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Dear  Readers,

Welcome t o t he 2025 issue of  Deer f ield's own 
Lit erary Magazine!  

I  am t hr illed and honored t o have been able t o f ollow 
in Ms. Onore's f oot st eps and t o serve as t he advisor  
of  Folio as we produce t he magazine's eight h edit ion.  
The work t hat  our  middle school st udent s have creat ed 
t his year  has simply blown me away.  Thank you t o t he 
Deer f ield st af f , administ rat ors, Board of  Educat ion, 
and members of  t he Mount ainside communit y f or  your  
suppor t  of  our  magazine each year . 

This year 's magazine includes a var iet y of  visual 
ar t work including drawings, paint ings, collage, and 
phot ography. Wr it ing genres range f rom poet ry, t o 
personal and f ict ional nar rat ive, f an f ict ion, and 
creat ive essay, all f rom our  incredibly t alent ed 
Deer f ield Middle Schoolers! We hope you enj oy what  we 
have come up wit h and look f orward t o seeing some of  
your  work here in t he f ut ure!

Sincerely,
    Lor i Topel

Let t er  f r om t he 
Adv isor
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The Hidden Gift
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Does a dream sparkle in the air

like rainbows and butterflies?

Or does it disappear

like the glow of the sun on a burning day?

Does it smell like fresh clothes out of the washer?

Or is it an overload of happiness

like a cake with too many sprinkles?

Maybe it bounces

like a child eating candy?

Or does it dance around

like a flamingo?

A dream is something

so confusing, but yet so

sweet. 

Dreams are what we 
unknowingly

thrive on, the reason we keep 
going.

Emma DiBel la

Ema Dinic



I can?t stop wondering about Bryce.  What has he been trying to tell 
me?  What is he thinking about?  Right then and there, I decided to 
go over to Bryce?s house and thank him for the sycamore tree.  All I 
wanted to do was talk to Bryce and meet him in the proper light.  

As I walked up his porch steps, my heart thumped rapidly in 
my chest.  I came to a stop at his front door and hesitantly reached 
for the doorbell, my hand shaking.  Ding-dong! Ding-dong!  I began 
to fidget with my hair, waiting for the door to open at any moment. 

?Oh, hey, Juli!? Bryce exclaimed with an awkward smile as he 
opened the door. 

?Hey, Bryce. I was wondering if you could talk,? I responded.  As 
I looked at him, I noticed he seemed nervous. 

?Yeah, sure,? Bryce replied, ?we can sit on the porch.?  He led 
me to the porch chairs, and we sat down. 

?I want to thank you for planting that sycamore tree for me; it 
really is beautiful.  Having a sycamore tree of my own means so 
much to me,? I told him with a grin on my face.  The tree was 
growing quickly and was thriving.  

?I?m really glad you came over to talk to me.  I was hoping you 
would.  I have been meaning to tell you something, but I wanted to 
give you some time to think,? Bryce replied. ?I?m really glad you like 

the tree, and, um, I really like 
you,? Bryce stuttered 
awkwardly.  I froze; did Bryce 
Loski actually just say those 
words to me, Juli Baker?  Was 
this what he had been trying 
to tell me?   Now, it all made 
sense.  I felt a rush of blood 
on my cheeks, and I quickly 
looked down at my shoes.  
When I looked up and looked 
into Bryce?s face, I knew the 
answer to my question.

Deleted Scene 
by Amelia Wu
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Flip p ed

Amel ia Lee



Your arms get goosebumps as wind blows,
M aking strands of hair dance ?round you.

Silky sand squishes between your toes
A s you soak in this stunning view.
Seashells and rocks fill the shore,

M aking the sand sparkle like a star.
A  sudden spark, a desire to explore,

N o distance feels too far.
Your mind relaxes, finally at peace

A nd your worries wash away,
Like foam reclaimed by the sea,

But will soon return some other day.
You watch the sky turn midnight black,

You turn to go, knowing that you will be back.

Serene Seashore
by Jada Sant os

Li la Khan
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Pow erless
Delet ed Scene
 

by Megan H anna

I stole food again. This time, the guards did not catch me. Adena does 

not like the fact that I have to steal food, but it is the only way to survive 

in the slums. I walk back to our hiding spot, checking the flyers. They 

posted the list of participants in the Trials. 

I spot Adena and run to her. ?Hey, A. I got us some sticky buns from the 

cart on the street,? I say. Sticky buns are her favorite food, so I hope this 

cheers her up. 

?Thank you, Pae,? she exclaims with gratitude. ?I have no clue what I 

would do without you.?

?Me too,? I say, flinching at the strain in my voice. 

?Is it me, or are the guards getting more aggressive? I saw them whip 

someone in the street today for stealing.?

?It?s crazy what they?ll do when they are mad. Don?t worry, A, I?ll be 

careful. Did you see the signs on the street?? 

?About the Trials? Yeah. They are so terrifying, forcing people to fight to 

death to ?honor? their country.? The disgust was evident in her voice. 

?Let?s hope we never get chosen,? I say with a breath of relief. 

A
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The Missing Piece
Ema Dinic

My sisters and I always begged our parents for a puppy, but we would always get the same lecture: ?Girls, 
good things take time to arrive. Be patient, and maybe you will get what you want unexpectedly.?  Growing 
up with immigrant parents who escaped war is very different from the parents of other kids my age.  My 
parents would always tell us stories about their parents, and how my sisters and I have it much easier.  
Having to flee their country, leaving everything behind because of their nationality, at a young age, was not 
easy.  That is why my parents are so different from others.  

My mom would always tell me stories about her beloved childhood dog, Saro.  Saro was like a best friend to 
my mom, but because of the war, Saro was, unfortunately, left behind.  I remember my mom telling me a 
story about how she would always take Saro for walks, happy and lively.   Saro, well behaved and loyal, 
would always walk at a calm and slow pace.  There was a time in my life where I did not have many real 
friends.  I did not have a best friend, and I felt as if the dog that I desperately wanted would fulfill that 
longing.  I believed that a dog would be like a cure to me.

Three years ago, when I was ten years old, my mom picked me up from school, and tears started to stream 
from my eyes.  I felt like I had no friends who actually cared about me. My mom reassured me. ?Ema, it is 
hard right now, but it will take time until you find your special person,? she noted comfortingly.  I kept 
thinking that having a dog by my side would instantly repair everything.  No matter what, I would always 
have that eternal longing.  I felt as if there was something wrong with me.  I would question if there was 
something wrong with being myself, the feelings consuming my whole body, slowly. 

I was obsessed with the idea of getting a puppy.  I would scroll on the Shake-a-Paw website endlessly, my 
fingers furiously tapping on the screen.  One day, I came across a Jack Russell Terrier, special and unique.  I 
knew it would not be good for me to get attached, and I knew 
that puppy would never leave my mind.  Days later, I arrived 
home from school. I saw something that looked like a tiny cloud, 
rolling in the grass.  I leaped out of the car, leaves crunching as I 
dashed across the lawn.  In front of my eyes was the most 
adorable puppy with the purest eyes.  I ran rapidly, exhilarated, 
and unable to contain myself.  I was given the cutest puppy, 
waiting for me; I felt impatient and elated.  Right away, I knew 
what their name would be; Lucky.  Lucky, with soft and silky fur, 
was perfect and playful.  I'd be forever complete. 

Life had to throw obstacles before it gave me something that 
made me happy forever.  Lucky showed me that I am not always 
going to get everything right away. It took time before it was my 
reality to have something so special in my life.  At the time, I had 
never quite connected with anyone deeply; I do not feel that way 
with Lucky.  Lucky is all I need, and there was a reason for the 
tears I shed and my struggles before Lucky.  Now, I appreciate 
Lucky even more.  I am grateful for how long it took and how 
tough it was for Lucky to actually become mine.  I now strive to 
show others the beauty of waiting for something amazing to 
happen.

Kennedy Moore
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Every t ime

Every t ime we walk , every t ime we f all

Every t ime we t alk , every t ime we call

Every t ime we laug h, every t ime we cry

You will never  be of f  my  mind .

Every t ime I see y ou, my  smile lig ht s up .

Every t ime I hear  y our  name, it  echoes in my  mind .

M y  wishes come t rue, when I t alk  t o y ou.

Even if  we are af ar , I w ill never  move on.

I w ill wait  as long  as it  t ak es f or  y ou t o come back , 

For  me t o see y ou f ace t o f ace.

Forever  A nd  A lway s

True love.

One t hat  f lies bey ond  day s and  nig ht s.

One t hat  is r eal, not  just  a jok e,

Because ot herwise, I t hink  I mig ht  never  g row old .

One t hat  love never  f ails and  never  bails,

One t hat  soars lik e birds in t he sk y .

But  ot her  t imes, I t hink ,

Could  I have just  d reamt  it ?

Could  it  all be f ak e?

Could  it  all just  be unwant ed  f eeling s I d on?t  want  t o conf ess?

W hat  if  t here?s someone else?

Or  what  if  I can not  g et  over  what  I've wished  t o have happen f or  y ears and  y ears t o come?

W hat  if  I never  overcome t he d reams I have at  nig ht ?

I don?t  k now t his all t o be t r ue, but  I k now t here will alway s be a p lace f or  y ou.

N o mat t er  t he t ime or  t he p lace,

N o mat t er  t he ag e or  t he dat e,

I can never  st op  t hink ing  about  us,

Forever  and  alway s.
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Photo: Kendrick Malet



W ast ed .

W ast ed  t houg ht s, wast ed  words.

W ast ed  t ime, wast ed  moment s.

W ast ed  sunset s, wast ed  sunr ises.

W ast ed  f ir es, wast ed  nig ht s.

W ast ed  f eeling s I w ish t o never  t hink  back  t o.

For  what ?

For  it  t o all f all?

For  it  t o all burn?

For  it  t o all cave int o what  we have become?

For  it  t o all cr ink le and  d isperse?

I hat e t he way  I f eel, but  I k now one t rut h:

I could  never  g o back  t o t he f eeling s I f elt  f or  y ou.

Photo: Kendrick Malet
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WICKED
f an f ict ion

nicky woodar d
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I hollered to Elphaba as she swung the Wizard?s guards back with her broom.

 ?Come on, Elf ie. We could all talk this out later!? I pleaded. But, to no avail. Elphaba 
jumped off  the tower and rose into the sky on her broom. ?Please come down, Elf ie, I?m 
begging you!? I yelled at the top of my lungs.

 ?Never! You?re a liar!? Elphaba screamed at me. As time was running out, I devised a 
plan. Sweat trickled down my forehead as I started back into the dusty clocktower to 
f ind something to bring her down with. Finally, I grabbed another broom, just a random 
one, and decided I was going to try to f ly, too.

 ?Elf ie, this is your last chance, or I?m coming up to get you!? I screamed.

 ?You never had any powers! You can never get that broom off the ground!? Elf ie 
taunted.

 ?Really? Watch this,? I said confidently. But inside, I was scared to death. I took two 
steps back and started running, full speed, right at Elphaba, as she chuckled. Time felt 
slow as I jumped off  the edge of the clocktower and into the air. I felt the cold wind on 
my face as I f lew into the air. I started to fall for about two seconds, until I caught hold 
of the broom and started levitating.

 ?What? It? it can?t be!? Elphaba pleaded confusingly.

 ?You haven?t known it all along, but I can do the same things you can. I?m magical too,? 
I broke.

 ?No!? screamed Elphaba, and she started to whiz away. I followed her in pursuit with 
her black cloak f lying in my face. I grabbed onto the cloak, trying to steer Elphaba out 
of the sky, but to no avail. Elphaba took a left turn and started out of the Emerald City. I 
can?t let her get out, I thought to myself . She will become evil. I mustered up all my 
strength, took one last push towards Elphaba, and ran into her back, making us both 
tumble off  our brooms and descend rapidly into the meadow a few miles outside the 
Emerald City. 

 

L
ia

 P
er

k
in

s



10 | Fol io 2025

I  follow Jere outside of the recept ion hall. Conrad was busy, so he didn?t see me 
walk out .

?Belly, I  just  wanted to say I-I st ill love you.? Jere has a t remble in his voice.

 I don?t know what to say. I was over Jere; I didn?t want that  anymore. ?Look, Jere-? 
I t ry to speak, but  then he cuts me off.

?Belly, I  don?t need to know if you st ill have feelings for me. But Belly, that  girl I  
brought... that's just  t rying to get  over you. But I can't . I  just  can?t,? Jere desperately 
says.

?But Jere, I?m with Conrad. I?m with your brother,? I say, becoming mad. I can?t 
believe Jeremiah. He could have never 
said anything, or he could have chosen 
another t ime. But this is my and 
Conrad?s day. No one?s here to ruin 
that .

?Belly, you don?t understand how 
much it  hurts watching you two. I need 
you, Bells,? Jeremiah says, beginning to 
cry.

We stand there looking at  each other. I 
never once thought of Jere after 
Conrad and I got  back together. But 
now, I don't  know what to think. I 
think I st ill love him.

?I need you too, Jere. I need you, too.?

Before he says anything, we both cry 
into each other's arms. Staring from 
afar out  of the corner of my eye, I see 
him. I see Conrad. 

W e ?l l  
A l w a y s  
H a v e  
S u m m e r  

Bea t r iz  Silva

Natal ia Perafan-Mendez
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T e n  T h in g s  I  H a t e  
A b o u t  Y o u
The bel l  r ings. I  lay  bac k  in  m y c hai r , 
annoyed f rom  t he hor r ib le  n ight  before.  
Mr. Morgan s t ar t s  h is  lec t ure.

?Al l  r ight , I  assum e ever yone has found 
t im e t o  c om plet e t he i r  poem , ex c ept  
for  Mr. Donner , w ho has an ex c use,? he 
says w hi le  c huc k l ing.  ?Shaf t , lose t he 
g lasses.? 

I  look  over  and see J oey t ake of f  h is  
g lasses, s low ly , w hi le  look ing around 
t he c lassroom , and ever yone laughs.  I  
don 't  f ind i t  funny.  The reason he has a 
broken nose is  bec ause of  m e.  I f  I  
never  t ook  t hat  s t up id  deal , B ianc a 
w ould?ve never  punc hed h im  at  t he 
danc e, and K at  and I  w ould s t i l l  be 
t a lk ing. 

?Al l  r ight , anyone brave enough t o  read 
t he i r s  a loud?? Mr. Morgan look s around 
t he c lassroom .  I  hope he doesn 't  
c hoose m e.  I  f i r m ly  look  dow n at  t he 
desk  and p lay w i t h  m y dar k  s i lver  r ings.  
The ones K at  gave m e, and t he sam e 
ones she has on.  From  t he c or ner  o f  
m y eye, I  see K at  look  over , and t hen, a  
m ot ion f rom  her  hand.  She ra ised i t .  

 ?I  w i l l ,? she says sof t l y.

 

?Lord, here w e go,? Mr. Morgan says, 
ro l l ing h is  eyes, and s t epping aw ay 
f rom  t he f ront  o f  t he c lassroom .

As K at  w alk s up I  see her  long, b londe, 
beaut i fu l  ha i r  in  a  bra id .  

She 's  w ear ing a w hi t e  b louse and a 
long pur p le  sk i r t .  She opens her  
not ebook  and s t ar t s  reading.

?I  hat e t he w ay you t a lk  t o  m e and t he 
w ay you c ut  your  ha i r.  I  hat e t he w ay 
you dr ive m y c ar ; I  hat e i t  w hen you 
s t are.  I  hat e your  b ig  dum b c om bat  
boot s  and t he w ay you read m y m ind.  I  
hat e you so m uc h i t  m akes m e s ic k .  I t  
even m akes m e rhym e,? I  see her  
g lanc e over  at  m e onc e.

She's  t a lk ing about  m e:  My vo ic e. My 
hai r. My dr iv ing. My c om bat  boot s .

She t akes a deep breat h and resum es, 
?I  hat e i t - I  hat e t he w ay you?re a lw ays 
r ight .  I  hat e i t  w hen you l ie .  I  hat e i t  
w hen you m ake m e laugh, even w orse, 
w hen you m ake m e c r y.  I  hat e i t  w hen 
you 're  not  around and t he fac t  t hat  you 
d idn 't  c a l l .  But  m ost l y , I  hat e t he w ay I  
don 't  hat e you, not  even c lose, not  even 
a l i t t le  b i t , not  even at  a l l .? 

She 's  in  c om plet e t ears .  Now  she?s not  
g lanc ing at  m e, but  s t ar ing.  She shut s  
her  not ebook  hard and r ushes t hrough 
t he c o lum ns of  t he c hai r s , out  t he 
c lassroom  door.  I  s t are in t o  
not h ingness in  c om plet e shoc k .  My 
head sw ings dow n, and m y eyes s t ar t  
t o  t ear  up in  reg ret .  That  deal  w as 
not h ing. I  k now  I  loved her  f rom  t he 
s t ar t , I  t r u l y  do.

 Gabby DiDonat o 

Ava Paone
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Hear t l es s  
( Mar i s s a Mey er )

Del et ed Sc ene

by  Mi a Di  Bel l a

Catherine?s eyes were dry f rom tears, and her face had been pink f rom 
bawl ing in her room for days. Catherine had never fel t  this st range way 
before; there were hard t imes, and bad t imes, and t imes where she wanted to 
lock hersel f  up in her room and never leave, but  those t imes were 
overshadowed with bl iss whenever Jest  was around. He isn?t  around anymore. 
She could feel  the tears start ing to come, and she didn?t  even t ry and stop 
them anymore. 

Knock. Knock. Catherine had forgot ten about  an existence outside of  her grief . 
She hardly thought  i t  mat tered anymore. The one thing she loved in this world 
had sl ipped through her f ingers. 

?Lady Catherine?? She heard Mary Anne quest ion l ike she was innocent . She 
wasn?t  innocent-- she was why Jest  was gone. 

?Leave me alone,? Catherine mustered begrudgingly. She didn?t  want  to hear 
f rom her again nor did she want  to t ry and act  pol ite. 

Mary Anne opened the door, and Catherine?s face switched f rom pink to red. 
Mary Anne didn?t  look hurt , she didn?t  have tears, she didn?t  care about  me 
anymore. ?Mary Anne, leave my room at  once!? Catherine hol lered at  her. 

?Cath, we can open the bakery once you?re queen! You don?t  have to be sad 
any-?

?Sad? I?l l  always be sad because of  you! The bakery was a fool ish dream f rom 
some old Catherine who thought  she could somehow obtain a l i fe she actual ly 
wanted to l ive. I am going to be queen. You are going to get  out  of  my l i fe.?

Mary Anne looked l ike she had been shot  in the heart , and, to Catherine?s 
dismay, she opened her mouth again. ?Cath-?

?I am Lady Catherine to you,? Catherine told her, and she pointed her hand to 
the door. She didn?t  want  to cry, but  everything wasn?t  how it  was supposed to 
be. She should be with Jest ; she should have opened her bakery in Chess; she 
should not  be the future queen of  Hearts. 

Mary Anne walked out  the door. ?You?re nothing l ike my old f riend Cath.? 
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I need to let her go. It is not good for me, and 
it is not good for her. His voice is circling. 
Round and round. You are not good enough 
for baseball, so why would you be good 
enough for her? Snap out of it, Wes. Your 
dad is dead. He is not actually there. But 
what if he is right? What if I am not good 
enough for Liz? What if it was never meant to 
be? She needs to let go of me, escape my 
prison. It is time.

Later that night, I come to my senses. I text 
her: ?Liz, we need to talk.? She calls me; I do 
not answer her. She calls me again. This 
time, I pick up.

Liz starts off by saying, ?What?s wrong??

I just blurt it out, the phrase I was avoiding 
and did not want to realistically say. ?This 
long distance thing just isn't working for me. I 
can't do this anymore, with you on the other 
side of the country.?

Her voice sounds confused and troubled. 
?What are you saying??

?I think we should take a break. It just doesn't 
work, living separate lives. I think it's better if 
we just do our own thing and move on.?

Her voice begins breaking down. ?Ar-Are you 
breaking up with me, Wes??

I feel horrible. I am trying my hardest to stay 
strong. The voices in my head, my dad?s 
voice, are spiraling again. ?Yes. Please know 
that it isn't you, Liz. You're amazing and 
perfect and beautiful, but it's just not meant 

to be. I'm so sorry, Liz.? I can not believe I 
just did that. I just broke up with the one and 
only Liz. The love of my life. The girl that 
helped me through everything. I just threw 
everything away, straight out the window.

?I know everything's a mess right now, so it's 
okay if you want to take a break while you're 
dealing with all of it. I still want to be here as 
your friend--?

I cut her off, ?No, Liz.? She is not quitting. It is 
making this harder and harder for me. ?No. 
Don?t you get it? I need a clean break.?

?You don't even want to be my friend 
anymore?? she says, sounding the most 
heartbroken ever.

?I think it is best if we just call it "over" and 
walk away.?

?Wes,? she says, wanting to talk more. Just 
with that voice. The voice that has always 
loved and cared for me. The voice that has 
nurtured me. The voice that I have loved to 
hear for years.

?I need to go. I can?t.? I hang up. I. Just. 
Broke. Up. With. Liz. My Liz. The only Liz in 
the world that loves me the way she loves 
me. Stop, Wes, trust your dad. She does not 
love you anymore and will never love you the 
same. We are done. We are over. 

All because of me.

Not hing  Lik e The Movies  (Pr eq uel )
L exi Wind t
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I lay my head against my UCLA Bruins pillow. 
It has been four months since I started at 
UCLA, and three months since?  No, no, 
nope. I am not going there. 

I glance at my phone?s screen: 7:56 pm. 

God. Why does time quite literally slow down 
when I clearly do not want to stay awake. I 
turn my body sideways to find my 
roommate?s bed vacant. It is Friday night and 
I cannot find the energy to go out, yet college 
students dream of the weekend. But here I 
am when it comes, dreading every aspect of 
my life, into my university mascot pillow. 
Maybe if I stare out the window I can find 
some sort of clarity for this miserable night. 

It is funny because the moon makes me 
wonder. It makes me wonder if Wes is 
looking at this very same moon right now. 
The moon makes me remember our first 
week together at UCLA. Everything was 
perfect. 

I quickly feel the way my throat starts to 
tighten, and my eyes automatically begin the 
blinking method, but there is no point; it has 
never worked before anyway. I feel my 
stream of tears clawing its way out of my 
eyes. Okay, great! I guess I am going in this 
direction. 

The direction of the late August breeze. I can 
still feel the warmth of it all. I feel the ocean 
and the sand that were somehow in our 
shoes and mixed into our empty In-N-Out 
burger wrappers, but I don?t think Wes and I 
necessarily cared. Everything I had known 
beforehand that was imperfect simply 
became perfect in the matter of seconds. 

Okay, enough! I mentally slap myself from 
going any further into our memories. That?s it. 
This whole ?no contact? thing ends today. I 
know Wes needed time, especially after his 

dad?s death. I understand that because I was 
there through it all with him. I just do not 
understand why he pushed me away when 
he needed me the most, but I am going to 
find out. 

I pick up my phone. I still have not changed 
the background Wes set as my lock screen, 
and that makes me smile, even through the 
tears. I can do this. I can really do it this time. 

I mean, what would he even say if he were to 
answer? 

Oh God, what would he think if he saw my 
call and purposely ignored it? No, no, no. I 
cannot do this.  

That night on the beach, Wes told me a 
secret. He told me he would never leave me, 
and, foolishly, I believed him. 

Why do I grieve for someone who is not even 
dead? I miss him and love him to the point 
where it hurts to breathe. But he was the one 
to end it all without explanation. He rejected 
my offer of staying friends after our break up. 
How could he just throw us away so easily? 

I shut off my phone. 

Then immediately tap on its screen.

8:14 pm. 

If Wes wanted me back throughout these 
months, he would have known I was here, 
waiting for him. We were both aware of that, 
but now I am certain of something else that 
he does not know. I no longer want to be an 
empty space. The space someone can 
always return to because they know they can 
always find it in its same place at the end of 
a long Friday night.  

I finally close my eyes and sleep, accepting 
the truth. Our unfortunate truth. 

Not hing  Lik e The Movies  (Pr eq uel )
As hely Ba t is t a
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people wait all day for night

all week for the weekend

all summer for winter

all winter for summer

all of middle school for high school

all of high school for college

and all of life for happiness. 

life is day by day

moment by moment.

yesterday is history

today is alive

and tomorrow is not a promise to be whispered in someones ear.

ever ything to 
                    wait  for Ashely Batista

Art : Maryam Al i
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St a y
I say I don?t  care,

And I w ish it  were t rue.

I?ll say it ?s not  fair , 

But  only because I'm  t alk ing t o 

you. 

I?m  never  r ight  -

at  least  t hat ?s what  you t ell m e. 

Yet , I?l l  st ay, and st ay.

and st ay. 

I hear  t h ings about  you,

whispers,

rum ors,

but  who knows what  is t he 

t rut h. 

Because why should t hey be?

I know you. 

You say, ?I don?t  care,?

or  t he ef for t  isn?t  t here

but  what  can I do

t o show you t hat ?s so far  f rom  

t rue?

I should st ar t  som et hing new, 

walk  away, 

yet , I only want  you. 

I want  it  t o be you,

but  I feel you?re som eone 

who knows m e so few. 

Conservat ions can begin w it h 

?I'm  sor ry,? 

but  never  f rom  you. 

Blind apologies, for  what ? 

For  som et hing I didn?t  even do?

How can I t el l  you I'm  st i l l  upset ? 

It ?s not  som et hing I?ll just  

forget . 

Art : Maryam Al i Art : Eleanor Delmar

Ashely Batista
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Gabby DiDonato
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I  cannot believe that random gir l, Avery Grambs, is at my 
grandfather 's w ill reading. I  doubt she will inher it anything; she 
was most l ikely a person he met on the street. 

"Now, i f  I  may continue..."  M r. Ortega, my grandfather 's 
lawyer, said in an exasperated tone. "To my grandsons, Nash 
Westbrook H awthorne, Grayson Davenport H awthorne, 
Jameson W inchester H awthorne, and Alexander Blackwood 
H awthorne, I  leave two hundred and f i f ty thousand dollars 
apiece. 

W hat is happening? H is grandchildren, the ones who were 
guaranteed everything, were lef t w ith only $250,000 each?

"W hat is going on here?" I  ask, trying to be as deadly and 
precise as a I  can. 

The only person lef t is Avery, that poor gir l f rom 
Connecticut. He could not possibly have lef t everything to her! 
I  quickly do the math in my head. M y brothers and I  were given 
a m ill ion dollars, my mother and aunt-  a hundred thousand, 
the servants (in total) were given half  a m ill ion...

This lef t the rest of  his money, properties, and possessions 
to...

"The remainder of  my estate, including all properties, 
monetary assets, and wor ldly possessions not otherwise 
specif ied, I  leave to Avery Kylie Grambs."

To her.   Gabby DiDonato

The Inher i tance Games 
Alter nate Point  of  View Megan Hanna



It  has been t hree years since I 
secured a scholarship t o 
Const ance, m ak ing m e a junior  
in h igh school. I gave m y all t o 

get  int o t h is school while t he spot s for  t he f i l t hy r ich have already been 
secured. I despise t hese pret ent ious, wealt hy adolescent s. Their  lack  of  
em pat hy for  ot hers and cluelessness for  t he hardships of  l i fe infur iat e 
m e t o no end.

?Wat ch it ! This is cout ure, Janit or  Jam ie!? I was cut  of f  in m y t rain of  
t hought  by one of  t he pom pous gir ls who could not  bot her  t o learn m y 
act ual nam e.

As an out cast , I was t reat ed as if  I were invisible. For  t he f ir st  t wo years 
of  m y t im e here, I m ade sure t o keep m y head down. However , I was 
always t here, always l ist ening. Always being at t ent ive, I obt ained 
insight s on near ly every individual at  Const ance. I have int ent ions t o 
car ry out  revenge on every conceit ed gir l at  Const ance.

Since m y Freshm an year , I worked a nine-t o-f ive at  Dar la?s Diner . My 
pr im ary m ot ivat ion for  work ing was t o assist  m y m ot her  w it h daily 
expenses in t he absence of  m y fat her . Addit ionally, work ing also 
provided m e w it h m oney t o save up for  a com put er . A personal 
com put er  was necessary t o execut e m y plan per fect ly. 

The night  af t er  I purchased a com put er , I m ade a l ist  of  everyone who 
had wronged m e in t he past . I sm irked t o m yself  af t er  w r it ing t heir  
nam es down.

Gossip Gir l.

I felt  puzzled about  t he f ir st  piece of  gossip t o post  on m y new blog. 
Unt i l? .It  cam e t o m e: Graduat ion.

Graduat ion Day, I f inally sent  out  t he m essage. I spread all t he gossip I 
had on t hese k ids. Revenge was grat ifying.

Gossip Girl  
Prequel

By: Vicky Ribeiro
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Gabby DiDonato
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Lamb t o 
Sl aught er

Eli Bednarcik
Mary Maloney wiped her hands on her apron and 

leaned against the counter, listening to the 

policemen talking in the living room. They were 

still there, their voices getting louder with each 

bite of the lamb.

?Best lamb I?ve ever had,? one officer said with his 

mouth full. ?Can?t believe this was just sitting in 

your freezer.?

?It?s my husband?s favorite,? Mary replied with a 

smile, folding her hands in front of her. She felt 

the tension easing from her shoulders. They 

suspect nothing.

?Shame about him,? another officer said. ?But we?ll find whoever did this, Mrs. Maloney. Don?t you worry.?

Mary nodded, lowering her gaze to hide the satisfaction in her eyes. ?Thank you. It means a lot to me.?

As the clock ticked past midnight, the officers began gathering their things.

?We?ll come back tomorrow to finish the investigation,? said the lead detective, wiping his hands with a 

napkin. ?Get some rest, Mrs. Maloney. We?ll get to the bottom of this.?

?I?ll try,? Mary said, her voice trembling just enough to sound convincing. ?Thank you for everything.?

After the last officer left and the door clicked shut, Mary stood in the silence of her kitchen. She glanced at 

the empty platter on the table and let out a small laugh. They had eaten every bite.

Mary walked to the living room and sat in Patrick?s armchair, staring at the empty space where he used to 

sit. The room smelled faintly of roasted lamb, and the subtle echo of the officers? laughter sounded in the 

air.

Her mind was crowded with thoughts of what came next. The policemen?s investigation would continue, but 

she had no doubt she?d covered her tracks.

She looked down at her hands, pale and shaky. 

?For you, Patrick,? she whispered to the empty room, though she wasn?t sure if it was a lie or the truth.

She leaned back in the chair, closed her eyes, and smiled. For the first time in years, she felt free.
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FALLING SUN
by  J os eph Hans on

June 4t h,  1942,  I JN Akagi :  You see t hr ee pl anes di vi ng on you.  
You l ook up.  They keep get t i ng cl oser ,  and cl oser ,  and cl oser .  
They dr op t hei r  bombs,  and t wo mi ss,  maki ng t ower s of  wat er .  But  
one st r i kes,  dead cent er .  You and t he r est  of  t he wai t i ng Pi l ot s 
ar e t hr own t o t he f l oor ;  your  ski n i s hot ,  you f eel  your  ar m get  
scr aped and cut  by t he chunks of  shr apnel .  Then,  you bl ack out .  

( Cha pt er  1)  Ta sk a t  Ha nd
( A f ew mont hs ear l i er )  Just  230 mi l es f r om Pear l  Har bor ,  t he Ki do 
But ai  l ays i n wai t .  Admi r al  Nagumo comes over  t he l oudspeaker ,  
?Men of  t he Ki do But ai ,  good l uck on your  mi ssi ons t o Pear l  
Har bor ,  may t he bl essi ng of  t he Emper or  be upon you! ? The cr ew 
and ai r men,  your sel f  i ncl uded,  al l  cheer .  You yel l ,  ?BANZAI ! ? 
f r om your  open canopy.   You t hen t ake of f ,  headed f or  Pear l  
Har bor .  

( Cha pt er  2)  Over  t he Hor i z on
You and your  squad see t he i sl and come i nt o vi ew;  i t ' s a cr i sp,  
beaut i f ul  mor ni ng,  but  i t ' s about  t o go t o. . .  Two mi nut es l at er ,  
one of  your  wi ngmen,  Ren Mi t i u,  dr ops hi s bomb over  t he l ar gest  
shi p.  Then you dr op your  bomb i nt o t he t ur r et .  You see a gr oup of  
what  seem l i ke ci vi l i ans,  i ncl udi ng a young chi l d,  r un f or  cover  
on t he bi ggest  shi p.  You,  Mi t i u,  Hoshi  Ki r ka,  and your  ot her  
wi ngman swoop over  a gr oup of  f our  Amer i cans.  Two l ook l i ke 
pi l ot s,  wi t h one of f i cer  and a nor mal  sol di er .  You t hen see t he 
t wo ai r men r unni ng f or  t he ai r f i el d,  whi ch has been bombed 
sever el y wi t hi n j ust  a f ew mi nut es.
 

( Cha pt er  5)  The Whi s t l e of  Dea t h 
The Amer i can pl anes come cl oser ,  and cl oser ,  and cl oser .  The 
dr one of  engi nes get s l ouder ,  t he shake of  t he gr ound heavi er  by 
t he second.  They ar e i n t wo at t ack gr oups,  one on t he ai r st r i p,  
t he ot her  on t he bar r acks,  cont r ol  t ower ,  and hangar s.  You see 
t he Amer i can pl anes get t i ng cl oser  t o you and your  cr ew;  you al l  
scat t er  l i ke r at s when t he cat  meows.  Then,  t he whi st l e of  deat h 
r i ngs out ,  t he bombs comi ng cl oser ,  and cl oser ,  and cl oser .  The 
cont r ol  t ower  i s hi t ,  al ong wi t h t he communi cat i on t ower ,  meani ng 
any and al l  hope f or  r escue i s now gone,  l i ke sand f r om a chi l d?s 
hands. . .
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This  piece cont ains  

desc r ipt ions  o f  war
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Patriot's Pen: My Voice in 
America's Democracy?

by Jada Sant os

Clara Bar t on was a nurse dur ing t he Am er ican Revolut ionary War  who 

worked t irelessly t o t ake care of  in jured soldiers.  Alt hough she did not  

f ight  on t he bat t lef ield herself , she worked hard t o assist  t hose who 

were in need of  m edical at t ent ion.  I am  like her  in a st range way- not  

because we are bot h wom en, but  because we bot h indirect ly cont r ibut e 

as a pat r iot  t o our  nat ion.  While I am  unable t o vot e as an eight h grade 

st udent , I st i l l  play a crucial role in Am er ica?s dem ocracy, because m y 

voice can be used t o suppor t  el igible vot ers in m ak ing inform ed 

decisions when t hey vot e.

By encouraging eligible vot ers in polit ical discourse, younger  Am er icans 

l ike m yself  can inf luence vot ers t o m ake t he m ost  know ledgeable 

decisions possible.  I can speak  w it h adult s about  t heir  polit ical opinions 

and values.  For  exam ple, I can have conversat ions w it h senior  cit izens, 

vet erans or  people w it h disabil i t ies about  issues  and candidat es who 

m ay represent  t heir  needs.   When we express our  concerns t o ot hers 

we are able t o hear  ot her  viewpoint s, t herefore allow ing vot ers t o m ake 

a m ore inform ed choice.   Even w it hout  t he abil i t y t o vot e, I can be an 

im por t ant  par t  of  t h is process..
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by Jada Sant os
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While speak ing t o a group of  people, I w il l  also ensure t hat  t he 

conversat ion is product ive by conduct ing m y own research.  

This includes wat ching local and nat ional debat es, as well as 

st aying up t o dat e on a var iet y of  dif ferent  news sources.  By 

doing t h is, I, along w it h t he vot ing-aged adult s, w il l  have a w ide 

range of  inform at ion.  I w il l  also encourage t hem  t o consider  

t he needs of  younger  generat ions.  What  m ay seem  like a great  

idea now m ight  not  benef it  Am er ica in t he fut ure.

By expressing concerns, com plet ing research, and suppor t ing 

vot ing-aged cit izens t o t h ink  about  t he necessit ies of  fut ure 

Am er icans, I am  using m y voice t o help vot ers m ake t he m ost  

educat ed choices.

So, while I have f ive years unt i l  I subm it  a ballot , t h is does not  

prevent  m e f rom  t ak ing an act ive role in t he vot ing process 

t oday.  Through advocat ing for  social suppor t , l ist ening act ively 

t o t he needs of  our  com m unit y and holding conversat ions t hat  

lead eligible vot ers t o m ake 

inform ed decisions, I can cont r ibut e 

t o t he st rengt h and fut ure success 

of  Am er ica.  This is m y voice in our  

dem ocracy and m y responsibil i t y as 

an engaged Am er ican cit izen .
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?Mr . Boone, please com e down t o t he of f ice. I repeat , Mr . Boone, please com e 
down t o t he of f ice.? The loudspeaker  blared as Mr . Boone walked int o his 
classroom . What  could t h is be about ? He quick ly ran t hrough t he opt ions of  what  
he could have done as he walked t hrough t he door .

?Mr . Boone, t he Pr incipal w il l  see you now,? t he secret ary t old him . He t ook  a deep 
breat h and walked int o t he of f ice. As he walked in, he heard t he voice of  
n ight m ares, t he voice of  Richard Sm it h, Joanne Sm it h?s fat her . This was t he voice 
of  t he m an who det erm ined if  people would keep t heir  jobs. He f roze. As soon as 
he walked in, he heard t he Pr incipal m ut t er  som et hing about  leaving his car  on, 
m ost ly t o him self , and saw him  walk  out  t he door  seconds lat er , leaving him  here 
alone. He shivered in his seat .

?What  t ook  you so long?? Mr . Sm it h asked.

?I?m  sor r -?

?Doesn?t  m at t er . Anyway, as I was t ell ing your  Pr incipal ear l ier , I t h ink  t here needs 
t o be an?  adjust m ent  t o t he rules of  t he scholarship jacket ,? he said.

?What  do you m ean?? Mr . Boone st am m ered.

?Well, m y dar l ing Joanne want ed t he jacket , because It  would m at ch her  new 
room  and, well, she t old m e t hat  she couldn?t  get  t he jacket . Why is t hat ??

?Well, t he jacket  is a pr ize for  t he st udent  who has t he highest  grades and-?

?If  m y dar l ing Joanne can?t  get  it , t hen who is going t o get  it  inst ead??

?Well, we were t h ink ing t hat  Mar t a-?

?Mar t a who??

?Mar t a Salinas.?

?You can't  ser iously be t h ink ing of  giving it  t o t hat  gir l."

?Wit h all due respect , Sir , Mar t a has a st raight  A-plus average,? Mr . Boone said. 
?Joanne?s grades are, well, average.?

?How dare you say t hat  about  m y l i t t le Joanne. She is not  average; she is t he best .?

?Her  grades say ot herw ise,? Mr . Boone grum bled t o him self .

?Do you enjoy your  job, Sir??

The Scholarship Jacket  (Deleted Scene)
Alexandr a Caixinha



?Why, yes, but -?

?Well I hope you l ike your  job enough t o keep it . When t he School Board hears 
about  how you ?forged' Mar t a?s grades, YOU'RE DONE, BOONE!? Mr . Sm it h?s f ist s 
slam m ed on t he desk .

?But  sir -?

?No 'but s.' If  Joanne doesn?t  get  t he jacket , I swear  I w il l  ru in your  l i fe-?

?I?LL DO IT!? Mr . Boone knew it  was wrong, but  he loved t h is job, and decided he 
would do anyt hing t o keep it .

?Glad t o hear  t hat . I?l l  see you af t er  school.? Mr . Sm it h chuck led t o him self  as he 
walked out . Mr . Boone felt  t er r ible, but  he loved his job. He would do anyt hing for  
h is job. Unfor t unat ely, Mr . Sm it h knew t his. Mr . Boone called Mr . Schm idt , who was 
t he ot her  person in charge of  t he scholarship jacket .

?Hey, Tom , can we m eet  af t er  Four t h Per iod??

?Sure, Wil l . Why??

?I have t o t alk  t o you about  t he jacket . I t h ink  we have a dif ferent  person we 
should consider .?

?Who? Wait , don't  answer  t hat ... t here are t oo m any st udent s, and we don?t  want  
t o spoil t he fun.?

?Yeah, see you af t er  Four t h Per iod.?

?See you.? Mr  Boone hung up t he phone. The pit  in h is st om ach grew  larger  as he 
opened t he door  for  h is First  Per iod class. The classes t hat  m orning seem ed t o 
blend t oget her  as he opened t he door  for  h is Four t h Per iod class. As he saw t he 
st udent s walk  in, he suddenly saw  Mar t a. The pit  in h is st om ach grew  larger  and 
larger .  Af t er  he dism issed his class, he painfully wait ed for  Mr . Schm idt .  A couple 
of  m inut es lat er , Mr . Schm idt  walked in. ?Hi, Wil l . What 's up??

?I t h ink  we should?  you know?  give Joanne t he jacket .? He shif t ed in his new ly 
uncom for t able seat .

?Why? Mar t ha has had t he best  grades all year , no quest ion about  it .?

Mr . Boone shif t ed his gaze t o t he f loor  as he spoke. ?Well, her  fat her  said t hat  if  
we... you know, say t hat  Joanne had t he bet t er  grades, and-"

?I refuse t o do it ! I don?t  care who her  fat her  is. Her  grades don?t  even begin t o 
com pare t o Mar t a?s. I won?t  l ie or  falsify records. Mar t a has a st raight  A-plus 
average, and you know it .? Mr . Schm idt ?s voice boom ed across t he classroom . Mr . 
Boone t hought  of  what  else he could possibly say t o convince him  and save his job.
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?Look. Joanne?s fat her  is not  only on t he Board, he owns t he only st ore in t own. We 
could say it  was a close t ie, and nobody w il l  say anyt hing about  it .? Mr . Boone 
hoped t h is would suf f ice in convincing Mr . Schm idt . 

?Absolut ely not . I won?t  do it ! I?l l  resign before I do t hat !? Mr . Boone couldn?t  m ust er  
up t he courage t o st op Mr . Schm idt  f rom  leaving. Before he walked out  t he door , 
Mr . Schm idt  t urned and said t o Mr . Boone, ?...and If  you believe t hat  t h is is t he 
r ight  t h ing t o do, m aybe you shouldn?t  t each anym ore.? Wit h t hat , he t urned and 
walked out  t he door . Mr . Boone st ood st i l l  for  a while as he processed what  Mr . 
Schm idt  had said. He knew in his hear t  t hat  it  wasn't  r ight , and t hat  he couldn't  
just  give t he jacket  t o Joanne. He knew what  he had t o do. 

When t he school day f inally ended, he wait ed for  Mr . Sm it h. When t he m an f inally 
showed up, a sm ile appeared on his dreadful face. 

?Hello t here, Boone. When can I pick  up t he jacket ?? he said as he relaxed int o his 
chair .

?Never . I decided t o give t he jacket  t o it s r ight fu l owner , Mar t a Salinas. You can 
leave m y room  now.? Mr . Sm it h slow ly st ood up. 

?You?ll regret  t h is, Boone. I swear ,? 
Mr . Sm it h said as he t hrew  a cup 
f i l led w it h pencils ont o t he ground. 
?And now, you?ll always be cleaning 
m y m esses."  He t hen walked out  t he 
door . 

Mr . Boone shut  t he door  behind him . 
Af t er  cleaning his room , he walked 
t owards t he door , but  st opped. He 
had one m ore t h ing t o do. He picked 
up t he phone and lef t  Mr . Schm idt  a 
shor t  voicem ail before leaving:

?Hey Tom , t hanks? for  everyt hing.?
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The Outsiders (Del eted Scene)

I couldn't sleep. The house was quiet except for the 
creak of Darry's chair in the living room. I stepped out of my 
room and found him sitting there, starring at his coffee.

"Couldn't sleep?" he asked without looking up.

"Not really." I sat across him. "Thinking about Johnny and 
Dally."

He nodded. "Me too."

The silence stretched out, but it didn't feel awkward. 
Finally, he said, "I never wanted this, Pony. You and Soda 
deserved better."

"You've done your best," I say quietly.

He gave a small, tired smile. "Sometimes, I'm not so 
sure."

We didn't say much 
after that, just sat 
there as the night 
faded into dawn. For 
once, it felt like we 
understood each 
other.
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A  Lo s t  
Dr ea m

W hat happens to a dream deferred?
Does it  plummet to the ground like a 

Deceased bird?
 Or does it  shr ivel up

 Like a dead leaf on an autumn day?
Does it  fall over

 Like a dead tree in a w indstorm?
Or does it  slouch

 Like a grumpy old man?
M aybe it  just  fl ies aw ay
 Like a graceful sw an?

Or does it  just  fall into an 
Endless void? 

Nicholas Woodard

Art : Madelyn Meneses



airpor t s have seen m ore sincere hugs and k isses 
t han wedding halls

hospit als have heard m ore prayers 
t han places of  worship

graveyards have heard m ore whispered regret s 
t han any love let t er  w r it t en

em pt y room s have heard and secured secret s 
m ore t han any t rust ed f r iend

people receive m ore f lowers at  t heir  funeral t han 
on t heir  bir t hdays

because love, regret , and hope are always m ost  
felt  for  in t heir  absence. 

Ar e You St r onger  Than 
Gr at i t ude?

Ashely Bat ist a
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Thank  You!

Sincerely,
Lor i Topel

 Thank you f or  your  suppor t  of  Folio's eight h edit ion! 
As always, t hank you t o Deer f ield's ar t  t eacher  and ar t  
club advisor  Mrs. Tiscia f or  helping wit h ar t  select ions, 
and Language Ar t s t eachers Mrs. Ridley, Mrs. Scanlan, 
and Ms. Onore f or  assist ing wit h creat ive wr it ing 
submissions. 

I  also want  t o t hank t he dedicat ed Folio st udent  
st af f  f or  all of  t heir  hard work on select ing works f or  
t his magazine and helping t o put  it  all t oget her ! The 
amazing st af f  of  eight h grade edit ors is pict ured 
below: Ashely Bat ist a, Mia DiBella, Megan Hanna, and 
Jada Sant os. 
Last ly, I  want  t o t hank Mrs. Jenks, Mrs. Walling, and t he 
Mount ainside Board of  Educat ion f or  suppor t ing t he 
magazine and allowing our  vision t o come t o lif e!  Have a 
great  summer !

Reagan Flynn
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