Alyane Wollery
From the outside looking in, one sees a simple
brick house, but not me. I envision a home
consumed with varied forms of love—endless
moments of laughter, children eating warm
cookies that their mother makes for them to raise
their spirits, and countless games of hide-n-seek.
I think we oftentimes view people as brick houses.
We judge others because of our own insecurities
or because of false pretenses. When we do this,
we miss out on the goodness that someone can
offer to us. We must no longer perceive one
another as houses, but instead as homes.

Patrice Romano

The world outside my window
Is different
Nothing like I have seen before
Yet everyday is the same
It is like the world hit pause
And life is in a movie
Black and white
No one outside.
I sit in my room
And wait
Try to find life
In the still picture
World outside my window
I want life to return to normal.
But what does normal mean?
Face masks?
6 feet apart at all times?
Or will we decide that
Nothing ever happened
We just took a short commercial break
In our lives.

Giada Viola

However, until the world decides
To hit play again
All I can do is
Sit, wait,
and look at the world outside my window.

Erin Donaher

Look.
Breathe.
Listen.
Tiny Frame. Big World. Outside my window - a tiny street.
But it gave itself to me as home. Yet it’s the trees that call to
me. Their mesmerizing frames- even in black and white - I know
what they are. Maybe they hold a little magic that only they
possess.
To be able to stand strong when the entire world is against
them. And as the wind begins to rustle their leaves, only then
can you see their pain. So, I sit at my window and stare at them
in awe. The trees show me my path. Even though they are far.
They cover up what is seen to show me the unknown. After
all, these trees help give me life. I sit back and smile as the day
comes to an end. As the light fades from the sky and my trees
are no longer seen. My tiny frame disappears slowly as my
world inside my home begins. But tomorrow a new day will
begin and my trees will be there standing tall in the world
outside my window.

Emily Glynn

Elise Cost-Brown

Maddie Price

Naomi Viola

As I sit propped up against the window,
I find myself looking down, looking
down at the picnic table where I once
used to sit, wishing things would go back
to normal.
While I find myself looking down often
because of the dark cloud called
COVID, I must look up, to get a new
perspective. A perspective of the future
that is bright and warm waiting for me
to start shining my inner light.
Soon enough we will all be at that picnic
table sharing supper, enjoying the view
and reminiscing on our lives during this
time of the unknown.

Audrey Coughlin
Quiet, lonely, still
I live beside a hill
And every time I look out my favorite window,
I see a small building amidst the trees
so green and peaceful.
There’s a road just behind it
leading up the hill
and over it
I’ve always wondered where it went
and always longed to go
but I’m stuck here
at my window
And I guess I’ll never know.
Jessica Sack

Noelle Chermol

Sarah Fritz
We are all united together
Yet we are so far apart
All the chaos shut out
As we shelter ourselves from the unknown
The only view to the outside world from the inside
Our window
We see people standing in unity
Though they are 6 feet apart
Trees blooming
Birds chirping
The normal scene of a beautiful spring
Almost as if it were stuck in time
A painting
We can only appreciate the colors
For nature is coming alive
As lives fall apart.

Kim Pham
My baby sister, Lily, was heavy yet fragile in my arms. I cradled her and tried to soothe her
cries, but I knew it was not me she wanted. I could do little but wait until Ma came home, usually
when the sky was colored charcoal. Distinctly, I could hear angry, thunderous shouts. I tried to
rear myself away from the window and calmly nudge Lily to sleep. As soon as I laid her on the
only mattress we had, I glanced at my desk lamp. The Great Gatsby would have to wait.
Quickly, I fixed up a small dinner: a stale sandwich and a serving of canned black beans,
something for when she came home. Although I could feel the hunger pangs just ripping
through my own stomach while making it, I dared not take a bite. I shuddered as I remembered
what had happened last time. Quietly, I sat by the window again and waited for a figure to come
up to the doorway. The view was ugly to say the least. Cars left no generous space in between
the next; greed propelled them to use up the space to the maximum in the parking lot. With
some time, they slowly merged with the dark outside, and I soon could no longer see. The lights
were out in the other houses as well. Probably because they couldn’t afford it. We all couldn’t. I
began to doze off, but as soon as the familiar sound chimed, I pulled myself away from my seat
to answer the door. She hated tardiness.
Ma was covered in sweat. Dirt. Her face was distorted, and her eyes were dull. I knew this not
because I looked at her now, but because I saw her like this everyday. Her hands were even
more calloused now; I gently took her hands and led her to the kitchen. I sat and fed her in
silence. As soon as she finished, she laid down next to Lily on the torn and filthy mattress, and
within minutes, soft snores could be heard.

Evie Paller

Anonymous
My view...a still life painting...metaphor for life right
now...mine and yours.
The grass grows, untrampled by the boisterous feet of the
children who used to burst down the street predictably each
afternoon. How will they remember these days?
No freckled Romeo crouches behind the tree, poised to
scare a reaction from the red-headed girl he “definitely
doesn’t like.”
Across the street, a silent wall of brick facade gives no
indication of the activity within. Cookies bake for the first
time in some kitchens; parental shouts of “for the last time”
urge drowsy students from bed to bedside Zoom classes.
Will it be the same months from now?
Fed-Ex and Amazon vans interrupt the eerie quiet. And now
the bird chorus begins again. Have their chirpings always
been so loud? So constant? So different from one another?
Why don’t I know what kinds of birds I’m seeing?
So many questions, and so much time to ponder.
When it ends, will I miss the stillness?

Maddie Price

Lily Diebold

Ashley Hackney

As I sit in my house living a life of my own, I
look out of my window and think of the lives
and things going on outside. I think about the
different lives that people live just a street
away. I wonder what could possibly be going on
in the streets when I am asleep. The
empty streets are not always as empty as they
seem. There is always something going
on that you never know about. As I look out
of my window I see the empty porches that
were once filled with children playing games
and running around and parents talking and
laughing, but that are now filled with silence.
The emptiness symbolizes the pandemic
that we are going through currently.

Anonymous
Up close, the window frame creates six tiny
scenes, each with a story.
In some scenes: barren branches remind me
that spring has not yet arrived, that the world
outside is still stark.
But another scene, filled with evergreen,
reveals life ongoing...resilient.
In still another, contrasting images vie for
attention: life or death.
I choose life, hope, the joy of blooms that I
know will emerge when sunny days and warm
breezes draw me away from this window and
into the world outside.
Kate Moran

