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The Proclamation

The Proclamation is Wilbur Cross High School’s student newspaper, published in print and online as virtual 
copies, an online blog, and a podcast site. It is dedicated to bringing you accurate, thorough, and complete 
news, features, arts, sports, editorials, and more. Opinions and viewpoints stated in The Proclamation are not 
necessarily the opinions or viewpoints of The Proclamation or its editors (except for unsigned lead editorials), 
the faculty advisor, Wilbur Cross High School, or the New Haven School District. The Proclamation is a desig-
nated public forum for student expression, and its mission and policy is to encourage student expression. Stu-
dents make final decisions on content, edit the stories, and design the paper. View- points, including ones that 
oppose those appearing in The Proclamation, are welcomed. Wilbur Cross High School students may submit ar-
ticles and letters to the editor, the publication of which is subject to approval by the student editors. All articles 
and letters selected for publication are subject to being edited for length, clarity and appropriate language.”
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-Salutations and Leavings

This We Believe

Wilbur Cross has changed for the better this year. But this June is not the end. The summer is 
only a break in an continuous experiment in education. Come September we would like to see 
the good things from this year return, the increased School Spirit, the energized adminstrators, 
and the sense of community. However, Cross cannot rest on its laurels. There are ominous 
things on the horizon, the block day schedule is largely unpopular with students, and we fear it 
will cause an increase in absences and class cuts. The building is still filthy, with some bath-
rooms reduced to a single working sink and no soap, though this is a problem with city policy. 
 Time and again momentary gains here have eroded and left the school more demoral-
ized and dysfunctional than ever. Come August it would be good to come back to the School 
we leave this month, a place that feels like we all pull together at least some of the time. 
Ultimately, the future of our school is not in any one person’s hands. Every student, teacher, 
adminstrator and staff member can choose to move forward, or we can stagnate. Wilbur Cross 
is our home, it is our workplace, our cafeteria and our responsibility. We spend a third of our 
day here. Come August, we must all pull together to make sure that these last ten months have 
not been what they so often have been, a half measure of devotion. Next year will show what 
we can do. Let’s make sure it’s what we want it to be. 

Retirements
We wish the following staff member a happy 
retirment. Thank you for everything you gave to 
all of us. 

Iole Apicella
Mary CoFrancesco
Lou Delucia
Liz Fradiani
Pat Martucci
Rob Orciuch
Dina Pollock
Arthur Wright
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Phones Anonymous: The Addiction of the Modern Age
BY Nico Britton

My family comes from the rural part of Colorado, where the traditions of the cowboy and ranch hand are still very much alive, 
as small group of people try to hold on to the old Wild West. Through the years, the 21st century has made its presence felt 
along the eastern plains of Colorado, as cell phone reception has improved and the skyscrapers of Denver are now visible on a 
clear day, and ranch homes are no longer subject to the absence of basic amenities. Still, the people are rugged. 
 Whenever my grandfather comes into my room with a basic technology question (How to turn on the phone, how to turn 
it off, how to charge it, etc.), I can’t help but feel a little envious.. Personally, I wish I didn’t know how to work a phone. I wish 
I didn’t have to know. As my grandfather and I sit down for the hundredth time, and I patiently show him again how to turn on 
his phone, I realize the huge generational gap between us. I am very close to my grandfather, He has taught me everything I 
know about hunting, fishing, dating, and being a man, yet this great generational gap separates us. He fought a war in the Pa-
cific where men were given basic Army carbine rifles and ordered to shoot the Japanese. They didn’t have drones or high-tech 
night vision goggles or thermal radar. He drives a basic truck, without a GPS or an iphone doc or any other further amenity. 
His computer is an old dial-up Dell that takes about 6 months to boot up, and he only uses it occasionally. Needless to say, my 
grandfather doesn’t have a Facebook, and took years of family pressure for him to finally give in and make an email account. 
Despite his purposeful rejection of technology, my grandfather is one of the happiest people I know. I have long thought his 
happiness and good-health along with his abandonment of technology, was a mighty peculiar coincidence.  
 On the flip side, through chance or perhaps just bad luck, I live in the one of the most urban areas in the country, along 
the eastern seaboard. Technology is everywhere I look, from TVs to phones to radio to computers. I’m afraid I have most of 
these things, and I text on my phone to my friends to stay in touch. However, I am not addicted to my phone, and whenever 
I go on hunting trips with my dad, we purposefully leave all of our phones at home, so that we can better enjoy the outdoors 
without interruption or distraction. When we started this unit on technology and its addictive tendencies, I was astonished 
during our class discussions to see how many people in our class were glued to their phones. I heard people saying that they 
would stay up until one of two in the morning on their phones. Or people who took multiple selfies a day for the hell of it. 
They would say it without regret or guilt. I found it really surprising when some of my classmates assumed that I had no 

friends or social life just because I’m not glued to my phone. I don’t know if it’s just me, but this is ridiculous. I don’t even know how you could spend that much time on 
your phone doing nothing. I continue to see my phone as a communication device and nothing else. It’s great for games and stuff like that, and looking things up on the 
Internet, but I see it as a tool to communicate with others. This is why I chose to voluntarily hand in my phone to Ms. Dima for two weeks, to see if I had really become 
such a teenager that I could not go without it for a few days. 
 Disturbingly to me, I actually felt kind of weird in the hours after giving up my phone. I realized that I was pretty much isolated from my friends outside of 
school, and if they had texted me with a question or inviting me to hang out, I would have no way of knowing or responding. However, I assumed that everyone was 
busy studying or whatever, and no such invitations would be made. All in all, the two weeks without my phone were not hard at all. I realized that I had gotten happier 
by giving up my phone, not checking Instagram or Facebook or 
Snapchat. It was actually quite enjoyable ignoring my friend’s 
social lives for a while. The only real challenge of the experi-
ment was on the weekends, as I communicate with my flight 
instructor and airmen regarding the weather and our estimated 
time of departure for our next flight. I have aviation apps on 
my phone that provide me with real-time weather, weight and 
balance of the aircraft, and global positioning system that I use 
when I fly, and not having this important information made a 
tough job even harder.I additionally communicate with Coach 
Farrell frequently as he sends out updates for our baseball team, 
in fact my missing of one of these updates nearly made me miss 
a game. However, I was able to get by using my home phone to 
communicate and scrape by. 
 I’m not going to stand here and challenge you to give 
up your phone for two weeks, because I know you won’t do it 
and you can’t do it. And that’s a damn shame. Through this unit 
I have realized how addicted we are to our phones. We miss so 
much of our everyday lives just by being glued to our phones, 
and we don’t take time to look around and interact with our 
world. Being liberated from a phone is a great feeling. 
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Can’t Seem to Face Up to 
the Facts
BY Aneurin Canham-Clyne

Perpetual warfare, domestic surveillance, sup-
pression of dissent, Oh My! The NSA is intercepting 
millions of images every day, including fifty five thou-
sand facial recognition quality images. What does this 
mean for you and me? It means the NSA has our pic-
tures. The documents, part of Snowden’s leak, show the 
NSA is also collecting fingerprints and other Identifiers 
electronically. This is quite literally the end of privacy. 
I would say I’m mad, I would scream that this violates 
our basic legal rights, just as others have screamed 
about indefinite detention, bulk data collection, illegal 
executions, and warrantless wiretapping. But by now 
it’s pointless. These revelations have failed to pro-
duce an appreciable response in the American people. 
There’s only so much you can yell before you go blue 
in the face. At a certain point the words lose any mean-
ing, they’re just abstract sounds. You, Mr. and Mrs. 
Doe, have brought this surveillance state on through 
your own complicity. As much as the government ma-
nipulated fears of terrorism, the people have failed to 
respond to these revelations. It’s clear now that we 
are okay with the Constitution being treated as a silly 
little book with no impact on reality. So if that’s what 
you want, I won’t bother you by writing about national 
security. Just don’t come crying to me when there are 
drones flying over your neighborhood and agents visit-
ing you for the contents of your emails and phone calls.

Block the Blocks
BY Valeria Rugerio

I don’t like block days and I’m definitely not the only one. Next year we will have only block days, consisting 
of four classes a day, each one more than an hour long. I see kids in the hallways, bathrooms, and library do-
ing nothing, just walking around. Personally, I like the schedule we have now: 3 regular days with classes of 45 
minutes each, and 2 block days. Most people can’t function for the block periods as it is. If people don’t to go to 
class for 45 minutes, what makes you think that they’re going to be able to sit in a classroom for eighty minutes?

I see kids walk out of of class and never come back. I understand that block days give us an op-
portunity to learn more and take advantage of the time we have in those classes. But, is it really benefit-
ing students? What’s affecting them the most are absences and grades. All block days next year is just go-
ing to make the situation worse. If kids don’t like going to class, then they’ll skip. If they skip, they’ll get 
caught and punished. Pretty soon, they’re going to get tired of skipping class constantly, and will stop 
showing effort in their work and academics, or stop showing up at all.  The point for us is to strive and 
do better, not worse. We need breaks and limits, not be trapped in a room for a eighty five minutes.

The Price Of Admission
BY John Rosenbluth

In the financial straits of the last six 
years, the debate surrounding whether or 
not a college education is worth its high 
entry fee rages on, hotter than ever. In-
creased independence notwithstanding, I 
think the reason teenagers across the na-
tion find the idea of going to college so 
appealing is because they can shake the 
yoke of school-mandated curriculums 
and study obscure, specialized academic 
subjects with no higher purpose than en-
riching their own minds. Sadly, the goal 
of giving every young person such an op-
portunity to hunt their interests is all too 
remote in today’s world; it would be big-
headed, and foolish to suggest that giv-
ing a child the renaissance-man liberal 
arts education makes financial sense for 
every family in America. Because this is 
the case, many people forgo intellectual 
pursuits to work jobs they hate out of ne-
cessity. It might not be anyone’s cup of 
Earl Grey to mop up the plumbing im-
plosion from hell, but hey, somebody’s 
paid to do it.

  Again, I cannot stress enough how inappropriate it would be to suggest that every American citizen try 
and become a lofty college professor with a Ph.D. in three fields. If you have a passion that deeply contributes to 
your sense of the person you are, my advice is to pursue that passion, no matter how lowly it may look to society 
at large. In the meantime however, the world would do well to devise an outlet for uncovering academic subjects 
of interest that is more personalized than the internet but less distant than a university. Critics with me thus far, I 
know what you’re thinking: “If pigs could fly.” Well, you’re right—at least until an upcoming form of informa-
tion sharing and communication revolutionizes the world in the next forty years.
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To the Man Who Saw it All
BYKhadija Hussain

For nineteen years, Arthur Wright has been as much a part of Wilbur Cross as the 
ceilings and walls. From his desk by the main entrance, Mr. Wright has served as 
much more than a member of Cross’ security. As well as signing late passes, he 
gets to know the students, and helps kids out with their personal issues, as well 
as providing useful advice about high school life. Now, after his many years of 
service for the school, Mr. Wright will be retiring. He plans to retire  on June 20th 
but hopes that his efforts at Cross will be continued. In an interview that he gave 
in 1997 Mr. Wright expressed that he felt he could be a mentor or father figure for 
kids who might not have that guidance at home. Now, even as he tells me this, he 
signs a late pass for a boy, asking him how he’s been.

“Don’t  be late to class, son,” he calls after him, laughing. “You’d better 
get right to class!” He turns back to me, a rather intimidating figure when first 
met, but immediately friendly and obviously well known, often waving at passing 
students and teachers.
` “Many of the students that I am involved with, or have been involved 
with, are actually the second generation,” he tells me. “Their parents were stu-
dents here— I remember their parents.”When Mr. Wright talks about that genera-
tion— the older generation, he smiles, and recalls old memories.
 “Those were the days,” he says. “Those were the days. Cross was such a 
family back then. Everyone was concerned about everyone… When people came 
into the school, they were received with joy, and with happiness. Those of us who 
worked here were constantly concerned with the plight of each other, and always 
talking to one another. Even all the students wanted to help each other succeed. 
Many of the students who were succeeding would help those students who were 
not doing so well.” I ask him if anything is different now, in this new generation.
“Well, I think that the environment has changed. It disturbs...me to sit here at my 
desk and see staff members come in, in the morning, who do not speak. I’m sure 
this also has a negative effect on the students, as well. I have noticed that if a staff 
member is sick, students used to be very concerned about that staff member, but 
that is often not the case now.”
 Mr. Wright appears to be one of the staff members that students do care 
about. When told about his retirement, some  students expressed shock and sad-
ness that he was leaving. He seems to know how to communicate with teenagers, 
and how to understand us, and troubles we might be going through. He tells me 
this is because he was treated like this in the past.
 “I have been dealing with teenagers for many years, because there were 
many who were involved in my life, when I was a teenager. I simply feel that I 
am giving back, which is very important in life.” Mr. Wright offered this advice 
for the class of 2014, which will graduate days after his retirement: “I would say 
to the class of 2014, you must realize that you have a duty and responsibility to 
share that which you have learned academically and socially with those that you 
come in contact with. And please come back, and share that knowledge with those 
who are coming behind you, because it is important to go back to where you came 
from, and to remember that place which you came from.” 
 Mr. Wright is going to follow his own advice, he says, when he retires.
 “I hope that I will be remembered. I don’t believe in saying goodbye, because I 
intend to come back as a visitor, and see what is going on with Cross, and see how 
it is changing. As for the future, I would hope that Cross becomes more of a fam-
ily, as it once was.”

It’s “Pura Vida”, Stupid!
Alondra Bermudez

In the moment of finding out that I might have been going on a trip to Costa Rica 
this year, I felt ecstatic. I have never been out of the country before, except on my 
trips to Puerto Rico, so this was a big deal. “A huge deal,” my teacher would argue. 
 At first I had a lot of doubt, because I don’t usually get opportuni-
ties like this, but 11 months later, during April vacation, I was on a plane 
to Central America. I brought with me one suitcase, one bookbag, one pair 
of headphones and a lot of nerves. I was extremely excited and in disbe-
lief that this was happening. 6 hours, two plane rides, and a killer head-
ache later we (14 people, including myself) landed in about 80 degree 
weather. Gee, wasn’t I lucky to have been wearing sweats and a sweater?
 Non-stop for 9 days, we traveled, explored, and walked. We saw,  
talked, walked, rode,  paddled, and walked. Majority of the time, we walked 
but I wasn’t complaining (sometimes). The view was breath-taking; the food 
was delicious, the people were interestingly generous, and the language is 
charming. For example, we all learned to say “Pura Vida” for everything 
which literally means pure life, but in Costa Rica it means way more than two 
simple words. It symbolizes the idea of simply enjoying life and being happy. 
 Let me paint you a picture. Imagine yourself, having just walked 
down 500 steps of stairs down the side of the mountain, pushing yourself 
along with gravity, standing with shaky knees and quick puffs of breath 
gazing at a 200 feet tall waterfall pouring into a glowing lake. The colors 
are green and blue with large boulders peeking high above the surface. The 
kind of rocks you can climb then launch yourself into the cool water. The 
temperature nearing high 80s and the sun emerging from the clouds, there 
to wrap your body in warmth and dry up all the water lingering on your 
skin when you exit the ravishing lake. But this wasn’t even the best part.
 After an hour long drive, and many treacherous roads, our coach bus 
pulled up in front of a very small school. There were about three different build-
ings very close together, and lots of open space. The space being occupied by 
a green carpet of grass, and a building occupied by teeny smiling faces of the 
Costa Rican school children. One principal (and teacher); and some parents. 
Schools in Costa Rica were actually on holiday break, but the children were 
there to present us a dance and engage us in some fun activities. The dancing 
was beautifully down, and the energy was astounding. A few of my own class-
mates were pulled into the dancing at some point, and the smiles were infinite. 
It’s as if everyones hearts grew three sizes that day; seeing how these children 
and adults had to manage with what they had, which is little, very little. But 
they still get the proper education they need. There are only about 30 students, 
ranging from kindergarten to 6th grade, who attend the school. And less than 
a few teachers. They consider themselves a family, not just classmates, but 
a family. They help each other, they support each other, and love each other. 
It definitely touched my heart when the principal explained that to us all. 
 Overall, the trip was just amazing. It’s definitely something I would 
do again if I can get the chance. And it’s something I would recommend to ev-
eryone. Costa Rica is stunning; there’s nothing really  more I can say about it. 
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 Después de eso, todo fue mejorando sin mayor esfuerzo. conocí mas gente. Hice mas amigos, y tuve 
el valor para hablar mas. Finalmente me estaba volviendo una persona de nuevo, en lugar de una sombra en la 
parte trasera del salon, que evitaba cualquier tipo de atención. Ahora las cosas son bastante diferentes. De al-
guna manera termine conociendo una parte significante de mis compañeros. Estoy rodeado por el grupo de ami-
gos mas asombroso que alguien pudiera desear, especialmente los otros ocho nerdos que junto conmigo forman 
“The Core 9”. Sin embargo, los lazos que he formado con mas personas son igualmente fuertes. Mi habilidad 
para hablar ingles evoluciono de un ingles roto a un ingles fluido con acento único y encantador que ha hecho 
sonreír a mas de una persona. Y finalmente, he dejado de ser ese chico inseguro, tímido y solitario para ser la 
persona que soy hoy. 
 El cambio radical no ocurrió en una noche, y necesité mucha ayuda. Organizaciones como EVOLU-
TIONS, Yale New Haven Hospital, Yale Geology Lab y The Proclamation, así como la mayoría de mis mae-
stros han sido una parte vital para mi desarrollo en los últimos años. ¿Quien sabe como hubiera sido high school 
sin la disección de animales en la clase de Ms. Akella, o preparando experimentos con Dr. Hulin, o discutiendo 
con Mr. Brochin durante esas juntas para el periódico escolar a las 11 de la noche? Estos evento cortos, entre 
muchos mas, se han grabado en mi mente los llevare conmigo por mucho tiempo. Cada uno de ellos guarda una 
experiencia única y una lección de vida. Lecciones que han probado ser y continuaran siendo invaluables. 
 Es lindo viajar por los recuerdos. Es una maravilloso el poder experimentar parte del gozo que esos 
momentos una vez causaron en mi. Sin embargo, en un frío baño de realidad, necesito aceptar que no puedo 
caminar hacia adelante viento para atras en todo momento. Ahora, con la graduación a la vuelta de la esquina, 
debo prepararme para seguir adelante y despedirme. Adios a mis compañeros, maestros de la creatividad y 
fuerza. Adios a mis profesores, maestros de la educación y expertos en tolerancia. Adios a los administradores, 
maestros del orden y justicia. Adios a Ms. Johnson, maestra de la disciplina y alma de la fiesta. Adios a Cross, 
tierra sagrada de los fuertes, los valientes e intelectuales. 
 Hasta luego. 

Y Jesus Lloro
BY Jesus A. Morales Sanchez

En las palabras de Forrest Gump, “La vida es una caja 
de chocolates. Nunca sabes lo que vas a obtener.” Para 
mi, esto fue verdad. 

Había estado en los Estados Unidos por me-
nos de un mes cuando pise Cross por primera vez. Me 
aterraba ver un edificio tan grande, con tanta gente. 
Una señora viéndome desorientada, ofreció ayudarme 
con mi horario para el primer año.  Aun no se el 
porque, pero decidió ponerme en clases de honores. 
Ese fue el principio de mi aventura. 
 Mi primer día de escuela fue probablemente 
una de las experiencias mas horripilantes en mi vida. 
Desde que salí de mi casa, esperando no perderme 
en esta ciudad desconocida, hasta el momento en que 
llegue a Cross y rece a mas no poder para no perderme 
en esta escuela enorme. Desafortunadamente, mis 
oraciones no fueron suficientes, puesto que me perdí 
de inmediato tratando de encontrar el salon B211, la 
clase de Algebra 1 de Ms. Spivack. Después de eso, 
encontrar el resto de mis salones fue un desafío. Sin 
embargo, desearía que ese hubiera sido el único.
 Con mi habilidad para hablar ingles por 
debajo de un nivel básico, logré pretender que com-
prendía lo que los maestros decían. De acuerdo, no 
todo fue fingido. Entendía palabras como “homework” 
y “quiet”, pero siempre me preguntare que se suponía 
que tenia que aprender los primeros días de escuela.  
Interactuar con mis compañeros no fue mas sencillo. 
De hecho, fue mas difícil. Termine en una esquina, 
evitando contacto social y sin hablarle a otras perso-
nas. Después de todo, yo era un forastero, “el chico 
nuevo”, y pensé que solamente podía continuar así, 
pretendiendo ser invisible. Esta fue una de las pocas 
veces en que he estado alegre de estar equivocado. 
¿Quien iba a pensar que mis pies torpes iban a ser una 
parte vital en la formación de de nuevas amistades? 
Fue en la clase de italiano de Ms. Fiore. Una chica 
llamada Olivia se sentó junto a mi. Por alguna razón, 
tuve que levantarme de mi asiento, y de regreso, ac-
cidentalmente pise su pie. De mi intento desesperado 
por disculparme un millón de veces, nació mi prim-
era conversación real con alguien en la escuela. Ese 
día, ella y yo caminamos juntos de regreso a casa, 
conociéndonos un poco mas. Cuando llegue a casa, 
una sensación de felicidad infinita se apodero de mi. 
Finalmente había hecho una amiga! Por un momento, 
me sentí la persona mas feliz del mundo.
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Cross Changed My Mind
BY Kiana M. Hernandez

When I first found out I was going to go to Wilbur Cross, I 
cried. Like ugly, snot-faced, red-eyed, bawling type of crying. 
I wanted to go to Career so bad, and I’d heard awful stories 
about Cross. I never, in a million years, in my right mind, 
wanted to set foot in this school.
Then I got here.
  I’d heard all the awful things people said about Cross 
at the time – that kids do nothing but fight and bully and argue 
– but when I got here, none of the descriptions I’d heard were 
accurate (well, at least not after my very first day). I quickly 
learned that Cross was the school to go to for just about any-
thing; the arts, the sciences, mathematics, writing, vocational 
tech, or even actual technology. While we consistently lost in 
various mainstream athletic events, the fact that we had sports 
teams was a foreign concept to me. Coming from a middle 
school whose most noteworthy feature was that it forced 
qualified kids to take Chinese, sports were a new addition to 
my school life.
So naturally, I joined a team.
   I’ve been running track since my freshman year and 
in all my years I’ve met so many people I never would have 
met and learned about opportunities I never would have 
dreamed of without track. I gained the confidence to join the 
volleyball team and started varsity the last two years I was 
here, and I’ve made friendships that have filled my four years 
with incomparable happiness and laughter. Through sports I 
heard about AP classes, and through AP classes I’ve met the 
nine or so other people that constitute the insane circle I will 
find myself crying with during graduation. Through these 
friendships I heard about college classes and extracurricular 
activities and somehow ended up in all of them.
See I cried when I found out I was going to be spending my 
high school years at Cross and earnestly considered, for the 
first month or so of my freshman year, transferring out. Now 
I cry because I’m graduating June 23rd and I still have so 
much Sasso work to do (seriously, procrastination is enemy 
number one). My freshman year one of my coaches told me, 
“The more times you say the word ‘senior’ the faster high 
school will go by,” and now I regret saying the word so often 
because I don’t think I’m quite ready to leave yet. 
Wilbur Cross is a place that will forever hold a spot in my 
heart because it has helped shape who I am today. Being 
a student here has taught me so much; from journalism to 
biology to chemistry to sportsmanship. More than anything, 
however, it has taught me to be proud of where I come from 
and what I do regardless of what people say. Come fall I’ll be 
a Yalie, but I’ll always have Cross Pride.

And Jesus Wept
BY Jesus A. Morales Sanchez

In the words of Forrest Gump, “Life is like a box of chocolates. You never know what you’re gonna 
get.” And for me, this was true.
 I was in the U.S. for less than a month when I stepped into Cross for the first time. It was scary 
to see such a large building, with so many people. A lady, noticing how lost I was, offered to help me 
with my schedule for freshman year. She asked me a few questions, and in broken English I tried to an-
swer them as clearly as possible. I still don’t know why, but she decided to place me in Honors classes. 
That was the beginning of my adventure.

My first day of school was one of the most nerve-wracking experiences of my life. From the 
moment I stepped out of my house, hoping that I did not get lost in this unknown city, to the moment 
I got to Cross and prayed as hard as possible, that I wouldn’t get lost in this ridiculously large school. 
Unfortunately my prayers were not enough, given that I got lost right away trying to find room B211, 
Ms. Spivack’s Algebra 1 class. Finding each one of my classrooms was a real challenge. I wished that 
had been my only challenge.

With my below basic English skills, I pretended to understand what teachers were saying. I 
mean, it was not all fake. I understood words like “homework” and “quiet”, but I will always wonder 
what I was actually supposed to learn those first days of school. Interacting with my classmates was not 
any easier. In fact, it was harder. I ended up in the corner, avoiding social contact and not talking to new 
people. After all, I was an outsider “the new kid” and thought I could just get by pretending to be invis-
ible. This is one of the few times I am glad I was wrong. Who knew that my clumsy feet were going 
to play a vital role in making new friends? It was in Ms. Fiore’s Italian class. A girl named Olivia sat 
next to me. For some reason I had to stand up from my seat, and on my way back I accidentally stepped 
on her foot. From my desperate attempt to apologize a million times, was born my first real conversa-
tion with someone in school. That day, she and I walked together back home, getting to know each 
other more. When I got home, a sensation of infinite happiness had taken over me. I had finally made a 
friend! For a moment I was the happiest person alive.
         Little by little everything fell into place. I met more people. I made more friends and was 
encouraged to talk more. I was finally becoming a person again, not just a shadow in the back of the 
classroom that avoided any sort of attention whatsoever. Now, things are quite different. Somehow I 
managed to know a significant portion of my classmates. I am surrounded by the most amazing group 
of friends that anyone could ask for, especially the eight other dorks that with me form “The Core 9”. 
However, the bonds I’ve made with other people are equally strong. My language skills have evolved 
from broken English, to fluent English with a rather unique and charming accent that has made people 
smile more than once. If you don’t believe me, ask me to say the words “squishy milk”, and you’ll see 
what I’m talking about. And finally, I have outgrown the insecure, shy, lonely kid to become the person 
I am today.

The whole change did not occur overnight, and I needed a lot of help. Organizations like EVO-
LUTIONS, Yale-New Haven Hospital, Yale Geology lab and The Proclamation, as well as most of my 
teachers have been vital to my development in the past couple of years. Who knows what high school 
would have been like without dissecting animals in Ms. Akella’s class, or hanging out with Dr. Hulin 
preparing labs, or arguing with Mr. Brochin during those long Proclamation meetings that go until 11 
o’clock at night? These short events, among many others have been engraved in my memory, and will 
be carried with me for a very long time. Each one of them, holds a unique experience and life lesson. 
Lessons that have proven and will continue to prove priceless.
         It is nice to go through memories. It is wonderful to experience part of the joy that those mo-
ments once made me feel. However in a sudden cold-bath of reality I need to accept that I can’t walk 
forward looking backwards all the time. Right now, with graduation around the corner, I must prepare 
to move on and say farewell. Farewell to my classmates, masters of the creativity and strength. Fare-
well to my teachers, masters of the education and experts in tolerance. Farewell to the Administrators, 
masters of order and fairness. Farewell to the staff, masters of hard work and genuine dedication. Fare-
well to Ms Johnson, master of discipline and life of the party. Farewell to Cross, land of the strong, the 
brave and the intellectuals.
         See you later.
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Adieu, Adieu, Adieu! Remem-
ber Me
BY Emily Watzl

If or when I come back to visit Wilbur Cross, for nostal-
gia’s sake, I’m going to relive everything from these last 
four years crammed all into a span of several minutes.

First I’ll stop by the cafeteria and remember sitting with 
my friends, laughing and yelling at those who were born via C-
section, “YOU ALL CHEATED NATURE!” Then I’ll make my 
way to the V-wing. Looking into Ms. Sasso’s room, I’ll think 
back to all the books we read and all that work she piled on us. 
Peeking into the auto shop, I’ll never forget how I was the only 
one in the class that chuckled at Mr. Marchesani’s wisecracks. 

Then I’ll move to the second floor and mosey on down 
to the library. There I’ll recall hanging out when I and a bunch 
of other mates from ECA had nowhere to go on Friday after-
noons. Ms. Potter regularly shunned us for being too noisy. 
Then I’ll double back and make my way to the second floor 
T – the place where I regularly screamed at my schoolmates 
in my head, “MOVE! I KNOW YOU CAN WALK FASTER 
THAN THAT!” I’ll pass by Mr. Meadows’ room and remem-
ber taking his AP US History class in my sophomore year. I’ll 
turn my head down and briskly walk by, voluntarily remem-
bering no more of that experience. I’ll stop into Mr. McKin-
ney’s room and look around to see all of his University of North 
Carolina gear covering the walls and white board; in a few 
years, I expect to see solid Carolina Blue walls and ceiling tiles. 
 I’ll go up to the third floor next and maneuver my way 
through the science wing. I’ll pass by A301, a classroom in which 
I had science classes three years in a row: freshman Phy/Chem, 
sophomore Biology, and junior Physics. I’ll pass by Mrs. Par-
thasarthy’s old room and remember how she separated me and my 
friends for being too talkative during class. These attempts were 
in vain, for we always slowly found our way back to one another. 
 I’ll travel back downstairs to the first floor via the 
middle staircase. I’ll pass by the alternative exit leading to 
the city bus stop, where I waited patiently while sitting on my 
baritone saxophone case, imagining that I was a near-broke 
unemployed musician hitchhiking on the side of the road. 
I’ll stroll by the guidance suite, which is where I spent most 
of my time during my college application process pulling my 
hair out and hunting down Ms. Monahan – simultaneously. 
 Finally, I’ll end up in the foyer. As I’ll glance at the 
auditorium, I’ll think back to seeing my friends perform in 
Once On This Island and Into The Woods I’ll think back to all 
the band concerts and feeling somewhat at home as I blew into 
my horn on that stage. And as I exit the building, I’ll suspi-
ciously eye the metal detector in the atrium and remember the 
security guards unzipping and unbuckling my instrument cases. 
Holy crap – I’m graduating. 

Salutations and Leavings
BY Jesus Abraham Morales Sanchez

It’s almost summer!
 In June the Class of 2014 will officially move 
on, most Seniors will either go off to college or enter 
the labor force. Among the seniors is Leo Weinreb, 
this year’s salutatorian. In the fall, he’ll be attending 
the University of Chicago. As many of us do, Leo has 
lots of pleasant memories. “I remember when me and 
five other friends got in a subway and Mr. Meadows 
called us back because we were in the wrong one. We 
couldn’t manage to get out because the doors closed. 
We thought we were in the right [subway]. We then 
realized that we were halfway through Brooklyn 
when we were intending to go to Times Square. We 
got out of the subway, went above ground to call Mr. 
Meadows and tell him we were fine. Then went below 
ground and took the subway towards where Mr Mead-
ows were. We thought Mr. Meadows was going to kill 
us. He was just glad we were fine. After that we were 
just known as “The Brooklyn 6” said Leo.
         Overall Leo has had a good high school 
experience, however he mentioned a piece of advice 
he would have liked to have as a Freshman, “Have a 
sense of humor. You have to enjoy being in here. You 
have to really want to learn. And if you leave yourself 
open to wanting to learn a bunch of different things, 
and you leave yourself open to the information you’re 
being given, and how to use it to further yourself, then 
you will have a better time.
         “Cross has exerted some very great passionate 
feelings in my life. Cross has made me laugh harder 
than I ever laughed before, and it has made me very 
sentimental or nostalgic and nearly moved me to tears 
at some points.” said Leo when describing his experi-
ence and emotional connection to school. “It’s exerted 
some very powerful emotions, but I don’t think of 
these things as negative things at all. I think that it’s 
made me into a stronger person.”
         Even after leaving, Leo will remain loyal to 
Cross and wear his Governor pride where he goes. 
He even mentioned that if he had the chance, in the 
future he would send his kid to Wilbur Cross. “At 
Cross you get a lot of different people with different 
opinions about virtually anything. You get people with 
different backgrounds and different life experiences 
and they are going to make you a better person.There 
is something really cool about students, faculty and 
administration pulling something together with their 
own hands and make it their own. I think you learn 
more about real life and how to deal with it, ” Leo 
concluded. 



Prom
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A picture is worth a thousand words. Let this collection speak to you aboout this magical moment. 
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In America film review

BY Maya Mcfadden    
“There's some things you should wish for and some things you shouldn't. That's what my little brother 
Frankie told me. He told me I only had three wishes, and I looked into his eyes, and I don't know why 
I believed him.” In America starts with Christy Sullivan’s voice over. The movie is narrated by the 10 
year old as she carries her family through their lives, taking care of them, and keeping them sane after 
the death of their youngest Frankie. They leave Ireland to start a new life in Manhattan.          

In 1982 Johnny and Sarah Sullivan, along with their daughters, come to America on a tour-
ist visa via Canada, where Johnny was working as an actor. The family settles in New York City, in 
a rundown Hell's Kitchen tenement occupied by drug addicts, transvestites, and a reclusive Nigerian 
artist named Mateo Kuamey. Hanging over the family is the death of their son Frankie, who died 
from a brain tumor. Johnny’s loss of ability to feel true emotions, soon affects his relationship with his 
family. Christy believes she has been granted three wishes by her dead brother, which she only uses at 
times of near-dire consequences for the family as they try to survive in New York.
After finding the apartment, Sarah gets a job in the local ice cream parlor to support the family while 
Johnny auditions for any role for which he is suited, with no success. Christy chronicles the events of 
their life with a cherished camcorder. But as money runs low and the city's temperatures soar, tensions 
between Johnny and Sarah begin to rise with them. Not helping their financial and emotional strain 
is the discovery that Sarah is pregnant. Johnny finds work as a cab driver. On Halloween, the girls 
become friendly with Mateo when they knock at his door to trick-or-treat. Eventually they learn that 
the man is sad and lonely because he is dying of AIDS. Mateo’s condition continues to deteriorate as Sarah's fetus develops.
`One theme is the loss of childhood innocence. Jim Sheridan, the director, chose to present this story though Christy’s view, using voiceovers to show her experience. 
She records things with her camcorder and reminds the audience of the shift from past to present. She takes full responsibility for her family, particularly her little sister 
Ariel. She has to comfort Ariel as well as her father and her mother. At the age of 10 Christy is stripped of her childhood and forced into adult tasks, like taking care of 
her sister, f providing money for her family, and keeping the household together. She really never had a childhood. This film deals with the universal struggle kids who 
have lost their childhood while other kids take their childhood for granted (like this generation).
          Johnny Sullivan (Paddy Considine) is a hardworking man who, after moving to America lost himself because his inability to make a living for his family. Johnny 
questions God and lost his ability to feel. Throughout the film Ariel,  his youngest daughter, has several encounters with him where she doesn’t even recognize him and 
can’t call him father. She tells him he doesn’t play with her and Christy like he used to and she has a panic attack when she finds him at home and he isn’t his usual 
goofy self. Ariel (Emma Bolger) is 5 and surprisingly knows a lot about the death of her younger brother, showing this when they enter Mateo’s apartment on Hallow-
een and tells him about Frankie’s brain tumor. Sarah (Samantha Morton) the mother is strong and hopes to do best for her children. She looks to them for happiness. 
You can tell they are her only happiness by the way she watches them play, or talk, or eat, it almost gives you goose-bumps. Christy so young holds the family together 
, when they are at the carnival and she gives the father money to continue playing his game and later when she decides to give blood to her newborn sister. Christy is 
strong willed and intelligent. She was forced to be an adult, which she manages to do with the help of the Mateo (Djimon Hounsou). Mateo is a lonely, sick, middle aged 
man. He is known in their building as “The Screamer.” Mateo is 
a brilliant artist, though his illness (AIDS) is getting worse day 
by day. The baby is born prematurely and in poor health,  needs 
of a blood transfusion. Johnny and Sarah are ultimately nervous 
not only about the baby’s survival, but also of the skyrocketing 
hospital bills that will now need to be paid following the baby’s 
delivery. However, after calming her down, Johnny and Sarah 
agrees to the blood transfusion but not without lecturing Johnny 
about her fears about giving the baby “bad blood”. Mateo 
contracted AIDS from using hospital blood bank. It is discov-
ered that Christy has a compatible blood type to donate to her 
newborn sister. Mateo’s death coincides with the first healthy 
movements of the infant following a blood transfusion from 
Christy. After the successful operation, the family learns that 
Mateo had paid for their hospital bill before he died. After the 
death of Mateo the family take the baby Sarah Mateo Sullivan 
home and live. They learn to accept the fact that Frankie is gone 
and is not coming back and holding on to the memory of him 
hurts them, more than it helps them.
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The Miracle Worker
Astrid Molina

 Helen Keller was blind, deaf and couldn’t talk. This was why she didn’t listen to her parents, Captain 
Keller and Kate. They tried to control her, and give her everything she wanted, but Helen’s condition made 
this impossible. This all changes when Annie Sullivan came to be Helen’s teacher. Annie did this the right way, 
no matter how hard it seemed initially.The key to the puzzle was for Annie to have patience with Helen, while 
being firm, so she could show Helen how to attach meaning to symbols. By the end the Kellers trusted Annie, 
after Helen finally learned the meaning of love. All of this came from learning the meaning of water, which 
became Helen’s first word since she was an infant.  

Overall Rating 6.7 Acting 7.6 Emotional Impact: 6.6  Writing 7.8

The Outsiders 
Nyzae James

 The Outsiders is based on the novel by S. E. Hinton. It was released in 1983 and is a classic of the Americana 
Genre. The movie is set in Tulsa, Oklahoma, in 1965. The main characters are Ponyboy (C Thomas Howell) and his 
friends Johnny and Dallas, they are part of a gang known as the Greasers, who are working class Italians. The Greasers 
have a rivalry with the Socs, wealthier white people from across town. This film will show you how hatred can con-
sume people and their communities.

Overall 8.5 Acting 8.2  Emotional Impact 7.7 Writing 8.6

Film Class: Recommendations
By Shauntasia Hicks

“You never really understand a person until you consider things from his point of view . . . until you climb 
into his skin and walk around in it.” Atticus Finch.

This semester our film class explored what it meant to understand other people. Empathy and under-
standing are two very important qualities. We spent our semester refining our ability to connect with other 
people and understand their experiences. We watched many movies this semester, a total of 15. Some were 
very challenging, forcing us to explore issues of race, disability, gender and class, while others were good fun 
and scary. In total, we grew as a class and as human beings.
 Below we have an aggregate of our class’ opinion on each movie we watched. Consider this our sum-
mer watching list.  

To Kill a Mockingbird
Aneurin Canham-Clyne, Kieve Meluzzi

To Kill a Mockingbird, starring Gregory Peck, tells the story of Atticus Finch and his daughter Scout, as they 
navigate life in the South. Atticus is a lawyer appointed to defend Tom Robinson, a black man who faces 
almost certain conviction after being accused of rape. Scout grows up through Tom’s trial, encountering her 
neighborhood recluse Boo Radley. This movie demonstrates the power of empathy, peace and tolerance. 
To Kill a Mockingbird is considered one of the best films of the 20th century, and the novel it is based on is 
probably the greatest piece of American Literature.

Overall 7.0 Acting 7.3 Emotional Impact 6.25 Writing 7.6

In America

See Review on Page 13
Voting Aggrgates
Overall 7.2  
Acting 8.1 
Emotional Impact 8.5 
Writing 8.6
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Witness
Shauntasia Hicks

A young Amish boy, Samuel, witnesses the murder of a narcotics detective, while hiding in a bathroom stall. He is the 
only witness. After hours of lineups and interrogations, the young boy sees the murderer’s picture in the hallway, Philadelphia 
Police Department’s own James McFee. Officer John Book (Harrison Ford) realizes that Samuel and his mother are in danger and 
puts his life and job on the line for the boy and for justice.

Overall 7.25 Acting 7.5 Emotional Impact: 6 Writing 6

In the Heat of the Night
Shauntasia Hicks, 

Philadelphia detective Virgil Tibbs is arrested while passsing through Sparta,Mississippi.Recently appointed Chief of Police Gil-
lespie appears to be a stereotypical Southern racist, but he soon realizes that not only is Tibbs innocent of the crime,  he can help 
solve the crime. The two men develop a grudging respect approaching a real friendship.

Overall 6.0 Acting 7.7 Emotional Impact 7.1 Writing 7.3
Three Kings
Tuanaysia Mike

This movie is about American soldiers who sacrifice their lives and positions in order to help the Iraqi people in the 
wake of the 1st Gulf War. The soldiers (played by George Clooney, Ice Cube and Mark Wahlberg) take gold from Sad-
dam Hussein and use it to get civilians to safety. This movie is morally ambiguous, as the soldiers lie, cheat and steal, to 
help the people to safety.

 Overall 9.3 Acting 7.8 Emotional Impact 6.7 Writing 8
When We Were Kings 
Robert Farrow

“Float like a butterfly. Sting like bee. His hands can’t hit what his eyes can’t see. Oh! Rumble young man Rumble” This docu-
mentary is about Ali, the former world Heavyweight champion. It chronicles the Rumble in The Jungle, a fight that took place in 
Zaire under the rule of Mobutu Sese Seko, between Ali and Georg Foreman. This movie shows the laughs, pain and pride of Ali. 
If you like trash talk this is the movie for you.

Documentary: Overall: 7.8 Emotional Impact: 7.3 Voice Over/Interviews: 8.3

Raising Victor Vargas
BY Astrid Molina

Victor thinks he’s the best, that he’s a player, and it’s a turn off for the ladies. His grandma was tired of how he acted in the 
house until Judy came into his life. Victor transforms from an ignorant young man to someone that takes girls more seriously 
and appreciate his family.

Overall 8.1 Acting  8.1 Emotional Impact 7.3 Writing 9.3
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Donnie Brasco
Anasheila Serrano

This film is about an apparent Italian mobster who exposes the meaning and methods of the Mob. Joe Pistone (Johnny 
Depp) is an undercover FBI agent sent to New York to infiltrate the Mafia. Joe, under the alias Donnie Brasco, connects 
with Lefty Ruggiero (Al Pacino) and forms a deep and instantaneous friendship. Lefty treats Donnie like family and never 
suspects him of being FBI until it was too late.

Overall 8.3 Acting 7.25 Emotional Impact 5.75 Writing 6.8

American History X
Diana Burgos, Pedro Tuxpan

American History X is about two brothers, Danny and Derrick Vinyard, who became skinheads after the death 
of their father. Derrick becomes a virulent white supremacist who thinks people of other races should not have 
the same rights as white people. Derrick was Danny’s role model, and after Derrick is sent to prison Danny lives 
poorly, with his mother sleeping on the couch while Danny smokes constantly. Derrick decides to change their 
lives after a traumatic experience in prison. Danny writes an English paper about his brother and his transforma-
tion. 

Overall 8.5 Acting 9.1 Emotional Impact 8.25  Writing 8.75

Fresh
Diana Burgos, Pedro Tuxpan

Fresh is about a boy who is  trying to save his sister from the drug trade, and the drug lord Esteban. Fresh and 
his friend Chucky try to navigate a confusing adult world that forces them to adapt, or die.

Overall 7.5 Acting 7.3 Emotional Impact 8 Writing 7.9

28 Days Later
Adalis Sotillo, Lesly Ortiz

The Main Characters in 28 Days Later are Jim, 
Selena, Hannah, Frank and Mark. At the start of the 
movie, the Protagonist (Cillian Murphy) wakes up in a 
hospital with no people around. He soon realizes that 
the world has been infected. Jim finds other survivors, 
Selena and Frank. Jim is the first new person they 
have seen in days. As the film progresses they meet 
other survivors and wander the empty British country-
side, searching for military units and survivors. 

Overall 7.8 Acting 8.2 Emotional 
Impact 5.7 Writing 7.4

The Warriors
Joshua Fleming, Robert Farrow

The Warriors, a street gang from Coney Island, 
attend a meeting of all the gangs in New York, 
held in the Bronx. Cyrus, the leader of the biggest 
gang, is shot. The Warriors are wrongly accused 
of killing him, and have to fight through twenty 
miles of hostile urban wasteland to reach safety. 
This is a classic cult film, but more importantly: 
“Can you dig it?”

Overall 6.8 Acting 6.5 Emotional 
Impact 6  Writing 5.8

Marathon Man
Allison Hardy 

Dustin Hoffman plays the brother of a dead 
US secret agent. Hoffman faces duplicity and 
betrayal while tracking down an elusive ex-Nazi 
dentist, Der Weisse Engel. This movie is ex-
tremely suspenseful. And is will leave with just 
one question: “Is it safe?”

Overall 7.2 Acting 7.3 Emotional 
Impact 6.1 Writing 6.8
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Guess Who Contest
Below and on the front page are thirty three pictures of staff 
members when they were younger. Each homeroom fills out one 
ballot. The homeroom that gets the most correct receives a prise. 
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