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Breaking Glass (After Catullus, #8 and #70) 

Andrea LaMonica 

 

Many times you told me that you loved me, 

But, Those words are as transparent as glass, 

And, as unforgiving as the material itself, 

- shattering glass - 

That I continuously try to piece back together. 

 

As I stand amidst the jagged truth, 

Learning that your love will only cut and carve, 

I see the clearest essence of you, 

And it is one that I refuse to love. 

 

Now I stand upright, sweeping the shards away 

My thoughts are gathered, unable for you to betray 

No longer does your name hold any weight 

Enough to sink me back into love or transpire my hate 

 

When bones are broken, the body mends them stronger 

If love is like glass, might this heartbreak prevent me from another 

Because broken glass is not as easy to put back together 

Poems Inspired by the Work of the Great Latin Poet Catullus 

From Mr. Stone’s Latin IV Class 
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The Brightest Light (After Catullus) 

Elizabeth Hoffman 

 

Your light is like nothing I've ever known 

Such joy shines down upon me when you smile 

My heart is still as I watch you alone 

I know I want this light to last a while 

For as the dreary dusk sets in at night, 

the sun at once begins to fade away. 

But in the morning your light is still as bright 

And brings laughter and brightness to the day. 

 

A fire ignites within me only when 

I have to wait for your love in return 

Even though I wait for it again and again 

I feel a peace within me, yet it still burns. 

 

In a moment it dims and lingers on 

Only then I think of the memories made 

Your light is never truly gone 

Even when it starts to fade 
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Love and Hate (After Catullus, #85) 

Jenna Albanese 

 
 

I sit and wait now with the greatest grief, 

Surrounded fully by a painful voice, 

Which will never stop, there is no relief. 

To listen to it now, I have no choice. 

 

The voice first told me that I was a rose, 

With wicked feelings that were just too great. 

Caring petals of love I did enclose, 

However, just as great, the thorns of hate. 

 

My great love has been growing from the start, 

With bright, never ending petals of love. 

With a wide blossom and an open heart, 

This large blooming love, I do have much of. 

 

But roses do have more than just the bud, 

The sharp, ripping thorns which have no mercy 

Cause my fragile heart to seep much with blood. 

They tear me up and cause much hate in me. 

 

This war of love and hate will never end, 

My strong feelings will now last together. 

This voice was correct, I cannot amend, 

For clashing feelings will last forever.   
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Secrets of the Garden (After Catullus) 

Elizabeth Pasquale 

 

 

Reality wakes me from my sleep 

To show me this was all a dream. 

I've learned that you weren't mine to keep 

Since I was just part of your scheme. 

 

Good memories will disappear 

Now that you're not by my side. 

You’ve made this distance very clear 

And all that's left has finally died. 

 

Behind the door you closed on me 

Rays of light peak through. 

It draws me close so I can see 

The garden we once grew. 

 

At one time it did prosper 

Though flowers were watered by one. 

You did not want all I had to offer, 

So flowers were cut until there were none. 

 

I tried to plant new seeds 

To fix what we once had. 

Still, I couldn't change your greed, 

But should that really make me sad? 

 

I follow a trail of wilted roses 

That leads me to the door. 

For me it now finally closes 

Since I cannot give back much more. 
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The Moon’s Game (After Catullus, #70 and #80) 

Niamh Green 

 

Oh young, naïve and eager fool, 

Who heard the words of those who praise 

The moon, which nature made its tool 

To steal the sun’s radiant rays. 

 

Their words ought to be tossed in fire, 

To show the truth within the sky. 

The stars shall call the moon a liar, 

And rest come to them with a sigh. 

 

I had given you all my heart 

And hoped that you might do the same. 

But “our” whole love was my own part; 

For you thought it only a game. 

 

Today has dawned with truthful light; 

And I can feel my heart, it breaks. 

No longer shall I try this fight 

Loving a man who only takes. 
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Your Wave (After Catullus 70) 

Kate Horgan 

 

 

You came along, a simple wave 

At its peak, so white and pure, 

Too brief a bliss, should not turn grave 

Its fall I thought I could endure 

 

The way your waves would wash ashore, 

They seemed to crash for only me. 

I longed to be the ocean floor, 

A constant fool wrapped in your sea. 

 

Your soothing sight, it seemed just fine, 

but blind in love, I could not see 

Up in the sky a warning sign, 

Dark clouds rolled in right over me. 

 

And then it came, your final tide, 

A force that I had never known. 

This time you crashed down on my pride, 

Then just like that I was alone. 

 

With ease you washed our love away, 

And swept right back into your sea. 

My sight is now as clear as day, 

I see your wave cannot hurt me. 
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Monday Meeting (After Catullus) 

Kayley Ellis 

 

My love seems to overpower 

My heart is a delicate flower 

Conflicting thoughts fill my mind 

The thought of our meeting makes my teeth grind. 

 

When I see you my mind darts 

I'm wrestling with my heart 

You are my light and darkness 

To me you seem so heartless. 

 

The discussion seems to never end 

I think it's you I should unfriend 

Is it right or is it wrong? 

Our love should no longer prolong 

 

Should I say so long? 

Or do our hearts belong? 

Regretful love is what's occurring 

Continuously my mind is blurring 
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A Quiet Glimpse of Heaven (After Catullus) 

Lauren Sablone 

 

I catch your eye from down the hall 

You stun me with your grin 

How is it I've begun to fall, 

I've learned that love is sin 

 

I hold your gaze and I see skies 

Before the sun has set 

I've fallen for those bright blue eyes 

But they don't know me yet 

 

You turn away, your blonde locks flow 

And I am left to walk 

But I won't let my pace go slow 

For one day I will talk 

 

I wish that you could only see 

But you don't even know 

How beautiful you are to me 

And so my heart will grow. 
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The Light of Love (After Catullus) 

Caitlyn Leonard 

 

I kept lookout everyday, 

from the lighthouse on the bay. 

Guiding boats along their way, 

till your light appeared that day. 

 

Blinded by your shining light, 

you took away all my sight. 

My eyes mistook you for night, 

because you were just so bright. 

 

A blue wave rose –– o so high, 

almost touching the dark sky. 

I let go only one sigh, 

I wish that you were my guy. 

 

The foam wave kissed the sand, 

just as I reached for your hand. 

But I’m still stuck here on land, 

meanwhile on the sea you stand. 

 

Now, I stare at a blackout, 

as I feel the wave drift out. 

Day by day, I still lookout, 

only now I’m drowned in doubt. 
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Blind (After Catullus) 
Alicia Gaudet 

 

Love can make you so blind 

But yet I open the door and try to be so kind 

Giving you everything from seven to nine 

And all it did was play with my mind 

 

I gave you my jacket in the rain 

But yet somehow I was still vain 

I broke my back so you could feel fine 

But yet you called me selfish the whole time 

 

Now I’m standing with my jacket in the rain 

I reach for it, but yet I refrain 

Thinking about the times in you I confided 

But yet what relationship works one-sided 

 

I took my jacket in a flash 

Standing tall I’m making a dash 

You don’t deserve me anymore 

It’s time I finally close the door 
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My Perfect Fall Day 

Paige  DeFreitas 

 
 The leaves crunched under my feet through the forest trail. It was a brisk Fall evening, 
and as the sun slowly sank over the treetops, I wandered on through the woods. I was in no 
rush to get home. I liked the smell and the sounds of the forest; the birds were chirping, the 
colorful leaves were falling, and the setting sun cast a golden glow on the nearly bare trees. I 
lay down on a small cluster of leaves and took a deep breath of the crisp air. It had been a 
sunny day, just the right Fall temperature to enjoy a walk through the woods. The soft wind 
blew more leaves off their branches, and they joined the others, creating a crunchy blanket of 
color on the forest floor around me. 

 This was the perfect place to be, laying on the ground with nobody around me. I liked 
daydreaming, making up stories in my head and wishing they were real. If I closed my eyes I 
could see them taking shape. I let the comforting feeling of Fall around me take over my emo-
tions as I lay there with my eyes closed, and I feel a smile on my face. Leaves fall and tangle 
themselves in my hair, but it doesn’t bother me. I carelessly rake a finger through my hair to 
brush them out, but I don’t mind if I’ve missed a few. It’s peaceful here, and I’m happy that 
I’ve had the time to enjoy the peace around me. 

        I stood up after a while and continued on my way home. I emerged from the woods, 
oblivious to the leaves sporadically stuck to the back of my sweater. The last few sunbeams 
danced through my skin and made me feel warm inside. I picked an apple off a nearby tree 
and began eating it, humming a merry tune between bites. Now I was only two blocks away 
from home, but still I lingered, wanting to enjoy every moment of this glorious feeling. The 
sun was almost completely below the trees, and I could no longer see the clouds gathering in 
the sky. I knew I should be getting home soon; my parents will start wondering. The sidewalk 
was well lit, and I knew my way well. There was no rush to get home before the sun com-
pletely set, even as the night grew colder and the wind picked up. 

 The weather changes quickly in the Fall, sometimes so quickly that you don’t have 
time to prepare for it. One moment I was enjoying a nice walk home, the next it felt like the 
skies had opened up and let all its cold, dark rain fall. Still two blocks from my house, I broke 
into a run. The rain was coming down hard and fast, like it was never going to stop. It was 
completely dark now, but I knew my way. By the time I reached my house, my sweater was 
soaked through and my wet hair was stuck on the back of my neck. I entered the warm house 
and was met by the smell of cinnamon and sugar. Someone had made cookies. After changing 
into warm, dry clothes, I enjoyed a hot cup of Apple Cider. I could now enjoy cookies by the 
fire and listen to the rain still falling outside. There is always so much to do in the Fall, and if 
you keep your eyes open, you will have the perfect Fall day. 
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With Evergreen Grace 

Jeremy Francoeur 

 

The leaves crunched beneath my feet, 

Gasping dying breath of summer’s lost heat. 

I lamented the scent they left in the air, 

Dense and crisp, communicating grave affairs. 

 

Now the weather changes to bitter frost, 

The sun’s stay grows shorter as lives are lost. 

Some exalt, so in awe of Earth’s wondrous sight, 

But all I see occurring are funeral rites. 

 

I guess I feel lucky, then, having you ‘round, 

Your feet warming the frozen, desolate ground, 

Skin hot enough to rival yule logs all season long, 

Making Thanksgiving daily with your words like song. 

 

So let’s kick up the leaves, then; lock eyes and laugh, 

Finding hope in beholding nature’s epitaph. 

Let’s be merry and pick the new-bloomed nerine, 

And take solace in silence - not solemn, but serene. 

 

While gray skies still depress me, no matter the case, 

Your presence makes “deciduous” less a disgrace. 

For you remind me what happens after something’s erased: 

Humans endure, and on graves, spring flowers are placed. 
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Poem 

Julia Clifford  

 

The painful part isn’t moving on, 

After your life has been shattered, 

It is knowing you have to, 

Somehow find a way to, 

Take that first breath, 

And through all the pain, 

Know you have, 

To take, 

Another 

Taking Flight 

Ariana Clark 

 

Soaring high above the sky into clouds 

A future awaits above in the sky 

Filled with many people the sky o’er crowds 

Her engines roar from the land to say bye 

Filled with people who fly to flights fiercely 

The airport is chaotic like Christmas 

It transports people superiorly 

From the sky planes land from the rapid climb 

Pilots pile the planes to climb for takeoff 

The flight is freedom for pilots to ‘scape 

Into the nighttime the airplane goes off 

The fun ends and the plane touches landscape 

Flying is freedom that swells in many 

It creates ambition that fires any 
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Redemption 

Isabel Geary 

 
 “Drip, drip, drip.” My sweat dripped down my face and onto my cooking station. 

 “Chop, chop, chop.” My culinary knife moved faster than my eyes could see. This was my fi-

nal test. If I pass, I can procure my culinary degree. I see my professor slowly circle my station, silent-

ly scrutinizing the placement of my food. He then dips his dreaded golden spoon into my marinara 

sauce. The whole class acts oblivious to my fear and theirs. 

 “It needs more salt, Chris. I am disappointed,” my professor stated with a southern twang. I 

quickly look down and nod. As I look back up around the kitchen, all I see are orange uniforms, and 

grey concrete walls. I am stuck here for another six months. I have been living in the Correction Cen-

ter since I was seventeen. Seventeen-year-old me had no care for the inviting world around me, so I 

started to sell drugs. When the cops finally picked me up, I was emaciated from the drugs I con-

sumed. So here I am, at a correction center somewhere in Georgia. For the first time, I actually feel 

happy. Cooking has always given me the perfect rush. The drugs I had taken paled in comparison.  

 The correction center changed my life for the better. At first, I was just mad. I would get into 

fights, prolonging my experience here. Then I got a letter that changed my life for the better. My beau-

Sonnet 

Gaby Pearson 

 

Come and enter a place called my mind 

Hop onto my infinite train of thought 

Where feelings and ideas can unwind 

In a place full of spirit and whatnot 

 

My mind’s a tunnel where I can escape  

Spend a chunk of my time and contemplate  

If it were a place it’d be a landscape  

That’s full of life and very ornate 

 

Though I’m a bit quiet and don’t talk much 

My mind’s loud, busy, and humming about 

It’s ideal for making plans and such 

But not when it comes to sleep and “light’s out” 

 

Despite all this, I must stay on my toes  

And keep my feet on the ground I suppose 
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tiful wife told me that I was going to be a father. Jessica and I had gotten married just before I was ar-

rested. We got married young, but our love was meant to be. She always tried to get me to stop being 

involved with the drugs I sold and took. She was there when I got arrested, her body trembling in a 

corner. I remember the look in her eyes the moment I found out she was the one who had called the 

cops on me.  Her eyes held such fear, and she gripped the phone in her tiny hands. We both cried as 

the policewoman pushed my thin body into the squad car. The last look I gave her was one of  hatred, 

even though that was not true. When she showed up three months later to tell me she was four 

months pregnant, I was shocked.  

 “I will do better, Jess,” I stated with so much force she began to cry. After that day, I quickly 

turned my life around as much as I could. I stopped fighting the other inmates, and focused on taking 

classes. Cooking captured my attention the most. I took as many classes as I could so that in six 

months, I will get out of here with degree in culinary. When I told Jess about this, I could tell she was 

celebrating around our small two-bedroom apartment, our little girl wrapped in her arms. When you 

are a father you look after your family first and everything else comes second. So, as I stand looking at 

the orange uniforms and grey concrete walls, all I see is joy. After all, who would have thought a drug 

dealer could serve up a five course meal instead.  

August 

Emma Kilbride 

 

A balmy zephyr nudges grains of sand 

Wheatgrass strokes the horizon with its tails 

A calming coolness falls upon the land 

Alas, it fades, and summer’s heat prevails 

 

A lakelet, clear and placid, sparkles there 

An endless turquoise mirror of the sky 

Of what’s to come, the lake is unaware 

When echoes can be heard of cheerful cries 

 

Three boys and one small girl come into view 

They race each other blithely to the shore 

One boy, behind him, tugs a large canoe 

The other two are carrying the oars 

 

The captain calls out to his mates, “Climb on!” 

And off they sail, they’re going, going, gone 
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I Didn't Know 

Julia Clifford 

 

The epitome of love is rhapsodic, 

Promises of love that’ve become periodic, 

Endless felicity of two devout lovers, 

A love that peaks and falls then recovers, 

The tranquility of being hand in hand, 

Oh, all the goals we had planned, 

The vows we said would never sever, 

We looked at each other and promised forever, 

We didn’t think our feelings would wane, 

We found a spark but it was hard to sustain, 

It was you or my pride and dignity, 

I didn’t know what to choose, 

I didn’t know I was lost in one of love’s big cities, 

I didn’t know I had everything to lose. 
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The Land of Green 

Jeremy Levine 

 

Across the landscape, a cloudless sky 

And endless hills of rolling green 

Are all you can see from low to high, 

Leaving you to crave all else still unseen. 

 

Nowhere else is there grass so vast, 

And in such great quantity, goats and sheep, 

Than in Ireland, a land unsurpassed 

By all except for the dreams in our sleep. 
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