was different. 
It was colder there; the bodies froze after death, making them seem more alive. The artillery was the most shocking and 
awesome display of horror any of us had ever seen. It would obliterate everything it hit. It would turn tall thick trees into 
dirt. Some of my friends, too. 
 “They got us surrounded now,” Joe said.
 “Those poor bastards,” I responded, as I brushed ice off my coat. 
  “Incoming!” yelled our Lieutenant.
 The shells came pouring in. I tackled Joe into the foxhole. Even with my eyes shut I could see the light from the 
explosions, ripping up trees and earth, and turning everything within grasp to ash. Through the explosion I heard a cry… 
a terrible painful scream coming from the trees nearby. I started towards the man’s cry. The artillery was kicking up so 
much snow and dirt it made the forest difficult to navigate through. But I did try. Eventually my ears became immune to 
the loudness of barrage. My ears began ringing. The only noise I heard was a high-pitched continuous tone that seemed 
to take away my anxiety. Never in my life was I so focused. I stood witnessing the violent display of firepower surround 
me. All of a sudden a warm and violent breeze blew me through the air, and I hit the ground with a thud. And the sound 
of the barrage came back, as did the scream. I began crawling toward the soldier, now within my sight. Eventually I got 
close enough to identify it as one of my buddies. “O’Neal!” I yelled, getting up to run. The outer part of his right knee had 
been ripped off. 
 “Mickey, help, help,” he begged. 
 I took off his ammunition and helmet, O’Neal was not a small guy; I needed to get him as light as possible. I put 

his two-hundred-and-ten-pound self over my shoulders and made a dash back to my 
foxhole. Exploding shells tested my balance, but my eyes were fixed on my foxhole. Joe 
stood up and helped lower the injured Corporal O’Neal to safety. We huddled down in 
the hole until the barrage stopped, ending the night of exploding terror. 
 The next day we moved along to the outskirts of Bastogne, nervous but ready 
to strike. One way or another I thought, this is the end of my time in the Ardennes 
Forest. Lt. Connelly called out to me, “Sergeant Sully move your boys up!” 
 I turned to my squad and yelled the order. “First squad on me, let’s go!” 
 My squad of paratroopers moved into a sprint behind me. The German 
machine guns started to blaze from the upper windows of the townhouses. The bullets 
came down on us. I quickly ordered Corporal Tanner and Private Bishop to set up 
their thirty-caliber machine gun behind a stone wall to return fire. I began firing the 
machine gun, resting the barrel against the wall. A bullet struck the wall in front of me 
sending bits of rock into my face, temporarily stopping my fire. This allowed a German 
to get a shot off. The round tore through my left bicep. I was in agonizing pain. My gun 
was now silent; my heart was now slow; my fear was now gone. For a second, the war 
stopped. It was silent, almost peaceful. 
 But the sound of Germans attempting to surround me brought me back. I 
picked the machine gun up to my hip, holding the red-hot barrel on my sleeve, firing 
and moving toward anything that moved. Not anxious but angry. Angry at this war. 
Angry at this country and this cold. Angry I wasn’t at home in my bed. 
 But my weapon dry clicked. The machine gun was out of ammunition, and 
I was now exposed in the middle of an open field in between the stone wall and the 
townhouses the Germans had occupied. But no shots rang out. I continued standing. 

The silence I felt earlier, the fake peace, was now at last completely real. I knew in my heart at that moment that my war 
was over. I dropped the machine gun where I stood because it was no longer a part of me. I began my walk home in 
peace. 

— Cole Early ‘17
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It’s Dangerous To Be Alone

The cobblestone and broken cement made for an uncomfortable path that stretched over two miles 
alongside the dock where the most grimy of ships and barges sat in the muddy water, awaiting their 
next voyage, oblivious to the cold, dark waves that lapped at their sterns. The cold, menacing white 
light of the moon illuminated this path, but cast shadows over the dark alleyways that had their own 
mix of secrets. There waited the creatures of the dark and the night that waited to pounce. Whines and 
occasional wails could be heard in the dark, but not tonight. Night birds and crows dived low to the 
ground in patterns like bomber planes to jab with their beaks the last remaining bits of garbage that 
littered the broken road. Row houses, built of crumbling brick and decaying plaster, stood tall on the 
other side of the road, its tallest windows peeking over the ship’s masts into the ocean and night sky, 
which together created a vast infinity of obsidian. There was no voice, no movement on the dock that 
night. None except for mine. Each footstep brought a creak or a crunch that I know belonged to me 
but still caused tremors of fear to run through my body and end in my finger tips, which hesitated in 
every nervous itch or knuckle crack. A slow, rumbling and creaking of chains rustled behind me. A 
low whine accompanied the noise of the chains and I saw a bristling dog with floppy ears and a 
snaggle-toothed jaw. His jaw, almost perpendicular to the ground, caused him to appear lopsided. The 
torn ears didn’t add to his looks either. 
 
“You are the ugliest piece of crap I’ve ever seen.” I almost laughed at his ugliness. 
 
The dog whined again, this time more insistently. He slunk to the ground and stretched out his front 
legs before ducking his speckled muzzle under his paws. The left paw was missing a claw, and its fur 
was clotted with grey gloop that smelled of rotting garbage. Or maybe that was just the dog itself. He 
shook himself and rose, whining again. 
 
“What?” I laughed again, “now I’m talking to dogs.” 
 
I turned around, trying to make sense of the vague shapes in the darkness. The wind had picked up 
and rocked the boats, the ropes and chains clanking against the dock in weird, muted, metallic bongs. 
Through every nook and cranny, the wind whistled like a kettle and screamed in my ears. My nose 
burned from the cold it brought. The small pebbles and bits of God knows what were picked up in 
mini tornados that swept into my eyes and bit into my skin. I shut my eyes and waited for the wind to 
die down. Stupid, stupid, stupid, I thought to myself. Why the hell was I here? 
 
Just as the feeling returned to my ears and the tip of my nose and the noise ceased, I heard the familiar 
crunch of gravel. It was the sound that work boots make on the grimy cobblestone walk. It was the 
sound that meant I was not, in fact, alone on this night.

—Marta Rich ‘18
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Case Study

“When we get home, make sure-,” her sentence cut off and that was when the world became white and made only of 
high beams.  

Case #2: Fifty-three-year-old Abel Beecher arrives at a hospital complaining about blood in his urine and pain in 
his abdomen. An abdominal MRI scan shows that he has Polycystic Kidney Disease. His doctor tells him that he 
will require a kidney transplant. “Approximately 35.6% of the 39,924 persons on kidney transplant lists are African 
Americans; of those African Americans waiting transplantation, only 21.9% receive a donor kidney” (Moore 43). He 
will be put on a long waiting list.  

High beams had been the last things she saw before the family minivan swerved off the road and flipped into a ditch. 
The next thing she remembered was looking around the room, her vision blurry, rubbing her head to soothe the raging 
storm of an oncoming migraine. The images around her became a kaleidoscope, a juxtaposition of bright lights, people, 
and colors. She fought the urge to dry heave as the strong smell of iodoform assaulted her nostrils. 

Hospital, she thought, recognizing the sterile scent. The eyes of a young, female doctor in a white coat met the 
woman’s. Her words were lost to the woman as a man in a white coat identical to that of the other woman entered her 
limited field of vision. 

“You’ve been in an accident.” His words became a jumbled mess and she only caught some of it. 

Case #334: Although her fatigued legs keep her confined to the bed; the young mother’s mind is racing. Shortly after 
giving birth she finds out that her newborn has short-gut syndrome. Her baby will be put on a strict diet until a new 
intestine can be found. She does not get the chance to hold her baby before the doctors whisk him away. 

“It’s a miracle that you are alive,” she heard him say from one corner of the room. “By being in the backseat both you 
and your husband were shielded from the impact,” his voice bounced off another wall.  “Your legs are broken, and 
there are some minor head injuries, but the medicine should make you feel better…” 
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She was swimming in her own thoughts when she tuned in again; his voice became clear, and the room stopped 
spinning. “However, I am afraid to say that your son has not been so lucky.” She finally moved her eyes to his face. 
The doctor tried to maintain his deadpan expression, but his countenance betrayed him before he uttered the next 
words: “Your son has been declared brain dead. He is currently on life support, but he doesn’t have much time. I’m 
sorry.” 

She was no longer listening. Her heart beat rapidly in her chest. Adam, her son. He had been driving home from his 
football game when it happened. 

Case #67: She coughs into her napkin, embarrassed as her classmates look on with pity. The moment of morbid 
fascination is over more quickly than it came, and the conversation once again returns to their worries about college. 
However, her cystic fibrosis gives her more worries than college. Her chances of getting into college are as uncertain 
as her chances of getting a new clean lung.  

“Your husband is recovering in the next room. We understand that this is a lot to process, but your son is AB-negative, 
one of the rarest blood types, and…” his voice faltered as she cut her eyes at him. She knew what he was about to say. 
“His organs… is-was your son an organ donor?” 

At the word donor, the image of a butcher removing the gullets of a freshly carved turkey came to her mind, and she 
thought she was going to be sick. Adam wasn’t an organ donor. A month shy of turning eighteen, not a boy and yet not 
a man, he was not allowed to make that decision for himself. The misgiving that a doctor might let him die made them 
forbid it. Adam, however, had other plans. He had always wanted to become a doctor. Helping others was his passion, 
and he wanted to do so in whatever way he could. 

“Would it be alright if some of your son’s organs could be transp-” “No!” The words came out of her mouth before she 
thought them, the image of a carved turkey splayed out in a gory painting in her head. She wouldn’t let her baby boy 
be cut up like that.

Case #605: A young ballerina collapses mid grande jeté on opening night. She has been practicing for months. Her 
parents are told of her condition a year too late and she is put on a long waiting list. “African Americans experience 
a longer waiting period for organ donation: a median of 39 months compared to 20 months for Euro-Americans” 
(Crawford et al. 2003; Johnson 2004; Rozmon-Solomon and Burrows 1999; Siminoff and Arnold 1999; UNOS 2004). 
It will be years before she receives a transplant. Her dreams of dancing will be put on hold. 
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She wakes up in a cold sweat. The accident. That had been more than twenty years ago. Memories and her new reality 
fight in her mind. Her thoughts slowly wander to Adam as she is drawn to the dark wood shelf.  Behind a glass barrier 
sits a treasure trove of the forgotten and forlorn. Photographs and various trinkets take up most of the space, but her 
weary eyes are pulled to a plain urn. The doctors fruitlessly tried to persuade her and her husband to reconsider their 
decision not to donate his organs, but she was steadfast in her decision. After being taken off life support, Adam was 
cremated. 

Case #40: Desperation has led them here. He paces frantically across his expensive hardwood floors. His young wife 
lies bed-ridden in the next room, tended by a personal doctor with credentials in name only. Had they seen an actual 
doctor, maybe they would have known about her condition sooner. “Many (African Americans) do not seek routine 
medical care believing that physicians, hospitals, and health care institutions will not treat their medical problems as 
seriously as those of other ethnic groups, nor do they trust physicians to promote their best interest in end-of-life care 
and related decisions” (Gamble 1997; Lee 1997; Siminoff and Arnold 1999; Wilson et al. 1994). They could’ve been 
put on a list. Instead he is paying an unreasonable price to break the law.

She couldn’t let her boy be taken from her again. We had our reasons, she tells herself, but there is no comfort. Adam 
wanted to be able to make a difference in someone else’s life, wanted something to leave behind that would make a 
difference. What had he left now? His trophies sit behind glass collecting dust and his memory is fading from her.

AB negative, she thinks. The life he lost and the lives that could have been. They weren’t connected by economic 
background, or race, or circumstance, but by blood. It is blood that unites them. Their shared blood type makes them 
both vulnerable and useful. 

Case #16: An old woman reminiscing about her deceased son, guilt stricken, grieving for all that was lost, collapses 
after her heart gives out. She unknowingly suffers from a heart condition. She will need a transplant. 

—Paige Stewart ‘17
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A Poem of Lament

What did I do to deserve this? 
To live in purgatory, suspended in between life and death,
is the worst torture inflicted upon the soul. 
God himself would not bestow this punishment upon the devil, 
for at least the devil knows why he has been punished. 
This is an incurable disease, an undying fire that seems to feed on the very air itself.
It can be ignored and even thought foolish, 
But once it is gazed upon, all falls away, shedding false hope.
One can only wish for the release of death to escape from this sickening pain, 
but even then it is futile. 
To see the future, to see every single path unfold in front of your very eyes, 
but still remain on the road of assured destruction is madness. 
Speak, fair Cassandra, 
but when the obstinate are confronted it be not the children of Troy that are revealed but myself. 
But is that not what this is? 
Madness? 
Madness is the one and only symptom of this plague, 
a plague befallen upon the very human condition. 
Why? 
Who would do this?
No, it cannot be so, for only the devil would inflict this pain upon a generation,
and the only devil in this world is oneself.

Oh, Great Sage of tomorrow, 
take my fear, so I may play the phlegmatic 
butcher, reaper of souls. 
Take my sorrow, so I may play the cheerful fool, 
jester for all. 
Take my shame, so I may play the false lionheart, 
hero to none.
Take my jealousy, my envy, and my hunger, 
so my heart may not consume itself with 
fallacious gluttony, Níðhöggr, eater of worlds. 
Oh Sage, hide it in the ground,
where it shall only be remembered in the minds 
of the lost and forsaken.
I know that dirt will not protect me, whether it 
be under or over, but one can only hope. 

—Patrick Hines ‘19
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