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Dear Readers,

Over the past year, our life at St. Andrew’s has been defined by 
boundaries and protocols. This distance has made us realize the 
value of a physical publication; a concrete, tactile object one can 
access without the necessity of technology. Therefore, we are proud to 
present this year’s Andrean: portable, flippable and succinct.

The pieces in this year’s Andrean explore a diverse array of 
subjects, but we encourage you to think of each individual piece 
as a conversation between you and the writer. At St. Andrew’s, we 
are constantly communicating with one another, whether it is in 
classrooms, during sit-down meals, or on the Front Lawn. However, 
there are always thoughts and stories that are, for one reason 
or another, left unspoken. To us, this collection of literature is the 
best embodiment of these conversations that never happened, as 
each piece documents the author’s confrontation with emotionally 
fraught moments. We hope this openness will inspire you to become 
more intentional in expressing your thoughts, though it may feel 
embarrassing or uncomfortable.

It takes courage to have such conversations—whether serious or 
hilarious, whether in writing or face-to-face—and we thank the writers 
who have opened themselves up to give this publication its soul. 
Happy reading!

Love,

Madeline Birknes ’21 and William Zhuang ’21 
Editors
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My Name is Daniel 
DANIEL KWON ’22

When we were born into this world, we were given a name
Certain syllables that identify us for the rest of our lives
A simple sound, sharp or soft, that others can link to our faces
To our looks, to our bodies, and to the personalities we form
Through our individual experiences. Today, I would
Like to tell you a little bit about myself. My name is Daniel.

I am separate from the Sestina’s inventor, Arnaut Daniel,
Who reminds us that we are not the only ones with our names.
While he schemed to create this sickening structure, I bet he never knew that it 

would
Be the work we remember him so sincerely for. What a wonderful life
He must have lived, finding deep, pure passion in forming
Sophisticated styles of poetry that cause students to crumple up their faces...

Isn’t it interesting? We do not care for nor remember his face
Yet we remember his name, which I wonder whether we were both named after 

Daniel
The prophet from the Bible, who, in the lion’s den, in an unfathomable fashion 

formed
A fierce faith in his God. Surely, my parents had hoped that, by inheriting his name
I would grow up to be just like him and live a fulfilling life
Free of fear or fray, though a fatal flaw exists in their hope: I can achieve nothing 

with only my will.

As much as I would like to be a writer as witty as Will
Torrey or Gavin Green, I am unfortunately forced to face
The fact that I cannot write to save my sorry little life.
Never has somebody ever stopped to admire my work—the literature of Daniel
Kwon—so I shall state, without doubt, that no publication will ever print my name 
Which, I should understand. Why would anyone want to acknowledge the worst 

writer in the fifth form
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Who also finds it quite daunting and difficult to form
meaningful relationships? At all times, I wish I was as charismatic as Will
Vogel; I wish I was worthy of wearing my name
But instead, I live in fear that my friends might forget my face
And I cannot remember the last time I have heard someone shout out my name, 

“Daniel”
Just for the sake of it. It is with these thoughts that I express my regret for the life I 

have lived.

If God exists, I would ask him for a chance to change my life
To make up for my mistakes and successfully retain all relationships I form
So that I could be proud to declare that my name is Daniel
But, isn’t it truly pathetic? Even if I was to be born again, I would
End up being no different from who I am today. I would face
Similar struggles and fail to overcome them. I would never live up to the value of my 

name.

Though my name is Daniel, I do not deserve that name
As my life is free from structure and severely lacks a form
Yet I will still walk onwards with no expression on my face.

GINO PALACIOS ’21
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Ode to Procrastination 
HEIDI COBB ’21

I applaud your dedication,
No matter where
No matter when
You’re always beside me.

I may only have some math to do,
Or I may be drowning in the piled up work,
But I needn’t fear,
For you’re always beside me 

To give a breath of respite.
Oh, where would I be without you!
Heaven I’m sure,
But it needn’t matter
For you’ve accompanied me to Hell too!

It is my dearest wish 
To shine bright like the moon and stars
And see if you could survive the darkest night
In the cold vacuum I've dragged you to,
Oh if only!

I say this now,
But you and I both know,
You may be loyal,
But it is I 
That cannot abandon you.
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Your Elegy 
MILES KRESIC ’22

After I drove through the gate I stopped the car,
Put it in park and waited until I was able to get out—
I got the flowers from the backseat,
Flowers from Pretty Petals on 6th and Main.
Yes, I know you hated the place
But who could argue with a White Lily Bouquet for Sympathy, 50% off?
The truth is I found out a while ago that I had run out of things to say and feel,
And the only things to remind me of you are the empty chairs, beds, and passenger 

seats.
Much easier for me to forget than if there were pictures, paintings, or anything else 

at all.
So I slammed the car door and walked to your plot, you know, the one by the old 

oak—
I still don’t know why the tree people haven’t cut it down, it looks half dead already.
I put the flowers there, six feet above the steel coffin which, actually,
Was much heavier than I had thought it would be
When we had to carry you out of Holy Cross and then into the back of that black 

Cadillac…
I know I sound bitter, angry, or careless... but the way you left me, the way you left 

us, 
Just seemed so fast, so sudden, I barely had time to get used to waking up alone…
And now that it’s been so long, so many afternoons spent here, at this collection of 

tombstones
Instead of the park, the Uptown Theater, my God, even the DMV...
I’ve forgotten what it was like when all of those chairs, beds, and passenger seats 

were filled with you. I’m bringing some cheap flowers to you and I don’t, I can’t, 
feel anything….

But I’ll keep coming back, because even though I’ve forgotten so much about you, 
I’ve never stopped trying to remember.



THE ANDREAN 2021 v  11

M
A

R
IE

 U
ED

A
 ’2

1



12 v ST. ANDREW’S SCHOOL
JUN CHOI  ’22



THE ANDREAN 2021 v  13

Emperor of Beans 
WILLIAM ZHUANG ’21

It’s been months since he moved from his parents’ place in a small apartment 
building miles and miles away, where a new piece of the ceiling crumbles whenever 
one steps onto the flight of stairs. He was so sick of the way the white ash spread 
into his hair and made the color gray, so he decided to leave. He was suspended 
again that day, this time for punching a guy who happened to be dating his middle 
school crush. Sitting on the couch across from the TV, he was staring at a black 
screen, his parents had cut off the electricity before they left for work. He sat until his 
tailbone started to feel sore, until he was convinced that the screen would never turn 
itself back on, and he went to his room to grab a duffle bag. Some clothes, a pair of 
earbuds, a thin stack of cash from his parents’ room, a pack of cigarettes hidden in 
his drawer, and he got onto the first bus at the station. He knew nothing about the 
place that he was going to, but he didn’t mind, since there wasn’t much at all that he 
knew particularly more about.

He got off in the middle of the city. The plastic dome of the bus stop was covered 
in bird manure. He dragged his bag and walked past blocks upon blocks. People 
here dressed differently with their fur coats and stiff blazers, while he shoved his 
free hand deep into the torn pockets of his Carhartt jacket. The buildings were all 
in the same style: Dusty, red bricks with moss crawling over the surface. Unlike back 
home, where people gathered around trash cans to smoke, people here walked into 
fancy smoke shacks and sat around in metal chairs. Stopping by one, he dug his 
hands into the bag and pulled out the pack of cigarettes, the box all squeezed up 
during the ride. Walking in and sitting, he felt a stare coming from the seat next to 
him. Looking over angrily, he saw a middle-aged woman with long, kind eyes: “I’m 
sorry to bother you, young man. Can I please trade one of mine for yours? I haven’t 
seen those around here in years.” Intrigued by the one in her hand, its filter shining 
gold, he passed one over without speaking a word. They lit the cigarettes from two 
worlds with the same lighter, and after the first drag, they turned at the same time 
and nodded at each other.

It wasn’t the warmest day in the city. There was snot hanging from his nose by the 
time he smelled food. A bunch of people were lining up around the corner, behind a 
sign that said “free food.” Naturally, he found himself in the line. Most of the people 
were older than him, but they were also dragging along duffle bags and wearing 
old coats, so he fit in just well. They were serving bean soup that night, and after a 
whole day on the bus and a whole life of his mom’s recipes, the bland but thick soup 
tasted like the new life he was walking into. While he was sending spoons of beans 
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down his throat, another man sat down in front of him. He was looking out of place, 
wearing a white shirt and a blue tie: “Hey, man. I’ve never seen you here before. You 
new?” “Yeah, just got here today. Trying to find a job around.” He replied with beans 
spilling out of his mouth. Hearing those words, the man gave him a look of doubt: 
“Job? Are you kidding? For someone like you, there’s no job, my friend.” He paused, 
before pressing up to his ear: “Except my place. I’m Jed, welcome to the program.” 
Finishing his last spoonful, he looked up at his eccentric new friend and smirked: 
“Let’s go then.”

He was never one to put much thought into his decisions, why else would he be 
following a complete stranger into a grimy alley? The banged up door was heavy 
to pull, and he was amazed by the huge machines hiding behind all the rust. Some 
old man was working in the back while beans stormed out from the front. “You 
liked those beans? Well, beans are what we do.” Jed got close to his ear again, he 
seemed to be a big fan of doing that. “What would I get out of this?” “A place to 
stay, unlimited beans to eat, and a loyal companion.” “You mean that dude over 
there?” “Yeah, that’s Stewart, your new buddy. Not the biggest talker, him.” “I don’t 
have a problem with that. I wouldn’t have left if people at home didn’t talk so much.” 
“That’s good, that’s good.” Jed patted him on the back, and started to walk away as 
he yelled: “Let’s load up those beans!”

His task was a simple but tedious one: He would scoop the processed beans into 
large containers, seal them up, and prepare them for shipment. Shipped to where? 
He had no idea and no interest in ever knowing. Every ten boxes he packed, he got 
to keep a jar, so why waste time worrying about destinations when he was already 
where he was meant to be? There were no words to be heard from Stewart, and no 
noises coming through the door, so why would he break this silence? The schools, 
the arguments, and the pending adulthood all seemed to be fading away against 
the sounds of beans, pouring, spilling, pouring, and layering up high. Day after day, 
boxes filled up the hollow halls, and the two soon found themselves sleeping on top 
of boxes instead of beds, as there was no room left. For the first time in months, 
he became unsettled. Jed needed to come back, he had to carry away the boxes. 
Otherwise, there were no more beans to be packed. All of a sudden, he felt the 
outside world’s vibration seep into the door, and he became threatened.

The day finally came. Just as the last corner was filled with one more box of beans, 
Jed squeezed through the door, finding the two climbing off of the boxes: “Good 
work, gentlemen. Best storage work I’ve seen yet, so beautifully stacked. Now you 
can feel free to take your beans and leave.” “Wait, what? We can’t leave, we have 
to keep packing beans here. Don’t we, Stewart?” Assuming that Stewart had no 
input, Jed continued: “No, you don’t. Your stock, combined with all of my other spots, 
have now made enough beans for the whole planet to be under a bean soup diet 
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for years. Y’all can take your 
share and leave now.” “No, no, 
no. I’m not leaving, no I’m not.” 
He knelt and grabbed onto his 
messy hair, “Jed, don’t make us 
leave. I will just stay here to work 
more, even for free!” “I’m sorry, 
kid. I’m afraid this is the end of 
our collaboration. Go chase the 
world now, or whatever is left of 
it.” That was when he jumped 
onto Jed.

“I have no other option, 
Jed!” He yelled as he banged 
Jed’s head against the floor 
again and again. Even for a 
middle-aged man, Jed was 
not especially strong, let alone 
matching up against a teenager 
of inexhaustible strength. Soon 
enough, the boxes by their 
feet had their bottoms soaked 
in blood. He kept slamming 
until he lost the rhythm of his 
breathing, until all there was left was screaming. Stewart was still standing in the 
same spot, his eyes fixed on the floor. A shade of red was inked in the soles of his 
old sneakers. “What do I do now, Stewart? What do I do?” Walking away, Stewart 
went inside and turned on the stove. When the leftover beans started bubbling with 
steam, he filled up two bowls, and put them on the cement. Watching Stewart sit 
down and pick up the spoon, his legs finally softened from shivering, and he found 
himself beside the older man, who suddenly seemed so wise and profound. His face 
in the bowl, he ate the beans just as fast as his first night in the city.

JUN CHOI  ’22
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For America 
IZZY NIELSEN ’21

The day of the capitol raid—January 6, 2021

I used to fly your flag so proudly, 
used to dance under 
stars and stripes
red white and blue 
my colors, your colors,
tracing hearts in sparklers on a day all yours—
we sang.
But I am no longer dancing—
I hide your flag in the closet, push it behind the 

coats, 
turn away from your name.

Aren’t you embarrassed, America? 
Do you not feel some shame? 
Is the fiery hot of blush not creeping its way up 

your cheeks? Your ears?
Can you hear over the ringing humiliation? 
Or is it all white
noise? 

I’m sorry, country. I do not mean to draw attention 
to your predicament. 

It cannot be easy to have this happen and wake 
up tomorrow to just keep going,

to face the rest of the world again.
I pity you, 
but I suppose that means 
I pity me 
as well.
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Fun Times 
GAVIN GREEN ’22

The bay doors opening to let the sun filter in,
Lighting up the cobwebs and illuminating the motes of dust on the boats,
And the beginning of another season of hard work and reward.
As the boats settle in the water,
And the rowers take all too familiar positions,
Is waking up at 6am really worth it?

Many people will find that just the simple thought of it is not worth it:
After fifteen-hundred long meters of your body being in
Pain, only then are you able to breathe in a comfortable position.
But why put yourself through seat racing in various boats,
Early morning workouts, freezing water,
And being in pain for most of the race when not being in pain is the reward?

Because if you’re anything like me, you’re a little crazy and the pain is the real 
reward.

In part, the pain shows how far you’ve come, and it
Shows how much you have yet to accomplish. Water
Is a tool to make you stronger, each stroke is a gain in
Muscle, but also mental toughness; telling yourself you are strong enough to push 

the boat
To go faster than anyone around you. It's not always easy, the positions

Required to make a boat move fast are like fighting against nature. But each 
position

Is designed to make you work efficiently with your team, and synchronicity is the 
reward 

that’s hard won. It's the synchronicity that allows you to plow through boats
On the race course. It is a hard task to handle, but making it
A part of your schedule & your being is worth it. It is a race against yourself, and in
Order to win it requires pushing through obstacles, fatigue, and water

Alike. And the times where it is the most fun, when the water
Is compliant and moves with you, when the skills you’ve acquired make the 

positions
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A little easier to bear, and the sun is shining through the cold to let the warmth in,
Those little moments are more reward 
Than any race, because those moments are when it
Feels like you could be there forever, when the work put in makes it feel like the 

boat

Is a part of your being, each stroke easy as breathing, and the sound of the boat
Working together sounding like music. In moments like those, the stress of life 

seems as easily influenced as water,
All I have to do is work hard, be strong, and get fast and all of it will be worth it.
But life isn’t that simple, and the positions 
In life you find yourself in aren't as simple as rowing, and there is not always a 

reward
Waiting for you at the end of your labors. But rowing is one of the things in

Life that I can control, whose labors do produce a tangible reward.
So despite the difficulty and uncomfortable positions,
Early mornings and long days are worth it when I get in the boat.
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The First Carton of Eggs 
ZAIA WILLIAMS ’21

Sometimes I feel like the first carton of eggs
Left half-closed and disdainfully moved aside
Waiting on top of my counterparts, shifted off-center, standing on only three of my 

legs
Knowing how hard I tried

Tried to be perfect and unbroken enough
To stay safe in my cardboard cocoon  
But those hands opened me up to poke and prod, call my bluff
To leave me hanging, leave me strewn

Eventually, different hands close me
Organize me and I blend in with the others
I hold my carton together, back on four legs instead of three
I sit hiding, above me, awaits the fate of another’s

I wait for new hands to pick and inspect them, to see what’s expected
And watch to see, if they’re accepted
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Practice Funeral 
ELIZABETH LEVENGOOD ’21

With a bouquet of dandelions and crossed arms,
my grandpa lays in a red sled — practicing.
My sister and I pulled him across the field of his farm,
and the whole time we are traveling

we discuss how sad it must be to die before your funeral. 
What a waste, to have a whole party thrown for you, without you.
So we decided, on that summer afternoon, that it was unsuitable
for my grandpa to die soon, for he has his own funeral to get through.

We beg him to lay down in a sled and play dead
as we process down the hill, his weight distracts us.
My undead grandpa is heavy on his fake death bed.
It was a successful practice funeral.
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ELERI PHILLIPS ’21
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18 Texts 
CHRISTINE CHEN ’21

18 texts. 
18 texts took me by surprise and 18 texts is all it took for me to fall into the abyss.
Sure, I was dumb, but you have to understand that when you go to a pretty-rural US 

boarding school where you knew no one after spending your entire life in a metropolis in 
China things look different. And confusing. And I was lonely and very much in need of 
a friend, someone who can bridge the two worlds that tore at me. He was one. Kind of. 
He was the kind of teacher you could be friends with, the kind who would treat you like 
an adult when you’re 15 and tell you private things with such candor it felt good to be 
trusted. Such attention I wasn’t getting elsewhere. 

I was his top student and class representative for the two years he taught me. I liked 
science, especially biology. He almost graduated med school. I was casual with teachers 
and had an American accent I borrowed and stole from my friends at a different summer 
camp in the US. He was easy to talk to, one of the only American teachers in my middle 
school. I asked him for a recommendation letter when I applied for boarding schools, 
and he gladly wrote me one filled to the brim with the highest praise even though he 
wasn’t teaching me in eighth grade anymore. He complimented my writing, told me I 
was “real,” unlike other kids, “unlike other girls.” Told me, “don’t you ever change.” Two 
years later, I finally got into the school of my dreams and flew to the other side of the 
world with three quarters of my possessions, ready to start life anew. 

That should have been it. Except it wasn’t. 
I should have said something. Should have seen the signs. Should have told someone 

and shown them the texts he’d send me. Nothing explicitly inappropriate, per se, but I 
was a freshman in high school and he was telling me about how his marriage might 
fall apart and how he used to smoke weed—which is why he dropped out of med 
school months before walking away with a degree—and how depressed he would get 
sometimes. I was trying to be a good friend. I was trying to console him, talk him out 
of doing anything dumb, afraid he might hurt himself. Just trying to be a good friend, 
I thought; the Chinese say that friends across generations are more precious and rarer 
than gold. I should have known that “rare” sometimes means idealistic, non-existent, 
and, even if existing, abnormal. 

But I was young and lonely and naive and desperately trying to fit into a new 
environment, and he told me I didn’t have to do anything except be me. 

I was 16. He was 32. I didn’t for a moment think that when he told me I was pretty it 
was because he actually meant it. 

God, he was married to a woman from my city, the same one he thought had cheated 
on him and was thinking of divorcing until he didn’t. I thought the compliments were 
from a friend trying to help boost my self-esteem, which was at a record low at the time. 
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I thought it was normal for a friend 
to tell you they’d protect you at all 
cost during a zombie apocalypse. 
I laughed. I laughed and texted 
back something along the lines of 
“aww thanks nerd.” I should have 
known. 

But of course I didn’t. 
(Or did I? Who knows. I 

hope not. I really hope not. I 
don’t remember. I tried not to 
remember. Tried so damn hard not 
to remember anything at all. Wipe 
that hard drive clean until no trace 
of that conversation remains. 
Deleted some texts even, which I 
wasn’t in the habit of doing then.) 

I was a deprived attention-
freak and I soaked it all up. It 

almost felt good. 

And then came the texts. 18 of them in the middle of the night during my summer 
break after freshman year. The first one at 2:23 am. The last ones around 6:30. 18 
white bubbles in a string like the last breath of the drowned I didn’t see because I left my 
phone in the dining room to charge overnight, as things were back then. 18 disturbing 
sentences and sentence fragments I had to scroll through at sonic speed while eating 
breakfast with my parents. I knew every word but I didn’t understand them right next to 
each other, strung together like a discordant harmony buzzing in my brain. Seven trains 
of thought raced at once on my surviving three sets of tracks and all the conductors were 
screaming. 

Help!
I called my friend right after my parents left, right after they walked out the door and 

stepped into the elevator while I locked myself in from the inside. All doors and windows. 
I read her the texts, was cry-cursing almost the entire time I wasn’t making confused 
noises. She was disturbed. I was lost. How do you reject your ex-teacher who may or 
may not have just gone through a near-divorce and a close-call and may or may not 
be mentally unstable? What do you say after someone tells you they’ve loved you since 
you were in six grade? How do you not hurt him without hurting yourself, even though 
he’s the adult and you’re just a high school freshman still recovering from a best friend’s 
betrayal, a dozen waitlists and rejections from elite schools, and a stalker sharing my 
whereabouts and spamming my DMs, also as much as 18 texts at a time?

CLARE SLINKARD ’21
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I didn’t block him, didn’t report him, did not tell my parents a word. I gave him a soft 
rejection and told him to let go and pretend it never happened. At least I did. I read Junot 
Díaz’s confessional essay in the New Yorker about his sexual trauma and cried until my 
diaphragm spasmed but I said nothing. Watched the #MeToo movement unfold across 
universities around the world and said nothing. I kept my mouth shut and pretended 
nothing happened for years. Took me a year to sneak it into a deep vent with my closest 
friends at school, people I can trust with my life and let them teach me how to ride a bike 
and climb trees and stay up late watching The Shining with. People my age. Took another 
to tell my advisor, who’s also practically my therapist. Then my then-boyfriend, who even 
apologized and wanted to find him. 

I finally told my parents about half a month ago. I’m 19 now and I thought I was 
ready. I cried for four hours straight spilling secrets I’ve hated about myself. Feared. I 
couldn’t breathe. I still can’t say his name and I flinch now every time a male teacher 
approaches to speak with me. I keep my distance even during office hours, avoid all 
physical contact with grown men, mark my exits in school buildings ready to dash at 
any moment. No, seriously, I would cross the street or pretend to run late to meetings to 
avoid men, strangers or not. I walk with my head on constant rotation, always walking 
faster than your average pedestrian, was almost hit by a bike or a motorcycle on multiple 
occasions because I was trying to shake a “tail.” 

All it took was 18 texts to derail me forever. 
I don’t believe in compliments anymore, not that my imposter syndrome as a writer 

helped. Can’t trust anyone nowadays, not that my paranoia had any issue with that. I 
can’t watch any Eagles game without remembering he’s an Eagles fan, too,  can’t read 
that one short story I wrote in eighth grade because he told me it could win a national 
literary prize, can’t walk into the far side of the teacher’s office on the second floor of my 
middle school where he once sat among stacks of exercise books. 

I read about the controversy around Junot Díaz and couldn’t help but think maybe 
I’ve always been a shitty 
girlfriend and that’s 
why. But how much can 
mental health excuse? 
How much can trauma 
justify, if I can even call 
this incident trauma at 
all?

But what do I know? 
I’m only 19, right? 

All that happened 
was 18 texts.  
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But What if You Crash? 
ZAIA WILLIAMS ’21

I often think of your death
always by plane
However in your sleep deprivation 
you would often find room 
for my illogical thinking that doesn’t correspond
with the reality of things

But I love those things
you do to calm my worries about your death
coming too soon. You remind me you are more likely to die by car not 

understanding how that will correspond
with my fears of now a car crash instead of plane
how those thoughts intrude and take up room 
in my brain. But you silence those thoughts, your logic leaving them with 

illogical deprivation

What if the pilot suffers from sleep deprivation?
I really need to stop doing these things
I can hear your eyes roll as you laugh in my ear over the phone. I’m holed up in 

my room.
I guess this potential death
of yours needs to be settled. So you agree to send me the plane
emoji, with the flight time and destination that correspond

with the hours you would be in the air. But what if they don’t correspond?
I mean, what if they’re wrong? What if the pilot’s sleep deprivation 
causes them to go adrift and hit their head on the steering wheel of the plane
with all the buttons and things?
And then the plane gets delayed? Is that your death?
I don’t have the room 

in my head for all of this. Never enough room.
I’m sorry, this probably isn't helping. It’s just that my thoughts are moving too 

quickly to correspond
with what I have to say about you dying… like what if your death
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is in the next twelve hours! I’m sorry, shit, you should probably sleep. I don’t 
want to be the cause of your deprivation

But! Actually no, no more of these things.
I’m sure you’ll get a good one.  A good plane

and pilot. A plane
that won’t malfunction. I hope you get enough leg room!
with the pillow and blanket and all the fancy things
that come with business class. Hopefully the jet lag will wear off quickly and 

correspond
with your sleep schedule to alleviate your sleep deprivation…
You know, what if sleeping is like death?

Hey, are you still there? Are you sleeping? I guess sleep deprivation 
has gotten to you. We can talk about how 

things will correspond 
tomorrow. I hope you sleep well on 

the plane.

VICTORIA YIN ’24
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SOPHIA MUNOZ ’23
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Everlasting Moment 
MADISON MACALINTAL ’22

To make a moment everlasting,
Harmonious wind against our glowing skin, 
Sunglasses shading our line of sight,
Breathing the melodic air of the highway,
With lyrics, we hope to never understand,
A spirit aside from me that will never fade. 

To make a moment everlasting,
Losing the rhythm of my constant drum,
Each of your fallen hairs a dying wish,
The squeeze of pain during a prayer,
The restlessness from the unseeable,
In the bed of my childhood.

To make a moment everlasting,
Gently laying your head on a foreign pillow,
Eyes crinkled shut to transport the agony,
Tubes creating trails above your body,
My breath heavier than this burden,
Not letting my tears hit the floor.

To make a moment everlasting, 
Craving the weightlessness of our step,
But only feeling the opened wounds,
My bloodline kneeling for future faith,
Wanting to bring back the adolescence 
That I never got to say goodbye to.

To make a moment everlasting,
Voices of comfort help me take a full breath,
Exhaling the rusted past, inhaling new promises,
Taking movements from the core of our souls,
Understanding these moments seem infinite,
But even forever is temporary and impermanent,
Nothing we feel is everlasting.
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An Ode to Cheesy Rom-Coms 
HEIDI COBB ’21 

I know your end before I even start
Yet even so I cannot help but follow

I care not for the end result,
but for the process

What will each learn about the other?
What moment will they see each other,

for the first time in a new light,
hands clammy, pulse racing

When they agree upon ‘I love you’
hesitant, embarrassed, shy, vulnerable

but together, one in their love
I stop.

I don’t need any more, 
of whatever the plot was,

of the aftermath squabbles,
of the messy relationship,

I got what I wanted

They are like a fine dessert
I hunt incessantly for

and devour without respite,
for I need to know 

what the hell love is.
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MAEVE MUFSON ’24



THE ANDREAN 2021 v  39

Almost 
IZZY NIELSEN ’21

I saw a pink sky the other day,
Pink like ballet slippers when I looked up and all around 
the trees basked in its rose glow.
It was so pink I almost took a picture—
Almost.
It’s the little things we forget about—
Like the way water droplets bead on a raincoat or 
how butter melts, pooling under the knife when you spread it on hot toast 
Or when you wake up seconds before your alarm 
Or a book that makes you cry
Or the letter a in EB Garamond 
Or a pink sky you almost take a picture of,
Almost.
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Lucky 
MADELINE BIRKNES ’21 

Dear Grandchop, 
every summer we search
for birchbark curls, thimbleberries, lucky
stones; we craft poems, compose songs,
draw cards; we bake cakes, light
the sauna, and gather at Turning Point. 

That’s your cabin, on the sharpest turning point
in the Great Lakes shipping system, Grandchop,
remember? The surprise of freighter lights
at night; the scanning during the day, searching
for boats headed upriver; our song,
our chant, to provoke a salute if we’re lucky.

“Ahoy, there, Captain!” When we’re really lucky,
he cuts us off there, and we jump, cheer, point
at the ship’s cabin, our song
answered with a booming horn. Grandchop,
you talked with those captains, made them search
the shore for you, hold their hands up to block the sunlight.

Now you block the sunlight
with dark glasses, lucky
if you remember where to search
for them; on bad days Grammy points
to the coat rack, and, Grandchop,
you rummage through, singing your songs.

They’re not songs,
really, they’re rhymes: flight with light,
coat with boat, wine with dine; Grandchop,
you remember that you forget things; we’re lucky
(we forget how lucky) that you can point
out when you have to search

AMELIA HAMMOND ’21
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for names, like when you search
your daughters’ faces, intent, Uncle Willy’s birthday song
playing from the couch on the Turning Point
porch, your eyes straining in the twilight
to see the woman who’s given you this lucky
stone. “Remind me of your name?” Oh, Grandchop.

This is lucky? This is lucky.
In the 80ish candles’ flickering light,
we laugh, remind you, and you smile, still searching.
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The Magic Door 
WILLIAM ZHUANG ’21

Deep breath in, deep breath out. In again, and out once more. The boy takes one 
last gulp of air before burying his head back under the heavy blanket. With his two 
hands he counts up the seconds, and it doesn’t take up all the fingers before he re-
emerges from the fluffy surface. Panting, he can feel his cheeks flush in the darkness, 
blood travelling under his tender skin. Flipping his body over, he looks over again at 
the clock. Another sixty minutes are soon to be completed, pushing the two over to 
the three. His face still tainted with redness, he throws the blanket onto the floor. He 
reminds himself to lay still, legs parallel and eyes closed, yet he can’t stop staring at 
the only ray of brightness on the ceiling.

He traces the shine’s source, leading him to the wooden door that’s only half 
closed. His mom had left it there hours ago, along with the light in the hallway’s 
corner. This had been her way of compensating for rejecting his request to sleep in 
her bedroom. She had said that his dad was coming back that night, and that the 
space was to be left only for him. Like usual, he had begged her over and over, rolling 
over the sheets she had just straightened out, but this time she was firm. Now, in bed 
without the reassuring warmth of his protector, he keeps imagining the presence of 
ghosts in the doorway. Treading back and forth with sharp movements, they stand 
tall and vicious, waiting for the boy’s eyelids to collapse.

Unlike earlier years, where he secretly stayed up, eager to see his dad in a black 
suit reeking of alcohol, he now dreads his return. He would always receive hugs 
that are too tight for his flimsy build, and the thick patch of gray stubble stings his 
face with every aggressive kiss. He wonders why his mom would look forward to her 
husband’s return, choosing an overweight, snoring body over his. But mostly what 
he senses is a rush of unknown anger towards his dad. He is always the first to be 
abandoned whenever his dad feels like coming home, and now he can only curl into 
a ball and hug himself across the twin-sized mattress, unable to stop the ghosts from 
crossing his sight.

The boy is filled with jealousy towards the reserved half of mom’s bed, but he 
knows better than to sneak into their room and lay down, causing his mom to wake 
up to disappointment. He hadn’t learned how to fight this urge until she wept silently 
and hard that one night, woken up by the sneaky yet innocent steps of her son. So he 
focuses on the light beam shooting onto the ceiling, where the moving fear pauses 
for an instant, unable to outlast the shine. The white is pushing against the black 
that surrounds the rest of his vision, needling his senses, but he is so exhausted of the 
darkness, and the powerlessness it entails. He wants to find himself surprised by the 
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alarm tomorrow, not remembering when his eyes closed. Instead, he is twisting and 
tumbling, trying to entangle himself within the layers of fabrics. 

Eventually, he succumbs to every protesting cell in his body, and he kicks his way 
through the heavy pile. He turns his desk lamp on, something he normally doesn’t 
dare to do. But on this night, he convinces himself that his mom had sunken into her 
dreams with anticipation. Sitting down in his wooden chair that occasionally creaks, 
he tears a page out of his notebook and pulls out a sharpened pencil. In his squiggly 
handwriting he begins to record a list of questions, things he still wants to hold on to 
once he climbs back into bed and approaches tomorrow.

Last Night’s Questions

1. Is there a magic door that can open to anywhere you want?

2. Does the door look like my bedroom door?

3. Will I see dad drinking somewhere when I pull the door back?

4. Is the door handle wooden or metal?

5. Will dad keep looking at the TV in the bar or turn back and look at me?

6. Should I say hi to him or close the door if he stares at me?

7. Will the door disappear if I do shut it?

8. If my dad happens to see me before I can close it, do I say hi to him?

9. Would he yell at me or smile when he realizes it’s me?

10. Would he ask me to come and sit next to him?

11. Would he tell the truth, ignore me or lie when I ask him why he drinks so much?

12. What does the alcohol feel like?

13. Should I tell him that I am angry at him?

14. Should I tell him the part about how I’m scared of ghosts?

15. Would he laugh in my face or rub my messy hair?

16. What is he scared of?

17. What is the thing that has to be washed away by alcohol?

18. Is that thing scarier than ghosts? 
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The Chains of Nature 
MADISON MACALINTAL ’22

The creek with the flowing red tears,
Reminds us of those who bleed above,
Whose open wounds still feel eternal blades.

The fallen branches of the suffocated forest,
Reminds us of those who leaned to protect us,
But the burden of their aged history 
Ripped out their roots from a promised haven.

The colonies of moss in our soil,
Reminds us of the sickness that grows
From the core of our Earth to the crackling crust 
Soon invading the place we call home.

The wilting flowers of our forever seeds,
Reminds us of the weight in our air,
How fragile our faint pedals become 
When they are planted for the sake of beauty.

The yellow grass patches that fade our lawn,
Reminds us of how the water that is needed by all
Is not granted as written in the bark we trusted.
Our goddess decides who the whole can be, 
And deprivation becomes the way of nature. 

Our mother created a world where 
Imbalance is expected to create unity.
Chains wrap around the rich plains, flowing water, 
Stretching trees, nurturing homes for the growing. 

Where our saviors who live in anonymity
Must hope that those with feet will walk barefoot,
And feel the brokenness in the wind.
So we can be set free and find peace in what
Mother Nature created for those below the clouds.
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Rainy Days 
ANDREW PARK ’21

It rained again today. 
Mom used to say that God was crying, spilling his tears
on rainy days so that his suffering could help grow the flowers.
And so I find myself crying as well, not because of you—
not anymore—or because of God, but because of me,
and because of mom. Because she used to say that you were in heaven,

which was the first time I learned what that meant, heaven,
but somehow I had a better idea of it then than I do today.
It was a long time ago, and it's really all just hazy to me,
but the smell of dad’s coffee, the insomnia, the miserable mornings, mom’s tears,
they all come back with the rain, and with the thought of you.
Because after you, mom was never the same. And every spring I see these flowers,
 
the ones that persist from the depths of winter just to wither in the fall. The 

condemned flowers
that die with you every single year, right around September when you went to 

heaven.
I still cry every September, every rainy day, every fall over you,
and when I do I think about how old you’d be today:
Double digits now. How you’ve grown. I walk with my face looking up to you, God’s 

fresh tears
mixing in with my salty ones, and I think about me. 

Or rather, about the seven-year-old me,
the one who called you 꽃, which means flower,
because mom loved tulips, and she’d have loved you. I think about the tears
from God, or mom, or the old me, I really don’t know, but the old me believed in 

heaven,
at least. How different I was then compared to today.
But of course, I mostly think about you.

I’ve never even held you, or known you. 
But for the life of me,
I can’t seem to stop thinking about you. Not today,
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not tomorrow. But flower,
I fear I no longer believe in God, or in heaven,
or in the stupid tears

that cry for nothing—the all flowers die anyways. But if the rain is just rain and not 
tears,

and heaven doesn’t exist, then neither do you,
not anymore, because mom promised that that’s where you’d be, heaven,
waiting for me.
You’re nowhere now, you’re gone, but the flowers
still die every fall, and I still hate teary days like today.

Sometimes, I wish mom would spill tears over me
instead of you or the flowers,
and I wish that it were me in heaven, and you were here today.
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It’s the little things 
ZAIA WILLIAMS ’21

I love it when
You see someone smiling alone
In train stations, crosswalks, shuffling through madness, they’re able to remember a 

time that makes them grin

To know what it’s like to feel the blood pulsing in their warm skin
Glossing through lonely souls, and past each zombie whose calendar reminds them 

of their best friend’s birthday on their cell phone 
I love it when

You see a rainbow—anywhere—and then 
That if you move—anywhere, even a little bit, even at all—you’ll ruin it having known
How special it was for you to even pick up your chin

So wondering where it’s been
You wave your fingers carefully, feeling for the light’s reflection, its zone
I love it when

Other people get really excited about bubble wrap, and the package gets 
disregarded along with the tape-cutting pen

It’s too loud when you’re not included, so you make an irritated groan
and you get up to stomp on plastic air bubbles, laughing, screaming, disturbing the 

zen

Cleaning up, the deflated plastic sheets are tossed in the garbage bin
The train’s doors open with a jaunting monotonous drone
And I love it when
Your fingers, in just the right place, just the right spot, discover the rainbow again, 

shining across all ten
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Young Love  
 HEIDI COBB ’21

When I was young and dumb I had to know
just what exactly they meant when they said
a boy looked at a girl and saw her glow,
I dolled up for a boy from toe to head

Visited he did and by his adieu
I had gotten that look he gave for free
but by then I was tired and dead, so through
up, down he ogled a she and not me.

Really, I was just a piece of meat
under those slimy rolling eyes of his
and those liars thought they could cheat me sweet
scamming me through and through, such a dead fizz.

That was the last time I was a display
for something that didn’t matter anyway.
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Dear Mom and Dad 
JILL TORA ’21

I don’t think you understand
how much I admire what you’ve accomplished
or the lessons you’ve left.
I don’t know how to say 
thank you, because although we never see
eye to eye, you gave me my roots.
 
It’s hard to remember that these roots
don’t lie entirely here or there, but you’ll never understand.
You’ll never see
how all that I’ve accomplished
and what I say 
seem minuscule in comparison to the standards that you left.
 
I don’t know how you up and left.
Did you never worry about your roots?
Or have a voice in your head say,
“These systems, these people, this country won’t understand
that you are accomplished.
They won’t see
 
the ways that you see.”
Here divisions are fueled by right and left;
titles and degrees mean accomplished.
There are no roots,
nothing that allows anyone to understand
what we mean when we say, 
 
that no matter what they say, 
they will never see.
Do you understand,
that on Durham Road when you make that left,
onto Sandybrook Drive, there lies segments of my roots
and the message that you left: Work hard to be accomplished?
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You know, I’m still working hard to feel accomplished.
It’s hard to compare though… when I’ve never had to say
“ T..O..R.. no, R as in roots..
A” when spelling Tora; but I think I’m starting to realize that I see
me as portions of the pieces that you left
and I kind of understand
 
that as I continue to learn about the left,
right, and center parts of me and the ways that I’ve grown to see
the world, I am becoming more like you… accomplished.

EMILY BOYER ’21
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