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Asgirls,we are raised being told that we can doanything,
only to realize what that really means. "Anything” as long
as we adhere to societal expectations, which attach us to
too many strings to count.

We can do anything, as long as we remain classy,
proper, and friendly. We are free to voice our opinions, but
have to be careful to remain polite and quiet. We can go
ahead and work for our goals, but can't show off in the
faces of men. We should be confident in our own bodies,
but pay attention to the models on social media and try
to look more like them. We can dress however we feel
comfortable, but keep it neat and not too flashy. We are
told to embrace our natural beauty, but still feel the need
to hide our insecurities with makeup.

Within a world consumed by ideas of physical
perfection, it is deemed normal to fall into the desire of
wanting to change oneself. Yet, this is truly all an illusion
we have created for each other.

As limiting as this endless list of expectations may
seem, it is ultimately up to us, girls, to refuse conformity
alongside this narrative, ignore those expectations, and be
who we want to be. Aesthetics, influencers, and material
items lie in the epicenter of today's overall mentality but,
in the words of Billie Eilish, “is that what we are made for?”
Do we really want to be tied down by those strings that
hinder us from “doing anything?”

Girl is a student-run anthology that features the work
of all types of girls in an all-girl school, none the same.
It is through these pieces that we see that being a girl
has no real definition. The various artworks and writings
that make up this collection of student work capture the
essence of each individual girl, proving the complexity of
the true female experience.

Straying away from society are the characteristics
of empowerment, self-love, and honestly, the truth.
Together, we celebrate the power of girls, embrace our
imperfections, and share our unigue stories.

irl
should
be two

things:

who and
what she
wa nts'@mm




l“S'I' A Gllll..

Lucia Padron 26

I'm just a girl, they say
With pretty white ribbons in my hair
I'm just a girl, they say
et older men tend to stare
Eat all you want!
Stop! Don't eat that
Take your time, qu/ up, Know your place
How come you always stay up so late?
Co out! Have fun! Find love!
You're too young to date
I don't know where the line is for being to
for me to act my age
Study hard, do your best!
That's not enough
Start the car, slam the brake
Of course \/JU can't parallel park
>'s SO outspoken, how annoying” when she speaks her mind
She's so quiet, | can't hear her” when she's shy
"Attention seeker” is what they'll C aH her when
she tries to look her best
‘She needs m stop rolling in the 'Wt
that's how pigs come alo
‘She needs to go out more, ins ead \)f playing with dolls’
“You're just a girl, what can you do?”
The man said to the hopeful engineer who's dreams
shattered the moment the words left his mouth
“You're just a girll All you do is sit and clean the house!”
Said the man to his wife who lets out an exhausted sigh,
holding an cranky baby while she cries
Be at work! You need to be a traditional wife!
Why even bother when all of our attempts give us strife?
Cirls are stronger than you know, Thew ust meed time to grow
Girls can think on their own, stop t vhere to go
Societal norms have grown to mud ,
so now it leaves all of us "just girls” confused
I'm just a girl, ‘”h/) wants to be a girl
Not dainty
Not tough
Just enough
| don't want to be “just a girl” anymore
I want to be “a girl’
Who loves who she is until the day she dies

5 old or
old o
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THE ENEMY -1,
ME - 0.

Emma Hernandez Moran 26

You bend and you brea

and then fall to the floor
But no one can see
and nobody hears

the vells and the cries fall on deafer

Somehow you end up

flat on tr

in a room that you built

ere The Enemy keeg

TRAPPED I“ TlME. Lynette Fernandez ‘24, Watercolor




BEAll'I'V SICKIIESS.

Lexie Hernandez ‘25

| have beauty  as  a
combination nat's on the inside, and
at's on the outside In my opinion, you
d have flaw kin, luscious hair, a radiant
smile, and striking eyes, but if you are a mean
person, all of that means no \ﬂ 1iNg

What makes a person trul / beautiful is their
heart, their mind, and their soul. Unfortuna
sometimes people just don't care about those
t)‘wmgg, amd with that in mind, | definitely do
go down the rabbit hole of comparing m @’Q(‘\T
to the “perfect” girls | > on social media, o
even in school. This has caused metobe a HLUC
more self-conscious about my appearance,
but I've never let it go too far

Although beauty sickness has never been
something | have greatly struggled with, it is
present all around me.

| have heard every single one of the women

say degrading things about

themselves, and even to each other. About
their weig rinkles, cellulite, or their gray
nairs. | hav n the people | look up to the
1ce an overwhelming amoﬂ*toﬂtmgs
v ook, and set unrealistic standards
for themselves

When | am a mother,
children that their outward appearance is
meaningless if they are not bewm from
within. True beauty is when shines
so brightly that it radiates outy rd to everyone
you interact with.

| hope to raise kids who are kind, ous,
thoug hﬁu\ INtuitive, observant, passionate,
hon and clever, because then they
beautiful

Jadpd uo usd ‘%z, ojjifni] pleqos| o!”vmv !("M

in

\y

will be




WAI'I'IIIG.

Kara Mencia ‘25

S \v\ , shining spoons sit at the te in a pair,
one is tainted by fingerprints, something the other does not share.
The placemat unaware of the dinner prepared

Clear the table

Scrubbing, scratching the remains of the fe
Qm“ vipe, rinse, repeat.
car come down the street

Yet | tHdc T hear you
climb the stairs

you used to like
ed, n face, not rec
ng that we fell vic

Silky nightgown, the one
Staring into a wrink
step back, kno
shut off the light

Ne were young,
ho this has k

that spares no one.

~ome

Hd floor,
weigh more and more
att e after has in store.

the soft whispers of slippers on the hard
t of age on my shoulders beginning to»
\\Te Is beautiful, but | mmt wait to se
e bed.

S

And this
lay on the

miss hearing your snoring besi (‘Je me
Or every time you'd carve sintothe trees.
miss when holding you in 'm/ armswas a reality
shut my eyes.

All I see is the leaves in your eyes,
when you spent all your money
Or that moment

drift off.

me that carnival prize,

where we said ou

Still, I don't think | v

For a life without you ;

nally, once again you and | are a pair
‘ou greet me with open arms

plA“o MA“. Elena Alvarado 25, Pencil 13




SEE. Isabella Pacheco ‘26, Pencil




GIRLHOOD.

fine her place,
she is more than

ithin a mold,
/et to unfold.

But inside,

Flﬂ“lel‘““G BEA“TV. Amanda Pena 24, Charcoal on canvas




Priah Cruz-Cruz 26

Yet shad

And colo

A heart bro

[t's dreams revi

on
e,

TWISTED DREAM.

Monl. Karen Galego 24, Charcoal




EVANESCENCE.

Frances Ryan 25

sh that i could just

disappear

to cool bedrooms with the wind
and the hum of a foreign city
whispering to the stars

v that

forever

Vy ve lvet

sh that i could just
disappes

to a huge sprawling home
that houses many more things
than my own
like wildflo s and buffaloes
and the wind there is cool and dry
and the sky that seems to glow forever
in cerulean blues and cotton balls

put it never gets too warm

wish that i could just
disappear
to some familiar is
1ere the fish is

and the music

ands
vays fresh

=S YOU We
and the sky that seems to glow forever
in pinks and golds and oranges

pbut it never gets too warm
let me wish upon a star

to disappear

because i've been there before
only in my drea

TRA“SFORMA'"O“. Irene Rubero 24, Graphite Pencil
21




FLY ON THE WALL.

Olivia Rose Prieto 25

've come to this realization;
that I'm only a fly on the wall
While others don't pay any mind,
the ones who do stare in disgust,
I'm only a fly on the wall,
| don't harm or hurt anyone.
While others might fee
the ones who take action
I'm only a fly on the
| don't damage or break anything
el dont harm or dam anyone and hurt or break anything,
hat | do,
will be judged, | will be stared at, | will be swatted
Maybe if | stay still enough I'll becorme invisible to the naked eye
And maybe then, I'll become one with the walls surrounding me,
just a blur of color in an assortment of decoration
Even though I've found myself in this position,
should find peace to rest my
I should find cont ching the world go by.
While others stare and swat,
| observe and am still
I am only a fly on the wall,

“k of dust in the grand scheme of life

3\

Whi

inas

REPTILIA“ MA'ESTV. Emi Gil 24, Pencil




0“ PO'“TE. Olivia Heyna 27, Pencil

THIGH GAPS.

Daniela Roig 26

) show their bodies on al media

apps It's just anc
0 make little girls snap
the intention all a

strong

kinny or fat then
needing

“I'said r y
What am | t

pbecome rr

ork that | putin
on a tight end
e friend

To extend

Ahand even if it is just pretend
Sorry I don't look like y
And you don't have in
If only that was
“What at

e girl who has that effect Incorrect!

tTh

Nething to pro

|| ff}r\ that trap
Even with no thigh gap




YOUR
SONGBIRD.

Catalina Frias ‘25

i hear the ladies say “what a gorgeous creature’,
and the men praise the “melodious song”,
the demand "sing louder for us”

i stepped insic
(willing to do tfr
you chained me in a cage
given me a script for my song
I'll entertain on your stage

I'll sing for you until my notes fal

rat

the women complain “it's too much.”
the men pro the "infuriating racket”
they demand “don't sing

why don't you just,

stop’?
was i born to stop?
you didn't teach me to stop?

now do i stop?,
when mMmade
when icando

(or so you made me be
I sUNg your script,

put my notes have fallen flat

ieve)

and now you inquire:
i've taken the nee
you've reaped

N h i\’/

FllG“T- Hailey Scott 25, Digital

27




BLUE LIGHT AS THE NEW SUNLIGHT. - ci 2/ renci

IS THIS REALLY
EASIER FOR ME?

Emma Velasco 24

Staring at this prompt,
My brain is blank with no thought.
Should I type this into Chat GPT?
Just to make it easier for me?

Artif ud\ \r‘ elligence. No,
A mind with endless e
eWriting my v 1 NO sense,
erfection, teachers \ should re
g, Bus ﬁ@?ﬁ, or even a tailor,
ything,

) every major

f Madont na,

/Ift and Rihanna,

jence.

mpe

> of life, impossible to live,
:;%ww reality like an eclipse
Textbooks and studies quickly irre
Lack o '—)U nulation,
our brai somethi
ver, paintings a
which ar L)@W”} oro fjuiw

evant,

AHUTT“\L atou rﬂm erti

hﬂ to do with it?

Pe\ ause in the trajectory the world is moving,
Very quickly we will easily ruin it

Like wood to fire,

Encapsulating knowledge the wc

The burning passion to be all Krvx“ ir

Leading Tﬂe earth to a path,

That is unknowing

OM
QV

d desires,

9




REAL ESTATE.

Reese Spence 26

GCo ahead. Say how you really
feel. Talk all you want about
how you think I'm embarrassing
or LQ\” or annoying or clingy. |

ca most picture it—a scroll
unraveled, unfurling into infinity,

etched with every critique you've
crafted about my existence. But
as you revel in the symphony of

your critigu 1@@, know this—I have
Jg\ ned a corner in the vast
1dscape ufv ur thoughts
My nce, my essence,
occupies precio uare footage
in  the intricate architecture
of your consciousness. You've

erected towers of judgment and
mansions of disdain, all dedicated
to housing the mere mention of
my name.

Your words, like relentless
tenants, occupy the rooms of
your mind, echoing with every
syllable of my identity. My name
echoes through the hallways
of your thoughts, reverberating
with a frequency that suggests
obsession. While you obsess over
me, dissecting every facet of my
peing, | roam free, unburdened
- “WT of your scrutiny.

So, go ahead, allocate more
rea csmm O my exister Letmy

name Logum* the cornerstone
of your internal monologue,
for in doi Nng so, you unwittingly
concede that | hold power over
the landscape of your mind

As you dwell on me, | remain
unscathed, while you remain
ensnared within the walls of your
own Tixation.

splnAll“G. Madeline Jennings 26, Beads & Pen




DISCOVERV. Lynette Fernandez 24, Pencil & Marker

Emma Cendros 26

[0 be a woman is to hear unwanted names
while attempting to walk down the street
To be a woman is to fear leaving the house alone with,
or without protection
To be a woman is to be compared
It is worrying about the fine line between a thin waist or a plump one
It is the stress of
‘Am | trying too hard with my makeup today?" or
‘Amn | wearing enough makeup today?”
tis to see another body and point out all the ways
it be? T look like her own
To be a woman is to drown in others opinio
It is the consta r\t need to meet the rcquv@ mnents of others
that were set in the craters of th rmoon
At times, to be oman is to be excessi /“\\/ emotional
But oh, to be a woman is to feel emotion like no other
To have fire and co ompassion

To fee ast drop of hurt when it is right,
put to smile in the mirror when the tears have subsided
Tc find pleasure in the simple morning routine

find the beauty in all
TO pe a woman is to pick another woman up while she is down
To have a never \md\ Ng support group
[0 be a woman is to succeed and live and laugh
To be is woman is to feel powerful in whatever she is to w
To deliberately pair each ring, bracelet, and necklace
To be a woman is to be tender, WTQH\”]DrT QUOHQ

r that day

OH TO BE A WOMAN.

To be a woman is to push through the day no matter what it hurdles at her

To be a woman is to love with every ounce of herself
Oh, to be a woman




Natalia Caridad Perez- Rodriguez 24

a tlerra que mi cu QV’DC) no r

Hara ser calzados por tacones de
Repiqueteando contra calles de adoquin,
playas adornadas por guijarro brillantes t

ndo plavas
2NdO Playas

Mi alma pertenece

Mis pies hecho

O atrave

el so
tria, Atlantis perdido al mar
0s a ser permanentemente quemados

sol ardiente, que
Nca sentiran

Mi corazon llora ;,m

Mis homlbros destinac

alecon

deunar w\fﬁ#f% \
)’\Lk y d\_/ dd

O su

Y en mis suefos oigo \d
amor con dec

Por manos c:

de domind
sobre la repisa

No
7arm:,>o<,o en \; t;»cr dera Lt‘ﬂ,z\dd al viento de un huracan.
ue en la sombra de montanas escondidas

Y aungue te busq
detras del sol,
O en las arrugas que adorr el rostro del abuelo
ue te busgue, no te encontraré

Con muct
Mi patria, mi amor, ahora si te he perdido
a he tenido

huedo recordar lo que nunc

No ¢

PATRIA PERDIDA.

S“E“os DE llBERTAD. Elena Alvarado 24, Acrylic




LOSING.

Emma Hernandez Moran 26

I'look into the

real lives

with real thoughts and

And | think to myself they can't be alive
eriencing the ¢

3ecause when

>s on My knees
ogizing for being right

From ap

My skin is
But they

ay that's just the sun
I think its radiation but they don't hear what

I've said
They're having to much fun

vhat's inside

0 x-ray your mind

tto know if that'swhere | r
vhat id find

Because blood is not thicker than water,
remind us

But ey
And blue

Have | e

ve

find myself alon:
In the light in which | look thro
The light in which | see

I ho
through
= they aren't gon

e
u think like | do

T"E pAT". Irene Rubero 24, Digital

317




MARV. Jacqueline Perez- Abreu 26, Acrylic on paper

HEALING
ECHOES.

Ines De Lapuerta 24

2 months left until departure

My cheeks tiff with dried tears as I sit in a
garden of tissues. You console me, but I've been here
h"\PVQ and know that your flowers of promises will
SO0N \ y. You've stopped r uring me, and
left the garden: we bo %' silently agree not to talk about
it anymore. But I'm fine; there is still time.

re

| month left until departure:
The ache in my storr
| push it down. There is still t m
printed shirts and pants. I've a
you. Your facial hair has chang
and cr Me against your lovir

e t~ Tgma@:

yg hated green on

> hort and blunt,

expressions. You are not
n I will have T( chanc

the o etoc e.S e too
But I'm Mm “there is still time.

1 day left until departure:

Why must you go? We are brought back to the
garden from mo m'w ago and see the wilted flo
j\\, floor. People in the Middle East need you, but
It'scomplicated, you say, and d )
It seems as 'M,Jah you've picked
own flesh and blood: them over W mothe

and fathers need to be relieved Tmfn Th@ r position,

but what about my father? Why must it be vou to take
their place? | know I'm being selfish, but | do ant

to relive three years ago and have to chamge aga\’d
3ecause deep down, | kno

W there is no more time
Deep down, | knew there never any time.

/that.

others




WINDY LIFE.

Madisyn Taylor Ramirez 26

In the dance y
A Da Tmer unseen, gu udu”u our\
It whispers softly, a gentle breeze,
Or roarswith m m*ﬁ through tc

f life, th

Just like the wind, our lives may s
In Mmoments of calm, or storms at bay.
It carries us forth, on journeys unknoy
Through trials and tmumphs

'

With each gust and > learn to adapt,
[o bend, not break, in the Fd >\"m ishap
Forin mc wind's omg‘thertg sdom to find,

A\ rhythm of resilience, in heart and in mind.

0 let us embrace, this wind that
nd trust in its guidance, throuc
H)r in the flow, of life's fleeting ¢

We find strength, in the wind's gentle trance.

e share,
joy and despair

~N and we've flown

REMI. Annie Valcarcel 26, Acrylic & Mixed Media




All l“ TIME- Emi Gil, 24, Marker




T“E GARDE“. Madeline Jennings 25, Acrylic on canvas

THE FIRST WOMAN.

6

She is born from rib of man,
Not from his knees,

So as not to lay at his feet,
Nor from his skull,

So as not to look down on him.

She is made from his side,
The cage that protects the heart,
S0 acs ad with him.

The first woman is created to protect man's heart,
And he v S

ers.

When Cain is first formed in the womb of Eve,

She does not yet know that the sickness that ails her is a sign of life
and not death,
When Eve sees the
She does not yet know
a flood,

When the first son

)

She does not yet know that the son she has birthed
Will be a harbinger of death for her second

Woman's first breath brought life to the first son,
Yet it is her son who takes her last.

V.

A daughter of E
Unmarked by her sins,
Gives birth to the cure,
The redemption he'll bring

It is through the New Eve,
Whose son is Lord's Word,
That water of the womb,
Who brought life to man,
Turns to blood of the Lamb




PLAVED WIT“. Sofia Huerta 24, Mixed Media

17




WE ALWAYS DREAM.

Sara Isabel Gonzalez 24

[ live my life in my room. People
say | need to get out more and do
something with th S M e of mine but
to be frank, my life has lived far longer
in this simple place

My floor is filled with stains, plastic
cups, dirty clothes, and nicknacks
that suddenly appear. My room is also
filled with memories. What the floor
carries now used to be filled with old
toys, stuffed animals, freshly spilled
nail polish, and mud. It's all covered
up now but it still lingers

hese walls, now gray, were once
3uUtifu bdb_/ pink and blue. The
en dresser and nig \tcfam took
the spot of koopsjkr ones. My bed,

oved to the corner, became
out frames. The once-white
vamt\/\ :p\a—tccd with a desk filled
with my belongings. And tucked
n my closet, rest the teddy bears and
other memoirs of my childhood.

Sometimes when the sun shines
through my window | can see a
hint of pink underneath the grey.
When | look outside | see myself as
a kid again. She's playing with the
headphones her dad got her, basking

the notes that flow through the
Pod into her heart, and she's glowing
in the sun \ght

Life seem

n

Is

o))

\/

0

so simple back then.

| used to praise people who e
f‘\dc Lham me L\’k'\ my brﬂthr‘rc

l\wraTe\ya\m %\“f rejec ted

“You're too young, they say.
Rﬁpeﬁesd\\/ hearing "Maybe
you're our age you can play,” kno
that age would never change their

rds.
So, | s always surrounded by

the company of my Barbies, bears,
and dolls. No matter how full my
room looks, no matter how much
| put in this s of rmmc, it feels
so empty. Looking back, | miss the
fresh stains on the carpet, T%e carved

rds on the
the residue of stubborn
mostly | miss the memorie

me company.
It's these little things that you
realize when you're growing older.
Those dumb things you thought you
forgot about. See, now | wish | could
go back. | sh | had ta more
pictures of th mqf love but yet, little
/ stubborn when it

Is of my room, | miss
stickers, but
s that gave

to her pwcm,weg
ould say life is like my room
changes over time and there's
bthing we can truly do about it. Our
decisions become our life's purpose
Every small tiny thing we do will tie
ther our futures. Honestly, that
Jyhtens me. But we can't let that
defy our purpose
Lifeistooshorttoworryaboutwhat
we do and change is just a part of our
Change will eventually become
the normality seek. Small little tiny
thingsarewhat I love the most. Things
that | once thought had no meaning
to me finally become this engulfing
happiness that surrounds me. It's a
onel ling though; childhood has
already been a }‘,,art of us. It's finally
saying goodbye as we welcome our
adulthood. We e our ne
selves into thisw
This is our chabg@ One day, this
change will be our routine as
welcome another new thing. | leave
openin h‘upes of catching

with the birds. The teddy
bears in my room dance as | sleep
ike ghosts from a past long ago. The
walls begin to cry, washing away the
grey and welcoming back the pink
My stuffed animals drink their tea
telling stories of their dreams.

Shhhn they say. "She's finally

cpl”
We cannot return, but we can
ys dream

that my younger self

-1531,62,4611. Veronica Pernas 25, Acrylic on canvas




VIE““A- Lynette Fernandez 24, Pencil & Marker

START OF A JOURNEY.

Emma Cendros 26

For just a moment, | close my eyes. | take in
the JC\—‘MT of what seems like a million spices. |
listen to the s )umd of people chanting, yelling,
ard\awm ng shtelagl} when | hear the
mMman attempting To sell a hand painted quartz
vase to my mother, and her making the same
effort to understand his amerature English
through his prominent Turkish accent

or a moment, | tf*ouq Nt | must have been
dreaming; Mat;hﬁrex anding
ir Grar d E’ddef in Istanbul,

th the

The even mg of our returning flight as
my mom and | sat at our dinner table and
reminisced over a hot plate of Latin America
frijo (Of course that meal could never beat
the one we had in Santorini) she asked me a
jon that | thought to be absurd. “Did you
truly have fun?”

| must have been so enchanted by our
European trip that | could not show any other
emotion than pure amazement. "Of course |
did". | began to recount everything that | had
loved. From the crystal blue waters in Mykonos
to the ancient cisterns underneath the most
Y > /as amazed.
1at moment | knew that | was made to
trave\ \heT | had truly lived and that | would
e to live to see more of the world and
more of those cherished magical

NAS
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MAMI.

Catalina Garcia 26

e word

Mami, such a simp
but to me there's meaning, seldom heard

1D3BIT e, zonbLipoy -zo15d LiPIoN * NI QD

For everything | am today,

My mother's love shoy

I'll love my mother all my days,

For enriching my life in so many ways

She set me straight and will set me free,

And that's what the word, mami,

o me

Means




8-BIT NOSTAGLIA.

Isabella Cabrera 25

The smell of chlorine lingers on my skin as
my best friend, Carolina and |, giggle quietly
by the side of her pool. We're in fifth grade,
too tiny to imagin world bigger than her
backyard and our small, private elementary
school. We CPD nd our summer day
toeach o ginginthep
playing games that only knew %cm
play, going back home, and doing it all ove
again the next day. Our play date
hourson end, going from the e

rly morning
to the cicada-filled hum of the evening
But by far, the most important part of our

days he time we spent playing on each
other's DS

After spending most of the day in the
pool, we would get changed anc
into Carolina’s room. Quietly,
“h on both of our DS

figure out

which game w buld play together. More
often than rut \t ~vould be Animal Crossing

or one of the various Pokemon games | had
introduced her to. We would spend the late
afternoon immersed in these games, with
her teaching me how to properly care for
my town and my villagers while | taught her
which Pokemon was the right one to use in
a specific battle.

When | think about my childhood, | can
remember each stage of my life as a video
gamﬂ

ne of my ear memories to date is
of o\aymg fuk@mom Diamond Version. |
remember being in a dark movie theater
and having my parents plop a DS right
into my hands to keep me entertained
Immediately, I was enthralled
had a j/s; enjoyed stories and using
my imagination, and while | was too young
to truly umd >rstand what | diNg 1IN
these games, | sensed that the narrative
was complex and intricate. | kn at there
were pieces of the puzzle that | lonc
understand, but didn't kn how to put
them together. All the while, I fell in love
the colorful characters and intense battle
scenes that | played through
As | transitioned into my later elementary
school years, my parents became an

integral part of helping me learn to figure
out complex narratives. My mother, an
elementary school English teacher, instilled
inmea \“ve for writing t still
follows me around to this day. My father, a
movie buff, introduced me to

many different movies and armed with
the literacy skills my mom taught me, I soon
fell in love with movie analysis and movie

My dad also fed my video game passion

like there was notomorrow. Pretty soon, | had
a DS, 3DS, Wii, Wii-U, and Nintendo Switch

in a couple of years. My da re filled with
playing more Pokemon titles, diving into the
world of Splatoon, and exploring the vibrant
and colorful world of Paper Mario. | also even
dabbled in Pokemon cards, learning the
art of negotiation as | tried to convince the
other boys to trade cards with me

Once | @r‘t@r@d middle school, ’)“ ngs
b"u@m to get serious. My mom did nt

e to spend so muc.h time on my dew
and my p?re“tg poth began to emphasize
gradeseven more. | was never a bad student,
but they wanted to make sure | was set to be
accepted to the high school of my dreams
my time spent playing video games
sed, but | yearned to enter ud(,,k into
whatever imaginary world Nintendo had in
store for me that day. | watched videos on
stories of different
>njoyed playthroughs
/ere popular at the
time. | listenec soundtracks of the
Pokemon games enever | studied, an
yearned for the day that | could
throw myself into my childhood fantasies.

As I'm writing this as a junior in high
school, a playlist of songs from Pokemon
Diamond Version blasts through my Laptop
speakers. | still long for my 16-bit childhood
and often feel very nostalgic for my
childhood. My 3DS sits on my nightstand
now, calling out to me, asking me to once
again, immerse myself into the games that
taught me how to think critically and nursed
my p on for storytelling

natever ne

cnlln“oon. Addison Lucas 25, Watercolor




FEEL '“E BREEZE. Tori Turros 24, Digital

SHE'S JUST A GIRL.

Siena Mia Fior ‘26

> g butterfly, spre
Like a mosaic, is a

Dancing through the trials and tribulations of life
Comes laughter o so pure and bright

she tells a tale
pre

With each brea
For she s just a girl w

Her journey unfolds with twists and turns her way
For she is just a girl who shines like a ray

Emotions of the universe, almost impossible to hide
ies @ mother who cares, and is always by her side

She shall never forget from where she came

ner name

Forintheenditisallin

57




SHATTER THE ICE.

Reese Spence 26

ake of my «

as your eyes \
your lips mmrg
nd. But before you
d. | contint
stronger witn €

rry aLm t \u,,w\g
d Th@ fr

\Me even the st touch could
se the ice to crack beneath ou

sinto a flailing mess \
ur shared hesitation, shoulders. The fra
f us that longs to S
overcome the

declare, feeling the
ords lifting off my
tures in the ice

d“r me a fool,
Jing lightly. |
\g o bear my emotio
ht here, right
my voice un
he vulne

opposite
Ning for co )
scared to make the Ws move

But maybe, just maybe, there's
a hint of bravery Whm us, a smal
spark of
fo rd. Even

heart and €
muster the As the truth
pbetween us, | bre \
respon 2 iv to face \
reven ify
ether know that it wil
umbu derw

mind. ‘| m\q% o
love you," | blurt Jut fho cor wﬂ

) the crisp winter air.
moment of stunned
ly by the cracking
of the ice beneath us

@
o
2

o
ﬁ

?. Sofia Caballero 26, Mixed Media




T“E IO“R“EV. Madeline Jennings 25, Acrylic on canvas

Sara Isabel Gonzalez 26

If | could, I'd make it rain u\'L;:'r. For
when it rains glitter, everyone would be
able to shinel

| used to be scared of standing out
| used to hide behind the s
small-minded people

Sometimes, | still do and | think that is
perfectly okay.

We

orn buried in the dirt and

swal d our way out of it. We are filled
with worms amd maggots, yet branches

sprout out of our hands and flowers
bloom out of our eyes. We are our ¢
freaks of nature! But as the fundamen
parts of nature, our branches are
chopped, and our flowers are picked
Even if they do grow k, they'll never be
the same. S r bodies gr
that resemb of the child
were, that tree, and that flower.
Maybe change isn't all that bad? We
don't have the answers to all the mysteries
of our world but we do he
Sometiry well mostly, | Thrk
alone. Covered in ar\d
in a dark corner. where in that
dark corner, a star ns to appear. Not
a flower or a tree, JUSL a simple star. The
moon begins to float near so | reach
and swallow it. The stars become my eyes
and the moon my belly. If | could plant
flowers on the moon | uld. But for now,
have stars f@r my eves and the moon

not suit me very \
Change feels like not fitting into your
favorite pair of pantschange feels like the
loss of a mother, change feels like that
void, in the pit of my heart, getting ever
so large. Change is like an empty house
once filled with happiness and
\auﬂﬁ“r Even the moon is dull and the
ell, the stars have blinded me

t's a glittery sensation of blindness. |
don't dislike it nor do I like it but change

LET IT RAIN.

will become our normal one day. Let us
ot cry but look forward to that familiar
’eehrq

ch people go about their everyday
s with different facial expressions. So
many people with so many feelings. | think
that is something that lifts this loneliness
up a bit. The pervm next to you pr fmab\y
has felt the way you fee
they still do. Evenind y
and even in meadow wers die. So if
you ask me about society's standards
uty and uglir I ' would say the
of things, "‘Beauty” and “ugly”
t define a life. Beauty can kill and
ugly can grow.

| believe life is quite beautiful

For instance, | trap myself in my room
to hide from this world and wh (
out | see beautiful skies and in here, it's
rotten. People choose ugly and unlikeable
things because we feel that
ourselves. We are too s
beauty b are afraid of what
people will fhmk Life is cruel but it's also
radiant. Life vfco\a

Who kne could burnanddanceat
/\/ho Kkr S
1es and flo s back? \f ho
such a scary thing? We
5 to everything so
Whv MT@ is umexpected That's why
v the moon and have stars as

=

want to see what we want and
want what we cannot have. It's unfair but
it is our truth sh the truth could be a
lie but no onelli lies

So let it rain glitter. Let us all shine for a
moment or two. It could be our last but it
could also be our first. Lif unexpected
so grasp it by your hand and never let go
ﬁmd maybe, just maybe, we can plant
flowers on Th@ moon

I
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AM 1 BEAUTIFUL YET?

Reese Spence 26

‘“Tothose waiting in love, be patient. Love is
a total drama queen, It's just waiting to make
an entrance.” “This book is for everyone who
once loved a boy and felt those butterflies
overwhelm them in the best possible way.
And, well, if the boy didn't love you back,
shame on him!What a jerk”

If you're curious about the preceding
quotes, they happen to be book dedications
Often overlooked, book dedications are
a subtle yet profound way for authors to
pestow high honor upon individuals or a
select group they wish to commend or
highlight. The numerous volumes adorning
my shelves share a common thread in their
dedications—they are all tributes to the
hopeless romantics. Those who believe that
love may forever elude them, who stand on
the sidelines while their friends effortlessly
find love, perpetually longing. Longing to
feel the love that they find only between the
pages of books These are the individuals
whose minds are plagued by thoughts of
love and its elusive nature, yet they seldom
exper'\emm it because in this era of “talking
stages’ they just don't fit the bill. | find myself
squarely within this category.

| observe from the sidelines as everyone
around me falls in love, or at the very least,
dips their toes into the metaphorical ocean
of love and dating. It's an all-consuming
ocean, appearing liberating and refreshing
from a distance, tempting some to take
the p\umgﬁ Yet, many underestimate the
overwhelming waves of heartbreak and the
inescapable pull of the current of fleeting
feelings. As mentioned earlier, | fall into the
category of hopeless romantics, but this
“lassification wasn't a random occurrence
Society preoet@rmmeo my position in this
category from the moment | was born

Look around, and you'll notice that
society has crafted this unattainable beauty
standard—an ideal that seems within reach
only through surgeries, chemicals, or the
magic of filters. For us wormen, anything that
deviates from the so-called 'norm'—curves,
hip dips, cellulite, stretch marks, a non-flat
stomach, or a nose that's not ‘just right'—
is unfairly stamped as unattractive and

undesirable. Now, | happen to wear these
features proudly—curves, stretch marks,
and a nose that's not incredibly skinny.
Maybe you share some of these traits as well
According to societal norms, our chances of
finding sormeone who appreciates us for our
authentic physical selves are deemed slim,
as we are perceived as unappealing. We find
ourselves compelled to squeeze into a mold
that was never designed for us. With each
unsuccessful attempt, we question, "Am |
peautiful yet?"

Imagine realizing that the more boxes you
check on society's ‘unattractiveness' list, the
more your desirability supposedly plummets
[t hit me like a ton of bricks, that reality sinking
my heart right into the pit of my stomach.
This truth became crystal clear back in
middle school, just as my romantic dreams
were starting to take shape. In the blink of
an eye, the idea of being the protagonist in
my own romance story felt like it was slipping
away, slipping through my fingers and out of
reach forever.

‘Beauty is in the eye of the beholder”
was a saying coined by Margaret Wolfe
Hungerford, an Irish novelist whose light
romantic fiction was popular throughout
the English-speaking world in the late 19th
century. This saying means that beauty is
different for everyone. It's often used when
talking about someone or something that
doesn't look like what most people think is
pbeautiful. The question of whether beauty
is a matter of personal judgment has been
a topic of discussion since ancient Greece. In
Love's Labour Lost, Shakespeare expressed
the idea that beauty is determined by the
perception of the observer, stating, “Beauty is
pought by judgment of the eye " Benjamin
Franklin similarly noted in Poor Richard's
Almanack, “Beauty, like supreme dominion, is
but supported by opinion.” Do we no longer
agree with Margaret? Do we no longer agree
with Shakespeare or Ben Franklin?! Society
cannot make blanket statements about
what is “beautiful” when not everyone has
the same opinion. There are 8 billion people
in the world. Do you really think all of them
perceive beauty in the same way?

As I've described, society didn't make
the search for love or dating particularly
smooth for me, so | immersed myself in
romance novels. It seemed that being a
hopeless romantic was my destined path,
and reading turned out to be a positive
outlet for my emotions. Through these
books, | cou\d envision myself as the female
protagonists: feeling butterflies, navigating
the Como\exmes of love, and dating in
high school. | vicariously relished all the
parts of romance through the pages of my
books, which served as a lifeline for me. |
found myself falling for every love interest

encountered in my books, growing more
infatuated with each paﬂ@tumed
know that the right guy will eventually
and unexpectedly stroll into my life like that
elusive sock that always disappears in the
laundry—just when | least expect it, he'll pop

lOST SELF. Leandra Esteves 25, Digital

up and turn my world upside down. I'm sure
you'll experience the same, so let's both brace
ourselves for the rollercoaster of butterflies,
tears, and inevitable bickering that await usin
future relationships. In the meantime, as yo
wait for that perfect person's grand entrance,
take a crash course in self-love. Smile at every
so-called “imperfection” on your body — after
all, who needs airbrushing in real life? Keep
loving vyourself because there's someone
out there eagerly waiting for that unique
brand of affection only you can offer. So, as
you adventure into the world of romance,
stay authentically you. And to those still
wondering, "“Am | beautiful yet?” Well, let me
assure you, you were beautiful before; you're
beautiful now, and you'll always be beautiful.
Embrace who you are, display it, and \@T love
find its way to you




MY FOREVER
BEST FRIEND.

Emma Velasco 24

| have never fought with my interpreted it as y
prother with obstacles interfering with yJL
Four years older than me, he pJL ), to highlig hL the importance of
akes pride in his work, education, overa,@mmgt“%rr.
de commitment to scholarship Embracing his dark reality, the
Looking up to h\mfﬂm’wtf*e«’“ episode ends with Bojack coming
was born, admiration anc to terms with his fate. VYet, this
pursue the same goals k?f : frightened me
persfm al mission. Idid not
“What's your favorite class at less t“am what | era'Y‘Qd of when |
school?” my brother asked me wa /‘f*t@'ﬂ to be someone to
earnestly the summer before I began mﬂ k my kro ler's success, in a
my high school journey. | quickly he could grasp.

osettleforanything

respond with “Lunch?” Although | ‘That episode he
al s had aspirations, the Thouq 1t commented as the chmx rolled.

IS eV CrossecC Y a. ~ouldn’ 1ave 1eC ore
had never crossed my mind couldn't have imagined a more
Staring at the same four walls perfect ending”, | swiftly replied.

that made up my hospital room for Yet for myself, | did. And so did he
two months straight only added to During our conversation, we
my lethargy and lack of motivation discussed the trials and U’\@J\jUOHQ

encountersin life,and
oted for his success

With only a couple weeks before  thatthishc
his departure to coll
and | decided to bir
Netflix show Bojac e may mT know it,
Imagine a cartoon world our conversation triggered my
humans and animals of human- determination to make my actions
likeness living through the most reflective of my motivation. With
tragic events imaginable. a newfound sense of myself, and

SHINY CROWN MEMORIES. - i rcnos ‘25, Mixed Media The title of the finale: The View longing to attain my dreams, my
From Half Down' Its meaning, forever best friend, my brother,
nowever, w one about which spar k( d that light u‘uwtmr 1 me.
my brother and surprisingly 5 him in

'

disagreed. Having dug a hole for of Horseman's idol
myself, losing to procrastination and  reminds me that, "It's a little late for

bad decisions, | could see myself in  should've beens. You know what you
] my hf\pe% s ’Td “Jmar*f far  should do now
from reality. Conversely, my brother

67




Isabel Gonzalez 25

| used to tell myself when | was little,
‘It make sense w hem I'm older”

And | guess | still do that.
[he guitar that stands iqs:\/, unused since middle
“I'l have time when I'm older,” freshman me would say,

but the guitar is still desolat siting for a player.

tell myself I \ read the Bible more uﬁ@ﬁ

Every new year, |
put it sits there on my nightstand, the spine fresh and the pages un-
frayed. “When I'm older," | promise myself, “I'll have time then.”

other than academics,
s and athletics and looks,
buld come naturally

Confidence rooted in th\’r O
maybe in God rather than grade
ays thought

is something | ah A
en | was old
But here | am, as old as I've ever been,

and | still don't kw\ N What to do

| imagine the most perfect version of myself,
agirlwho'is L,hdp\) \,,geﬂcaHy authentic, unab:s
but she's alw
This Q”T@\T me is
WV hcm ['was young, th \; o) \rf;xt girlv

n eighth grade

nigh school, this girl was a junior.
Now that I ar _', nior,
this girl is a carefree, vivacious college student.
Wil | ever meet her, this perfect me?
Will I ever hold her hand, will | ever become her?

Maybe when I'm older.

WHEN I'M OLDER.

S|e1sbd 4z, PAOD bAT .1“Iu
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