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The Grim Reign of Icarus
By: John Porven, 2020
 
 Icarus is not only a giant; he is regarded as a god, a gargantuan body planted from the waist down 
inside a vast sinkhole that reaches the earth’s magma core. The heat keeps him alive and well, yet is horribly 
reflected through his craggy, soot covered body. His towering face covered by a thick fog only reveals his 
glaring eyes and contorted horns of a contrasting dutch-white hue. His village, Hemodom, is a quant village 
that is held up by clusters of bamboo trees and connected by draw bridges made of a thick rope. 
 
 I grip the handle as I look through the fog and into the bloodied eyes of the ruthless giant. Locks of 
hair with a similar hue pass those same eyes giving me a window of time to make one thought clear. I, Arthur 
Hemingway, will defeat this divine beast. I journey through thick forests and large green pastures to reach the 
feet of the rock-like monster. I try to look up at his face, yet I can not even reach the top of his face with my 
eyes’ limitations. I scaled Icarus for 14 days and 14 nights and question whether or not this would even work, 
but I stayed strong. Finally I reach the head of Icarus, readying my holy sword, a weapon of war blessed by 
several priests. I run from his shoulder to his neck, attempting to use my speed for a more powerful attack. 
 
 The piercing of his throat did not result in some odd blood; instead, a countless amount of vines and 
flowers erupted from the mortal wound and spread quickly from his body to our entire world. I laid back 
on his once warm shoulder and stared into the sky, my vision slowly fading and my throat clenching from 
several days without any fluid. It was my turn to fertilize this land with my once lively body, fittingly on my 
trophy of my final journey in this world.

NARRATIVES 

                                                           Art by:  John Porven, 2020
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           Excerpt from “Beez in the Trap”
By: Sasha Kuntz, Bella Perea and Dominique Gonzalez, 2020

 “¡Pablito! !Ven aquí ahora mismo, niño!” shouted Wuita as she chased after her five-year-old
grandson running out the front door, excited to greet his mother. Glori had just worked an extra long shift 
at the hospital with her blond locks still tied up in her scrub cap. Pablito stayed up extra late because he 
missed his mother.
 “Mommy!” exclaimed the little boy. He ran into his mother’s arms as she picked him up and spun 
him around kissing him on his coffee colored hair. Her emerald green eyes were sparkling as she lovingly 
looked at her son. She noticed the bags under Pablito’s deep blue eyes.
 “What are you doing up so late Pablito? It’s an hour past your bedtime,” wondered Glori as she put 
her son down and turned to get the rest of her belongings from the car.
 “I stayed up for my bedtime story!” he said. Before anyone had a chance to respond, a car pulled 
into their neighbor’s driveway. A tall women in her late thirties with large, frizzy blonde curls that some-
what resembled a lion’s mane stepped out of the car. She was holding her iconic mustard yellow handbag 
that had bees all over the exterior.
 “Hey, Miss Beetrice,” said Glori, “How are you dear?” Miss Beetrice closed her car door and 
walked towards the family.
 “Hi honey! I’ve had the longest day. I went shopping for extra bee supplies since there’s supposed 
to be a tropical storm heading this way. I can’t tell you how hard it is to buy these materials on such short 
notice. And don’t get me started on the prices! I swear in Miami it costs money to breath!” 
 “There’s a storm coming? How big is it?” asked Glori, growing a bit concerned...

                             Art by: Belen Mata, 2022
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 I arrived at the mouth of the River Moriston, on the shore of Loch Ness, to fish the annual Salmon Run. I 
was alone that morning, and it was very cold. I got out my fly-rod and walked down the short trail to the river’s 
edge. With a firm wrist and a quick jerk of the arm, I swung my rod back, then forth, letting the line fly through 
the air in grand, graceful arcs until I got out the desired length, then let it land on the water’s surface. This is a 
patient sport, as it took almost an hour for a fish to take my line. As soon as I hooked it, the fish leapt into the air, 
revealing itself as a large, beautiful Atlantic Salmon. After that, it was a game of tug of war, which the fish and I 
played for nearly fifteen minutes before I finally felt that it was tiring. It was a spectacular fight, but I was excited 
to get the fish to shore and safely in my creel basket. But then, as I brought in my fish, I heard a loud splash com-
ing from the Loch itself. I looked out toward that grand lake and saw a commotion on the water’s surface. Then I 
saw what looked like a long, curved log moving across the water. But it could not have been a log, for logs didn’t 
swim against the current. Then, behind this mysterious shape, I saw a large, long fin appear then disappear under 
the water, moving in a side to side motion. It occurred to me, to my utter shock, that this was a living creature, 
and it was huge. I had forgotten about the fish at the end of my line.
 
 I immediately tried to rationalize this thing as something more familiar. But, alas, I could think of no 
solution to this riddle. Then, as I was trying to discredit what I was seeing, I  saw the fin splash again forcibly, 
and the large shape turned and swam towards the river outlet with great speed. It was swimming right at me, and 
I was knee deep in the water, far from shore. At once, I turned and tried to run. I looked back, and the swirling 
commotion of water was about 25 meters away, and closing fast. I was terrified out of my mind, both for my life, 
and this surreal encounter with something that shouldn’t exist. In my panic, I slipped on a rock and fell into the 
water. It was freezing cold, but in my fear I simply didn’t notice. As I tried to get back on my feet, I looked back, 
seeing that the massive shape was moving fast, its back breaking the water. It was now 15 meters from me. In that 
moment, I found myself praying to the Creator for mercy.
 
 Then, as in answer to my prayers, the beast jerked away, throwing a spray of water up at me from its shift 
in direction. The creature then darted around under the water’s surface, as if sniffing the river bed. The water 
splashed here and there as the thing clouded the water. Then, it stopped for a brief moment. Then the water 
stirred again, and the creature turned around and darted back into the Loch...

      Excerpt from “The Salmon Thief ”             Picture by: Daniel Cerdeiras
      By: Daniel Cerdeiras, Faculty
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The Ballerina
By: Agustina Coretti, 2022

Looking up at the sky,
Dancing to the beat of the music,

She did not have a care in the world.
Her eyes were sparkling like the stars,

And her ballerina shoes could tell her life story.
A passion that started when she was small,

Continued until she grew tall.
Boom! The fireworks filled the sky,

And it felt like a mountain had been lifted off her shoulders. 
All the time spent on the dance floor

Finally felt rewarding.
Her dreams were diamonds;

They had to be cherished and guarded carefully.
Dancing gave her life;

It made her feel like a star.
She would keep striving for perfection,

Until she could win the world’s affection.

POETRY 

                                                   Picture by: Isabella Sperisen, 2023
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Florida
By: Damien Sorondo, 2020

A sharpened, chilling wind in Florida, 
Sunshine state, I think not. 

More like a torrential down pour with tempest winds. 
Outfits warm and cozy, with hot coffee, 

Clarity and peace for a heavy heart.
A perfect day, 

Days too good to be true.

     Picture by: Damien Sorondo
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To Sleep or Not to Sleep 
By: Mia Castellon, 2022

To sleep or not to sleep? That is the question. 
To grow increasingly tired by the minute, 

For that is the price I pay so I may,
As a nocturnal night owl, watch the sky.

The sun melts into the horizon then,
A flash of green, moments pass as the sky, 

Sprinkled with stars, becomes shadows of earth, 
And all those in the shadow of the earth,

Watch the moon peak through curtains on windows. 
Their eyes close, only to reopen then,

The shadow fades and the sun reflecting,
Each smile, a ray of light to light the earth.

                               Picture by: Sofia Sidelnik, 2020
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Breathe!
By: Catalina Mercado, 2022

Breathe!
I am powerful;

I can move mountains.
No matter what happens I will be okay; 

I can and I will.

Breathe!
Even when the doors slam in my face,

And all the gravity of Earth is pulling me to 
the core of the Earth, 

I will be a magnet to the Sun’s brightness;
I can and I will.

Breathe!
When it seems like all of the weight of the 

world is on your shoulders Overachieve and 
overcome the weight,

Go beyond your limits!
I am powerful;

I am strong.

Breathe
Accrostic by: Emma Rodriguez, 2022

Jittery or jumpy,
Use all of your strength to
Slowly and silently
Take in a slow, deep breath.

Break the tension in your chest;
Relax...
Ease back into your day;
Alleviate the stress.
Think of things you can see: 
Happiness, peace and...

Enjoy the rest of a stress free day!

           Art by: 
           Anna F. Habsburg, 2020
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Picture by: 
Anthony Galeano, 2022

Silence
By: Victoria Cajigas, 2022

Not a sound to be heard throughout the night, 
Not a mouse nor a pin to be heard from miles. 

Fireflies are seen at dark so bright,
But not a word spoken to start a rile.

The dark unable to open its mouth,
While the wind hides in the stiff trees. 

The monsters of the night run to the south, 
Not wanting to create a huge displease.

 For all the animals who sleep with ease.
Missing You

By: Catalina Olsen, 2022

Can’t look at the pictures,
Don’t want to hear your name,

You left and took my soul with you.

Can’t deal with the pain, 
So I removed it from me... 

No more feeling, no more pain.

Seems like a good deal;
It’s all I ever dreamed about.

The memories run through my head 
Like Usain Bolt,

But never run out.

Avoid the street where we found the cool shoes; 
Never took them off for you;

Can you even hear me anymore?
Did you ever?

Madness
By: Nicole Musi, 2022

A feeling...
More intense than happiness,

Yet less raging than complete sadness. 
The sense of total loss of mind control 

Within you.
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Art  by: Gia Perez, 2023

The Mind of a Writer 
By: Emma Rodriguez, 2022

The mind of a writer is chaos,
Action, fantasy, love and adventure-

All types of words and phrases onto a page. 
Every human experience brings stories to life. 

There is one thing that writers have in common:
They love what they do, and they want to share- 

Their life and art with the rest of the world.
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Art by: Belen Mata, 2022

Sadness
By: Bella Perea, 2020

Sadness is the moon;
If put aside and hidden, 

Others can’t fully overpower it. 
But when felt and accepted,

It becomes a much needed light 
In the darkness.
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Art by: 
Isabella Oti, 

Hope
By: Victoria Cajigas, 2022

We dream,
Throughout history we believe. 

Strong desires coursing through our veins. 
It is what drives us to improve and strive. 

We hope.
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My Dreams
By: Hayet Salcedo, 2022

In a kingdom full of meteoroids,
Once I sat engaged thinking of orbiting planets, 

Tormentors of my dreams. 
Much I marveled about the martian core.

I awoke and flung the magnetosphere, “Planets!”
I said, “things of trees.”

Deep into that darkness waiting, 
Once upon a midnight dream.

                                   Art by: Hayet Salcedo, 2022
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Art By: Maria Rodicio, 2020

Faith
By: Gigi Hakim, 2022

Living Miracles,
Trusting in the Lord,

Gods unconditional love for all of us,
Putting everything in God’s hands, 

Including our worries,
That’s Life Everlasting.

Love or Fate
Acrostic By: Agustina Coretti, 2022

Love can be tricky and dangerous,
Or it can be the best feeling in the world.
Value it when you find it,
Even if it seems like something easy to find.

Oh! When love strikes you,
Rarely you lose yourself.

Fully aware of your surroundings,
And lost in your own thoughts.
The hardest feeling is losing the love,
Ever after wondering whether it was fate or love.
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The Masquerade 
By: Arianna Baez, 2021

A grand masquerade ball,
Figures dancing and spinning,

Like gears on a clock.
Faces were hidden,
Identities unknown,

The figures didn’t even need masks, 
For they covered their faces

With the masks of pride.

On my Mind
By: Victoria Noyes, 2021

On my mind, on my mind, on my mind,
I just can’t seem to stop thinking of you.

The little freckle on your bottom lip 
Showing when you smile. 
The sound of your voice 

When you wake up from a nap.
I’m unsure of how 

You’ve kidnapped my heart,
But I am forever thankful you’re in my life;

You’ve changed my idea 
Of this little thing called love.

                            Art by: Victoria Noyes, 2021
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Excerpt from “The City of Lights”
By: Layla San Miguel, 2022

 In the City of Lights there lived a young girl named, Lucrezia. Ever since she was a young girl she had want-
ed to leave the city and explore the world outside. She felt as if she didn’t belong in the City of Lights, and that she 
would be happier anywhere else. One day, shortly after her sixteenth birthday, she decided she would run way and 
never come back. Lucrezia packed her bags as the clock struck midnight, and was out of her house by one in the 
morning. The light from her eyes should’ve been sufficient to light her way through the Forest of Darkness as she 
escaped; however, the fact that she had light did not prevent her from getting lost in the maze of trees. 

 Sadly, Lucrezia stayed lost in the forest for years after that day. She became so saddened that she forgot how 
to move. She stayed out for so long that flowers with lightbulbs in the middle began to sprout from her eyes. After 
five years of grieving and pitying herself, a new light appeared wandering around the forest, a blue light. When the 
light reached Lucrezia, it dawned on her that the residents of the City of Lights had turned their inner lights blue 
in a form of mourning for her. Tears ran down Lucrezia’s cheeks and her ability to move came back as she realized 
no one would ever love her as much as the people from her home city. When the lost girl and the strange, blue light 
headed to the City of Lights and left the forest behind, Lucrezia watched in amazement as everyone’s inner lights 
turned back to the light yellow they were supposed to be...

          Art by: Layla San Miguel, 2022
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Excerpt from “The Creatures in the Forest”
By Victoria Tremols and Bella Perea, 2020
 
 Born and raised in his hometown of Har-
risonburg, Virginia, twenty-four year old Benjamin 
Phillips was always thrilled once October rolled 
around. On a particular Friday night after a long, 
tiresome day of work, he slumped on his couch, 
eating a pint of Ben and Jerry’s vanilla ice cream 
while watching Halloweentown. The movie made 
Benjamin realize that his life was becoming very 
boring, and it sparked in him some sort of call to 
adventure. He thought about his towns surround-
ings and something he could do that would be a 
wild experience: Camping!
 After an hour drive, he reached the top of 
a mountain he had never seen before. The abun-
dance of tall, daunting trees washed darkness over 
him, causing Benjamin to question whether or not 
this was a good idea. After devouring his dinner, 
Benjamin decided to go for a nature walk. He sud-
denly felt as if a hammer had been slammed into 
his foot, and the instant, sharp pain made it obvi-
ous he stepped on something he shouldn’t have. He 
aimed his flashlight to the ground to find his foot 
planted over the middle half of a snake, and the 
face of a wolf or coyote. As Benjamin took one step 
back, the crunching of the fall leaves sparked the 
wolf to attack and slash his arm. Lying on the floor 
Benjamin was dazed.
 Morning came. Benjamin opened his eyes 
and noticed his vision and sense of smell were ten 
times sharper. He was confused on how he was no 
longer feeling pain from the wounds he had on his 
arm and foot. The entire bottom half of his body 
was full of green, slimy scales, and he could feel 
scruffy, hairy fur that had formed on him as he 
patted his hands all around his face.
He climbed out of the tent unaware that his new 
claws were ripping against its fabric. Standing be-
fore him was a tall, blonde, beautiful woman. She 
stared at Benjamin up and down with her spar-
kling, hazel eyes.
 “Hello, I’m Astrid.” the blonde woman said, 
smiling with her sharp, long fangs. “I’m a witch 
and a vampire. A heretic, you could say.”

 

 Benjamin continued to shake as Astrid spoke. “You 
are a forest snake-wolf, the most disliked creature in this 
forest.” She bluntly said.
 “I want to get you over to the north side of the for-
est, where you can be with all the other snake-wolves, but 
to get there we must pass through a deadly area of the for-
est. Them goblins, gorgons, and ogres will come after you. 
My friends will be there to help though.”
 Before Benjamin stood two half-men, half-horse 
creatures: centaurs. They had deep blue eyes, and long 
brown hair tucked back in braids. Behind them came a 
thin, fairy woman with red, curly hair. Astrid introduced 
them, their names being Arla, John and Maxwell. Benjamin 
casually smiled and shook both of their hands, trying his 
best to not make it obvious that he was nervous.
 After a few hours of walking, a wooden, bone-
chilling, eight-foot tall fence stood before them. As Astrid 
led John and Maxwell, a goblin jumped on to her from a 
hovering tree, digging his finger nails into her neck and ty-
ing her above a boiling pot... 

FANTASY

Art by: Victoria Tremols, 2020



iNKLiNGS 20 

   Art by: Natalia Quimby-Moro, 2022

Art by: Helena Berry, 2022

Character Description: Rainbow Boy
By Helena Berry, 2022 
 Jacob is a very unique and incredible 
child. He has a rare disorder in which his skin 
has multiple colors. Since he was born he’s had 
the remarkable skin condition. They call him the 
rainbow boy. Although he has this unique condi-
tion, with bright red, sun kissed orange, sunny 
side yellow, and eyes as blue as the deep sea in the 
Arctic. Jacob is loving and bright just like the col-
ors he shows inside and out. A creative soul with 
a colorful mind is a way to describe Jacob. He is 
special to everyone around him and a blessing to 
the world. When you’re unhappy Jacob has a way 
to make you smile and shine. He’ll always try to 
bring light to the shameful and sore foul world we 
live in. The world is so colorless sometimes that 
we need the unique like Jacob to make it beauti-
ful. 

 

Forest
By Mia Castellon, 2022

The leaves,
Held by great statues, 

Each sculpted by earth, 
Fall into the hands of the wind, 

Then leave.
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  Art by: Belen Mata, 2021

The Black Mare 
By: Sasha Küntz, 2020

The fearful mare of a little farm across the pasture,
A black shadow, is galloping and bucking,

Rearing away her demons that return in the dark of night.
The day brings joy, but the night, fear.

Although the past lingers, the strong cracking sound of the whip
Rings in her ears like a thunder strike.

The pain fades with the rising of the sun, but returns forever more.
Yet, she stands tall, 

A newly found confidence growing with the closing of each scar, 
The strong mare of the little farm across the pasture.
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  VISUAL ARTS

Final Goodbye
By: Giuliana Gonzalez, 2020

What a strange downfall!
Senior year came with a twist; 

My heart is with all.

Art “Rap in Color” By: Cassandra Martinez de Castro, 2022



iNKLiNGS 23 

Happiness
Acrostic By: Voctoria Noyes, 2021

Have you ever been in love?
And have you seen the world yet?

People are always worried about the future,
Pressuring themselves to be better all the time. 
It’s sad to think we can’t just let things evolve, 
Never questioning how things will turn out. 

Even when things seem rough,
Solutions can always arise, and we will be okay; 

So many chances to take.

Art By: Annelis Parra, 2023



iNKLiNGS 24 

VISUAL ARTS

                                                                

In my Home
By: Kayla Morales, 2020

I am in my home;
Missing my friends all the time,

Upset in my room.

                        Art By: Soshanna Arguello, 2021

An Artist
By: Mia Castellon, 2022

The life of an artist is odd.
She spends hours staring at the wall,

Hoping for inspiration to strike,
As if waiting for paint to dry,

Though nothing has been painted yet.

Once an idea is formed, she thinks,
And more hours are spent 
Executing the grand idea.

Time has passed;
She sits and stares some more,

But now, at her creation, in hopes of 
Starting an art movement that will 

Change the world. 
The process is then repeated.
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                                                            Picture and Haiku by: Layla San Miguel, 2021

COVID VISUALS
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Bisabuela
An Elegy and picture by: Agustina Coretti, 2022

Rest In Peace, my dearest caretaker,
Always sharing laughter and joy,

While playing with dolls and rolling the dice.

She would choose her favorite puzzles, 
The ones with millions of pieces, 

Instead of the ones that had fifty and took less time.

Hanging out at my house was her hobby,
With her only great-granddaughter at the time.

Her memory will always live in my heart,
And although I was very young,

I remember the good times as if they were recent.
My family remembers her jokes and intelligence,
Always having in mind the times spent together.

Rest In Peace, dear bisabuela,
Thank you for all the memories.
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By: Juana Parra, 2019

Ti

      Picture and poem by: Carlota Sosa, 2020
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The Big Dilemma 
By: Arianna Baez, 2021

The big dilemma of the greedy: 
Take all the hand sanitizer, 

And toilet paper,
And goods for survival,

Or take from others
their only means of hygiene.

              Picture and limerick by: Giuseppe Roca, 2020

Picture and Haiku by: 
Arianna Baez, 2021
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                                            Picture and limerick by: Eduardo Santos, 2020

CORONA VIRUS
By: Agustina Coretti, 2022

There once was a time of scurrying,
Where people stayed at home worrying.

Toilet paper thrives;
Netflix saved our lives,

As Mother Nature is flourishing.
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                             Art by: Maria Rodicio, 2020
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                                Art by: Isabella Ochoa, 2023
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Editorial Policy

Ana Lourdes Garcia and David Fernandez for guidance throughout this process; Camille Wildenburg 
for her assistance with student artwork and photography; Elena Capablanca for assistance with InDe-
sign and with student graphics; Cecilia Calleros, Dalyla Rodriguez, Maria Cuesta, John Kallergis, Juan 
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The 15th annual edition of iNKLiNGS  was designed using a MacBook Air 1.5 GHz Intel Core i5 pro-
cessor. The software used in the production was InDesign CS5.5. The Title font used was Superclar-
endon, while the Body font used was Minion Pro. Volume XV was printed by AC Graphics, in Hia-
leah, Florida. AC Graphics is the first quadruple-certified green printer in the state of Florida. 

iNKLiNGS  is published once a year by students currently enrolled at Immaculata-La Salle High School. 
Submissions to iNKLiNGS  are accepted from students, faculty, and alumni of Immaculata-La Salle 
High School. The mission of  iNKLiNGS  is to provide a creative outlet for writers, artists, and photog-
raphers of Immaculata-La Salle High School. All rights, including e-rights, are reserved. iNKLiNGS  is 
available free of charge in room 313. To request a copy, contact Mrs. Ana Roman-Gonzalez at aroman-
gonzalez@ilsroyals.com.

                                      Photo and Haiku by: Samantha Abadie, 2022


