
Thank You 

 

I can no other answer make, but, thanks, and thanks.   

~William Shakespeare 

 
The Pegasus staff would like to thank those students who submitted poems, photographs 

and works of art this year, and to the teachers who submitted their students’ work to be 

used in this year’s edition.   

 

Thank you to Mrs. Parker, Mrs. Neville, Mrs. Murnaghan, and 

Mr. Castellucci for their unending support of Pegasus. 

 

Finally, thank you to the Administration and the Board of Education for 

continuing to support the arts programs here at Lower Cape May Regional 

High School. 
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Sad as a Pencil 

I feel sad as a pencil 

That is no longer used. 

Shoved in the sharpener 

Hurt and abused. 

The pencil is so small 

That it no longer fits 

In the shiny new sharpener 

Silver and full of glitz. 

 

The pencil is left 

All alone in the corner 

Unsharpened and secluded like a foreigner 

Until a young mouse scuttles by all surprised 

That this little sad pencil is just his right size. 

 

By: Brie Rothmel 

Class of2013 

Shannon Miller 

Class of 2013 



Myself; So Cold 

The darkness envelops me. It fills my once lucid thoughts into difficult-to-comprehend 

enigmas. Released from my own Hell. Not warm, cold. Cold as my words. Cold as my eyes. 

Cold as myself…Soiled to the bone. Cold, cold as stone. Don’t be afraid. Don’t be 

ashamed. Listen to the rain. Immaculate pain…The extremity of my caustic self becomes 

frazzled. A poised hold on my fractured intellect. It can no longer understand my knowl-

edge of knowing. Deficient as my world. Deficient as my will. Deficient as myself…

Deranged with passion. Sickened, sickened with attraction. Won’t sell my soul. Forget 

what I stole. This silence is droll. My tongue begins to roll…of opaque words…

unheard…by many…My tears are plenty…Don’t remind me…of those days…where’d it 

begin to rain…and dye me with pain…Burn me. Burn my words. Burn my dirtied eyes…

till there is no more…to adore. 

By: Jasmine Kent 

Class of 2016 

A Man Named… 

So far in my life I’ve learned about a man tall, boney, and everyone’s nightmare. When 

people know he’s coming they run thinking that they can get away from him. That man is 

named Death…  

 

Some people say he’s greedy and takes what he wants and only leaves old, broken memories 

in return. He’s not fair when he comes; it’s not fair who he’s after. 

 

By: Gabby Helton 

Class of 2016 
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Just Like You Said 

 

You always said we’ll be together 

Hand in hand, forever 

Am I still yours? 

Are you still mine? 

But is this still forever? 

Or should I just drift away? 

 

You’re too much to lose 

And too much to handle 

What should we do? 

It was only a fairytale 

But with no happy ending 

At least that’s what they say 

 

I’m just a hot mess 

And you’re the cause 

You make me say 

“Who cares, I love you!” 

You’ve taken my heart 

I only want you 

 

You’re an explosion in my heart 

You light up my life like the 4th of July 

With my own special fireworks display 

So, don’t you ever worry. 

I’m never going away 

Just like you said, 

 

I love you… Forever 

 

By Ashleigh Hargis 

Class of 2013 

 

A warning voice 

A running start 

Captivated by some senseless hope 

Almost out of his mind 

The door 

He threw himself 

Opening the door 

Click of the lock 

Slammed shut 

Everything was quiet 

Breathing shallowly 

Broken a little 

A dizzy spell 

Lose consciousness 

Gradually fade away 

 

By: Frannie Cooper 

Class of 2013 

Madison Chamberlain 

Class of 2013 



A found poem from The Metamorphosis by Franz Kafka 

Unsettling Dreams 

Anxiety behind all the doors 

Was it possible to sleep? 

He slid back again into 

Unsettling dreams 

“God Almighty!” 

With a little cry 

As he lay on the floor 

The disorder of the room 

A monstrous vermin 

A ravenous appetite 

Like a madman 

He was a tool 

To the devil 

He was in danger 

Ashlee Frederick 

Class of 2014 

Here Comes the Sun 

 

This time of year, 

My eyes watch as winter 

turns into spring. 

The leaves unfold their brown, crisp, shells, 

into beautiful examples of life. 

Near the lake’s edge I sit, 

feeling the sunlight break the snow. 

 

By Cheyenne Birch 

Class of 2013 

 

Emily Tomlin 

Class of 2013 

Rachael Sheets 

Class of 2015 



What is a Poem? 

 

Poems can be 3 words, but really say a thousand. 

 

By: Austin Cushman 

Class of 2013 

 

Angela Harron 

Class of 2013 

Rachael Sheets 

Class of 2015 

 

 

 

Vachon Price 

Class of 2014 

Josh Williams 

Class of 2013 



Our wisdom flows so sweet. 

Taste it and see. 

Witness 

The trees. Is it of this Earth? 

Is it the tree of life? 

The nexus of worlds? 

Was it the Norse? 

Or the Mongols? 

Is it always the barbarian 

That gets the better over the order? 

 

There are things more frightening than monsters. 

Dreams. 

Dreams, dreams. 

By: Cody LeGates 

Class of 2013 

Ty Alteri 

Class of 2013 

Through weeping trees, 

Under those sky tear stars, 

Even the Earth sobs and groans, 

Faerie light and Faerie dark, 

Seelie and unseelie, 

Nature betrays itself, 

Terraforming with no help, 

Myth and legend do come true, 

Rock splits and mountains crumble, 

Demons, dragons, beasts, and fae, 

Gaia awakens, anima flows, 

Azoth and alkahest, 

Golden lead and the Philosopher’s Stone, 

Creation, destruction; mending, maiming. 

 

Apocalypse, Ragnarock, Abaddon, Ending, 

Whichever you call it, 

It is not the end 

Only a beginning, 

Prelude to the next novel. 

Prologue to the Book of the Third World. 

 

By: Cody LeGates 

Class of 2013 



The Final Hour 

A found poem from The Metamorphosis by Franz Kafka 

 

The serious wound from which he suffered, 

Spend the days and nights almost without sleep 

No one paid attention to him 

Can’t put up with this constant torture 

It had to go 

Silent and sad 

He could no longer move at all 

Empty and peaceful 

Everything was beginning to grow light 

From his nostrils streamed his last breath 

 

By: Natalie Craig  

Class of 2013 

Alexis Sill  

Class of 2013 

Jordan Watson 

Class of 2014 

Jamie Roth  

Class of 2013 



Lindsey Harner 

Class of 2013 

Alexander Meyers 

Class of 2014 

Nikki Ferrante 

Class of 2013 

The Night Sky 

The night sky goes on forever. It is a dark space expanding on and on. The night sky is lit 

up by only the moon and the ever present and numerous stars. They litter the sky and form 

pictures on an empty canvas. 

By: Frannie Cooper 

Class of 2013 

Josh Williams 

Class of 2013 

Shannon Miller 

Class of 2013 



Leaf Unfold Eyes Near 

 

As the signs of fall 

Unfold, I realize that summer is 

Coming to a close. 

My eyes watch the leaves 

Flutter from the trees to 

The accepting, comforting ground. 

I wave goodbye to sweet summertime 

And hello to the all-inspiring autumn. 

 

By Brie Rothmel 

Class of 2013 

Ricardo Phillips 

Class of 2013 

Faith Rech 

Class of 2013 

Cheyenne Birch 

Class of 2013 

Alia Reeb 

Class of 2013 

Danielle Whitten 

Class of 2013 

Eve Berger 

Class of 2013 



Swan, willow, shadows, curve 

 

The weeping willow casts 

Brilliant shadows across the lake. 

The curve of the branches 

Leave the swan hidden in its depths.  

 As she swims to 

Meet her match, their necks 

Curve into each other, casting 

A shadow of the shape of love 

In the bright moonlight. 

By: Brie Rothmel 

Class of 2013 

Rachael Sheets 

Class of 2015 

Alyssa Hansberry 

Class of 2014 

 

The train screamed 

At the top of its lungs, 

The arrival schedule 

Was about to be hung, 

Some traveling home 

As their day was done, 

Beside the unfortunate few 

Whose day just begun. 

 

The conductor ran, 

His shift just began, 

The game made him late 

He was too loyal a fan, 

His boss would be mad, 

But he had a plan, 

He’d trick him with words, 

That unintelligent man. 

 

By: Austin Mitchell  

Class of 2013 



Rachael Sheets 

Class of 2015 

Ty Alteri 

Class of 2013 

The rose loved the water drop 

Everyday she’d stop and watch 

The way the water splashed and plopped 

Everyday she’d wish he’d stop. 

 

The water drop loved the rose 

Everyday he’d splash and plop 

To watch the rose stop and watch 

Everyday he’d wish she’d march. 

 

By: Abbie Knox 

Class of 2013 

Rachael Sheets 

Class of 2015 

Karlie Abbatiello 

Class of 2014 



Ricardo Phillips 

Class of 2013 

Alexis Sill 

Class of 2013 

Kristin Dugan 

Class of 2013 

Amber DeLuca 

Class of 2013 

Song of the Birds 

The birds are singing 

A very beautiful song 

A song of angels 

It travels through the forest 

As though it were a small bird 

 

I could listen now 

I would listen tomorrow 

To the birds’ soft song 

It has brought me close to tears 

I cannot believe my ears 

 

By: Ashleigh Hargis 

Class of 2013 

Molly Thompson 

Class of 2013 



Emulation of Hamlet’s Third Soliloquy 

To eat or not to eat – that is the question: 

Whether ‘tis desired by the stomach or to suffer 

The hunger and the desire not to gain weight, 

Or to take a bite against the masses of calories 

And, by dieting, end all happiness. To diet, to starve- 

No food – and by a tear we starve till the end. 

The stomachache from the thousands of calories desired 

That food meant for – and needed for consumption 

I do not wish to stave. To diet, to indulge- 

To indulge, perhaps too much. Yum, it’s all so good, 

But there’s the scale of death what horrors may come, 

When we have fallen into the bag of chips, 

We must put them away.  Respect thyself 

Too much indulgence leads to disaster. 

But who would bear the hunger of starvation, 

The growling of the stomach, the junk food tempts you, 

The pains of hunger, the need for food, 

The craving of calories, and the desire to indulge 

The patience it takes to eat healthy food, 

When junk food it much tastier. 

By Nicole Knudsen 

Class of 2013 

The black canvas of the sky. 

A landscape freckled with white flares. 

Looking down at us a pale white man 

With a luminous glow. 

A tranquil air, 

A veil covering all conflict. 

A cloak of shadows hiding in the reflective dagger, 

The shining eyes of the dark assassin. 

The benefactor of secret lovers, 

Who embrace under its secretive sheets 

Hiding the radiance of their affection. 

The lonesome woman who’s caressed by the cold, 

Loving hands of the night. 

 

By: Stephen Gilbert  

Class of 2013 

Nikki Ferrante 

Class of 2013 

Jessica McDowell 

Class of 2013 



Summer Joy 

 

Salt water breezes 

Waves crashing 

Sand blowing around 

Ice pops melting 

Children laughing 

Sun shining 

Not a cloud in sight 

The water is refreshing 

Walking around barefoot 

Not a care in the world 

 

By: Ashleigh Hargis 

Class of 2013 

Cheyenne Birch 

Class of 2013 

Rebecca Jorgenson 

Class of 2013 

Amber DeLuca 

Class of 2013 

Taryn Thompson 

Class of 2013 

Josh Williams 

Class of 2013 



To Dance or Not To Dance 

To dance or not to dance that is the question: 

Whether to suffer the long tiring hours (days), 

And not have a lot of time for other activities or friends, 

Or to take a day off and miss the many steps you learn that day 

And, by skipping, you lose your place in the dance. 

 

To not dance – no more – and by dancing to learn new steps 

The many hours of preparation for the recital 

That is a major production -That each day counts 

I do not wish to happen. 

 

To dance, to achieve- 

To dance, a little too late. And suffer the next day from being tired 

For teaching others the right steps 

When we wait for the counts to the moves, 

Must make us stay alert. 

That’s the objective 

That makes good, of dancing when you’re supposed to. 

 

For who really want to face the 7 hours a day or more. 

The first class at 3:00, 

The first tap of a tap shoe, 

The disappointment in the turnout of girls, 

The warm ups that go on forever, 

The overly loud music you just aren’t quite ready for, 

The river which once flowed clear 

Was now flowing tainted with the same 

Darkness as is in the sky. Yet, in the horror of it all, one flower remained. 

Weakened, wounded, scared, yet brave and strong, 

It raised its head in a final song. 

The Rose, red as blood, let loose its 26 petals 

Which glowed and glittered brightly as they hit the ground. 

Out of the ground they came,  

The spirits of 6 elder Roses, and 20 Rose younglings. 

They sang one last song of replenishment 

Which spread energy back into the  

Meadow and out came the flowers 

That had perished in fire and the animals who had lost their 

Homes returned to rebuild them. 

Red, the color of 26 Roses that perished but who have passed on. Red, 

The color of the love that remains  

For the lost ones.  

Red, the color of the pain and  

Sadness the families must be feeling. 

A memorial to those 20 children who were killed and to those 6 adults who were 

also killed. The pain their families must be feeling, I cannot begin to equalize or 

imagine. My heart goes out to them all as do my prayers. May their spirits rest in 

peace, may their families be comforted, and may the rest of us honor their lives as 

best as we possibly can and remember that alone we may be strong but together as  

ONE. 

WE ARE POWERFUL. 

By: Dylan Clark 

Class of2014 



The Angels of Sandy Hook 

 

A field of colors swaying gently as the warm breeze of slumber and 

Happiness passes over person and animal alike. 

Blue birds call to one another. Bears sleep soundly as they dream of a far 

Away place that will someday 

Honor them with its fruits of wonder. 

The glistening clear river of peace and joy 

Flows freely and without taint. 

Flowers of many types and colors raise their 

Faces to the sun and sing in one 

Soft yet eerie voice to the heavens. 

All is calm except for the sudden feeling of fear and realization. 

A glowing burning speck floats from the sky 

Downward until it lands on a rose that 

Had raised itself higher to sing its heart  

Out in enjoyment but watched and  

Shrank in horror at the sudden danger that engulfed it. 

As fast as lightning yet as stealthy as a hawk, the burning speck increased 

Into a raging inferno which 

Spread like butter on bread. Flowers cried out in 

Fear as the glow and heat increased. 

Animals fled while calling to one another. 

The flowers came together for one 

Final song and they screamed their voices together in a song to the heavens 

As they were engulfed. 

What was once a vast ocean of colors was 

Now black with the stench of fear. 

And the dirty looks you get from other dancers if you’re on the wrong count 

The comment how long have we gone over this. 

 

The early morning wake up calls on the weekends 

The aches and pains 

After a long day 

Though the chances of missing out on the recital nights 

And the surprise of what our costumes look like 

Is looked at as if our teachers are who are (AMAZING) 

And awesome moments of watching each performance in the end 

It all is worth it in the end 

It is truly unforgettable. 

By Danielle Amenhauser 

Class of 2013 

Rachael Sheets 

Class of 2015 



Sympathy for the Vicinity 

A walk home that seemed 

to go on for eternity, roaming 

past the lonely fence post that 

sat at the edge of an deserted 

house’s unkempt yard, focusing 

on the vehicles passing, the tires 

gripped the incandescent 

asphalt entirely. As for 

the younger kids, their  

parents stood by in 

an eager-like demeanor, 

for the sight of a sulfur- 

colored vehicle. 

Squirrels chatting and making 

small talk, oh how they climb 

so incredibly high. Such a multi- 

step distance, I’ve lost count years  

ago. Organizing myself along a  

dehydrated silhouette of a  

sidewalk. Then raising my 

collapsed head, began to 

admire the distant planet, 

that hangs precariously  

adjacent to ours. 

By: Kyle Bower 

Class of 2013 

Than stay here with other that we have known all out lives? 

Thus the chance not to escape makes life simple, 

And thus the life more boring 

Is darken over the colors of new rainbows 

And moments of many opportunities and discoveries 

With this regard their direction on life askew 

And lose the purpose of life and learning. 

 

By: Gabby Bocanegra 

Class of 2013 

Angela Harron 

Class of 2013 

Jamie Roth 

Class of 2013 



To Leave or Not to Leave 

 

To leave or not to leave – that is the question: 

Whether ‘tis safer to stay at home 

And be comfortable in a place you’ve already known. 

Or to take flight and see a new world. 

And, by leaving, to leave behind a home? To leave, to explore 

No more – and by going out far away 

The heartache of missing home and dealing with a new area 

That the new life will hold – ‘tis a problem 

That I do not want to feel. To stay, to be at home – 

To live with my family longer. Ay, that’s the trouble, 

For in that staying what more frustration may come near, 

When sharing a small room that is not enough 

Must give us a pause. There’s the problem 

That makes trouble of staying. 

For who would bear the whines and annoyances of a sister, 

The complaints of a parent, the disturbance of privacy, 

The thought of unwanted memories, the sight of the same people one once knew, 

The unbearable tourists, and the unforgettable past loves 

That this town brings to my eyes, 

When I have the chance to make it 

With no ties? Who would not like the freedom 

To be and be left alone to live your own life 

But of course those who rather do nothing and who are fearful of a bigger world, 

The undiscovered country that no one yet soon 

No traveler had gone, intrigues my mind 

And makes that part of me wishing to go 

Quatrain 

We sat on the warm grassy ground, 

Neither of us making a sound. 

As he takes his hand in mine 

We realize our love is divine. 

 

By: Brie Rothmel 

Class of2013 

Gabriela Bocanagra 

Class of 2013 

Alexander Meyers 

Class of 2014 



What is a Poem? 

 

Poems are reflections, the bits of light 

That glance off of the facets of someone’s 

Soul, revealing truths that are usually 

Only glimpsed, and emotions nearly 

Impossible to explain. 

 

By: Shelby Moulton  

Class of 2013 

Eve Berger 

Class of 2013 

An Object Metaphor 

He is a new motor in a young Dodge Charger. Always running sharp, never breaking 

down. Fast is his only speed. The left lane on the parkway is his life. He is polished and 

waxed right out of the dealer. His home consists of many members who help him daily. His 

wrench brothers always have his back and always give him an extra squeeze when he be-

gins to lose his grip during his life journey. His sneakers are always getting torn up with 

his performance. He only drinks the best fuel to ensure good health and longer engine life. 

He is the best of the town when you need the job done. He’s the quickest car around and 

will get you back on the road quicker than anyone around. To top it all off he is always 

fresh like a peachy peach air freshener that he makes sure is always new. He never stops, 

he wins the race. 

By: Lauren Murphy 

Class of 2013 

A rock. Solemn, unmoving, cold, misunderstood. No one can read a rock’s thoughts. No 

one knows a rock’s emotions. Rocks are a mystery. 

Catherine stared down at her driveway as she waited for the bus. She admired the curved, 

sharp, multi-colored rocks that rested below her feet. Some were round, like small balls of 

gravel. Some were sharp, like spearheads. She spotted the bus grow closer. 

As she sat quietly in her seat, she moved the rocks around in her hands. They amazed her. 

How had so many different types of rocks been brought to her driveway? What was this 

once part of? The boys around her pestered her about her collection. They wanted to know 

why she would be carrying around rocks or if they could throw them out the windows. 

Catherine sat silent, admiring her rocks. She was deep in thought, a mystery the small boys 

have yet to discover. One day, she decided she was a rock; cold and unforgiving, but a 

mystery. She liked it that way. 

By Austin Mitchell 

Class of 2013 



 Pale Skin and Dull Eyes 

 

Unsettled Dreams 

“What’s happened to me?” 

Overcast Weather 

Raindrops Hitting The Metal Window Ledge 

Depressed 

Tried A Hundred Times 

Dull Pain 

Torture 

No Relationships That Last 

To The Devil With It All… 

By: Ricardo Phillips 

Class of 2013 

Veronica Golaszewski 

Class of 2013 

Rachael Sheets  

Class of 2015 

I’ve seen the truth 

The kind of truth you can’t unsee. 

The distance makes it hard, 

To be the hero you need. 

 

Abbie Knox 

Class of 2013 

The Night Sky 

The Night Sky, it is dark, mystical, and vast. It does not end. It does not begin. The stars 

twinkle, it swallows you up. You feel small next to the night sky. The feeling you get 

when you look across the horizon. 

What is out there? 

No one knows. 

Everything about the night sky is of the greatest wonders of the world. 

By: Cheyenne Birch 

Class of 2013 

Brett Barnes  

Class of 2013 



EMULATION OF HAMLET’S 3RD SOLILOQUY  

 

To procrastinate, or not to procrastinate, that is the question 

Whether it is better for my grades to suffer 

The wrath of my old teacher’s red pen 

Or to miss the new episode of Walking Dead. 

And then study. To fail or to pass 

No more; and by failing out parents puts us to an end 

The missed fun and thousands of lost nights out 

That procrastinating is heir to – ‘tis a curse 

Devoutly to be wished. To procrastinate, to kill time –  

To wait, perhaps the test will be easy, there is the rub 

For in that time of procrastination, let the test come what may, 

When the test is passed out, 

We take a look down. Boy this is hard 

Everyone else has studied so long. 

For who wants to spend all night studying,  

Molly Thompson 

Class of 2013 

Gabriella McKeown 

Class of 2014 

It seems I have been strolling on a long road, and every time I reach its extremity it always 

ends up being something truly cryptic and painful, so I continue on, in hope that when I 

reach the extremity of the road once more it will be something blissful.  But, the road is of 

such voluminous distance, I slow my pace, and abruptly collapse deep within myself, shut-

ting reality away. 

Reality is a burden; it chains us to a world where only logic is useful. 

Fantasy is where my mind is settled; it lets us roam and gives us the ability to dream.  It 

allows 

our thoughts to be strewn placidly across a clear surface of water and to the substantial 

skies above. 

No bruises or scars exist here.  Here, is a concealer for all pain.  Here is where happiness 

begins… 

 

By Jasmine Kent  

Class of 2016 

 



Spine Poem 

 

Behind the Bedroom 

Soldier’s Heart 

Safe 

Unwind 

Fearless 

Then 

Everlasting 

Death Sentence 

 

By: Ashleigh Hargis 

Class of 2013 

Carmaris Torres 

Class of 2014 

It is just wrong, I am not proud of this at all 

The fears of getting a F, my parents would not accept  

Doing my homework, writing essays,  

Studying, when one could be out having fun 

Or being myself getting me nails done  

Why would someone bother studying? Who could do it all, 

To get through it you have to guess, 

But it is better to know then to guess, 

The countries all over the globe, or the Pythagorean Thermo 

When the tests are returned, we will see 

And we will bear the number circled in red pen 

Do I want to know or do I not? 

Id I do not look and I just place it in my folder I am a coward,  

And thus I am ignorant 

The thought of what the grade is plagues me, 

And I take the test back out again, one last chance 

With this I turn the paper over  

Tis’ not so bad at all. 

 

Cheyenne Birch 

Class of 2013 

Ricardo Phillips 

Class of 2013 



Carmaris Torres 

Class of 2014 

Jordan Watson 

Class of 2014 

Rachael Sheets  

Class of 2015 

Brianna Grey 

Class of 2013 

Rachael Sheets  

Class of 2015 


