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There was snow falling
The water had white shadows
It was beautiful

Blailks by by Julte Keavehealko



The Wosmkl Beyomd Me

A Persomel Statememt Bssay by Soplaie

As a child, I believed that my parents
were capable of anything. I viewed them
as superhuman, that they magically knew
everything and could miraculously
protect me from anything. They
provided comfort, care, and solutions to
every possible problem. I believed them
immune to any weaknesses. The
moment I stopped seeing my parents as
invincible, but human, was the death of
A-Gong, my grandfather. That moment
and the period following showed me that
everyone around me was a real person
with feelings and vulnerabilities, just like
me.

For as long as I remember, my maternal
grandparents would come early spring
and stay with my family all the way
through early fall. They would then
return to Taiwan just in time, escaping
the harsh New Jersey winters. I always
loved having my grandparents around. I
cherished the time we were able to spend
together.

When [ was in fourth grade, my mom
suddenly had to go to Taiwan in late
September. This was unusual because
the school year had just begun and my
mom never traveled without us. How
would we get to school and all of our
after-school activities? Despite those
obstacles, my dad made arrangements to
work from home and my mom left the
next day. A few days after she left, my dad
called my sister and I over while he was
on FaceTime with my mom. When we
saw her, she was crying and she tearfully
told us that A-Gong had passed away.
When I heard the news, it felt like the
world stopped. I had never seen my mom
in tears before. It made my heart drop. I
wanted to comfort her but all I could
focus on was the denial and sadness

flooding my head.

The long, depressing days following the
loss of my A-Gong were a redefining
moment for me. [ saw my mom not just
as who she was to my immediate family
and [, but as somebody else’s daughter,
sister, cousin, and friend. There was a
world beyond just me. It also made me
see my parents as human and not the
invincible people I thought they were.
Seeing my mom break down into tears
frequently at the funeral and over the
course of the next few weeks was
difficult but I gained empathy for her
with the realization that my sister and I
were not my mom'’s only focus. It made
me realize that while my mom was
always there to take care of me and make
me feel safe and secure, she was a person
that also needed care. My mom was in
Taiwan making funeral arrangements
while my dad continued to work from
home in addition to taking on all the
tasks my mom usually did. This was an
overwhelming undertaking for my dad to
do because he was so unfamiliar with our
day-to-day routine. He managed the best
he could but he was not perfect. This
also showed me that my parents, who
needed help sometimes, were not
superheroes who were infallible.

I have come to realize that my feelings
are not the only important things in life.
The feelings of others around me matter
too. Although all of the distractions in
my head and the endless tears hid the
world around me, it led me to a world of
understanding and empathy. It took me
time to realize that even the strongest
people in my life, like my parents, can be
impacted too. I now take the time to
recognize the true feelings of others and

help them escape moments of sadness.
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1 embrace the rain
trg§ ge forward

éfo%semﬁi%gigigack
The raig urigs my

sSurro
water

My mind clears the way,

I will prevail

Even if no sun shines down,

I will prevail

Even with this wretched rain,
I will make the sun come out,

%ew%%& gfi the sun to shine down on

Opportunities
No matter what,

I will prevail

Sketech and Poem
by Eylee Conover
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How Can I be a Good

IERTOETICAN? e

W”m@@@
Soplte JRvang

We have all spent our
time during this pandemic in
a number of different ways.
Some of us pursued learning
how to bake snickerdoodle

cookies, and some of us
picked up playing the ukulele,
However, I utilized the time
by reflecting on myself and
my community, I thought
about my actions and the
actions of the people who
surround me, It crossed my
mind how imperfect our
society is, how we are flawed, Problems such as economic
disparity and social injustice plague our communities every
day, yet most individuals take no action to resolve them,
America has its imperfections, but we should be striving to
improve our weaknesses,

During the course of my life, I have never worried
where my next meal would come from, or if I had a roof
over my head, I did not spend much time worrying if other
children had their basic needs either, Most Americans can
say the same thing: we have access to free education, clean
water to drink, and clothes to wear. We have the privilege
to access our necessities,
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According to American Progress, one in seven children
face poverty in America, 11 million children do not have
guaranteed access to what I take for granted. Poverty is

only one issue in America; the list of problems in our

society continuously grows, Climate change, income
inequality, and racism are only a few issues, Despite
these flaws, there is a reason why America is a key
immigrant destination: America offers us great freedom
and economic opportunities, However, this does not
indicate that we should
avoid the problems in
our communities, To
start bettering our
society, we must all
recognize our problems
and contribute to
improve our quality of
life,

It is incontestable
how imperfect America
is, For us to fix this,
we must all contribute
our part to our
communities, We all need to come together to work
towards a common good, as we are all affected by this
and stand to only gain as a result, Every effort counts
regardless of how small or big of an impact it creates, I
believe that a “good American” accepts how America has
flaws, but still contributes to our country in pursuit of a
better tomorrow,

How Can I be a Good American?
coninues!




( 0.9 /o s« > Short Story
220839 Jr ) (S and Azt by
_ _ \_
A Rylee Conover

My eyes look up and the sun shines down on me. My vision is
blinded by the sun. As I step out of my apartment, I am greeted
by beautiful flower beds outside. I smile as I bend down and
smell the beautiful roses. It is morning time, and I need to go
shopping for my apartment in the city. I love coming out of my
tiny little apartment in the morning. It is just so magical with

the pretty trees and flowers surrounding the little place that I
live.

I do love my little section of the city, because the further
I go into the center of our city, the beautiful greens fade away.
The beautiful buildings become overshadowed by skyscrapers and
an excessive amount of people running around. They rush to
their work, to get home, and to go to who knows where.

While I love where I live, in the center of it all it is a
different world. My nose no longer is filled with the beautiful
smells of my apartment. They are replaced with the smells of
smoke and pollution. The stars no longer exist in the sky at
night. I can no longer gaze up at the beautiful sky. It is now a
dark canvas, one that used to be full of stars.

Everytime I leave my side of the city, it saddens me. People
rush past each other; they ignore their neighbors. People are
careless and they litter. The community used to be great, but
now it is filled with people focused on things other than
kindness. They have places to be, like I do.

It is now a weekend, and that is when my little flower shop
is closed. I love my little flower shop; it is filled with life
and wonderful colors. They dance in front of my eyes and fill
the polluted air with hope, the hope that the air will no longer
be filled with toxic waste, the hope that people will stop and
step into my shop, on the little corner of main street.

It is mainly overlooked, but I make sure that anyone who
comes leaves with a smile. They leave with beautiful flowers to
decorate the lost side of the city, the side that is constantly
redone, and the side with people as toxic as the air. Do not get
me wrong, some people are kind. However, many people are not.

My eyes look up at the sky; the sun is now hiding. The sun
no longer shines down upon me. AsS I get closer to the
supermarket, the amount of terrible smells and the amount of
people increase.






As I nod, I ask for the item that I came for. "Now show
me your finest microwavable macaroni, please." Our laughter
fills up the empty store. Rarely anyone comes on weekends
anymore; mosSt people are with their families or at work.

Some people come, but not that frequently. She grabs my
hand and leads me to the pasta section.

"Ooooh, are these new?" I hold up a pasta box that I
have not seen before. Since I noticed I can see her bubbling
with excitement.

"We just got it-" She is cut off as someone comes
through the door.

"Welco-'" She stops short. I come around the aisle. A
tall man is now standing there holding a piece of paper.

"Amy, do you know this man?"' I turn towards her, and
her expression is grim. The room is suddenly tense as she
walks up to the man.

"What are you doing here?' The man slowly extends his
hand, revealing the paper he is holding toward her.

"I- I, no! I can pay the rent, just give me some more
time!" She frantically addresses the man, most who I assume
to be the landlord of her store.

"I gave you plenty of time." His voice is low and
dangerous, and I already feel intimidated.

"What am I going to do?" she cries out, heartbroken,
with her lip quivering and her hands noticeably shaking.

I place my hands on her shoulder, and I rub in slow
reassuring movements. "It will be alright. How bad is it?"
My voice wavers as I ask her. I glance at the paper as she
holds it up to my face.

After reading the paper, I carefully watch her
expression. She has been in debt for a while. Why did she
not tell me? How will she pay this off? If she cannot pay,
where will she go and what will happen?

The man stands in front of us, his words looming over
all of us. He looks agitated as he holds his hand out to take
the paper back.

"So this is it? I can do nothing?" She looks pitifully
towards the man. I sure hope she can do something... If she
can not, what will happen to her?



A Miemeie by David Mianeues

am L\peaet
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L can’t believe T actually came to the dance with this loser T hope T
can snagy a dance with Danny.

Come on Chﬂ*@(m we 4ot to win this thm (" Kenickie shouted to me
over the music. T playfull d@ nodded and kept ancm - The_judge walked
tzwa(r;{{s US. Kemckw sped up, so 1 slowed p[aou\m The J(Ad@e %ﬂ(ﬂp&d us on the
shoulder

YWhat was that?” Kenickie whined as he rolled his eyes. He walked
towards his friends.

Sorry, Tmessed up.'T said sadl). We cant let Danny win though," T
stated.

YWhy) not? Him and QAM@ are doing 4ood, and.” he started to say.

‘Danny's doing really well, L agree. But Qﬂndg not s0 much. She
jht lose & for him,” QON@ bu’cte in. Keniclie glared at §0m’\g

Because these losers will never let you hear the end of it,” T said
tter-of-factly. Just as T finished sa &‘?m@ that, Sonny rushed onto the
nce floor and pulled Sandy off This Was my cMnce~ I can dance
nny and we can win it T msmd onto the dﬂnce floor and started
ncing with Danny.

We did flips and were dancm all around the dance floot No one
AreA 10 LS AnA Ol MoVveEsS . L l00KEA (N0 ONES ANA N Z
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“It is-" The stranger was cut of f by loud sounds that danced into their ears from
the stairs. Suddenly, the man had become as white as a sheet. “They’'ve- they've never come
here pefore.” The girl furrowed her brow as she looked around, desperate to escape.
"BANG-BANG-BANG!’

“Open up! Now!” a guard bellowed through the door. The man sent ner a worried
glance. She quickly slid under the ved. He shuffled to the door; each step he took was
forced. The man slowly opened the door.

He hegitated as ne smiled nervously. “E-evening.” Emotionless guards stood on the
other side of the door. The man novered worriedly over the guards as they entered and
patrolled the room. Mary purposely tried to ve careful to not let a single sound escape

from ner mouth.
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“What are you searching for, sir?” The man addressed no guard in
particular. The guards ignored the man and kept roaming the room. The guards
carried weapons, as if to make sure the helpless citizens knew that they had
total control over them. A guard stuck his hand under the ved. Almost gasping,
Mary’s hand flew to her mouth. Her mind felt heavy from being in such an
enclosed space; and she felt peril awaiting.

nisebiep) ewiwg



A PERS o\ INARRAHIVE E’E&WM}
oY ol MARGSLTN Notaito
It is always okay to be scared; it is not okay to let it dictate who I am. That is the
repetitive remark everyone decides to make when faced with others’ struggles. At
the age of six, I moved to California. For the first time in my life I was faced with
the scorching heat of the west coast sun. My sister and I would walk to school,
traveling up and down the forever twisting mountainsides. I had school in the
afternoon, so every weekday around noon, we began our day. Looking back, I env

the kids who would be sharing their afternoon with their families, who would not ha{e
to hold the memories I do today.

Once we sat down in the classroom, we began our everyday activities.
Everything felt the same, the schedule falling into the familiar pattern it always did.
That was until we went to music. The class all gathered around on benches watching
a movie. I am not sure what happened with my teacher, but I remember the look on
her face, the expression of a very scared person when she looked down to her phone.
I smelled something like firewood or maybe campfire. I walked over to the window, in

the classroom, looking up at the big trees against the sky.

I saw dark clouds filled with black ash, and I was horrified by what was going
on outside. A couple of minutes later, a woman burst through the door saying the kids
in aftercare were coming with her. I walked over, almost in shame. What was going
on? Was I in trouble? I walked with her outside into the scorching sun and the smoke
scaling the sky above us. I saw huge crowds of people gathered in a circle, walking
out of the school. I turned around and looked where ash was coming from- huge
flames bigger than the school running towards us. I felt I was being hunted down. I
wanted to go home. I was so scared. We walked for what felt like miles away, but I

was so little I probably would not have been used
to walking that far. When we got to the senior
home, everyone was either breaking down in tears
or sitting in silence on benches.

It is hard to remind myself of this because it
makes me feel even more alone than I was at
that time. I realized and wished I had somebod
to lean on, only to be alone. Maybe a half an hour
later my mother came, and we rushed to get m
brother who was 15 minutes away from the school.
Later that day, we all safe‘lLy got to the hotel

outside the fire.

A few days later, I was traumatized from the
fire and so scared to go back to school without
my mother. I thought it would happen again, and I
would be alone again and scared. I realized after
my mother told me it would not happen again, and
we would be safe I had a small bit of confidence
in myself without her. Not only that, but I luckily
got some guts and learned I have to be brave
even in hard and scary situations. I cannot just
ive my life being scared. I needed to learn, to live,

and fight to be happy.
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Never ending
Day afHter day T keep gowng
Alowne

Then one day comeone
stops

They walk away firom
thev laughing Friends
They come

Towards me

They come with a smile
on thew face

1 i© contagous,
Becaunse wow T cannot
stop emiling

Somehow T am ho \ownger
ao\lowne

T beom,

for T have finally found my
S0y

A Friend
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Someone to accompany me,

Tw fimes wherre T am
un cleavr

The miety path ceems <o
c\eavr

T + ot
oelind 2 ERLAE
T ook wp,

New oppovrtunities
New beginnings
New everything

Now, T can focus on my
dreams

And being happy

ek b.KS \Sﬂwl E
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loam o \owger facing the world

a\one

The people around me laugh,
but not without me anymore
Nothing i© impo<ssible,
Anymove,

It i Just Wcredbly

havrd to reach,

And only possible to achieve & T fry

My path suddenly has become
easier to follow

The miety air wo longer blowe on My

Face,
The sun shines down upown me,

On My omiling Face

Bryanna Pasuco
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The miesty aiv blows
on vy face

T cannot cee

My thoughts cwirl
Everything e unclear

T do nwot know what T want
My dreams ave distant

far away

out of veach

T do wich to achieve them
T Juast do nwot know how.

My thoughts cwirl

T om alone

No owne knows what fo say
T fry and try and tvy

T do not know what to do
The path T am taking i© <o
M\6+Y ) Giana Goldstein

I+ '\6 s ,\‘F, f oM W&\K'\V\ﬁ Giana Goldstien
straight forward with my

eyes cloced A PO@M by
T follow each turn, R \

fo the vight, to the left Y ee
Everything i ofill unclear Conovevr

What can T do?

£y that taking i |
The P bt ¥ o toking is long and

T feel so alone

How cawn T be?

With 20 many others avround me

They laugh and they emile

T look for their soy, and any kind of passion
The path T am taking ceems never ending,
Aways Filled with new twiste and furne



Original Story by O’ Henry

Deleted Scene

a, Ezl ion by
| us, loorman

Silver grey hair of the 0ld man’s
beard and nead, along with the wrinkles
on hig forehead, nhighlighted the man's
time on earth. These features made the
painting even more realistic. Once Sue had
finished painting, Mr. Behrman had
thought of an idea- hig final magterpiece,
the one he had been crazing over for
yvears and years. He knew what he would
paint. After supper, he walked out of the
building nolding a brown stool into the
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Isabella St Hill

cold, frigid night. The street lamps illuminated the leaf that Johnsy had been
waiting to fall Mr. Behrman placed the stool on the ground and took his paint and
brush out of nig long coat pockets. As he stood as tall ag a giraffe, he reached the

towering leaf. He let his mind take his hand.

The yellowish, orange leaf looked a bit brighter than the original Ridiculous
for Johnsy to have such an ides, the 01d man thought. I won't let her allow a leaf to
kill ner, but if it must change her life, I might as well let it save her. He felt a
little cold even with hig jacket on, so he waltzed ingide the building, nigh on hope.

Night had passed. Then came the next day. He hadn’t had the chance to vigit
Jonngy and Sue. Then, ¥r. Pneumonia nad paid him a vigit. Once in the hospital, he
lay on hig deatinbed. He had recently awoken, when e neard a young lady scream nis

name.

“On, Mr. Benrman! You've saved her. You've saved Jonnshy!”

He smiled to nimgelf as he let go of the string attached to his life. Ah, yes. My

masterpiece.
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Chloe Choo

bty myeos; bog aroroo reovaq y

Maﬁmmm ﬂw AN

As children, it was embeddedVin our minds now it was condemned 1o
[rear otners unfairly. Teachers would provide uS with redundant 1essons on
empatny and bullying. [ presumeds thar every one of uS Vad the capability o
understand injustice, but I was mistaken. Torwenting otvers became norwdlized,
and (T woulds be referred 1o as a joke o underplay the abiding effects it
caused. THiS reflected our redlity. [njustice plagues our Society, yet we fail to
pursue. reformation.

[ recdll a vivid woment auring Kindergarten. I was Sitting at a table
WAth Two other classmates. Unexpectedly, they Star'ted to comment on my
race.
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"Don't Chinese people ook like this?” my classmate questioned while pulling
nis eyes back. [ was tentative 1o answer nim. His tone of voice did not
a;p,%f 0 be vostile, o [ was uisare i e nad wdlicious ntent. Wioat was
e nSinudting with that gesture? [ had an instinet 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 4oqs too, she
castigated. OIS information forced me 1o grow reticent. [ had never eaten
a doq before, vor neard of an Asian wio date dogs. My Sik—year—old
rudimentary brain was not capable of comprenending This aenunciation.
Moalaise descended upon we. [ Stared gt the Hoor, noping it would reved
e answer, for wiat felt like a century.

um, yean, I quess, I mumbled under my breach. [ vever chose to
inform my parents, a teacver,or a friend. mme/z left the moment
lingering faintly in the back of my mind. [t would arbitrarily crawd upon my
Mind, leading me 1o ponder if there was Sometning wirong with being an
Asian person.

T0is lack of saqaciousness resulted in intervalized racism. Every Asian
fedture [ possessed [ would begin 1o Aisdain. 1 incorporated Staring into my
reflection and compar'ing myseif To e White qirls in my grade o my
daily routine. I coveted 1o have European features. My nair was not blonde.
My eyes were not blue. My rnose was not pointy. I sat at the periphery of
beauty, yearming to belong.” [ lodthed every Asian aspect of myself; [ was
confined: n my amoral mindset. By the third grade, I had learved winat
racism was. [ did not believe it was justified to treat otvers by e color
of weir skin, yet [ listened 1o those who judqed me by mine.

[ Slomdy Started to understand now HAaned my perception of myself
was. My intervdlized racism merely fueled my Self—hatred and despondency.
It nelped pave the founddtion of my depression. Anquish tinted the 4lasses

[ wore every day, embedded from the trivid comments [ received
througnout my lite. Gradually, my lenses would grows transparent the wore [
discervied: how ignorance fueled inequity

[ nave grown stronger row, even if the world does not believe [
nave. Year's of experiencing Stereotypes vave dlloned me to develop a barrier:
Thougn [ Still hear racist remarks ambling down the Sidewdlk, I do rnot
percelve them the same way [ did eight qum aqo. [nstead of rejecting
e blood that Aows throughn my body, [ decide to embrace it— the
Sun—Kissea SKin gifted to me by my mother, and the aark entrancing nair
WO by Wy parents and their parents before them. My Chinese culture (s
JUst a8 wortny as any orver.

Me&mmﬁﬂwu& Conf.
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By
INgle[te
Staricco

Fan Fiction Deleted Scene

Then | saw the person | have become inside and out. |
was hungry- hungry for human blood. Everything
changed; the way I"dcted, the way | looked, the way |
treated people, even my Dbest friends.

| changed. | got my humanity back. It felt weird having
emotions dgain. T felt sorrow, hurt, anger, happiness, and so
much more. | haven't felt any of those ways in a while. It
was somewhat comforting. |'know that it's weird to think
that feeling sad could be comforting, but | felt alive again.
| didn't Teel like the blood sucking monster anymore.

My brother was gone and he had been for a while. |
missed him. | missed seeing his face, and having those
long conversations with him."He comforted me and helped
me through a lot. Over time, | was starting to forget wnat
he looked like.

| could still see the sadness in Bonnie's eyes. She loved
him; they were each others’ everything. Caroline and |
were good dgain over the fact | almost tried to kill her,
and even though Bonnie was struggling, she was still there.
They saved me from my worst times. They are everything
| am grateful for. We had our slumber parties again, with
the yummy snacks, and the great movies. Bonnie is trying
her best to control her powers, but they are still coming
back stronger and stronger. Caroline was helping me
control my huanger for blood, but overall the trio was back,
and | was glad to be back.
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thoughts in the back of my mind.
II T| |O II OR|D|E I Tho ggh I had forgotten th}e term
OCD; it continueéed to affect me.

L CRETER A TR TR  This was something I feared no
Essay by an Anonymolus woman in a chair could fix.

Student Author A few years later, I watched the
movie As Good As It Gets. In this
movie, Jack Nicholson la s the
character Melvin Udall, a bitter
man w1th 11ttle Mgard for life
other than h elvin was a
character w1th an intense case of
Obsessive Compulsive Disorder.
He would throw out soap after one
use and would eat at the same
restaurant every day. As much as
I hated him, his actions seemed
familiar. Whenever he locked his
door repeatedly and went to
extremes in grder not to step on
sidewalk cracks, I felt as though I
was looking at a more intense
projection of myself. I remember
subtly trying to ask my garents if
the ever fe t that way, but when

¥ shook their heads 'T was left
h more questions. How was
“this sadistic old man the only
person I related to?

Even now as I understand more
about OCD, I still can feel alone.
Those words in the summer camp
parking lot still echo, and scenes
from As Good As It Gets still

eplay in my mind. The term
OC has become much more than
a synonym for perfection and it
as become more than an
idiosyncrasy. It has been difficult
to come to the realization that
Obsessive Compulsive Disorder is
not a defect I have. It is easy to
feel alone, but labels do not define
me, I learned that I do not have to
be like the bitter Marvin Udall, or
understand everything like the
woman in the chair. I do not have
to wear the title of Obsessive
Compulsive Disorder like an Out
of Order sign hung on broken
machines. I ¢an use this as a wa
to learn more about myself, an

mazbe learn more abouit others.

Obsessive Compulsive D1sorder
has affected me for as long as I can
remember. I could alwags tell that

there was something different

about me, something that was off
and other kids did not experience.

All my life I have heard people

regalé me with their stories of

cleaning their room and sorting
their pens in rainbow order,
maskin the1r perfectionism with
the words "I'm'so OCD." Since this
was the only way I ever heard about
Obsessive Compulsive Disorder, I
assumed it was a synonym for
Eerfectmmsm I now understand
at these stereotypes are far from
the truth.

The f1rst time I vividly remember
1sp lylng symptoms of OCD was
wh en was n1ne ears old. 30% of
eo]g e w1t ] experience
ics (a ha 1tua1 spasmodlc
contraction of the muscles) in their

lifetime. I remember sitting in
mothers car, humid with the Stllf’
summer air, in my camp parking

lot. I had a tic where I would opén
my mouth and flex my jaw. My

mother asked, "Do You ever do

things because you fe

have to?" I focused on a b1rd f y

past the car, too scared to answer-

?uess so."” My memory faded
away after I spoke, but I remember
er ' words echoing in my mind on
the car ride home. From there, I
was taken to a child therapist. An
older woman in an armchajr asked
me 8uest10ns while I flexed my faw
n my wa out of her office
remem er only I}() acin one foot on
each side walk tile. h like
summer camp, h’ memor1es of the
woman in t air became dull
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