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DEDICATION TO MR. RIBEIRO 

 

 

 

This yearôs Literary Magazine is dedicated to Mr. Bruno 

Ribeiro. You may know him by his ñpalabras ¼tilesò, love of 

f¼tbol, or adorable son, but today we want to highlight his 

place here at Haldane for letting us all know his kindness, 

patience and humor. Thank you Mr. Ribeiro for always 

believing in your students and treating us as individuals; for 

taking the time to get to know each of us and work with us, 

flaws and messy conjugations in tow. It isnôt every day that 

we are lucky enough to have a teacher whom we can also 

call a friend. Le queremos con todo lo respeto.  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

  

 



 

In Memoriam 

Ms. Lori Isler 

(1963-2018) 

 
 

 

 

 

 

ñAnyone who does anything to help a child in his life is a 

hero to me.ò 

-Fred Rogers 

 

Ms. Isler was a hero to each and every one of her students. 

- The Insight Staff 
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Rocks 

 

So often are men likened to rocks; 

Tough, chiseled, sharp. 

And so often when one seeks to mock, 

Sensitive, gentle, soft. 

  

But are men not human? 

Should we not feel, 

Not show weakness, 

Not seek help when in need? 

And are these ñwomanlyò traits 

Not just humanity? 

  

The world is no place 

For this assignment of roles. 

Instead, we must face 

That we all must feel. 

  

Feminine or masculine, 

We all experience pain, 

Moments of weakness, 

Empathy. 

So why alienate our fellow man 

When we he lets this side show? 

  

-Reid Sandlund 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
Bottle In the Woods 

  

I sit quietly on a log. 

The blistering wind glances off my face 

I watch the leaves dance by me, 

Filling the dead of winter with brief life. 

The wind whistling through the trees 

And the leaves crinkling in its wake 

Are the only sounds that reach me. 

  

Here, the world is near untouched 

But for me, and my brethren; 

Left by some children, doing 

What they ought not do. 

  

But, like those children, I am uncaring. 

I smile down on my kin 

From my place on my log, 

Like a king watching his subjects 

From his mighty throne, 

And the wind draws a tune from my belly. 

  

-Reid Sandlund 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
The Doe 

  

The stagnant doe 

Often so elegant, so noble, 

Now caught in the stillness of the night. 

Its eyes shine, 

Glossy, drawn wide open. 

Itôs long, spindly legs 

Stand rigid on the asphalt. 

  

Its eyes are fixed on mine 

And for a moment, we connect. 

Two souls; 

One so young and one far older. 

Weathered, stately, tired. 

As I draw quickly closer, 

Her eyes do not leave mine. 

  

And while we connect, 

In the brief second 

In which we truly see each other 

She does not feel my terror 

Sudden, encroaching, staggering. 

  

Then, a loud thud, 

A squeal of tires, 

And in that split second, 

A noble soul is stolen away. 

  

-Reid Sandlund 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
Through Every Millennium 

  

Sitting tall and vast 

Staring over the horizon 

Sitting on a river blue 

That cuts into you 

  

A harbor of life 

A place of nature 

But yet here you are alone 

You donôt feel at home 

  

The river feels your pain 

And cuts the land around you 

Slowly creating your family 

Creating mountains around you 

  

So here you are 

A mountain that stands tall 

Surrounded by others of your kind who 

All look up to you 

 

Time is only relative so 

Through every millenium 

Here you still are 

A harbor of life 

  

-Doug Donaghy 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Painting by Bridget Goldberg 

 



 
 

 

 

 

Coldest Winter 

 

The cold winter night 

A powerful wind whistles and blows 

All that can be heard is just 

A house that creaks and groans.  

 

Restless on this night 

Sleep has never been so hard to catch. 

The wind keeps blowing on and on 

A manôs life flickers like a match. 

 

Autumn has turned to winter 

For this unfortunate man 

As autumn passes the leaves all fall 

Our man grips onto what he can  

 

As time slowly slips away 

On his life our man does contemplate 

A long and brutal life it was 

But his reflection is too little, and very much too late 

 

The powerful wind blows out his match 

The once sturdy house caves in  

The house is taken up and away 

And is forever lost in the wind  

 

-Doug Donaghy 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

Freefall 

 

I see emeralds forests and toxic oceans 

There are deserts of sand, ice, metal 

I see fields of flowers and stacks of trunks 

Animals bleeding out on grass or ceramic 

 

Now come the cities, bursting with life 

Culture and art grow from every corner 

But that manôs snorting coke and that girlôs on fire 

Press the button and a nightclub goes boom 

 

Small children run and laugh and play 

Bigger ones are enslaved by crystal screens 

Someone gets into a bath with razor in hand 

Someone else is going to the Ivy League 

 

In a few places people of all kinds weave together 

Other times weôre all equal, but straight white men are more so 

Muslims should run, or maybe itôs Christians 

Darker skin is better at hiding bruises 

 

Here are the couples that twist and clutch and shatter 

I see first kisses, lost virginities, marriages, children 

But rapes, breakups, abortions, divorces share the stage 

And sooner or later one of you will be dead 

 

This a world of countless contradictions 

Some people swell up while others shrivel 

Violence is bad unless itôs photogenic 

Jesus loves you except when he doesnôt 

 

There are happy endings and grim conclusions 

Brutal consequences and wonderful miracles 

People are overjoyed or devastated or terribly bored 

Life is just a random--damn, thereôs the ground 

 



 
 

 

 

 

When I hit ground fire swallows it all 

Good, bad, and ugly all disappear 

I am a meteor with no time to judge 

Letôs try it again and see how it goes 

 

 

-Aurora McKee  

 

 

 

 

 

Hourglass 

 

We drown in an endless sea of time, searching for something 

To do, someone to bother, somewhere to explore, minutes 

Passing like molasses through invisible fields of belief 

As we disappear under the empty thoughts in our  

Own heads and wish the clock would move a 

Little bit faster, but we are bored bored bored 

And nothing ever changes anywhere 

Until 

There are so many things to do and no 

Time for any of it as we plead with our parents 

And the fates for the power to read another page, 

Play another round, lie under the covers for a few  

Seconds more, but the bus is speeding away from the 

Curb and everyone has somewhere to be so we rush and 

We rush and rush and rush until itôs over and weôre bored again 

 

-Aurora McKee 

 

 

 

 

  

 



 

Photo by Anastasia Coope 

 

 

 



 
 

 

 

To My Lover 

 
I am sorry, 

To the children who have been neglected.  

To the mothers who have spit fire into their hearts, 

And havenôt felt the chimney smoke in their bellies.  

 

I am sorry,  

For the flowers that have died from the lack of sun, 

Water, care.  

To the seeds that have never grown into gardens, 

Who have never made it to Versailles.  

 

I am sorry, 

For the boys who have been beaten, 

And taught that emotions, 

Are not of God.  

To the fathers,  

Who have not been able to hold a hand, 

Without shivering.  

 

I am sorry, 

To the friends who have felt depleted, 

And morphed their minds into tunnels, 

Without cars driving through.  

To the parents, 

Who have passed down the tradition of self hatred.  

 

I am sorry, 

To my children, 

These people, 

That I was not there at your birth, 

To take you away, 

To show you what life, living, lived, 

Is. 

 

-Shea DeCaro   

 



 

 

Photo by Freya Wood-Gallagher 

 



 
 

 

 

 

Growing up 

 

Why must you speak to me so.  

I am not a child anymore.  

Profane, profanity, I am above such titles.  

 

Speak to me clearly.  

It is as though the words coming out of your mouth are just sounds of another language.  

Your breath is not staccato, 

Your ñiò is not dotted, 

Your ñtò is not crossed.  

 

But you act as though itôs normal.  

 

I thought when I was younger that I just be perfect.  

But when I look at you, I realize that I am anything but.  

Youôre so perfect, that I can easily pick out your faults.  

Youôre so relentless, that I find your moments of weakness alien.  

Youôre so annoying that I love you.  

But I love you so much that I hate you.  

 

I hate your smug grin, 

Full cheeks,  

Soft hair.  

I hate your jeans,  

Your body, 

Your life.  

I hate your hands, 

Your soft hands, 

Your lips, 

I hate you!  

 

But I find it hard to calculate differences between us. 

 

-Shea DeCaro 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

Moving 

 

I am not happy here.  

I am not these flaccid words that sag out of my mouth 

They leave a residue on my tongue.  

I am not this tiny room, this tiny place, this tiny house.  

I am these monotonous beings of grey and black, 

These hopeless colors that infest my brain and mix with my personality, 

This is a chemical reaction.  

But is it really? 

Is the solute just creating a solvent in my brain?  

Is that it? 

Some days I can no longer describe myself with these adjectives.  

Some days I feel like paint.  

The incessant feeling of being something people cannot understand.  

ñBut paint is paint and you are youò 

Paint is a thing and I am a thing so we are one of the same.  

I do not belong here! 

What is it that you cannot comprehend.  

I cannot sit and drone on in my notes about these little things. 

I cannot go home and sit in my bed but I am incapable  of leaving! 

I want somebody to take my hand, 

To breathe my life, 

To show me the wonders I seek.  

I do not belong here, 

But my hypocrisy  leads me to believe that I belong nowhere. 

 

-Shea DeCaro 

  

 



 

 

Drawing by Anneke Chan 

 

 

 



 
 

Sun man 

 

Iôm the sun man  

I do what your average star can 

I spin and I roll  

Et je suis tres drole 

 

Sometimes i exhale and i burp  

Because of what i slurp 

Sorry little ones  

Your in the way of my fun! 

 

I grow grass 

Cook bass 

Make glass 

And expel mass  

And I make things go fast 

While being quite crass  

 

I was around when there was the birth of christ 

I was around with everything nice 

I saw my neglected europa turn to ice  

yeah, sorry I gave life to lice and mice 

 

This blessed golden light  

Brightens the perpetual night 

To those below I give light and might 

To make a little green world bright  

 

My brothers and sisters dance so far  

My family all children are all stars  

For whoôs light touches each planet we spar  

But iôm the king of mars! 

 

Iôm a mellow yellow fellow  

 i donôt play the cello 

But my favorite cereal is stell-os  

 

 

 



 
Iôm the most maseous thing  

 my solar system brings  

Sometimes i sing  

That is the light I bring  

My disciples are egyptian kings 

 

Throughout time and space I ling- 

Er while I keep writing zing- 

Ers your dancing bright bring 

Er 

 

-Owen Carmicino  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 



 

 

Drawing by Arlan Thornquist 

 

 

 



 
Love 

 

It hits you off balance like a wave,  

Suddenly, you feel different like thereôs butterflies in your stomach and twitters in 

the air,  

At first you donôt know what to do or how to feel but then you think 

about it,  

About what it really is and what it means to 

you.  

In the dictionary they define it as something you have deep affection 

about,  

But itôs so much more than 

that.  

Itôs something that anyone would give anything for, just to have 

once  

Something people dream about, but sometimes never 

get.  

To be so close and vulnerable to someone that it hurts if you lose them and it doesnôt 

work out.  

But you donôt give up though because you know that even though love may have itôs 

downs like  

you may never love 

again,  

There is always gonna be someone out there that is meant for 

you.  

 

 

 



 

It might make you crazy to find 

it,  

 

But you can never force it on like a tight pair of 

jeans,  

And when you finally find love, you'll find you'll have the utmost pleasure in 

having it.  

-Athena Stebe-Glorius 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Painting by Cassandra Laifer  





 
 

 

 

 

 

 

Color drawing by Cassandra Laifer 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

Lies We Tell Small Children 

 

The woman takes a last drink and leaps            The angel strums her golden harp and soars  

Splits like a melon on the ground                        Her soft white wings aglow 

 

The heroin dances in his veins                          The nice manôs not feeling too good right now 

Heôll be dead within a year                                 Heôs a little under the weather  

 

A girl was dragged screaming from the window  Rapunzel was so happy to see her prince 

Pills keep her quiet when the men come               Sleeping Beauty was awakened with a kiss 

 

Red noses mean booze, sharp veins mean drugs    Donôt judge a book by its cover 

Youôll never get anywhere with a face like that    Itôs what on the inside that counts 

 

Booze and sweat and gasps and moaning           We closed our eyes and made a wish 

Blood and tears and pain and screaming            The storks brought you down from Heaven 

 

Theyôre dead or in prison or just donôt care     Theyôll be coming back in a little while 

We are all destined for the maggots         Grandmaôs looking down at you from heaven 

 

A billy club turned red with blood        Officer Friendly keeps you safe 

Smoking flesh and black plastic bags         Help will always arrive in time 

 

The touch of a bomb is quick, hot, and merciless       Start the level again, and everything is  

Skin and bones unfold like flowers             fine | Stand the soldier back up and keep playing 

 

Forgive us, darlings, for our lies 

We turns your heads and bind your eyes 

 

We draw strength from your fantasies 

Lies gain power when they are believed 

 

Through your tender vision things are not so bad 

For an instant we are pure again 

 

 



 
Fear not, small ones, for in your time 

You will see as clearly as we old souls do 

 

Perhaps youôll sigh for the illusions of youth 

But oh, how sweet is the cold truth! 

 

Cynicism is a mistress strange and unforgiving 

But freedom lurks in her sharp embrace 

 

-Aurora McKee 

 

 

 

 

 

Last Minute 

 

Last Minute 

What is it? 

Writing poetry for a class 

Before a deadline? 

Or a letter to a dead friend 

On oneôs deathbed? 

Is anything truly last minute? 

For a minute is different each time 

Though always totaling 60 seconds 

And always followed by another span 

That we call a ñminuteò. 

 

-Randall Chiera 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
Procrastination 

 

Hm 

Iôve always wanted to learn about that 

Hm 

Speaking a foreign language seems so fun 

Hm 

I really should get in better shape 

Hm 

Iôve always wanted to read those books 

Hm 

People tell me that TV show is great 

Hm 

Learning how to cook would be so useful 

Hm 

 

Iôll start tomorrow 

 

-Andrew Nachamkin 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


