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Welcome t o t he 2022 issue of  
Deer f ield's Lit erary Magazine!

Now int o our  f if t h edit ion, I  
cont inue t o be grat ef ul f or  Deer f ield 
Middle Schoolers' amazing creat ivit y, 
dedicat ion, and willingness t o share 

t heir  unique ar t ist ic expression. Thank 
you t o t he Deer f ield st af f , school 

administ rat ors, Board of  Educat ion, 
and communit y members f or  your  

suppor t  of  Folio each year .
I n t his year 's addit ion, readers will f ind except ional 

sket ches and illust rat ions, 
paint ings, collages, linoleum 

pr int s, phot ography, as well as 
creat ive wr it ing pieces in t he 

f orms of  personal nar rat ive and 
memoir , poet ry, f an f ict ion, and 

shor t  st or ies-  all creat ed by 
Deer f ield Middle Schoolers.  
Thank you f or  t aking t he t ime 

t o look t hrough t he magazine!  
Year  af t er  year , we aim t o 

insipre st udent s, f acult y, and 
parent s alike t o allow t heir  
creat ivit y t o bloom!  Happy 

reading!

Let t er  f r om t he         

   Best ,
      Ms. Onore

Dear  Readers,
Adv isor
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Giana Goldst ien

M ol ly Francisco



T here was snow falling
T he water  had white shadows

It  was beaut if ul
H aiku by Brook Duca &  Paint ing by Julia K ravchenko

A  Snowy Day
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f looding m y head. 

The long, depressing days fol lowing the 
loss of m y A-Gong were a redefin ing 
m om ent for  m e.  I  saw m y m om  not just 
as who she was to m y im m ediate fam i ly 
and I , but as som ebody else?s daughter , 
sister , cousin , and fr iend.  There was a 
wor ld beyond just m e.  I t  also m ade m e 
see m y parents as hum an and not the 
invincible people I  thought they were.  
Seeing m y m om  break  down in to tears 
fr equently at the funeral  and over  the 
course of the next few weeks was 
di ff icul t  but I  gained em pathy for  her  
wi th the real izat ion that m y sister  and I  
were not m y m om ?s only focus.  I t  m ade 
m e real ize that whi le m y m om  was 
always there to take care of m e and m ake 
m e feel  safe and secure, she was a person 
that also needed care.  M y m om  was in  
Taiwan m ak ing funeral  ar rangem ents 
whi le m y dad cont inued to work  fr om  
hom e in  addi t ion to tak ing on al l  the 
tasks m y m om  usual ly did.  This was an 
overwhelm ing under tak ing for  m y dad to 
do because he was so unfam il iar  wi th our  
day-to-day rout ine.  H e m anaged the best 
he could but he was not per fect.  This 
also showed m e that m y parents, who 
needed help som etim es, were not 
superheroes who were in fal l ible. 

 I  have com e to real ize that m y feel ings 
are not the on ly im por tant th ings in  l i fe.  
The feel ings of others around m e m atter  
too.  Al though al l  of the distr act ions in  
m y head and the endless tears h id the 
wor ld around m e, i t  led m e to a wor ld of 
understanding and em pathy.  I t  took  m e 
t im e to r eal ize that even the str ongest 
people in  m y l i fe, l ike m y parents, can be 
im pacted too.  I  now take the t im e to 
r ecognize the tr ue feel ings of others and 
help them  escape m om ents of sadness.  

As a chi ld, I  bel ieved that m y parents 
were capable of anyth ing.  I  viewed them  
as superhum an, that they m agical ly knew 
everyth ing and could m iraculously 
protect m e fr om  anyth ing.  They 
provided com for t, care, and solut ions to 
every possible problem .  I  bel ieved them  
im m une to any weaknesses.  The 
m om ent I  stopped seeing m y parents as 
invincible, but hum an, was the death of 
A-Gong, m y grandfather.  That m om ent 
and the per iod fol lowing showed m e that 
everyone around m e was a real  person 
with feel ings and vulnerabi l i t ies, just l ike 
m e. 

 For  as long as I  r em em ber , m y m aternal  
grandparents would com e ear ly spr ing 
and stay with m y fam i ly al l  the way 
through ear ly fal l .  They would then 
return to Taiwan just in  t im e, escaping 
the harsh New Jersey winter s.  I  always 
loved having m y grandparents around.  I  
cher ished the t im e we were able to spend 
together.

W hen I  was in  four th grade, m y m om  
suddenly had to go to Taiwan in  late 
Septem ber.  This was unusual  because 
the school  year  had just begun and m y 
m om  never  tr aveled without us.  H ow 
would we get to school  and al l  of our  
after -school  act ivi t ies?  Despi te those 
obstacles, m y dad m ade ar rangem ents to 
work  fr om  hom e and m y m om  left  the 
next day.  A few days after  she left , m y dad 
cal led m y sister  and I  over  whi le he was 
on FaceTim e with m y m om .  W hen we 
saw her , she was cr ying and she tear fu l ly 
told us that A-Gong had passed away.  
W hen I  heard the news, i t  fel t  l ike the 
wor ld stopped.  I  had never  seen m y m om  
in  tears before.  I t  m ade m y hear t drop.  I  
wanted to com for t her  but al l  I  could 
focus on was the denial  and sadness 

The Wor l d Beyond Me
A Per sonal  St at ement  Essay  by  Sophi e Wu
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The r ai n f l ut t er s 
down
Li ke a but t er f l y
Landi ng on ever y  
vul ner abl e sur f ace
I t  shower s down on 
my  f ace
But  I  am not  
f al t er ed by  i t  
I  embr ace t he r ai n
I  t r udge f or war d
As t he wi l d wi nd 
bl ows my  hai r  back
The r ai n bur i es my  
sur r oundi ngs i n 

wat er
My  mi nd c l ear s t he way ,  
I  wi l l  pr evai l  
Even i f  no sun shi nes down,
I  wi l l  pr evai l  
Even wi t h t hi s wr et ched r ai n,  
I  wi l l  make t he sun come out ,
I  wi l l  get  t he sun t o shi ne down on 
me and al l  
Oppor t uni t i es 
No mat t er  what ,  
I  wi l l  pr evai l

Ever l ast i ng 
Sor r ow

Sket ch and Poem 
by  Ry l ee Conover



By Pat r iot 's 
Pen Essay  

W inner 

We have al l  spent  our 
t ime during t his pandemic in 
a number of  dif f erent  w ays. 
Some of  us pursued learning 
how  t o bake snickerdoodle 

cook ies, and some of  us 
picked up play ing t he ukulele. 
H ow ever, I  ut il ized t he t ime 
by  ref lect ing on mysel f  and 
my communit y . I  t hought  
about  my act ions and t he 
act ions of  t he people w ho 

surround me. I t  crossed my 
mind how  imperf ect  our 

societ y  is, how  w e are f law ed. Problems such as economic 
disparit y  and social  injust ice plague our communit ies every  
day , yet  most  individuals t ake no act ion t o resolve t hem. 

America has it s imperf ect ions, but  w e should be st r iv ing t o 
improve our w eaknesses.

During t he course of  my l if e, I  have never w orr ied 
w here my next  meal  w ould come f rom, or if  I  had a roof  

over my head. I  did not  spend much t ime w orry ing if  ot her 
children had t heir basic needs eit her. Most  Americans can 

say  t he same t hing:  w e have access t o f ree educat ion, clean 
w at er t o drink , and clot hes t o w ear. We have t he priv ilege 

t o access our necessit ies. 

Li ly Sandholm

 H ow  Can I  be a Good 
American?

Sophia H uang
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According t o American Progress, one in seven children 
f ace povert y  in America. 11 mil l ion children do not  have 
guarant eed access t o w hat  I  t ake f or grant ed. Povert y  is 

only  one issue in America;  t he l ist  of  problems in our 
societ y  cont inuously  grow s. Cl imat e change, income 
inequal it y , and racism are only  a f ew  issues. Despit e 
t hese f law s, t here is a reason w hy America is a key  

immigrant  dest inat ion:  America of f ers us great  f reedom 
and economic opport unit ies. H ow ever, t his does not  

indicat e t hat  w e should 
avoid t he problems in 
our communit ies. To 
st art  bet t er ing our 

societ y , w e must  al l  
recognize our problems 

and cont r ibut e t o 
improve our qual it y  of  

l if e.
I t  is incont est able 

how  imperf ect  America 
is. For us t o f ix t his, 

w e must  al l  cont r ibut e 
our part  t o our 

communit ies. We al l  need t o come t oget her t o w ork  
t ow ards a common good, as w e are al l  af f ect ed by  t his 
and st and t o only  gain as a resul t . Every  ef f ort  count s 

regardless of  how  smal l  or big of  an impact  it  creat es. I  
bel ieve t hat  a ?good American? accept s how  America has 
f law s, but  st il l  cont r ibut es t o our count ry  in pursuit  of  a 

bet t er t omorrow .

Li ly Sandholm

 H ow  Can I  be a Good American? 
cont inued
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My eyes l ook up and t he sun shi nes down on me. My v i si on i s 
bl i nded by t he sun. As I  st ep out  of  my apar t ment , I  am gr eet ed 
by beaut i f ul  f l ower  beds out si de. I  smi l e as I  bend down and 
smel l  t he beaut i f ul  r oses. I t  i s mor ni ng t i me, and I  need t o go 
shoppi ng f or  my apar t ment  i n t he ci t y . I  l ove comi ng out  of  my 
t i ny  l i t t l e apar t ment  i n t he mor ni ng. I t  i s j ust  so magi cal  wi t h 
t he pr et t y  t r ees and f l ower s sur r oundi ng t he l i t t l e pl ace t hat  I  
l i ve.

I  do l ove my l i t t l e sect i on of  t he ci t y , because t he f ur t her  
I  go i nt o t he cent er  of  our  ci t y , t he beaut i f ul  gr eens f ade away. 
The beaut i f ul  bui l di ngs become over shadowed by skyscr aper s and 
an excessi ve amount  of  peopl e r unni ng ar ound. They r ush t o 
t hei r  wor k , t o get  home, and t o go t o who knows wher e.

Whi l e I  l ove wher e I  l i ve, i n t he cent er  of  i t  al l  i t  i s a 
di f f er ent  wor l d. My nose no l onger  i s f i l l ed wi t h t he beaut i f ul  
smel l s of  my apar t ment . They ar e r epl aced wi t h t he smel l s of  
smoke and pol l ut i on. The st ar s no l onger  exi st  i n t he sky at  
ni ght . I  can no l onger  gaze up at  t he beaut i f ul  sky. I t  i s now a 
dar k  canvas, one t hat  used t o be f ul l  of  st ar s. 

Ever y t i me I  l eave my si de of  t he ci t y , i t  saddens me. Peopl e 
r ush past  each ot her ; t hey i gnor e t hei r  nei ghbor s. Peopl e ar e 
car el ess and t hey l i t t er . The communi t y  used t o be gr eat , but  
now i t  i s f i l l ed wi t h peopl e f ocused on t hi ngs ot her  t han 
k i ndness. They have pl aces t o be, l i ke I  do.

I t  i s now a weekend, and t hat  i s when my l i t t l e f l ower  shop 
i s cl osed. I  l ove my l i t t l e f l ower  shop; i t  i s f i l l ed wi t h l i f e 
and wonder f ul  col or s. They dance i n f r ont  of  my eyes and f i l l  
t he pol l ut ed ai r  wi t h hope, t he hope t hat  t he ai r  wi l l  no l onger  
be f i l l ed wi t h t oxi c wast e, t he hope t hat  peopl e wi l l  st op and 
st ep i nt o my shop, on t he l i t t l e cor ner  of  mai n st r eet .   

I t  i s mai nl y  over l ooked, but  I  make sur e t hat  anyone who 
comes l eaves wi t h a smi l e. They l eave wi t h beaut i f ul  f l ower s t o 
decor at e t he l ost  si de of  t he ci t y , t he si de t hat  i s const ant l y  
r edone, and t he si de wi t h peopl e as t oxi c as t he ai r . Do not  get  
me wr ong, some peopl e ar e k i nd. However , many peopl e ar e not .

My eyes l ook up at  t he sky; t he sun i s now hi di ng. The sun 
no l onger  shi nes down upon me. As I  get  cl oser  t o t he 
super mar ket , t he amount  of  t er r i bl e smel l s and t he amount  of  
peopl e i ncr ease. 

   

Ci t y  L i f e
   

Shor t  St or y  
and Ar t  by  

Ry l ee ConoverCi t y  L i f e
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Thi s 
super mar ket  i s 
owned by my 
f r i end. She owns 
t he smal l est  
super mar ket  i n 
t he ci t y , t he one 
r i ght  of f  of  
Mai n St r eet . 
Peopl e who come 
her e do not  have 
as much as t he 
peopl e who go t o 
t he l ar ge 
super mar ket . The 
l ar ge super -  
mar ket  has t ons 
of  l i nes and 
f ood. 

Her  super -  
mar ket  has k i nd 
wor ker s, r oughl y  
t he same amount  
of  f ood, and l ess 
l i nes.

I  smi l e as I  
open t he br i ght  
gr een door s. I  
l ove her  gl owi ng 
open si gn r i ght  
next  t o t he 
door s, l i ke t he 
ones t hat  ar e on 
r est aur ant  
door s. A smal l  si l ver  bel l  chi mes as I  wal k  i nt o t he shop. My 
f r i end r uns out  t o me, wi t h her  ar ms open wi de. 

 ?Wel come, wel come! Come i n, Dai sy!? She smi l es at  me, 
r eveal i ng a pi ece of  l et t uce i n her  t eet h. I  l augh as I  t el l  her  
what 's i n t her e. She l ooks mor t i f i ed. ?I  have been smi l i ng al l  
day and no one t ol d me!"  She pauses t o l ook at  me wi t h her  f i er y  
eyes, ?Not  even my own empl oyees.? 

 ?I t 's f i ne, no one pr obabl y  not i ced, Amy.? I  bend down and 
gr ab a hand hel d shoppi ng bag.  She f r ant i cal l y  moves her  
t ongue ar ound i n her  mout h. ?I s i t  gone now?? she asks, smi l i ng 
at  my f ace. 
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As I  nod, I  ask f or  t he i t em t hat  I  came f or . ?Now show 
me your  f i nest  mi cr owavabl e macar oni , pl ease.? Our  l aught er  
f i l l s up t he empt y st or e. Rar el y  anyone comes on weekends 
anymor e; most  peopl e ar e wi t h t hei r  f ami l i es or  at  wor k . 
 Some peopl e come, but  not  t hat  f r equent l y . She gr abs my 
hand and l eads me t o t he past a sect i on. 

 ?Ooooh, ar e t hese new?? I  hol d up a past a box t hat  I  
have not  seen bef or e. Si nce I  not i ced I  can see her  bubbl i ng 
wi t h exci t ement . 
 ?We j ust  got  i t - ? She i s cut  of f  as someone comes 
t hr ough t he door . 

?Wel co- ? She st ops shor t . I  come ar ound t he ai sl e. A 
t al l  man i s now st andi ng t her e hol di ng a pi ece of  paper . 

?Amy, do you know t hi s man?? I  t ur n t owar ds her , and 
her  expr essi on i s gr i m. The r oom i s suddenl y  t ense as she 
wal ks up t o t he man. 

?What  ar e you doi ng her e?? The man sl owl y  ext ends hi s 
hand, r eveal i ng t he paper  he i s hol di ng t owar d her . 

?I -  I , no! I  can pay t he r ent , j ust  gi ve me some mor e 
t i me!? She f r ant i cal l y  addr esses t he man, most  who I  assume 
t o be t he l andl or d of  her  st or e. 

?I  gave you pl ent y  of  t i me.? Hi s voi ce i s l ow and 
danger ous, and I  al r eady f eel  i nt i mi dat ed. 

?What  am I  goi ng t o do?? she cr i es out , hear t br oken, 
wi t h her  l i p qui ver i ng and her  hands not i ceabl y  shak i ng. 

I  pl ace my hands on her  shoul der , and I  r ub i n sl ow 
r eassur i ng movement s. ?I t  wi l l  be al r i ght .  How bad i s i t ?? 
My voi ce waver s as I  ask her . I  gl ance at  t he paper  as she 
hol ds i t  up t o my f ace.

Af t er  r eadi ng t he paper , I  car ef ul l y  wat ch her  
expr essi on. She has been i n debt  f or  a whi l e. Why di d she 
not  t el l  me? How wi l l  she pay t hi s of f ? I f  she cannot  pay, 
wher e wi l l  she go and what  wi l l  happen? 

The man st ands i n f r ont  of  us, hi s wor ds l oomi ng over  
al l  of  us. He l ooks agi t at ed as he hol ds hi s hand out  t o t ake 
t he paper  back. 

?So t hi s i s i t ? I  can do not hi ng?? She l ooks pi t i f ul l y  
t owar ds t he man. I  sur e hope she can do somet hi ng?  I f  she 
can not , what  wi l l  happen t o her ? 
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N ow adays, people t end t o bel ieve t hat  t hey  do not  need f amily , f r iends, or 
anyone t o t alk  t o in general . I t  seems as t hough people disregard t he import ance 
of  f amily  or a group of  f r iends t hat  can provide support  w hen t hey  are not  at  
t heir best . As a resul t ,  t hey  w ould have no one t o t urn t o at  t hose t imes, 
w ishing t hat  t hey  w ere not  alone. Of  course, some people do not  have a choice 
t o surround t hemselves w it h support ive f amily  and f r iends. H ow ever, t hey  do 
have a choice in how  t hey  spend t heir t ime, w hat  l it t le t hey  may have, w it h 
t hose t hey  care about  most . 

W hen I  w as f ive, my f amily  decided t o move f rom Cascais, Port ugal  t o 
West f ield, N ew  Jersey . T his meant  w e w ould be a w hole ocean aw ay f rom t he 
rest  of  our f amily , but  my parent s decided t hat  a bet t er f ut ure aw ait ed us in t he 
U.S., w here my mot her had grow n up. I  f el t  lost  w hen I  arr ived in America, 
l ike a count ryman in a big, bust l ing cit y . Al t hough it  w as an excit ing experience 
being in a new  count ry , I  also did f eel  a sense of  lonel iness. I  f el t  l ike I  had lost  
a piece of  mysel f ,  even a piece of  my ident it y . T here w ere no more f un- f il led 
w alks along t he nearby  beaches, no more excit ing visit s t o my grandparent s? 
f arm, no more count ing t he seconds unt il  t he largest  mal l  f ount ain w ould spew  
several  gal lons of  w at er 25 met ers int o t he air. T hese moment s, w hich w ere once 
everyday  experiences, soon became dist ant  memories. 

Al t hough being f ar f rom t hese experiences w as dif f icul t ,  I  also real ized t hat  
I  w as not  alone. Af t er some t ime in America, I  learned how  import ant  having 
f amily  members and f r iends nearby , even if  only  a f ew , had helped me f eel  less 
lonely . I  came t o discover t hat  my mom al ready  had many good f r iends in 
America, and I  became good f r iends w it h t heir k ids. Also, school  w as not  as bad 
as it  could have been. I  had al ready  at t ended an Engl ish privat e school  in 
Cascais, so I  had no problems communicat ing w it h t he st udent s. Furt hermore, 
because school  w as easier and less demanding t han my privat e school  back  in 
Port ugal ,  I  had t ime t o social ize w it h ot her st udent s in Af t ercare. 

W hile I  had l it t le choice in t he move f rom across t he ocean, I  have learned 
about  t he import ance of  f amily  and f r iends, and how  t hey  lessen t he f eel ing of  
lonel iness. By  mak ing t he most  of  my t ime w hen I  am w it h my f amily  as w el l  
as w it h my f r iends here in America, t he lonel iness disappears. T his, in part ,  
makes up f or t he empt y  space t hat  w as once f il led w it h al l  of  t he t ime I  spent  
w it h my f amily  in Port ugal . I  now  make a conscious ef f ort  t o t reasure t he t ime 
I  do have w hen I  ret urn t o my second home, w hen I  get  t o t ake advant age of  
experiences overseas. 

Each day  I  choose t o value t he t ime I  spend w it h my f amily  and f r iends, 
no mat t er w here I  am or w hat  I  am doing. I  now  underst and t hat  it  does not  
mat t er if  a person is t he most  successf ul  or t he smart est . W hat  mat t ers is 
choosing t o share experiences w it h t he f amily  and f r iends t hat  one has. Since I  
w as young, my mot her has alw ays said, ?L if e is al l  about  experiences, and t hose 
you spend t hem w it h.? Being an ocean apart  f rom my f irst  chapt er of  l if e has 
only  given me t he opport unit y  t o w rit e t he rest  of  t hem.

A n Ocean Apar t
A  M emoir  by David M arques

Background Ar t by Ei tan W r ight

A n Ocean Apar t
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I can?t believe I actually came to the dance with this loser. I hope I 
can snag a dance with Danny. 
 ?Come on Cha-Cha, we got to win this thing!? Kenickie shouted to me 
over the music. I playfully nodded and kept dancing. The judge walked 
towards us. Kenickie sped up, so I slowed down. The judge tapped us on the 
shoulder. 
 ?What was that?? Kenickie whined as he rolled his eyes. He walked 
towards his friends. 
 ?Sorry, I messed up,? I said sadly. ?We can't let Danny win though,? I 
stated.
 ?Why not? Him and Sandy are doing good, and...? he started to say. 
 ?Danny's doing really well, I agree.  But Sandy, not so much. She 
might lose it for him,? Sonny butted in. Kenickie glared at Sonny. 
 ?Because these losers will never let you hear the end of it,? I said 
matter-of-factly. Just as I finished saying that, Sonny rushed onto the 
dance floor and pulled Sandy off.  This was my chance- I can dance with 
Danny and we can win it! I rushed onto the dance floor and started 
dancing with Danny. 

We did flips and were dancing all around the dance floor. No one 
compared to us and our moves . I looked into his eyes and knew we were 
going to win it. Everyone left the dance floor and it was just us dancing. 
The principal came over and I grabbed the trophy and started dancing 
like there was no tomorrow. The announcer called us up and asked our 
names. 

?Cha Cha di Gregorio and Danny Zuko!? I exclaimed into the 
microphone.

The slow song started and it was like everyone else in the world 
disappeared. All you could hear was our breaths and the music. 

Alternate Perspective Scene

Alternate Perspective Scene

Fan Fiction
Fan Fiction

I can?t believe I actually came to the dance with this loser. I hope I 
can snag a dance with Danny. 
 ?Come on Cha-Cha, we got to win this thing!? Kenickie shouted to me 
over the music. I playfully nodded and kept dancing. The judge walked 
towards us. Kenickie sped up, so I slowed down. The judge tapped us on the 
shoulder. 
 ?What was that?? Kenickie whined as he rolled his eyes. He walked 
towards his friends. 
 ?Sorry, I messed up,? I said sadly. ?We can't let Danny win though,? I 
stated.
 ?Why not? Him and Sandy are doing good, and...? he started to say. 
 ?Danny's doing really well, I agree.  But Sandy, not so much. She 
might lose it for him,? Sonny butted in. Kenickie glared at Sonny. 
 ?Because these losers will never let you hear the end of it,? I said 
matter-of-factly. Just as I finished saying that, Sonny rushed onto the 
dance floor and pulled Sandy off.  This was my chance- I can dance with 
Danny and we can win it! I rushed onto the dance floor and started 
dancing with Danny. 

We did flips and were dancing all around the dance floor. No one 
compared to us and our moves . I looked into his eyes and knew we were 
going to win it. Everyone left the dance floor and it was just us dancing. 
The principal came over and I grabbed the trophy and started dancing 
like there was no tomorrow. The announcer called us up and asked our 
names. 

?Cha Cha di Gregorio and Danny Zuko!? I exclaimed into the 
microphone.

The slow song started and it was like everyone else in the world 
disappeared. All you could hear was our breaths and the music. 

By Laure
n 

DwyerBy Laure
n 

Dwyer
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Lost  At  Ci t y
Mar y sl ouched as she st r ode down t he dar kened al l eyway. I t  was l at e i n t he ci t y, 

and f og wr apped t he ci t y i n i t s ar ms. A man st epped out  of  hi s st or e and changed t he si gn 
t o ?cl osed."

?Hel l o Mi ss. What  br i ngs you her e so l at e?? He eyed her  suspi ci ousl y. No one was 
al l owed t o wal k t hese st r eet s t hi s l at e.

?I  was j ust  headi ng back now, Si r ,? she r epl i ed, t r yi ng t o sound i nnocent . He mer el y 
nodded and wal ked t owar d hi s own house, not  want i ng t o get  i n t r oubl e.

She woul d not  be goi ng home. ?Bye.? She f al sel y smi l ed. She knew t hat  she coul d get  
caught , but  she had not hi ng t o l ose. Al l  t hat  she had l oved had been t aken f r om her . She 
gl anced up at  t he dar k omi nous sky; t he most  beaut i f ul  t hi ng t hat  she had seen i n a 
whi l e.

Someone whi sper ed somet hi ng behi nd her . Mar y st opped dead i n her  t r acks. Was t hat  
a guar d pat r ol ? Was someone al r eady af t er  her ? Wi t hout  t ur ni ng ar ound, she spoke, 
?Yes?" She t r i ed her  best  t o keep her  voi ce f r om shaki ng l i ke t he r est  of  her .  

?Don?t  wor r y-" She caut i ousl y t ur ned ar ound and l et  out  a si gh of  r el i ef . I t  was 
j ust  a young man who was st andi ng on t he bal cony of  hi s apar t ment . ?I  j ust  want  t o war n 
you- a t r oop pat r ol  i s comi ng." A sense of  ur gency r ushed t hr ough her .

?A p-p-pat r ol ?? She l et  t he wor ds f l oat  of f  her  t ongue as she st ar t ed t o sway. The 
man l ooked down, di st r essed. 

?Ar e you al r i ght , Mi ss?? A l oud noi se er upt ed behi nd t hem. I mmedi at el y i t  sent  her  
back t o her  hor r endous past . 

The man woke her  f r om her  t r ance. ?Come on! I  see t hem!? He poi nt ed f r ant i cal l y t o 
t he met al  l adder  l eadi ng up t o t he bal cony. Tr embl i ng, she pl aced her  hand on t he col d 
met al . Shoul d she go i nsi de, or  st ay out  and r ebel ? 

?Come on!? He gr asped her  hands t o pul l  her  up. He sl ammed t he door  wi t h so much 
swi f t ness and f or ce, t he whol e apar t ment  shook. 

?Wi l l  you get  i n t r oubl e f or  hel pi ng me?? She st ood, ent hr al l ed by t hi s st r anger . 
No one had ever  t r i ed t o hel p her . 

?I t  i s-? The st r anger  was cut  of f  by l oud sounds t hat  danced i nt o t hei r  ear s f r om 
t he st ai r s. Suddenl y, t he man had become as whi t e as a sheet . ?They?ve- t hey?ve never  come 
her e bef or e.? The gi r l  f ur r owed her  br ow as she l ooked ar ound, desper at e t o escape. 
"BANG-BANG-BANG!"

?Open up! Now!? a guar d bel l owed t hr ough t he door . The man sent  her  a wor r i ed 
gl ance. She qui ckl y sl i d under  t he bed. He shuf f l ed t o t he door ; each st ep he t ook was 
f or ced. The man sl owl y opened t he door . 

He hesi t at ed as he smi l ed ner vousl y. ?E-eveni ng.? Emot i onl ess guar ds st ood on t he 
ot her  si de of  t he door . The man hover ed wor r i edl y over  t he guar ds as t hey ent er ed and 
pat r ol l ed t he r oom. Mar y pur posel y t r i ed t o be car ef ul  t o not  l et  a si ngl e sound escape 
f r om her  mout h. 

A Dyst opi an 
Shor t  St or y 

by Ryl ee 
Conover
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?What  ar e you sear chi ng f or , si r ?? The man addr essed no guar d i n 
par t i cul ar . The guar ds i gnor ed t he man and kept  r oami ng t he r oom. The guar ds 
car r i ed weapons, as i f  t o make sur e t he hel pl ess ci t i zens knew t hat  t hey had 
t ot al  cont r ol  over  t hem. A guar d st uck hi s hand under  t he bed. Al most  gaspi ng, 
Mar y?s hand f l ew t o her  mout h. Her  mi nd f el t  heavy f r om bei ng i n such an 
encl osed space;  and she f el t  per i l  awai t i ng. 

Wi t h one mor e gl ance f r om t he suspi ci ous guar ds, t hey l ef t  wi t hout  sayi ng 
anyt hi ng. The gi r l  l et  her sel f  r el ax as she sl owl y sl i d out  f r om under  t he bed. 
She had no i dea what  woul d happen next . The man l ooked pai ned when he smi l ed 
weakl y t owar ds her . ?I  am so sor r y- t hey ar e pr obabl y l ooki ng f or  me," her  
hesi t ant  voi ce squeaked. ?I  shoul d get  goi ng anyway? ? Mar y f or ced her  l i ps t o 
make a t wi st ed smi l e. ?Thanks.? The man opened hi s mout h t o speak, but  she 
t ur ned wi t hout  al l owi ng hi m t o r espond. Si ghi ng heavi l y, she knew t hat  hi s 
ki ndness woul d not  l ast , and t he wor l d was i mper f ect  and cont r ol l i ng. She st i l l  
had a sl i ver  of  hope t hat  some peopl e wer e di f f er ent , l i ke she was. I n her  
soci et y not hi ng changed; no one coul d do any mor e t han expect ed. No one coul d 
st ay out  l at e, especi al l y al one, not  t hat  she car ed. She want ed t o r ebel  ever y 
t i me she t hought  about  what  soci et y di d t o her  now nonexi st ent  f ami l y. She 
gent l y ur ged her sel f  t o wal k down t he met al l i c st ai r s l eadi ng away f r om t he 
apar t ment . 

The mi st y ai r  swi r l ed col dl y ar ound her  as she f ear f ul l y t r udged 
f or war d. Each br eat h she exhal ed seeped out  
i n whi t e puf f s i n f r ont  of  her  f ace. Her  scar f  
t wi r l ed i n f r ont  of  her ; i t  bar el y st ayed on 
as she gr asped i t  t i ght l y t o her  poundi ng 
chest . Each bui l di ng was bar el y vi si bl e f r om 
t he f og, and each was shut  or  abandoned. She 
had no knowl edge of  wher e she woul d go. An 
open pat r ol  was deadl y i f  anyone wer e out  
t hi s l at e. She despi sed each and ever y cr uel  
and st r i ct  r ul e. Any f or m of  r esi st ance ended 
up i n di sappear ances or  cer t ai n deat h. A l oud 
st ampede of  f oot st eps appr oached her . Di vi ng 
behi nd a massi ve bui l di ng, she shook wi t h 
f ear . ?Pl ease, pl ease do not  come? ? she 
pl eaded uneasi l y. Sounds of  t hei r  ar r i val  
er upt ed l oudl y over  t he hor i zon. Ther e wer e 
mor e scr eams, mor e t er r or , l ess l i ves, pur e 
t or t ur e. Mar y cr ouched i n t he al l eyway, 
devast at ed. Mor e l oud bangs bur st ed ar ound 
her . Over whel med, she t r i ed her  best  t o hol d 
i n her  t ear s. She whi mper ed as she pul l ed her  
l egs i n cl oser . She cl osed her  eyes, t r yi ng t o 
gr asp t he f act  t hat  her  end may come soon 
enough. 

E
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I t  is a lways okay  t o be scar ed ; it  is not  okay  t o let  it  d ic t at e who I  am. T hat  is t he 
r epet it ive r emar k ever yone dec ides t o make when f aced  wit h ot her s? st r uggles. At  

t he age of  s ix, I  moved  t o Ca lif or nia .  For  t he f ir st  t ime in my lif e I  was f aced  wit h 
t he scor ching heat  of  t he west  coast  sun. My sist er  and  I  would  wa lk t o school, 

t r aveling up  and  down t he f or ever  t wist ing mount a insides. I  had  school in t he 
a f t er noon, so ever y  weekday  a r ound  noon, we began our  day. Looking back, I  envy  

t he kids who would  be shar ing t heir  a f t er noon wit h t heir  f amilies, who would  not  have 
t o hold  t he memor ies I  do t oday.

Once we sat  down in t he c lassr oom, we began our  ever yday  ac t ivit ies. 
Ever y t hing f e lt  t he same, t he schedule f a lling int o t he f amilia r  pat t er n it  a lways d id . 
T hat  was unt il we went  t o music . T he c lass a ll gat her ed  a r ound  on benches wat ching 
a  movie. I  am not  sur e what  happened  wit h my t eacher , but  I  r emember  t he look on 

her  f ace, t he exp r ession of  a  ver y  scar ed  per son when she looked  down t o her  phone. 
I  smelled  somet hing like f ir ewood  or  maybe camp f ir e. I  wa lked  over  t o t he window, in 

t he c lassr oom, looking up  at  t he big t r ees aga inst  t he sky.

I  saw dar k c louds f illed  wit h black ash, and  I  was hor r if ied  by  what  was going 
on out side. A coup le of  minut es la t er , a  woman bur st  t hr ough t he door  say ing t he kids 

in a f t er car e wer e coming wit h her . I  wa lked  over , a lmost  in shame. What  was going 
on? Was I  in t r ouble? I  wa lked  wit h her  out side int o t he scor ching sun and  t he smoke 

sca ling t he sky  above us. I  saw huge c r owds of  peop le gat her ed  in a  c ir c le, wa lking 
out  of  t he school. I  t ur ned  a r ound  and  looked  wher e ash was coming f r om-  huge 

f lames bigger  t han t he school r unning t owar ds us. I  f e lt  I  was being hunt ed  down. I  
want ed  t o go home. I  was so scar ed . We wa lked  f or  what  f e lt  like miles away, but  I  

was so lit t le I  p r obably  would  not  have been used  
t o wa lking t hat  f a r . When we got  t o t he senior  

home, ever yone was eit her  br eaking down in t ear s 
or  sit t ing in silence on benches. 

I t  is har d  t o r emind  myself  of  t his because it  
makes me f eel even mor e a lone t han I  was at  

t hat  t ime. I  r ea lized  and  wished  I  had  somebody  
t o lean on, only  t o be a lone. Maybe a  ha lf  an hour  
la t er  my mot her  came, and  we r ushed  t o get  my 

br ot her  who was 15  minut es away f r om t he school. 
Lat er  t hat  day , we a ll sa f ely  got  t o t he hot el 

out side t he f ir e.

A f ew days la t er , I  was t r aumat ized  f r om t he 
f ir e and  so scar ed  t o go back t o school wit hout  

my mot her . I  t hought  it  would  happen aga in, and  I  
would  be a lone aga in and  scar ed . I  r ea lized  a f t er  
my mot her  t old  me it  would  not  happen aga in, and  
we would  be sa f e I  had  a  sma ll bit  of  conf idence 
in myself  wit hout  her . Not  only  t hat , but  I  luckily  
got  some gut s and  lear ned  I  have t o be br ave 

even in har d  and  scar y  sit uat ions. I  cannot  just  
live my lif e being scar ed . I  needed  t o lear n, t o live, 

and  f ight  t o be happy.

Lea nr i ng Not  t o Run 
A Per sona l  na r r a t i ve 

by  Sol ei l  Ma r gol i n

M ateo Li loia
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T he pa t h  f eels  like it  is  
impo s s ib le, Unr ea c ha b le
Never  end ing
Da y a f t er  d a y I  keep go ing
Alo ne 
T hen o ne d a y s o meo ne 
s t o ps
T hey wa lk a wa y f r o m 
t heir  la u gh ing  f r iend s
T hey c o me
T o wa r d s  me
T hey c o me wit h  a  s mile 
o n  t heir  f a c e
I t  is  c o nt a g io u s ,
Bec a u s e no w I  c a nno t  
s t o p s miling
So meho w I  a m no  lo nger  
a lo ne
I  bea m,
Fo r  I  ha ve f ina lly f o u nd  my 
j o y
A f r iend
So meo ne t o  la u gh  a nd  
ha ve f u n  wit h  
So meo ne t o  a c c o mpa ny me,
I n  t imes  wher e I  a m 
u nc lea r
T he mis t y pa t h  s eems  s o  
c lea r
T he s u n s t o ps  h id ing  
beh ind  t he c lo u d s
I  lo o k u p,
New o ppo r t u n it ies  
New beg inn ings
New ever yt h ing
No w, I  c a n f o c u s  o n my 
d r ea ms
And  being  ha ppy

I a m no  lo nger  f a c ing  t he wo r ld  
a lo ne

T he peo ple a r o u nd  me la u gh , 
bu t  no t  wit ho u t  me a nymo r e

No t h ing  is  impo s s ib le,
Anymo r e,

I t  is  j u s t  inc r ed ib ly 
ha r d  t o  r ea c h ,

And  o n ly po s s ib le t o  a c h ieve if  I  t r y
My pa t h  s u d d en ly ha s  bec o me 

ea s ier  t o  f o llo w
T he mis t y a ir  no  lo nger  b lo ws  o n my 

f a c e,
T he s u n s h ines  d o wn u po n me,

On my s miling  f a c e

Al most I mpossibl e
Pa r t  I I

Bryanna Pasuco
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Al most I mpossibl e
Pa r t  I

 Giana Goldstein  
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T he mis t y a ir  b lo ws  
o n my f a c e
I  c a nno t  s ee
My t ho u gh t s  s wir l 
Ever yt h ing  is  u nc lea r
I  d o  no t  kno w wha t  I  wa nt
My d r ea ms  a r e d is t a n t  
Fa r  a wa y
Ou t  o f  r ea c h
I  d o  wis h  t o  a c h ieve t hem 
I  j u s t  d o  no t  kno w ho w.
My t ho u gh t s  s wir l
I  a m a lo ne
No  o ne kno ws  wha t  t o  s a y
I  t r y a nd  t r y a nd  t r y
I  d o  no t  kno w wha t  t o  d o
T he pa t h  I  a m t a king  is  s o  
mis t y, 
I t  is  a s  if  I  a m wa lking  
s t r a igh t  f o r wa r d  wit h  my 
eyes  c lo s ed
I  f o llo w ea c h  t u r n , 
t o  t he r igh t , t o  t he lef t
Ever yt h ing  is  s t il l u nc lea r
Wha t  c a n I  d o ?
T he pa t h  t ha t  I  a m t a king  is  lo ng  a nd  
t r ea c her o u s
I  f eel s o  a lo ne
Ho w c a n I  be?
Wit h  s o  ma ny o t her s  a r o u nd  me
T hey la u gh  a nd  t hey s mile
I  lo o k f o r  t heir  j o y, a nd  a ny kind  o f  pa s s io n
T he pa t h  I  a m t a king  s eems  never  end ing , 
Alwa ys  f il led  wit h  new t wis t s  a nd  t u r ns

A Po em by 
Rylee 

C o no ver

Giana Goldst ien



   

"The Last  
Leaf " 

Or i gi nal  St or y by O' Henr y 

   

   

Si l ver  gr ey hai r  of  t he ol d man's 
bear d and head, al ong wi t h t he wr i nkl es 
on hi s f or ehead, hi ghl i ght ed t he man?s 
t i me on ear t h. These f eat ur es made t he 
pai nt i ng even mor e r eal i st i c. Once Sue had 
f i ni shed pai nt i ng, Mr . Behr man had 
t hought  of  an i dea- hi s f i nal  mast er pi ece, 
t he one he had been cr azi ng over  f or  
year s and year s. He knew what  he woul d 
pai nt . Af t er  supper , he wal ked out  of  t he 
bui l di ng hol di ng a br own st ool  i nt o t he 
col d, f r i gi d ni ght . The st r eet  l amps i l l umi nat ed t he l eaf  t hat  Johnsy had been 
wai t i ng t o f al l . Mr . Behr man pl aced t he st ool  on t he gr ound and t ook hi s pai nt  and 
br ush out  of  hi s l ong coat  pocket s. As he st ood as t al l  as a gi r af f e, he r eached t he 
t ower i ng l eaf . He l et  hi s mi nd t ake hi s hand. 

The yel l owi sh, or ange l eaf  l ooked a bi t  br i ght er  t han t he or i gi nal . Ri di cul ous 
f or  Johnsy t o have such an i dea, t he ol d man t hought . I  won?t  l et  her  al l ow a l eaf  t o 
ki l l  her , but  i f  i t  must  change her  l i f e, I  mi ght  as wel l  l et  i t  save her . He f el t  a 
l i t t l e col d even wi t h hi s j acket  on, so he wal t zed i nsi de t he bui l di ng, hi gh on hope.

Ni ght  had passed. Then came t he next  day. He hadn?t  had t he chance t o vi si t  
Johnsy and Sue. Then, Mr . Pneumoni a had pai d hi m a vi si t . Once i n t he hospi t al , he 
l ay on hi s deat hbed. He had r ecent l y awoken, when he hear d a young l ady scr eam hi s 
name. 

?Oh, Mr . Behr man! You?ve saved her . You?ve saved Johnshy!? 

He smi l ed t o hi msel f  as he l et  go of  t he st r i ng at t ached t o hi s l i f e. Ah, yes. My 
mast er pi ece.

Del et ed Scene 
Fan Fi ct i on by 

Joshua Moor man

"The Last  
Leaf " 

Isabel la St H i l l
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A
 Personal N

arative by Sophia H
uang

As children, it was embedded in our minds how it was condemned to 
treat others unfairly. Teachers would provide us with redundant lessons on 

empathy and bullying. I  presumed that every one of  us had the capability to 
understand injustice, but I  was mistaken. Tormenting others became normalized, 

and it would be referred to as a joke to underplay the abiding effects it 
caused. This ref lected our reality. I njustice plagues our society, yet we fail to 

pursue reformation.
 I  recall a vivid moment during kindergarten. I  was sitting at a table 
with two other classmates. Unexpectedly, they started to comment on my 

race. 

Metamorphosis

Chloe Choo
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?Don?t Chinese people look like this?? my classmate questioned while pulling 
his eyes back. I  was tentative to answer him. His tone of  voice did not 

appear to be hostile, so I  was unsure if  he had malicious intent. What was 
he insinuating with that gesture? I  had an instinct telling me that it was 

not a compliment. My other classmate joined in, adding more racist 
stereotypes.

 ?My older sister said that Chinese people eat dogs too,? she 
castigated. This information forced me to grow reticent. I  had never eaten 

a dog before, nor heard of  an Asian who ate dogs. My six- year- old 
rudimentary brain was not capable of  comprehending this denunciation. 

Malaise descended upon me. I  stared at the f loor, hoping it would reveal 
the answer, for what felt like a century. 

 ?Um, yeah, I  guess,? I  mumbled under my breath. I  never chose to 
inform my parents, a teacher, or a f riend. I  merely lef t the moment 

lingering faintly in the back of  my mind. I t would arbitrarily crawl upon my 
mind, leading me to ponder if  there was something wrong with being an 

Asian person.
This lack of  sagaciousness resulted in internalized racism. Every Asian 

feature I  possessed I  would begin to disdain. I  incorporated staring into my 
ref lection and comparing myself  to the White girls in my grade into my 

daily routine. I  coveted to have European features. My hair was not blonde. 
My eyes were not blue. My nose was not pointy. I  sat at the periphery of  
beauty, yearning to belong. I  loathed every Asian aspect of  myself ; I  was 
conf ined in my amoral mindset. By the third grade, I  had learned what 
racism was. I  did not believe it was justif ied to treat others by the color 

of  their skin, yet I  listened to those who judged me by mine.
I  slowly started to understand how f lawed my perception of  myself  

was. My internalized racism merely fueled my self - hatred and despondency. 
I t helped pave the foundation of  my depression. Anguish tinted the glasses 

I  wore every day, embedded f rom the trivial comments I  received 
throughout my life. Gradually, my lenses would grow transparent the more I  

discerned how ignorance fueled inequity. 
I  have grown stronger now, even if  the world does not believe I  

have. Years of  experiencing stereotypes have allowed me to develop a barrier. 
Though I  still hear racist remarks ambling down the sidewalk, I  do not 
perceive them the same way I  did eight years ago. I nstead of  rejecting 

the blood that f lows through my body, I  decide to embrace it-  the 
sun- kissed skin gif ted to me by my mother, and the dark entrancing hair 
worn by my parents and their parents before them. My Chinese culture is 

just as worthy as any other.

Metamorphosis Cont.
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   What  hol ds  u s  
t og et her  
is  t he c hain  t hat  
p u l l s  u s  t og et her  
l ik e a sewing  
need l e. 
If  t he t hr ead  
s t ar t s  t o s l ip , 
wil l  you  be ok ay? 
Can you  sew 
you r sel f  bac k  
t og et her ? 
What  if  you  c an 
not ?
You  k eep  t r ying  
bu t  t he t h r ead  
k eep s  c om ing  
l oose. 
Wer e you  
d if f er enT, 
Or  is  som et h ing  
wr ong  wit h  you ?
It  al m os t  f eel s  

l ik e being  hel d  u nder wat er
Being  beat en down ag ains t  eac h r ol l ing  wav e. 
The c hains  t hat  hol d  u s  down ar e a p ar t  of  u s , 
bu t  t hey wil l  beg in t o r u s t  
And  r u s t  
Unt il  one by one 
t hey br eak  
You ?r e f r ee 
Fr om  t he p ain
t hat  hel d  you  
down

p oem  by 
sol eil  m ar g ol in 

c hains  

Jul ia Francisco
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Fan Fiction  Deleted Scene 
 Then I saw  the person I have becom e inside and out. I 

w as hungry- hungry for hum an blood.  Everyth ing 
changed; the w ay I acted, the w ay I looked, the w ay I 

treated people, even m y best friends. 
I changed. I got m y hum anity back. It felt w eird having 

em otions again . I felt sorrow , hurt, anger, happiness, and so 
m uch m ore. I haven 't felt any of those w ays in  a w hile. It 
w as som ew hat com forting. I know  that it's w eird to th ink 
that feeling sad could be com forting, but I felt alive again . 

I didn 't feel like the blood sucking m onster anym ore. 
My brother w as gone and he had been for a w hile. I 

m issed h im . I m issed seeing h is face, and having those 
long conversations w ith h im . He com forted m e and helped 
m e through a lot. Over tim e, I w as starting to forget w hat 

he looked like.
I could still see the sadness in  Bonn ie's eyes.  She loved 

h im ; they w ere each others' everyth ing.  Caroline and I 
w ere good again  over the fact I alm ost tried to kill her, 

and even though Bonn ie w as struggling, she w as still there. 
They saved m e from  m y w orst tim es.  They are everyth ing 
I am  grateful for. We had our slum ber parties again , w ith 
the yum m y snacks, and the great m ovies. Bonn ie is trying 
her best to control her pow ers, but they are still com ing 

back stronger and stronger. Caroline w as helping m e 
control m y hunger for blood, but overall the trio w as back, 

and I w as glad to be back. 

By
Andra

Staricco 
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thoughts in the back of  my mind.  
Though I  had forgot ten the term 
OCD, i t  cont inued to af fect  me.  
Thi s was something I  feared no 

woman in a chai r  could f i x. 
 A few years later, I  watched the 

movie ?As Good As I t  Gets.? I n thi s 
movie, Jack Nicholson plays the 
character Melvin Udal l , a bi t ter 
man wi th l i t t le regard for l i fe 
other than hi s.  Melvin was a 

character wi th an intense case of  
Obsessive Compulsive Disorder.  

He would throw out  soap af ter one 
use and would eat  at  the same 

restaurant  every day.  As much as 
I  hated him, hi s act ions seemed 

fami l i ar .  Whenever he locked hi s 
door repeatedly and went  to 

ext remes in order not  to step on 
sidewalk cracks, I  fel t  as though I  

was looking at  a more intense 
project ion of  mysel f .  I  remember 
subt ly t rying to ask my parents i f  
they ever fel t  that  way, but  when 
they shook thei r  heads I  was lef t  
wi th more quest ions.  How was 
thi s sadi st i c old man the only 

person I  related to?
Even now as I  understand more 

about  OCD, I  st i l l  can feel  alone.  
Those words in the summer camp 
parking lot  st i l l  echo, and scenes 

f rom As Good As I t  Gets st i l l  
replay in my mind.  The term 

OCD has become much more than 
a synonym for per fect ion and i t  

has become more than an 
idiosyncrasy.  I t  has been di f f i cul t  

to come to the real i zat ion that  
Obsessive Compulsive Disorder i s 
not  a defect  I  have.  I t  i s easy to 

feel  alone, but  labels do not  def ine 
me.  I  learned that  I  do not  have to 
be l i ke the bi t ter Marvin Udal l , or 

understand everything l i ke the 
woman in the chai r .  I  do not  have 

to wear the t i t le of  Obsessive 
Compulsive Disorder l i ke an Out  

of  Order sign hung on broken 
machines.  I  can use thi s as a way 
to learn more about  mysel f , and 
maybe learn more about  others. 

Out  of  Or der

Obsessive Compulsive Disorder 
has af fected me for as long as I  can 
remember.  I  could always tel l  that  

there was something di f ferent  
about  me, something that  was of f  
and other k ids did not  experience.  

Al l  my l i fe I  have heard people 
regale me wi th thei r  stor ies of  

cleaning thei r  room and sort ing 
thei r  pens in rainbow order, 

masking thei r  per fect ioni sm wi th 
the words ?"I 'm so OCD." Since thi s 
was the only way I  ever heard about  

Obsessive Compulsive Disorder, I  
assumed i t  was a synonym for 

per fect ioni sm.  I  now understand 
that  these stereotypes are far f rom 

the t ruth. 
The f i rst  t ime I  vividly remember 
di splaying symptoms of  OCD was 
when I  was nine years old.  30% of  
people wi th OCD wi l l  experience 

t i cs (a habi tual  spasmodic 
cont ract ion of  the muscles) i n thei r  
l i fet ime.  I  remember si t t i ng in my 
mother?s car, humid wi th the st i l l  
summer ai r , i n my camp parking 

lot .  I  had a t i c where I  would open 
my mouth and f lex my jaw.  My 
mother asked, "Do you ever do 

things because you feel  l i ke you 
have to?" I  focused on a bi rd f lying 
past  the car, too scared to answer. 

"I  guess so." My memory faded 
away af ter I  spoke, but  I  remember 
her words echoing in  my mind on 
the car r ide home.  From there, I  

was taken to a chi ld therapi st .  An 
older woman in an armchai r  asked 
me quest ions whi le I  f lexed my jaw.  

On my way out  of  her of f i ce I  
remember only placing one foot  on 

each side walk t i le.  Much l i ke 
summer camp, my memories of  the 

woman in the chai r  became dul l  

A Per sonal  St at ement  
Essay by an Anonymous 

St udent  Aut hor
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Sil ence sl ices t hrough t he air  
Not hing is said 
I am unaware of  my sur roundings
My eyes wat ch t he f l oor , 
Someone speaks
I l ook up 
Someone is t here, l ooming over  me, 
Smil ing down at  me 
They speak t o me and 
I can not  hel p 
but  smil e
For  now I am 
not  al one
There is no 
more sil ence
No more sadness,  
j ust  
 JOY
There are no more negat ive t hought s 
sur rounding me
Everyt hing dr if t s away f rom my grasp
I beam,  and so does t he person st anding 
next  t o me
The wor l d is no l onger  sil ent
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dAr t by 

Sophia H uang

poem 
by 

ryl ee 
conover
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St uck  at  h ome
St uck  i n my r oom

St uck  i nsi de, aw ay 
f r om ever ybody el se
But  t h e ear t h  k eeps 

spi nni ng.

Far  aw ay
Far  f r om end

Far  f r om ever ybody 
i n t h e w or l d

But  t h e ear t h  k eeps 
spi nni ng

Lock ed i nsi de

Lock ed i n my h ouse
Lock ed aw ay f r om 

ever ybody el se
But  t h e ear t h  k eeps 

spi nni ng.

But  t h e 
ear t h  k eeps 

spi nni ng

 Giana Goldstein  

A poem by 
l i am ni t sch
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Ji m mar ched al ong t he f r ozen r oads of  New 
Yor k,  t he col d bi t i ng at  hi s nose.  Li t t l e 
dr opl et s of  r ai n f el l  besi de hi m as mor e st or m 
cl ouds gat her ed ar ound.  J i m t i ght ened hi s gr i p 
on hi s umbr el l a as he l ooked up at  t he now 
dar keni ng sky.  

?Per f ect  weat her  f or  t he per f ect  Chr i st mas, ? 
J i m mumbl ed,  hi s voi ce t hi ck wi t h sar casm,  as he 
t r udged t hr ough t he s l ush on t he s i dewal k.  He 
l ooked down at  hi s wat ch and sped up hi s pace.  

 ?Hel l o?? J i m cal l ed l oudl y as he wal ked i nt o 
t he pawn shop.  ?Anybody her e??

 ?I n a mi nut e! ? r oar ed a gr uf f  voi ce 
r esembl i ng t he st ar t  of  an engi ne.  

A mi nut e woul d be t oo l ong f or  J i m.  He had 
onl y t wo dol l ar s and t hi r t y- t hr ee cent s t o buy a 
Chr i st mas pr esent  f or  t he l ove of  hi s l i f e,  
Del l a.  Tomor r ow was Chr i st mas and he di d not  
have anyt hi ng.  

 ?Uhm,  s i r ,  I ?m i n a bi t  of  a r ush! ? J i m 
cal l ed t o t he ol d man.

 ?Al r i ght ,  al r i ght ,  I ?m her e, ? he sai d i n 
annoyance.  ?What  can I  do f or  you??

 J i m l ooked down at  hi s bel oved wat ch,  
admi r i ng t he shi mmer  of  t he gol d and t he shi ne 
of  t he t i ck i ng hands.  Thi s wat ch had been hi s 
gr andf at her ?s and hi s f at her ?s.  Now i t  was hi s,  
And now he woul d be gi v i ng i t  away.  He unhooked 
t he cl asp t hat  had kept  t he wat ch saf el y  on hi s 
wr i st  f or  t he many year s i t  had been i n hi s 
possessi on,  and pl aced i t  on t he count er ,  a t ear  
bui l di ng i n hi s hear t .  He f el t  conf l i ct ed? how 
coul d he gi ve away somet hi ng so val uabl e,  so 
meani ngf ul ? I t 's  f or  Del l a,  he r emi nded hi msel f ,  
Del l a.

 ?How much can I  get  f or  t hi s??

Fan f i ct i on del et ed scene by 
sadi e war d

or i gi nal  st or y by o'henr y

"Gi f t  of  t he Magi " B
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Thank you t o everyone who suppor t ed 
and cont r ibut ed t o t his year 's magazine!  
Also, t hank you t o Mrs. Tiscia f or  helping 
wit h ar t  select ions, and Mrs. Ridley and 
Mrs. Scanlan f or  assist ing wit h wr it ing 

submissions. 
A special t hank you t o Rylee Conover , 

Soliel Margolin, and Chloe Choo, who 
creat ed out st anding wr it ing and/ or  ar t  

pieces specif ically t ailored t o be f eat ured 
in t he magazine.

Wit h t he abilit y t o f inally meet  again 
f or  in-person ext ra cur r icular  act ivit ies, I  

want  t o t hank t he dedicat ed st af f  f or  
t heir  at t endance! The amazing st udent  
st af f  of  8t h grade edit ors is pict ured 

below: Rylee Conover , Julie Miranda, 
Jayleen Nunez, Elle Pet er , Andra St ar r ico, 

Liv St einmet z, Ryan Tor res, and Sophie 
Wu.

Last ly, I  want  
t o t hank Mrs. 

Jenks and 
Mrs. Walling 

f or  cont inuing 
t o allow our  
vision t o be possible, and encouraging 
st udent s t o express t heir  creat ivit y!  

Best ,
    Ms. Onore

Thank  You!

Have a great  summer !

H al le Per is

Alexandra Tranqui l l i
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