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I’m From Cincinnati, OH 

I’m from Cincinnati, OH 

A red brick house and long black driveway Long 
car rides to Michigan in the humid summer 

Bus rides with the big kids telling stories on the 
way to kindergarten 

Watching Cars and Belle while having a family 
room picnic 

And peeking over the balcony after we have 
been tucked in 

       
I’m from Norfolk, MA 

Playing in the two story treehouse Sledding 
down the stairs 

Leland waking up the neighbors 
With pancakes every Sunday 

And broken bones, lots of broken bones 
       

I’m from Newton, MA 
Sliding down the banister 

Hitting my head on the ceiling in the basement 
Walking the freedom trail 

Watching the Boston marathon go past our house 
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And singing Sweet Caroline at Fenway Football 
games, basketball games, baseball games, and 

three day long monopoly games Record 
breaking snow 

And wicked cold temperatures 
       

I’m from Martha’s Vineyard, MA  
Going to the beach everyday  
Getting pummeled by waves  

Having ping pong championships  
Walking in the sand 

Bike rides on rainy days  
And ferry rides late at night 

        
I’m from Denver, CO 

The mile high city 
Friday night lights with the “rowdys” Starting 

school in August 
Going to a big school 

And winning state...in every sport 
       

You’d think this would be the end, but 
This all leads up to unpacking boxes, 

Painting walls, hanging pictures, 
And losing my Rs 
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I’m from Boston, Ma 
Title town 

Going to an all girls school 
Rowing in all types of weather 

And never wearing a jacket 
       
I’m from all of these places combined 

Three states, five towns, and six schools 
A mix of a boston and midwestern accent 

Rooting for the Celtics, Sox and Bruins, And the 
Bengals...Never the Patriots 

       
These are all places I call home 

Different experiences and people 
Who make me, me 

      
     

By Caroline Linton  

__________ 
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So Why Must She Climb High? 

So why must she climb high? 
When Earth had once bent to her solid will, 

It crumbled under foot, and all too soon. 
But with her charm, intelligence, and skill 

She held on to a star and reached the moon. 

From there she saw what needed to be seen, 
Men tangled in a web of lies and sin. 

She fell back to the orb of blue and green 
To save her kind from all the dark within. 
She tried to speak, but none could hear her 

words, 
A single raindrop swimming in the sea. 

She climbed a mountain high above the birds, 
And screamed her words until they all could see. 

She’s made of stars, a gift from God above. 
So why must she climb high to gain your love? 

By Rebecca Simen 

____________ 
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The Other Day We Parted Ways  

The other day we parted ways, 
and walked through the solarium. 

Eyes gazing, the volume of the library raising; 
the tours distracted by counterfeit plants. 
Flora and Fauna blinding us each day- 

I've forgotten now, what to say. 
You see I lose my train of thought, because of 

the wretched pots. 
Fake bushes, fake branches, fake leaves and 

trees, 
how am i to walk through here with ease? 

Solarium, solarium, put away the masquerade, 
Everyone knows you're just man-made. 

By Ally Montgomery and Elizabeth Weiss 

__________ 
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Cloudburst 

Sometimes I look up in the rain 
Trying to see my reflection 

Gazing at solid thunder enclosing the heavens, 
I let the pearly beads skim my face, 

Let the air perfume me. 
And I wonder where this rain has been. 

Raindrops racing each other down the 
meadowed mountain, 

Skipping over rounded stones, 
Or dredged up from the leaping, salty sea that 

flicks droplets in  
Defiance of conquerors. 

Or plucked from a pond harboring cattails that 
swish in the nighttime breeze 

And minnows that run scared in the sunny 
shallows,  

Always darting away from little feet and plastic 
buckets. 

Or maybe the rain came from the tears of a girl 
who cried in the mirror, 

Scrubbing her vibrant eyes. 
Or perhaps from a puddle that  

Waited for boots or tires, or nothing at all. 
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Maybe the rain knows nothing of where its been, 
how long it has cycled through 

This earth. 
Maybe the rain simply follows the wind and 

waits in the clouds until 
It is cast down in a new place. 
Maybe the rain knows nothing. 

By Genevieve Jobson   

___________ 

From Weight to Water  

How does one explain something so 
unexplainable? Something that avoids the 

spotlight  
in most conversations, something “private?” In 
the past, I’ve tried to explain my mental illness 

to  
people who don’t fully understand it, although 

explaining something I keep learning more about  
through experience is a difficult task.  
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It comes in waves. For me, I have narrowed it 
down to three states that I experience:  

diving, frantic paddling, and drowning. To put it 
in perspective, pretend that you never learned  

how to swim. Diving is the incredible highs that 
come and go. These feeling come fast, not  

lasting too long. It’s the adrenaline pumping 
through your veins looking down from the 

diving  
board. It’s like the lyrics always say about drugs, 

how they make you jumpy, happy. But, the  
truth is, your own body toys with your mind to 
play tricks on you. It gives you a sense of false  

hope. Jumping off the board is the only time you 
have when you are not being pulled down by  
the water. Having the ability to dive does not 

come often. It takes a while because sometimes  
you have to you have haul your body weight out 
of the pool. You have to climb up the tall ladder  
to reach the high diving board, only to plunge 

right back into the water.  

By Nora Brown 

___________ 
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Excerpt of The White Knight  

I wish I’d heard the car speeding toward me. But 
I can’t wish for too much now that I’m dead. I 
only saw the headlights and my own license 

plate heading right for me. 
Three months before the incident, on Tuesdays, 
Fridays, and Sundays, I’d happily played chess 

with my friend Frank Harvey, down near the old 
playground. He brought his favorite chess board 

and glass pieces with him because, as he told 
me, I was the only person he trusted them with. 
He told me a story of how his younger brother 

had broken the white knight of an old chess set, 
so his parents bought him a new one and he’d 
never let anyone else touch it, until me. They 
were the most gorgeous pieces of glass I had 

ever seen. I would rub the front of the knight’s 
head out of habit whenever it was Frank’s 

turn.The smoothness of his forehead gave me 
something I didn’t know I needed. A soft edge to 

the sharp ones seeming to surround me. 
“Your turn,” Frank mouthed, pointing at me to 
indicate he’d just made a great move by taking 

my last bishop. His knight and rook were closing 
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in on my king and queen. I was surrounded, not 
knowing where to turn. 

By Nora Brown 

____________ 

Rise Up 

 The rally, was moving closer to our final 
destination: City Hall. The closer we get, the 

more things get out of hand. We see many Blue 
Lives Matter posters and white males yelling 

nasty and foul things while feeling all high and 
mighty wearing MAGA hats. 

 “Go back to your country!” 
 “Make America Great Again!” 

 “All Lives Matter!” 
 The crowds started to approach each other 
and my palms started to sweat. I don’t want to to 

be another statistic. 
“Lighten up, Sage! You look so tense!” Salem 

screams over the crowd 
“No, you remember what happened to Kamari? 
We have to remember what Dad said and stay 

safe!” I yell in her ear. 
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We reach city hall, and things start spiraling out 
of control. There is a line of police in front of the 
city hall gates. My friends start responding back 

to the hateful comments the rally has been 
receiving from the anti-protesters. They start to 
fight fire with fire so they get closer to the Blue 
Lives Matter protesters and start to shout in their 

faces. 
“Our Lives Matter!” 

“Donald Trump has got to go!” 
“No Justice, No Peace!” 

It happened all at once. A man wearing a MAGA 
hat spit on a man protesting with us and next 

thing I know, shots are being fired by the police 
lined up in front of the City Hall gates. The 

assembly line of police push through the crowd, 
and shove my friends and I into different 

directions and other protestors. 
I try to grab Salem’s arm, but she was lost in the 
sea of people. I try to shove myself through the 
crowd of people resisting the police so I could 

try to flee the scene before something bad 
happens to me, but the next thing I know, I am 
pushed into a police officer, and immediately 

thrown onto the ground. 
“Don’t resist! You have the right to remain 

silent!” a young white cop yelled as my hands 
were pinned against my back.  
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“I-I didn’t do anything! I’m innocent!” I start 
stuttering as my palms begin to sweat, my 

breathing shortens, and my heart begins to race 
in my chest.  

I am placed into a cop car as a million thoughts 
flood my mind. This is exactly what my father 
and I did not want to happen. My biggest fear 
has come true. I’m being taken into custody. 

While being transported from City Hall to the 
nearest holding station,  I began 

hyperventilating, feeling dizzy, and I began 
trembling. I was in a full panic attack. The police 

officer glanced back into the rear-view mirror 
and looked almost guilty.  

At the holding station, they read me my rights 
and told me they brought me in for questioning. 
They also contacted my parents because I am a 

minor and they can’t hold me without them 
knowing. They brought me into the interrogation 
room to ask me questions about the events that 

unfolded  
“Good afternoon Sage Evans, we brought you in 

to just answer  a few questions we have,” the 
white cop said as he sat down at the other end of 

the table. 
“Will this g-go o-on my permanent record?” I 

asked as I started to think of my future at 
Harvard being ruined because of this. 
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“You aren’t in trouble and this visit won’t go on 
your record if just comply,” He replied to calm 

my nerves. 
So I decided to be cooperative since the police 

officer never used physical force on me, and we 
waited until my father showed up with Salem. 
She ran to me and explained that she’d ran into 
the nearest store and called our parents when 

things started getting out of hand.  
They brought Salem and my father into the 

interrogation room for some minor questions 
about the event that took place. They asked us 
why we were there, what happened from our 

recollection, and how I ended up being taken in 
for questioning.  

“How would you describe the event that took 
place?” the cop asked Salem and I. 

“The man who started the riot wore a MAGA 
hat, he was a white male, had a brown scraggly 

beard, he wore a plain white t-shirt and gray 
sweats, he was super tall like about six foot four 
inches, and he looked to be about in his fifties. 
He approached a peaceful protester and spat in 

his face and that’s when everyone started 
attacking each other. I was pushed by into a cop 
and that’s how I ended up here.” I explained to 

both the cop and my father. 
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“And, what did victim look like?” the police 
officer asked. 

“The activist was a black male, no facial hair, 
and he looked to be about in his twenties. He 

wore a ‘Why Be Racist, Sexist, Homophobic, or 
Transphobic, When You Could Just Be Quiet?’ 

and black jeans.” Salem explained to the officer. 
When the detective who was questioning us left 
the room with our statements, my dad looked at 
Salem and me with proud but anxious eyes. He 
grew up in Chicago so he was used to run-ins 
with the law, but he looked proud to see his 
daughters standing up to advocate for Black 

Lives Matter and gun reform while not having 
any trouble with the police.  

They let us go because they had no reason to 
hold us other than questioning. This got me 

thinking about kids who aren’t as lucky as we 
are. On the drive home, I started thinking about 
how I could help other than attending protests 
and writing the newspaper, this issue is bigger 
than us. I think it would be good for school to 

start an advocacy group. We could talk about the 
issues and our stories, we could spread the word 
and let our voice be heard through social media, 

and we could get other teens more active in 
social justice. We can be the change we want to 
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see. Our voices can be heard unfiltered and 
safely. 

By Aamaya Guzman 

 

I Sail on The Ocean 

I sail on the ocean 
I wonder what day it is 

The days fly by fast 
By Annie DePriest 

The Son of Pain Drifts 
  

The son of pain drifts 
On lost waters to find his 

Sunny Ithaca 
By Anonymous 
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Haiku Competition 
Winners



 
Ninth Grade Vespers 

9th grade dance performing to the song “Jesu 
Bambino" arranged by Y. Petro. 
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Dance

“Dance is a huge part of my life at ncds. I love how 
inspiring all of the dace teachers are here, and how they 

always support me whether it be dance or school related.” 
	 	 	 Presley Privitera ’21




 

Tenth Grade Vespers 

The sophomore dance class performing to “Go 
Tell It on the Mountain” from the Appalachian 

Carols. 
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Eleventh Grade Vespers 

Performing to “The Cherry Tree Carol.” 
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Twelfth Grade Vespers 
 

Dancing to “Jesus Jesus Rest Your Head” and 
“Wondrous Love” 
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Varsity Dance Team 
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 The Newton Country Day dance team had a great season, with detailed 
dances such as, BURNITUP! by Missy Elliot, a jazz dance, Fun, a pom dance, 
and Work Song by Hozier, a contemporary styled dance. 

 Throughout the season, The Newton Country Day dance team 
performed at Emmanuel college on February 3. The Newton Country Day 
dance team placed well, 1st in Pom, 2nd in Jazz. Then, on February 15-16 the 
Newton Country Day dance team went to Starbound, winning the Emotions 
Awards, and placing Elite Gold for both Jazz and Contemporary. Finally, 
Newton did especially well at the Starquest competition on February 22-23. 
Placing 1st place for jazz and 2nd place for contemporary. 



Special Thanks 

The Medley Committee would like to 
thank its wonderful moderators, Mr. 

Byron, Ms. Marley, and Mr. Adair, for all 
they do for the committee.
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