


Workman’s Sunlight
— Xander Chiaramonte ‘20

Dear Reader,

How does one classify the arrival of a new year? A fresh start, a new 
beginning? In school we are lucky enough to get two new years, one 
when school begins and then the other on January 1st. We say goodbye 
to summer but also to a year’s worth of memories, events, tragedies, and 
comedies. In this issue of Fire & Stones, we wish to bid summer and the 
past year farewell. The work you’ll see is both nostalgic for events past - 
having been derived from other tales - but also new, bringing its own shine 
to the mix. In marking the new year we heed T.S. Eliot’s words, “For last 
year’s words belong to last year’s languages/And next year’s words await 
another voice.” We welcome new voices to our staff, contributing artists 
and writers. I invite you to join us in welcoming the new beginnings of a 
new year in our winter issue of Fire & Stones. 

— Marta Rich ’18, Senior Editor
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Presenting Me Thus Far

September 8, 2017 

Juggling class, friends, responsibilities, 
and a future that creeps closer with every second, my days cycle in and out. 
One day contains a year, while a week occurs in seconds. 
Only one city has claimed me for all my life and given me the only home I’ve ever known. 
Travelers shouting about a nation’s responsibilities and all its problems pass in and out;
rarely does anyone stay to outlast the storm. 
Politics is power, and power is gain, but after people are gone their laws rarely remain. 
I struggle to understand the jigsaw puzzle of the world; 
will my piece ever fit? God only knows. 
Childhood has left me, but adulthood has yet to come, 
I’m stuck in the middle just twiddling my thumbs. 

My dog likes to take me for walks just after it rains, 
the streets covered in crystal droplets. Trees shake 
and have their own mini rainstorms as robins chirp to their young. 
I listen to the rhythm of music that blasts from headphones, though I have no rhythm of my own. 
It is said that my voice could kill a cat. 
I am not yet a grand player of the world, 
for I have sat on the sidelines of the Earth,
but it is time to get my head out of the twinkling stars. 
We are what we are, and this is me so far. 

— Helen Treadway ’19
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Sonata 

I.
Why can’t the iridescence of your happiness
ever include me?

All I am are those normal light bulbs, 
yellow and scorned
for burning too bright. 

II.
Hold my hands ‘mongst the bristled streets,
the collar puckered 
as the howling wind howls to you, to you, to you.

Hold my hands walking down the empty streets,
as the river’d air comes swimming
in our nostrils. 

Capitol Chaos
— Xander Chiaramonte ‘20
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III.
I don’t know you, I don’t know you.
Bitten red, gnawed, and hungry fingernails
that scrape against it all. 

Nails of fingers, of hands -
hands you never held throughout
the streets so bright. 

IV.
As the jazzman crows in dark December light,
you are hushing in the shadows
shushing away my light.

My hands are cold,
and nose burnt red.
You’ve become the breath I breathe in the freezing air.

Disappearing without a care.  

— Marta Rich ‘18
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Quest for Rest

The nightmares came to her doorstep every night, each one more 
bothersome than the last. Cyrene couldn’t count the number of times she’d 
woken up to their spectral forms scratching below her daughter’s bed 
and hissing at her until she chased them out with her spindle. They were 
upsetting her dear Korinna, a growing girl who needed sleep. So she left 
her sister in charge and set out to find a protector.

         The first she sought was Artemis. As a guardian of children, she 
would certainly take pity on her situation. Cyrene followed a priestess’ 
instructions and came to a clearing with trees taller than eight houses 
stacked upon each other. The warrior maiden was resting against one, 
cleaning her dazzling silver arrows.
         Cyrene knelt down and called out to the deity: “O goddess, 
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nightmares have plagued my family for weeks now. Might you help me? 
I have nothing to offer, as I am a humble weaver, but pray that you will 
send a beast to hold the spectres at bay.”

          Artemis stared down at her, intrigued by this sudden piety. 
“Nightmares are tricksters, changing their shapes to fit a range of fears. 
A creature capable of protecting you from them must be able to walk 
the land, swim the sea, fly through air, and swallow up the depths of the 
Underworld.” The goddess looked up to point an arrow at Cyrene. “I will 
fashion a beast for you on one condition: that you leave your family and 
join my hunt.”

Betawi Topeng
— Maya Tumiwa ‘18
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           The mortal woman replied, “I am honored, but I am needed at 
home. Thank you and goodbye.” As she left, she thought she heard a voice 
whisper, “Good luck.”

     She found no such luck. Demeter in the fields didn’t stop her 
work, nor did Hermes spare her a passing glance while delivering his 
messages. No immortal had the time nor care for the problems of a mortal 
with nothing to give.

      So it was no wonder that by the time she had trudged her way to 
the pebbled white beaches of Corinth, Cyrene was not as pious as when 
she started her journey. When the Earthshaker rose up from the azure 
waters she wasted no time.

     “Poseidon, ruler of all things aquatic- Oh, screw it. I’m here 
because my daughter is being attacked by nightmares almost every you-
forsaken night. Can you make a protector for her that can defend her from 
creatures of the land, sea, air, and the depths of the Underworld itself?”
   
      Poseidon considered this, stunned into silence. Finally there was 
someone who didn’t waste time with exaltations! The sea god approved. 
“After much thought,” he spoke, “I have decided to grant you this favor. I 
expect nothing in return but your continued worship and gratitude.” 

He slammed his trident so hard on the seabed that it burst through to the 
core of the earth. The sea god drew upon the energies of the Underworld 
at its end, the land at its base, the water surrounding it, and the sky at 
its points to summon the creature into being. With a flash of blue light, 
a bundle of feathers tumbled forth from the trident and came to rest by 
Cyrene, where it sprang up and began to flap at her legs.

        “Lord Poseidon?”

         He leaned forward on his trident.

         “Yes?”

    “I see that this animal has feet for walking, webs for swimming, 
and wings for flying, but what about the Underworld? How exactly is this 
little-” she kicked her foot out of its way- “pest supposed to protect my girl 
from those fiends? I hate to look a gift....whatever this is in the mouth, 
but-”
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    “Stop right there!” There was a twinkle in his eye. “Because that’s 
exactly how it will.”

    She stood there, puzzled.

    He rubbed his temple (the forehead kind) and sighed. “Go ahead, 
do what you said you wouldn’t. Look this gift in the mouth.”

Cyrene took its beak in her hands and pulled it open to find-

Utter void, in a pouch deep and cavernous enough to smother the stars and enshroud 
the heavens for all eternity, all contained within the beak of this creature.

    It squawked in a manner most undignified for a creature of 
darkness.

     They were silent for a long time.
    “Does that answer your question?”
 
    And so the woman took the creature home to her daughter, who 
never suffered another nightmare again. How could she, when watching 
over her every night was one of the most fearsome creatures on the earth: 
the mighty pelican!

—Mary Margaret Lehmkuhler ‘19
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Giggles

To the blond little girl whom I have known since birth. 
To the hours of my little self, running or waddling along behind you
copying your every move, 
always in awe, always wishing to grow up just like you. 
To our mothers who watched us play on the beach, 
our giggles filling the salty sweet air as we splashed amongst the minnows 
pretending to be mermaids. 
To the fireworks that exploded into stars on the night of freedom. 
You hugged me tightly underneath them because 
I was afraid despite their beauty. 

To getting older and wiser,
or so we think. 
To our giggles getting louder, but less frequent. 
To your new home, where I never see you. 
To our new problems. 
We no longer worry about mermaids or sharks, 
but of school, friends, and boys. 
To the beach where we used to play and return to, which is silent. 
To the girl who I miss,
for all I hear is silence, and I am afraid.

— Helen Treadway ‘19

Frozen in Time
— Maura Durkin ‘18
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Accordion to Bear
— Rachel Suleymanov ‘19
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Glitch
— Zak Zeledon ‘19
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Glitch
— Zak Zeledon ‘19

Anger

It starts with an ache. You feel a hollowness in your chest you’d forgotten 
could exist, but somehow it fits like it was there all along, like it was only 
sleeping. You feel your breath go tight in your lungs and your ribs close 
up just enough to make you hurt, and you think, oh yes, this is how it 
happens, this is how it goes.

You feel the sunrise. The heat blooms from the pit of your belly and 
warms your blood to the tips of your fingers. Your inhales and exhales 
come and go quickly, in and out and in and out, a powerful pace that 
mirrors your pulse as the fire spreads. You feel the blush come, that stain 
you hate so much, and you know you can do nothing as your thoughts 
flash one by one across your face, speaking more clearly than words ever 
could. The pressure builds in your head, and your eyes start to burn, not 
with tears but with red and the sound of booming drums.

You’re shaking. Your breath rattles and shudders on its way through a 
too-tight throat, and you know if you spoke it would come out as a voice 
much less steady than you’d hope. You clench your hands in fists — 
useless fists you hide behind your back so they don’t see — because you 
don’t know what to do with fingers that won’t listen. The nails bite your 
skin, and you’re glad. You press harder.

You tense and strain as everything you fight to keep inside boils and claws 
its way from deep down in your bones to the back of your clenched teeth. 
Your tongue is sharp and eager to spill the cruelty, the hate that bubbles 
up so readily from the bottom of your stomach and the shadowed parts 
of your mind that you do your best to ignore. It would be easy to let go, 
to stop and watch it spill as if you were a dam that finally burst. Your lips 
part.

But you set nothing free, and the mask falls into place with a click that 
echoes. You hold your fists tight and will your pulse to slow with all the 
focus you can spare from your fight to push the fire far away to where you 
can try to forget it again. You search for the hollowness, the ache, the
cold calm spreading through your veins and the control it brings, because, 
no, this will not happen; this cannot be how it goes. And when you find it, 
you’re relieved. This demon you know. You hide behind your face of ice. 

— Evelyn Perfall ‘19
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In the Jungle 
—Maya Tumiwa ‘18
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In the Jungle 
—Maya Tumiwa ‘18

To Fly or Not To Fly 

*Inspired by Hamlet

To fly or not to fly - that is the question.
Whether ‘tis lazier in the body to float
along the clouds rimmed with rain and smog
or to walk among a sea of commuters
and by promenading, be late.
To hover, to amble
no more - and by flying, to rise above
the blundering masses who by evolution walk upright
and reach their limited speed. ‘Tis a life
devoutly to be begged. To hover, to sail,
to sail, perchance to aviate -
ay, that’s what I want - 
that flight of fancy
when instead we are shuffling one by one
on this mortal soil. There’s little respect for those who trudge through life.
For who would bear the lines and shoves of passersby,
it’s an insult to humanity,
the pangs of aching feet, the blister’s delay,
the insolence of road blocks, and the toil
that man’s body must undertake,
when he himself must bandage his feet
with latex Bandaids? Who would such burdens bear,
to traipse and meander amongst the crowds
yet the tread of being lost within such cluster,
that horrifying muck, from which no one can leave
or move forward, gives me leave,
in my imagination to fly?
This transportation is a tricky feat,
Yet through introspection and imagination
Is proved easy with mere cast of thought,
and all great thinkers question
with this regard, could man fly
and lose the fate of walking?
 
—Marta Rich ’18
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Doorknob

You are a tightly-wound coil of irrational impulses, and you have a poison 
doorknob and two bears on your ceiling.

The bears you put there yourself, in glow-in-the-dark paint, and you know 
them. The large one is your favorite because it’s a symbol of your home, 
yet it’s also the plow, the casserole pan, the diplomat’s chair, the Ursa 
Major. But when it’s in your room, it’s yours and only yours.

It’s not visible because the light is on. You are shredding with scissors the 
belt you had been carefully knotting into existence because your doorknob 
is contaminating your room. 

The doorknob is badly-placed, and there is a glaring, broken-looking, 
semicircular crack between the metal of the knob and the wood in the 
door. The knob has been placed extremely badly, and, worst of all, it is a 
bathroom doorknob and does not belong. It was also not recently bought, 
which means it was a gift from the parents, which means it has no place in 
the bedroom that is yours and only yours.

The doorknob is also far too close to the door, unlike the last one, which 
had a pleasing distance about itself. That doorknob was not a bathroom 
doorknob at all, and it was good to look at, with a decent shine. It 
belonged in the room that is yours and only yours. Now the doorknob is 
too close to the edge of the door with a dirty ring around it, and the fact 
that everything white in the room has yellowed means that the door can-
not be repainted or it will be an outlier -- and even if it were repainted, the 
crack between it and the new doorknob would show, and even if it were 
repainted, the doorknob would sit far too close to the edge of the door.

So that is why you are shredding something you worked hard on. The 
doorknob is a contaminant, and it is wrong, and you must have a new one, 
even if you must pay for it with all the money you have, and even if 
someone slams you against the wall and shouts into your ear until you cry.

You know you are wrong and that your brain works wrong. There is no 
point in it being shouted at you, you would like to say.

Fire & Stones
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You have an idea, once the belt you had been carefully knotting is in shiny 
strips and pieces on the floor. Its shreds look pleasing on the floor, like 
shakes of stardust, and you are happy because now there is something in 
the room to balance the poisoned otherness of the doorknob. You created 
the mess, and now it is yours and only yours.

You go to your duct tape and take the uglier print and cut off strips and 
stick them over the doorknob to hide it and its bathroom shape, and 
also so that it will feel as disgusting and sticky as it looks. A third reason 
you tape is the half-hope that the tape will ruin the doorknob, leaving it 
permanently sticky, and so there will be no choice but to replace it, and 
you are happy to pay. You tape it on both sides.

It is still disgusting, and you are so angry at how horrible it is that you 
want to shake and scream and destroy several objects, but you cannot 
make noise because your mom is asleep next door, so you must throw a 
silent tantrum like you are three because of the brain in your head that 
works wrong.

You don’t know how to be angry properly, because after so long of being 
told not to feel, you don’t know what to do with heavy emotion when it 
overwhelms you, which is a rare occurrence, and therefore more difficult 
to handle, and what used to help you, hurting yourself, is something you 
refuse to do anymore.

You go to your plants and you cut their stems in two, then four, and you 
cut their leaves off and scatter them.

It is not just that you cut things and destroy them because you are angry; 
you cut them and destroy them because you know that you will regret it, 
and that regret will supercede the anger, and the anger will pass. It has 
worked before, and you have lost things you liked because you destroyed 
them, but you will be fine and can re-make the belt if you want to. And the 
flowers you just killed were probably dying anyway. 

Probably.
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Your room, the only place that is yours and only yours, is 
contaminated by a doorknob, of all things, and you need to go to 
bed so your dad will not interact with you until morning. When 
morning comes, you will be better, with your brain more wrangled 
and less incorrect.

The stars on your ceiling have dimmed.

Worried any second your father will barge in, you turn on your 
bedside-table lamp, pointing it at Ursa Major. After a moment, you 
turn it off.

The stars eat the light and then are glowing again, which is 
suitable, so you feel safe from your brain and not alone.

You look at the ursae and smile a bit, and then you close your 
eyes and do not open them until morning, your tightly-wound coil 
unraveling, trying not to think about the poison doorknob, watched 
by the two bears and the stars on the ceiling in the room that is 
yours and only yours. 

—Bette Vajda ‘19
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Long, blistering days
Lead to fluttery, fresh nights
Feeling infinite.

—Maura Durkin ‘18

Childhood
Uncensored, unlimited
Life without boundaries
One will never forget
Happiness

— JP Payro ‘18

To imagine is to think
And what to do after that
To explore and live

— JP Payro ‘18

Melting Clock
— Rachel Suleymanov ‘19
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Man’s Mark
— Xander Chiaramonte ‘20
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In the Everything Blue 

Almost sunset on the river
The most ever shade of blue
Coalesced and quiet
In a saddened, swirling hue,
While the sky above is broken
By a dual orange star
Opposite the bank is where,
Standing alone, you are.

The sun is slowly setting and
the world is turning white,
A pale, bleached-planet color
And the small creatures delight
While the sky above is changing
Slipping down between the leaves
And it’s smothered, loud, and quiet
Like the breath of heavy heaves
Of a person who is crying
And the world knows not what for
Still, you’re standing on the water
Seven feet out from shore.

And the tide will wash your color
Spread it out between the waves,
And they’ll take away your struggle
To the underwater caves
Where a creature
Who is trying
To be human will receive
The leftover, dull dredges
Of the many pasts you grieve.

Water-fingers pull your shoulders
Then your head down past your chin
And you give yourself to lakeness
And the water rushes in
And the being
Who is halfway
To without and still within,
Cups your thin, sad face and whispers,
“Being different is no sin.”
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The night is getting onward
And it’s cold now, frozen through
The air-chains dangle beautiful;
They sparkle, sunken-new
While there you stand, touched by twin stars
Standing between the two
A sunset, you are the pink cloud
in the everything blue.

—Bette Vajda ‘19

Reflection
— Kitty Tyree ‘19
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The Best Kind of Poetry

Music is the world’s greatest type of poetry, complex with all of 
its metaphors, crescendos, repetition, and layers. Some people do not fully 
understand it, but others see its hidden meanings. It makes people laugh, 
it causes suspense, and it makes people cry. Or, at least, it makes me cry. 

The hardest part about this type of poetry is learning it. When I 
was in 6th grade, I started to play the cello for my orchestra. There were 
four other kids, and all of them had been playing their instruments since 
the third grade, and that made me extremely nervous. I had no idea what I 
was doing. I had been transformed from a 6th grader into a kindergartener 
who had to learn how to read and to speak. 

Learning how to play an instrument is one of the hardest and 
coolest things I have ever done. The bass clef is like an alphabet. Each 
space and line is a letter, and each note represents how quickly you say 
a word. At first, I sounded like a screaming cat. Everything was jumbled 
as if all of the notes were put in a blender. I practiced and practiced for 
hours every day, every scale and staccato and sixteenth note. The more I 
practiced the more everything sunk in like a sponge, and finally I could 
see the notes come together like words forming sentences. I could make 
the notes sound like thunder and velvet. 

Because I joined orchestra, I met four amazing people I otherwise 
wouldn’t have. I learned from them that people are like music - complex 
and beautiful. The first friend I made is a flautist. She, like her instrument, 
is quiet, but when you get to know her you see her kindness and her 
humor. The next friend I made is a violinist. Her personality is “Quintus” 
by Larry Clark - upbeat, a tad bit dramatic, and peppy. 

After I met my first violinist friend I met another violinist. He is 
like a favorite orchestral piece - “Pachelbel’s Canon.” When you first meet 
him you think that he is simple to read, but as you continue to hear his 
song you see all of his intricacies and beauty. 

The last person I met is a fellow cellist. She was my competitor 
and my equal; we were always in a constant battle of who was better. In 
the end, though, I am glad to call her my friend. She is “Night Shift” by 
Richard Meyer - complex and brilliant.

The best part about this type of poetry is how it changes your life. 
I started to see the world differently. I would think that a certain scene 
in a TV show would not be as dramatic if it were not for the music, or 
while doing something, I might think that the slow part of Gustav Holst’s 
“Jupiter” would be the perfect music for this moment. Music is not just 
my favorite type of poetry. It has become a part of who I am.

— Louisa Treadway ‘21 Fire & Stones
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All-Nighter

My eyes are two dark stones, too big for their sockets. They slide 
unwillingly and focus only if asked, and even then they grumble and 
complain and take their sweet time. My face has melted, sliding down and 
coming to rest in the place of least expression, requiring the minimum 
amount of effort - no frown, no smile, no muscles moved. My lips are dry 
and cracked. I haven’t had water in hours, but it feels like it’s been days.

My neck is full of needles. They race down my spine when I shift, and 
my back cracks with sharp pops. My shoulders are tighter than springs, 
knotted and aching fiercely, frozen into a cramped hunch forward. My 
feet hurt, which is strange because I’ve been in this chair so long it will be 
a wonder if I remember how to stand. What is it like to be relaxed? I’m 
not sure I know anymore.

Stuart
— Mede Alexandre ‘18
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My fingers trudge unhappily across the keys, plodding out letters that will 
make words that will make phrases that eventually will come together into 
an A-plus worthy English journal. Well, that’s the plan. So I type and type 
some more and force out one thought at a time, always moving forward, 
because if I stop I don’t know if I’ll be able to get going again. Starting 
is the hard part, I tell myself. After all, it took me a solid three months to 
start this journal (hence the current situation).

My computer seems to be feeling the strain. The fans are whirring loudly, 
and the sound stands out, stark against the stillness of the empty, quiet 
room. The whole world is muffled except for those fans, and, of course, 
the constant tap-tap-tap of progress. Everything seems to be heavy and 
sluggish and waiting for something to shake it all up, to jar it back to life 
and make it move. I turn to look out my window, hoping for something to 
catch my eye. The streetlight flickered on a few hours ago, and it’s glowing 
steadily below, braving the chill and the loneliness of the late night. Or is 
morning the more appropriate word? I’m not sure, but I’m so close - only 
a few pages left. I listen for the soft murmur of voices outside but hear 
none. The branches of the trees are still, the leaves fixed in place as if in a 
photograph. Lacking a distraction, I turn wearily back to the too-bright 
screen.

When I finally stop again, I’m flushed with victory. Before me I have the 
twelve pages of my journal: twelve pages of beauty, twelve pages of blood 
and sweat and tears. I ache all over, but it’s sweet, so sweet, and I want 
to smile and laugh and show everyone that I’m done, I did it - look at my 
incredible masterpiece. In truth, I don’t know what I’ve written, but right 
now proofreading holds far less appeal than enjoying the glow of success. 
Yes, everything seems brighter. The room is open and happy, the shadows 
are retreating, and the streetlight... The streetlight has gone out. Upon the 
shiny metal rooftops of the buildings across the street, the light of a new 
day shines down, a pale wash of soft yellows and pinks and whites. The 
leaves on the trees move from dark brown to warm green, and a few cars 
pass below, the early risers of this sleepy town. I realize that this is the first 
time I’ve ever stayed up the entire night, and as perfectly exhausted as I 
am, in this moment I am happy, content just to be. I know I have to go to 
school soon, and that today will be quite a long day, but I have finished 
my paper, and, for once, I am waiting for nothing. I exist, and I watch the 
sunlight slide up the sides of buildings and creep across the road and fill 
each and every corner of my room. 

— Evelyn Perfall ‘19
Fire & Stones
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Charles Bridge Swarm
— Xander Chiaramonte ‘20
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