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As I saw the distant lifeboat sail closer and closer, I stopped
blowing the worn out whistle I stole from the frozen man next to me.
For a minute, I thought I was getting used to the water, but every time I
thought of it, the sharp, stabbing pain of cold returned and spread
throughout my entire body. Right then, I had a thought of Jack, from the
first time we met. He told me the story of when he had fell through thin
ice before, into the cold water like this. At first, I remembered not
believing him describing how cold it was, but now I know, and I cannot
believe it happened to him again, but at least he's not in pain anymore.

When I looked up from my thought, a bright light was shining
through my eyes, nearly blinding me. To the right of the light was a
pale, shaking hand reaching out to me. When I finally saw the lifeboat
the hand came from, I grabbed it, and with the two percent of strength
left in me, I managed to climb up the boat’s edge and carefully rest my
frozen body inside.

Once the man in the boat covered me in a bundle of thin blankets, I
felt tired, but I couldn’t fall asleep. I gazed up to the glittering stars in
the ebony, night sky, and thought about everything. I suddenly thought
of Mother and Cal, if they were still alive, or if they still cared about me.
Even though Mother was wrong about everything, I still loved her, as
any daughter would. I then remembered when Mother first met Jack,
and I could tell from the pinched, stern look on her face that she hated
him. Jack. How could I continue to live without him by my side? I then
brought myself to the unbearable realization that the only person I had
ever loved, had just died- for me. AsIlooked back up to the stars, I knew
that Jack was looking down at me, smiling, and I smiled back at him.
And just before I fell into my heavenly dreams of him and I together, I
hummed “Come Josephine” over and over in my head.




Swoosh! 1 jump up
and I hear loud noises. The
lights are ﬂashin?. I need
to help them, but I have no
stren%th. They all look so

scare
“Is it dead?”

Dustin asks.

It breaks the door down.
Mike, Lucas and Dustin
rush to get the weapons
that they have to fight it.
They try so hard to stop it,
but I know it won't work. I
use all the strength left in
my body to get up. I look at
it and with all the fight that
I have left, I pin it to the
wall, so that it can't hurt
anyone. I walk toward the
demogorgon as I have it
pinned to the wall.

“Eleven, stop!”
Mike shouts.

He walks toward me. I
know he is going to make
me stop, so I shoot him back
because I have to protect
them. I know that I have to
kill the demogorgon, and
that it will kill me too.

“I'm sorry Mike, I have to.
I have to make sure that
this happens to no one
else,” Isay.

I am ready to use all I
have to blow it up. I start to
see it crack. en I see
Mike soar in front of me,
and then I feel his hands on

my shoulders as he
pushes me back. The
monster takes Mike,
then vanishes with him.

“Noooooooo!”
I scream.

I run to the
chalkboard, but there is
nothing left. I break
down. Dustin and Lucas
rush over.

“"We'll get him
back!” Dustin
says.

BY. ERIN HILONGOS




“Why is your dad home now?” my
grandma asked.

“I don’t know,” I said, as I thought the
same thing.

I ignored the fact and yelled, “Bye
Gram, love you!”

I walked inside the cold, wet, garage and
took off my shoes.

“Hello! I am home! Hello?”

I saw my dad pacing back and forth in
the kitchen, and he was wiping his eyes.

“Dad?” He came over and kissed my
cheek. I could tell he was crying, and the
only time he had ever cried in front of me
was when my grandma first got cancer. I
ran upstairs to find my sister.

“What happened to Dad?” I asked.
“I don’t know.”

I ran back downstairs past my dad, and
to my younger brother and sister.

“Guys! Dad is crying!”

“Why?” They both said at the same
time.

“T don’t know.”

Reasons of why this was happening were
rushing through my head. Someone died?
Someone has cancer? Something happened
at work? Someone got hurt? I tried telling
myself there was no reason at all this was
happening, so I began my homework.
Homework, homework, homework. Oh ya!
I need to read, I thought.

“There is some good in this world, and
it’s worth fighting for...” What happened?
What could it be? I heard my dad talking
on the phone.

“I’'m just so shocked,” he said. I became
afraid to ask him what happened. I heard
him again. “I might be a financial
planner,” he continued. Did he lose his
job? My mind drove off and my feet
began to fall asleep all of the sudden. My

mom came home, and she went into their
room to find my dad.

“Are you okay?” my mom said. I heard my
dad replying in the distance.

“It’s okay. We can do this,” I heard her

reply.

The beeping sound of the dishwasher made
it harder for me to hear. I ran downstairs and
opened the dishwasher. I let the hot steam hit
my face as it rose into the air. It hurt as it
became hotter and hotter, but I wouldn't
move my face. I was just thinking. Thinking
about what happened.

And why I didn’t know about it?

Dylan Proctor



THE CHANGCE

BY. ALLISON POST

A\AMERICA GIVES YoU

“We decide to do it for all the little
girls across the country and around
the world who deserve to have a
voice, and if we don't leverage the
voice that we have, we are letting
them down. -Alex Morgan, USWNT
forward, who is part of the Equal Play
Equal Pay movement with US soccer.

Having the freedom to be able to
speak out for more equality is a gift.
I'm thankful to be living in a

Less than a 100 years ago, women got
the right to vote and drive. Women who
fought for these rights changed
America. America has changed over
many years to become more fair, but fair
isn't equal. I believe that America gives
women the potential to fight for what
they believe is right. I'm thankful to
have these women who are capable of
changing America's future forever.
Everyone is allowed to talk, but not
everyone has a powerful voice. I am
grateful for all those women who use
their voices to help fight for women's
rights. Their voices could change
America forever. America's gift to my
generation is not only having womens
rights, but having the right to be allowed
to strive for more and more equal rights
each and every day.
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Shot. Bang. Goal.

The tryouts came to an end,

“Thank you,”

“I did not make the team, 15

you set goals for yourself an
achieve them, you have
something to be proud of

but one year I will.”
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By: Anonymous

rain from going into his eyes. Josh runs fast, really fast. Tyler
always tells him how fast he is when they run through the forest
together, but now it’s only Josh running through the forest. He is
coming closer and closer to the treehouse; he needs to get there.
Tyler might be there, and Josh needs to find him. The treehouse
comes into Josh’s sight. As he comes closer, his running slows to a
stop. He’s numb again. He stares blankly at the burnt down
treehouse.

“Tyler, are you there?" Josh runs to the tree and struggles to climb
up the ladder; something inside him doesn’t want to get to the top,
but his feet don’t stop moving. He pulls himself up and stands there.
He sees something he doesn't want to see, but maybe if he squints
his eyes, what he sees would look different. Josh sees the lighter,
and the knife Tyler used to carve T-E-R-R-I-F-I-E-D into the wood.
Tyler and Josh were the kings, and that treehouse was their
kingdom. Now there is only one king, and the kingdom is gone.

Art by: Otabek Hudaybergenov, Olga
Brazhnikova and Kat Manna




Sticks and stones, nmay
break my bones,

What you said, will

forever hurt.

We came to a

dead end.

It 's funny how easily you

walked into my

life.

And just as easily you

walked out.

Though I saw
it coming, it

still hurts.

You 've got

me all in my

he ad,

The tears won't let you
see the stars,

you cry when the sun

is gone.

In my mind it 's repeated
again,

I would have saved so much
hurt and pain,.

If I could go back to the
first day we met.

And just walk away.




[ try mustering up the
courage [ need to take my
first step into this new
uncharted and treacherous
territory - Greenwald Middle
School. I reach up for the
phantom hands that were
forever placed on my
shoulder, the phantom
hands that should have been
my mother's, comforting me
and ushering me into what
she would call a "wonderful
new day!" I take a deep
breath and step into the
unknown variable - my new
school.

Wandering down the
hallowed halls, T wished I
hadn't second guessed
myself and brought that long
ugly brown polyester trench
coat I found in the donation
pile at the group home. The
bitter hallowed halls seemed
to last forever, like they just
went on and on without end.
Walking as slowly as
possible, I finally arrived at
the looming door, towering
over me, leaving me in the
shadows of its presence. I try
to twist its greasy handles as
quietly as possible, but with
no such luck. The door lets
out a vulturous screech as I
crack it open, as if to alert its
friends that fresh meat has
arrived.

Everyone inside stares
at me with hollow, dead,
eyes; unfriendly and
unwelcoming. [ give them a
sheepish shrug with a
plastered, forced, smile.
Even as the teacher coos me
in, Istill feel out of place, like
she wants me to feel
welcomed, but knows I'll be
eaten alive.

(Continued on Page 12)

"This is advanced
algebra, right?" I ask. The
teacher looks upon me with
hopeful eyes, like she had
given up on the rest of her
students,and nods.

"You're Franceska,

right?"

"I go by Frankie now
though." I'm quick to correct
her; my voice pained. I
haven't heard anyone say that
name in a long time, and that
was fine with me. After all,
why would I want to keep a
name given to me by people
who didn't want to keep me?
She cocks her head to the
side at this, but then she
blinks and goes right back to
talking.

"Right, of course. I am
Miss Dean. It's nice to meet
you! Class, this is Frankie.
Frankie Foster,a child genius!
Frankie, welcome to
Greenwald Middle School!
Would you like to say a few
things about yourself?" I try
declining, but it seems like
she wasn't asking me, but
telling me, so I stand up in
front of the class and begin.

"I moved here from..
Canada. I was, uh, home
schooled for most of my life. I
don't play any sports, but I
was on the Mathletes when 1
was in school. We never lost
a match." I suck in my breath.
That was a lie.

SHORT STORY

I never moved here
from anywhere. I was only in
the Mathletes because of a
community outreach
program. They talked to my
group home, and they told my
old school about me - same
thing we're doing this time. I
let my eyes wander the room,
looking at all my possible new
friends. I had a friend, back at
the group home.

She was the only one
who was nice to me, but then
she got adopted. I haven't seen
her since. Maybe I would find
a new Crissa here. I stop to see
a boy of about average height,
with wavy brown hair and
glistening green eyes, glossed
over by his big round
spectacles, that made his eyes
look almost bug-like. He had
on a baby blue shirt that
seemed to whisper,"Hi friend!"
His hand lingers in the air,
waiting for me to call on it, so I
do. I point at the boy with his
hand in the air,and he shoots
me a lopsided grin.

"What do you think of
joining the Mathletes here?"
the boy said with a gleam in
his eyes.




I stare at him for a split
second. I didn't even consider
the fact that this school might
have a team!

“So?” the boy asks
eagerly, pulling me from my
fantasy. | open my mouth to
. but the alarming
sound of the bell drowns out
anything [ were to say, so [ nod
in reply. I reach my hand up to
my shoulder, half expecting
my mother's hand to be there
congratulating me, but I feel
nothing; just a phantom hand
that was never really there.

“Ok students, file up.
Time for gym.” [ hear a wave o
protests and objections, but
after one glance, the teacher
has the entire class under her
control. “Except.” her voice
lingers. “Frankie, you stay with
me, | Dbelieve we have
something to discuss.” I nod
and watch the class walk out
leaving me on my own. I knew
what she wanted to talk about.
I'd be stupid if I didn't. When
the class is out of sight, she
abruptly turns to me. “Is there
a reason you said you were
home schooled?” Her voice is
firm, but her eyes are
concerned.

“I don't want anyone to
know.” My eyes are pleading
persuading her not to reveal
the truth.

“Frankie, I understand
that you might be ashamed
that you don’t have parents.”

(Continued from Page 11)

“l have parents,” I
interrupt her, firmly. To tell
you the truth, even I don't
know why I defended them. I
mean, they left me.

“Yes, I'm sorry.” Her

oice softens; she must have
known she crossed a line. “But
no one will make fun of you!
e have a strict no-violence
or bullying policy.” She
searches my eyes for the truth.

“I know.”
“Then why?”

“Because no one needs
to know.” Another lie, but I can
see she uncovered the truth
anyway.

She gives me a
understanding nod and says
“Okay, well, you better get
going, and by the way, join the
mathletes. It'd do you some
good. We meet every
Thursday after school in my
room. Lock up, will you?”

ith that, she tosses me the
keys and walks out. This
school is weird. Weird with a
capital K. Now, I know that
makes no sense, but neither
does this school. But what do I
know? I've lived in shelters
and group homes all my life.

Playing dodgeball in
gym wasn't as torturous as
everyone made it out to be, but
that might just be me. I mean, I
got roughed up in the group
home a lot, so I've learned a
thing or two.

I did however, get hit in
the ribs when I let my guard
down. This makes me wince
but it's not enough to catch me
off guard too much.

So I think fast and snatc

and we're walking out, I can’t
help but rub the spot where I
was struck. They nailed me i

Regina Faye was the ‘big bad
bully’ of the group home. I
stung, but hey, there's a price to
pay for being smart, having
opportunities others don't; buf
at least smart doesn’t mea
weak. I can hold my own against
Regina and her equally evi
goons: Diana, Julie, and Moll
Isadora. Miss Dean sees me

action. “Are you okay?”

“I'm fine, it's just that this
is kinda a sore spot.” She nods
slowly.

“Mathletes practice
three to five after school.”
don’t know how this is relevant
but it pops out of her mout

group home again - alone and
unprotected. Bare, like whe
someone yanks off a war

blanket on a cold day. I searc

to surround
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o PAGE A4



CCoNtINUED FROM PAGE 1%

“Come on little buddy, join! You don't want to be a wimp, do you?” Piper the
pitbull yelled.

Cooper had had enough! He decided to take a stand, and he screamed as loud
as fireworks on the Fourth of July.

“We're sorry, they said in shame. “We didn't realize how bad we were
being, and it was not right to pressure you into doing bad things with us. We will
stop, we promise. Can you give us a second chance! Please?” they begged.

GooD Do(:-
A CHLLDREN'S StoRY






Poetry and Photography by Cat Domingues

I drummed my foot impatiently against the hard, tile floor,
I could hardly wait to finally meet the sister of my dreams.
Minutes barely ambled by, feeling like hours,

At last, I heard a quiet knock on the light wood door of the hospital
room,

Out came a round nurse, dressed in scrubs and decorated with random
toys,

Holding the one person I wanted to see - my sister,

Alexandra was passed onto me by the nurse, and her warm body
filled me with bliss, so small she could fit inside one arm,

I examined her calm, fresh face; she had cheeks like a chipmunk’s, so
round you could fit a golf ball in each of them,

Her hair was short and smooth, like peach fuzz,

What caught my attention, however, was her eyes, They were the
deepest and grayest eyes I had ever seen. I never thought gray could
be such a beautiful color, and I found myself becoming mesmerized
by them, as if they were reaching into my heart, making it melt, I
felt a smile inch its way onto my face, slowly growing wider,

She blinked softly, looking around
the room f}:)r the final time,

Before long she is fast asIeeF in my
arms, such a beautiful little baby,

I had been sad after moving to a new
town with no friends,

But her birth is like a flower
blooming again after the cold, hard
winter,

I gently placed her into her bed,
coating her in a blanket.

It was as if the serenity was seeping
out of her, enveloping me with a
feeling of peace and ease,

She let out a soft, hushed sigh, as I
melted into a chair near her,
dreamily,

Cat Domingues Excited to create memories with her,




I'm going back in time
'm coming out of the past to see
the bright Iight shining in the sky

I'm going back in time keep

flipping through or I'm going to
lose you to the time

As the day goeb on and the night
fades away keep staring at the
pictures

of your

past.

Keep
hoping,
praying,
the time
will
come
baclk.




By: Anonymous Student Authors
Warriors

How Will You

Know'?

Lexi Santos




myself with.

That's when I see the boy again.
By impulse, I run up to him and
grab his wrist, which catches him
by surprise. He yelps and spins|
around; the sight of my face
calms him. He chuckles, then
puts his hand on his chest, trying
to slow his heart rate, I suppose.

Tucking my hair behind
my ear, I scoff and apologize
quickly, looking for a reason to
explain to him why I came here.

“Umm, [ never caugh
your name.” Now it’s his turn to
scoff.

“Hugo Dixon.”

“And... you're on the
Mathletes?” He nods and my
grin grows. I tilt my head slightly
so the light hits it and muffles the
size of my smile. Nodding slowly
[ walk away, letting the day

ander on until the end nears.

“BRINGGGGGGG!” The
piercing sound of the bell ushers
me out of history class and into
the secret headquarters of the
Mathletes. Hugo's face brightens
at the sight of me, as does Miss
Dean'’s. I take a seat next to Hugo
and wait for initiation to begin.

“Alrighty then, Frankie
let's get right to it! Peter,”she
says, nodding at a boy with

caramel eyes. “Would vyo
care to take it away?” He gives
her a look that shouts, "Of
course!" nice and loud.

“What is four plus four?”
hen he grins, it’'s ugly, like a
snarl, with the tips of his mout
turned up. I shake my head; he
had to be kidding.

“I'm not stupid. Give me
a real equation,”" I demand. I
getting tired of him now. If w
were back in the group home
he'd already be beaten up
Peter rolls his eyes, but obeys.

“Two to the fourth powe
multiplied by three ove
twelve.” I blink.

“Four.” I don’t miss
beat. I return his taunting grin

to get the correct answer
When he’s done, he nods
reluctantly and moves on
question after question until a
objection arises.

To finish st

“That's quite fine.” I look to
see who interrupted me, and see
Miss Dean. She’s shooting Peter a
nasty look, but then her gaze
refocuses on me, however it's
kinder now, reformed. “I believe
you have made the Mathletes!” A
smile spreads across my face as
she congratulates me. I give her a
respectful nod and turn to Hugo
triumphantly.

“I'm a force to be reckoned
ith," [ say sarcastically.

“That you are, Frankie
Foster.” We share a smile that
seems to last forever, and I wish it
did, because that was the da
everything changed. The day
finally found a real friend, a rea
family, but I had to go through a
lot to get there. “That you are.”

Weeks passed, and the
eeks turned into months. Hugo
Miss Dean, the Mathletes, eve
Peter,and I were basically so close
e were family! But one day, that
all changed.

“Can I talk to you?” Miss
Dean corners me at the end of the
day near my locker.

['m about to agree, but she
cuts me off. “Not here..
somewhere more private.” I nod
in agreement, uneasily.

;o1

leads me to her classroom and
asks me to sit. “What I’'m about to

over it and talk about a lot more.’
She’s scaring me now.

“Yeah sure, of course... Is
anything wrong?” She won't look
at me, muttering something to
herself over and over, like a acto

ho was trying to remember he
lines. She finally finds the
courage to meet my gaze, and sa
the only seven words that scare
me more than anything.

turn to page 2f

ry,




me like that for days, weeks
even... until they never came
back. Without thinking, I tur
around and start walking into the

aterfall of rain outside; I don’t
care where I'm going, I just know 1

hear her try to protest, I start to
run.

“You don’t want me! I drive
people away!” I yell to her withouf]
looking back. Then silently

hisper to myself, “If you do

adopt me, soon enough you'l
never come back either.” And
ith that, I let out a burst of speed
and I'm airborne; running into
hatever the world had in store.

I wind wup crouching
between two dumpsters, getting
shot by hard pellets of rain, trying
to ignore the smell. There's a tin
space behind me, it’'s just big
enough for me to suck in m
stomach and squeeze through if
needed. The narrow trail opens up

scent grows and it burns my nose.

“Frankie!” It was Hugo
need to talk!” I see a bright yello
raincoat through the thunderous
storm, slowly walking, waiting fo
me to respond, but then he stops
He closes his eyes and lifts his
face to the storm. His yellow hood
falls off and dangles at hig
shoulders, revealing locks of hig
brown wavy hair.

“She’s not coming back, ig
she?” [ think I see a tear
glistening like a star,and that onl
makes me feel guiltier. [ shift m

eight so the pressure is on m
left, making it easier to spi

around and run away if needed.

"SNAP!" A twig gives wa
underneath me. This is loud
enough to turn Hugo's head. He
squints through the rain. Luckil
for me, he probably can't see me
['m decked in black and hig

are patterned wit

“It was just an anima
Hugo! We have to head back, the
storm is too strong!” Pete
bellows over the wind. I wait
silently for Hugo to obey, but hdg
just blinks away the rain and
starts walking towards me.

“Frankie... are you there?
Please. Please come back.” I start
to panic; he’s inching closer and
the storm has gotten so strong I
don’t think running up the hil
behind us out of here is on th
table anymore. I'm about to tur
around and run anyway, but the
Hugo speaks up, and this time, 1
have to wait and listen. “I get it
You don’t want to get hurt again

our childhood wasn’t the best
Your parents left you and yo
think it’s your fault, but it's not
My parents got divorced and 1
know it's not the same thing , but
it's not our fault! You can still lef
others get close to you; you don’
have to push them away, becauss
if they really do care about you
they won't leave! Frankie, we're
right here. We always have bee
and whether you like it or not,

we're not leaving."

Maybe he wag
right... and even if
he wasn’t, I trusf
him. And I don't
want to
anymore; I'm tired
of it. I crawl out of
the space betwee
the dumpsters and
lift my dirty
unworthy face tag
see who was there
everyone. Miss
Dean, Peter, thd
Mathletes-

everyone.

“I'm so sorry...” [ sa
between sniffles. I kneel dow
and sit on both legs, wiping awa
the trail of tears. Miss Dean and
Hugo rush to my side and help me
up. Miss Dean turns me to her and
tucks my mangled hair betwee
my ear.

Instead of vyelling,
smiles through the rain. Her face
seems to glow and her tears ar¢g

like they had a thousand starg
trapped beneath them. There arg
rain drops on her eyelashes whic
only add on to her beauty.

"Don’t be.” She wraps me
into a warm embrace.

“If you still want to adopf
me,” [ chuckle, “I'd really like
that.” I gaze into her eyes, and she
laughs and nods.

and keeps his arm on m
shoulder as I lean my head on his.

“You're going home,”
hispers.

“I'm going home.” I reac
up for the phantom hand that wag
on my shoulder all my life, but it's
not there. Instead, Hugo’s hand
replaces it, and Miss Dean's is o
the other side. “Home.” I think ]
like that word. Very much
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