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Since t he idea was born ear lier  t his year , st udent s f looded 
my mailbox wit h submissions illust rat ing t heir  unique expressions 
of  creat ivit y across dif f erent  mediums.  I  was overwhelmed and 
excit ed at  how many st udent s were willing t o cont r ibut e or iginal 
and personal works t o be f eat ured in t he magazine -  anot her  
glowing example of  t he unique t alent s present  at  Deer f ield Middle 

School.  

Folio's f ir st  edit ion 
f eat ures creat ive 
wr it ing and ar t ist ic 
pieces f rom 6t h, 7t h, 
and 8t h graders.  For  
t he pilot  year , we 
launched Folio as a TEP, 
and we are hoping t o 
expand int o a club f or  
next  school year , t o 
include more st udent  
involvement .

We've been looking f orward t o t his magazine's release as a 
means of  shar ing int erest ing and well-  developed pieces, but  also 
in hopes f or  ot hers t o be inspired t o let  f ree t heir  creat ivit y.  
We hope you enj oy t he magazine!   

Welcome t o t he f ir st  issue of  Deer f ield's lit erary magazine!

Dear  Readers,
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Best ,
Miss Onore

Int r oduct ion

Grace Garcia



Fan Fiction
Tit a nic

As I  saw  the d i stan t  l i feboat  sai l  cl oser  an d  cl oser , I  stopped  
bl ow i n g the w or n  ou t  w h i st l e I  stol e f r om  the f r ozen  m an  n ext  to m e. 
For  a m i n u te, I  thought  I  w as get t i n g used  to the w ater , bu t  ever y t i m e I  
thought  of  i t , the shar p, stabbi n g pai n  of  col d  r etu r n ed  an d  spr ead  
th r oughou t  m y en t i r e body.  Ri gh t  then , I  had  a thought  of  Jack , f r om  the 
f i r st  t i m e w e m et .  H e tol d  m e the stor y of  w hen  he had  fel l  th r ough th i n  
i ce befor e, i n to the col d  w ater  l i k e th i s. At  f i r st , I  r em em ber ed  n ot  
bel i ev i n g h i m  descr i bi n g how  col d  i t  w as, bu t  n ow  I  k n ow , an d  I  can n ot  
bel i eve i t  happen ed  to h i m  agai n , bu t  at  l east  he?s n ot  i n  pai n  an ym or e.

W hen  I  l ook ed  up f r om  m y thought , a br i gh t  l i gh t  w as sh i n i n g 
th r ough m y eyes, n ear l y  bl i n d i n g m e. To the r i gh t  of  the l i gh t  w as a 
pal e, shak i n g han d  r each i n g ou t  to m e. W hen  I  f i n al l y  saw  the l i feboat  
the han d  cam e f r om , I  gr abbed  i t , an d  w i th  the tw o per cen t  of  st r en gth  
l ef t  i n  m e, I  m an aged  to cl i m b up the boat?s edge an d  car efu l l y  r est  m y 
f r ozen  body i n si de.

On ce the m an  i n  the boat  cover ed  m e i n  a bun d l e of  th i n  bl an k ets, I  
fel t  t i r ed , bu t  I  cou l dn ?t  fal l  asl eep. I  gazed  up to the gl i t ter i n g star s i n  
the ebon y, n i gh t  sk y, an d  thought  abou t  ever yth i n g.  I  sudden l y thought  
of  M other  an d  Cal , i f  they w er e st i l l  al i ve, or  i f  they st i l l  car ed  abou t  m e. 
Even  though M other  w as w r on g abou t  ever yth i n g, I  st i l l  l oved  her , as 
an y daughter  w ou l d . I  then  r em em ber ed  w hen  M other  f i r st  m et  Jack , 
an d  I  cou l d  tel l  f r om  the p i n ched , ster n  l ook  on  her  face that  she hated  
h i m .  Jack .  H ow  cou l d  I  con t i n ue to l i ve w i thou t  h i m  by m y si de? I  then  
br ought  m ysel f  to the un bear abl e r eal i zat i on  that  the on l y per son  I  had  
ever  l oved , had  just  d i ed - for  m e. As I  l ook ed  back  up to the star s, I  k n ew  
that  Jack  w as l ook i n g dow n  at  m e, sm i l i n g, an d  I  sm i l ed  back  at  h i m . 
An d  just  befor e I  fel l  i n to m y heaven l y d r eam s of  h i m  an d  I  together , I  
hum m ed ?Com e Joseph i n e? over  an d  over  i n  m y head .

By: 
Sara Martin
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Swoosh!  I  jum p up 
an d  I  hear  l oud  n oi ses.  The 
l i gh ts ar e f l ash i n g.  I  n eed  
to hel p  them , bu t  I  have n o 
st r en gth . They al l  l ook  so 
scar ed .

?I s i t  dead?? 
Dustin asks.

I t  br eak s the door  dow n . 
M i k e, Lucas an d  Dust i n  
r ush  to get  the w eapon s 
that  they have to f i gh t  i t . 
They t r y  so har d  to stop i t , 
bu t  I  k n ow  i t  w on ?t  w or k .  I  
use al l  the st r en gth  l ef t  i n  
m y body to get  up. I  l ook  at  
i t  an d  w i th  al l  the f i gh t  that  
I  have l ef t , I  p i n  i t  to the 
w al l , so that  i t  can ?t  hu r t  
an yon e. I  w al k  tow ar d  the 
dem ogor gon  as I  have i t  
p i n n ed  to the w al l .

?Eleven, stop!? 
M ike shouts.

H e w al k s tow ar d  m e. I  
k n ow  he i s goi n g to m ak e 
m e stop, so I  shoot  h i m  back  
because I  have to pr otect  
them .  I  k n ow  that  I  have to 
k i l l  the dem ogor gon , an d  
that  i t  w i l l  k i l l  m e too.

?I?m  sor r y M i k e, I  have to. 
I  have to m ak e su r e that  
th i s happen s to n o on e 
el se,?  I  say.

I  am  r eady to use al l  I  
have to bl ow  i t  up. I  star t  to 
see i t  cr ack . Then  I  see 
M i k e soar  i n  f r on t  of  m e, 
an d  then  I  feel  h i s han ds on  

?H ow could we 
possibly do 

that?? I  scr eam.
Ri ght  w hen  I  say i t , I  

r egr et  i t .  I  r ace ou t  of  the 
r oom  to get  as far  aw ay 
f r om  her e as possi bl e. I  
r un  to the w oods as far  

as I  can  get .  I  sl um p 
dow n . I t  w as supposed  to 

be m e.  M i k e w as goi n g 
to have a fu tu r e.  W e 
w er e supposed  to be 

together .  I  cr y an d  cr y 
un t i l  I  can 't  cr y 

an ym or e.

I  hear  
footsteps.
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m y shou l der s as he 
pushes m e back . The 
m on ster  tak es M i k e, 
then  van i shes w i th  h i m .

?N oooooooo!? 
I  scr eam.

I  r un  to the 
chal k boar d , bu t  ther e i s 
n oth i n g l ef t . I  br eak  
dow n . Dust i n  an d  Lucas 
r ush  over .

?W e'l l  get  h i m  
back !? Dust i n  
says.

Tiago M onteir o

By:  Er i n Hi l ongos

Fa n  Fi c t i o n
Per sonal

Nar r at i v e



mom came home, and she went into their 
room to f ind 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? 

 

?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 of f  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 f ront of  me 
was when my grandma f irst got cancer. I 
ran upstairs to f ind 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.
?I 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 f ighting for...? What happened? 
What could it be? I heard my dad talking 
on the phone.

?I?m just so shocked,? he said.  I became 
af raid to ask him what happened. I heard 
him again. ?I might be a f inancial 
planner,? he continued. Did he lose his 
job? My mind drove of f  and my feet 
began to fall asleep all of  the sudden.  My 

Lexi  Santos

Dylan Proctor
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?We decide to do i t  for al l  the l i t t le 
girls across the country and around 
the world who deserve to have a 
voice, and i f  we don't  leverage the 
voice that we have, we are let t ing 
them down.? -Alex Morgan, USWNT 
forward, who is part  of the Equal Play 
Equal Pay movement wi th US soccer.

Having the freedom to be able to 
speak out for more equal i ty is a gi f t . 
I?m thankful  to be l iving in a 
generat ion where women are al lowed 
to speak out for what they bel ieve in 
wi thout gett ing punished. I?m 
thankful  to be l iving in a generat ion 
where women's r ights are growing 
each and every day. I?m thankful  to 
be l iving in the ?Z? generat ion.

Over the past years, we have had 
many women step up in America. 
History is being made. For the f i rst  
t ime ever, we had a women candidate 
run for a president ial  elect ion. 
Al though she may not have won, this 
is a great sign for America's future. 
Women from the USWNT are also 
stepping up to get equal pay. The US 
Women's National Team has won 
three World Cups and four Olympic 
gold medals. The men's team 
recent ly got el iminated before even 
qual i fying for the World Cup.  So, 
why does the men's team get paid 
more? That 's what these women are 
f ight ing for. They are stepping up to 
earn what they deserve and they are 
helping to change the future for 
young girls across America. I'm 
grateful  to have women who are 
using their voices to speak up for 
what 's r ight, and I am grateful  that 
they are al lowed to do this.

The Chance 
Amer i ca Gi ves You

Less than a 100 years ago, women got 
the r ight to vote and drive. Women who 
fought for these rights changed 
America. America has changed over 
many years to become more fair, but fai r 
isn't  equal.  I bel ieve that America gives 
women the potent ial  to f ight for what 
they bel ieve is r ight. I?m thankful  to 
have these women who are capable of 
changing America's future forever.  
Everyone is al lowed to talk , but not 
everyone has a powerful  voice. I am 
grateful  for al l  those women who use 
their voices to help f ight for women's 
r ights. Their voices could change 
America forever. America's gi f t  to my 
generat ion is not only having womens 
rights, but having the r ight to be al lowed 
to str ive for more and more equal r ights 
each and every day.

Em ily Liu
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cr eat i ve essay
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The t own of  Mot unui  was 
st i l l  br i ght  and gr een.  The 
whi t e coconut s hangi ng on t he 
t r ees wer e r eady t o be pi cked.  
The beaut i f ul  f l ower s bl ossomed 
i n shades of  r adi ant  r ed and 
i l l umi nat i ng or ange.

" Mommy, "  she t apped on my 
back.  " Di d you r eal l y f i x our  
i sl and?"  She cl ung ont o my l eg.  
Wal ki ng wi t h a t oddl er  on your  
l eg was l i ke l i f t i ng wei ght s.

I  st ar ed i nt o t he di st ance 
f r om up hi gh.  The cl ear ,  bl ue 
wat er  swayed as t he t r ees 
danced f r om si de t o si de.  The 
wi nd whi st l ed as t he sun beamed 
down on us.  

" Set  your  mi nd t o 
somet hi ng,  and go out  and do 
i t , "  I  sai d back.  

She l ooked up t o me.  I  l ove 
her  i nnocent ,  l i t t l e smi l e.  Her  
eyes gl i t t er ed.  Her  f l ower  
cr own was st i l l  br i ght  and 
beaut i f ul .  She r eached f or  my 
head.  " Go have f un! "  I  t ol d her  
as I  hugged her  goodbye.  Her  
t i ny f eet  r an as f ast  as t hey 
coul d.  Her  l i t t l e f r i ends wer e 
cal l i ng f or  her  t o come and 
pl ay.  She' s so popul ar .  She 
must  be  l i ke her  mot her .

By:  Gianna  Ciccimarra

Angela DeBel la

c

H elen Zhang

FanFict ion 



t r ai n ed  an d  w or k ed  so har d . Al l  m y 
sw eat  an d  en er gy had  to go i n to the l ast  
f i f teen  m i n u tes of  the t r you ts. I  d i dn 't  
d r i ve hou r s for  n oth i n g.  I  w as goi n g to 
do i t , an d  th i s w as m y t i m e.  The bal l  
w as zi pped  i n to m e, w i th  m y back  to goal . 
W i th  a defen der  on  m y l ef t  si de, I  cu t  
beh i n d  to the r i gh t .  I t  w as just  m e an d  the 
goal i e. As I  got  cl oser  an d  cl oser  to the 
goal , I  st r uck  the bal l  w i th  the l aces on  
m y d i r ty  cl eats. The goal i e dove, an d  for  a 
m om en t  I  thought  she saved  i t , bu t  as I  
saw  the back  of  the n et  shak e an d  the bal l  
r ol l  i n to i t ,  I  k n ew  I  had  scor ed .

The tr youts came to an end, 
an d  ever yon e ci r cl ed  up ar oun d  the 
coaches. H e tal k ed  for  abou t  f i ve m i n u tes 
un t i l  he f i n al l y  w r apped  up an d  sai d , 
?Than k  you  al l  for  com i n g ou t .? As the 
coach f i n i shed  tal k i n g, I  w en t  up to than k  
h i m  an d  shak e h i s han d . As he l ook ed  
dow n  at  m e, I  l ook ed  up.

Our  eyes m et  an d  he sai d , 
?Con gr atu l at i on s, you  have m ade the 
team .?

?Thank you,? I  sai d  as a sm i l e 
cam e up on to m y face, an d  happi n ess 
f l ow ed  th r ough m y body.  Af ter  the year  of  
w or k  an d  t r ai n i n g, I  w as pr oud  to have 
f i n al l y  m ade the team . Al l  the w or k  had  
pai d  of f .

I t  w as that  day that  I  r eal i zed  you  
have to set  goal s an d  w or k  tow ar ds 
them - n ot  on l y i n  soccer , bu t  i n  l i fe.  
Goal s br i n g m ean i n g to l i fe, an d  w i thou t  
them , m uch of  l i fe w ou l d  be ai m l ess. I f 
you set goals for  your self and 
achieve them, you have 
something to be pr oud of.  I  
st i l l  have the n ote that  I  w r ote w hen  I  
d i dn 't  m ak e the team . For  m e, the n ote i s 
a r em i n der  of  a k ey factor  to succeed i n g 
i n  l i fe - w or k i n g tow ar ds you r  goal s.
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The sun  bu r n ed  on  m y face as sw eat  
d r i pped  dow n  the si de of  m y cheek s, 
on to m y t r you t  jer sey. Ever y t i m e I  
tu r n ed  m y head  to check  m y 
shou l der , the hot  sun  gl ar ed  i n to m y 
eyes.  In  the heat , the l on g gr ass m ade 
i t  har der  for  m e to p i ck  up m y feet  
an d  r un . Despi te the heat , I  w as 
deter m i n ed  to m ak e the team .  As the 
bal l  w as p l aced  th r ough to m e, I  r an  
up to i t .  I  took  a touch  w i th  the i n si de 
of  m y foot . Shot. Bang. Goal. I  
k n ew  the eval uator s had  been  
w atch i n g, bu t  w as on e p l ay en ough to 
ear n  m e a spot  on  the team ?

As the bal l  got  k i ck ed  ou t  of  boun ds, 
the t r ai n er  bl ew  h i s w h i st l e, 
si gn al i n g for  the f i n al  w ater  br eak . 
M y head  poun ded  f r om  both  the heat  
an d  st r ess. As I  gu l ped  m y i ce col d  
w ater , I  thought  back  to the t r you t  
l ast  year , w hen  I  d i dn 't  m ak e the 
team .  I  r em em ber ed  the m om en t  i n  
pr eci se detai l . M y m om  an d  I  w er e 
d r i v i n g hom e f r om  pr act i ce that  day. 
The m usi c w as gl i tched  for  a secon d , 
an d  then  the Bl uetooth  r i n g cam e 
th r ough the speak er . I  saw  on  the 
scr een  of  m y m om ?s phon e, ?New  
Jer sey You th  Soccer  Ol ym pi c 
Devel opm en t  Pr ogr am .? M y hear t  
star ted  r aci n g an d  m y m om  
an sw er ed  the phon e. ?H el l o?? The 
bad  n ew s pou r ed  i n to m y ear s l i k e 
gal l on s of  w ater .  For  m e, that  w as i t .  
I  stopped  l i sten i n g to the 
con ver sat i on  an d  gr abbed  a p i ece of  
paper  an d  pen ci l .  I  w r ote dow n ,

?I  did not make the team, 
but one year  I  will.?

The t r ai n er  bl ew  h i s secon d  
w h i st l e, sn appi n g m e ou t  of  m y 
d r eaded  m em or y. As I  jogged  back  
ou t  on to the f i el d , I  w as r eady to gi ve 
i t  m y al l , just  have     fun ,      an d       p l ay      
the      spor t  I  w as bor n  to p l ay.  I  
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"How  it  
Happened"

Al l ison Bakaletz

Fan 
Fiction

I t  wa s  ea r lier  t o d a y; s t r eet s  wer e f lo o d ed  wit h  r a in  a nd  
t he c a r s  wer e ba c ked  u p f o r  miles .  I t  wa s  like yo u  c o u ld n 't  
s ee wher e t he line s t a r t ed  a nd  end ed .  I  wa s  o n my wa y ba c k 
f r o m s eeing  my pa r ent s  f o r  t he weekend  bef o r e ha ving  t o  go  
ba c k t o  c o llege.  C o llege is  g r ea t  a nd  a ll, bu t  I  mis s ed  h igh  
s c ho o l -  t he d r a ma , Ra c hel, being  s lu s h ied  in  t he f a c e, a nd  
ha ving  Glee pr a c t ic e a f t er  s c ho o l.  Yo u  f eel l ike it  s ho u ld  
never  end . Yo u  wa nt  h igh  s c ho o l t o  go  o n f o r ever .  Glee wa s  
t he o ne t h ing  t ha t  s ho wed  me t ha t  peo ple c a n be r u d e, a nd  
s o me peo ple  j u s t  a r e lo s er s , bu t  when yo u  ha ve f r iend s  by 
yo u r  s id e, yo u  c a n get  t h r o u gh  it . As  I  wa s  mid wa y t h r o u gh  
my t ho u gh t , a  c a r  c a me z o o ming  in  f r o n t  o f  me o u t  o f  
no wher e -  a nd  a t  t ha t  mo ment , ever yt h ing  went  d a r k.

By: 
Madison 

Duca

L a ying  in  t he ho s pit a l bed , 
minu t es  bef o r e I  wo u ld  t a ke my 
la s t  b r ea t hs , I  t ho u gh t  ba c k 
t o  wha t  ha d  ha ppened .  Nu r s es  
wer e po king  me a nd  b lo o d  wa s  
gu s h ing  o u t  o f  me like a  
wa t er f a ll, bu t  a ll I  c o u ld  t h ink 
a bo u t  wa s  wha t  ha d  ha ppened .

Abby Biegel
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All the rain that was coming 
down on him felt like bullets 

smashing into his back, yet it felt 
like the rain was washing away the 
anger that was building up inside 
him.  He is alone; it was just him 
walking down that street.  He 

would never walk down this street 
by himself, but now it?s just him.  It 
might always be just him now. All 

this anger soon melted into tears; he 
couldn?t fight the pain anymore. 

He?s now bursting with emotions; 
his colors are slipping away, kind of 

like chalk when you run water 
over it. He collapses to the ground, 
crying and letting his emotions get 
to him. He wants people to think 

he?s strong, but he?s not, yet no one 
knows he exists. He?s slowly losing 
himself into a dark world. He?s been 
trying so hard for so long and today, 

he gave up. He?s choking on his 
tears; his legs get numb, so he 

slowly lies down. So many thoughts 
are racing through his mind. He 
slowly brings his hand up to his 

cheek - that?s where Tyler slapped 
him. His eyes close, then slowly 

open again. He needs to get back to 
the tree house. He pushes himself up 

with the strength he has left, and 
runs towards the forest.

It was so difficult to keep his eyes 
open with all the rain smacking 

him in the face. He puts his arm out 
in front of him, trying to block the 

"For est "
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.

By: Anonymous

Ar t by: Otabek  H udaybergenov,  Olga 

Brazhnikova and Kat M anna

Inspired by Original Song 
"Forest"

by Twenty One Pilots
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Ol d Fl ame
St i c k s  a n d  s t o n e s ,  ma y  
b r e a k  my  b o n e s ,
Wh a t  y o u  s a i d ,  wi l l  
f o r e v e r  h u r t .
Yo u  b r o k e  my  h e a r t  a n d  
y o u  l e f t  me  t o  f e n d .
We  c a me  t o  a  d e a d  e n d .
I t ' s  f u n n y  h o w e a s i l y  y o u  
wa l k e d  i n t o  my  l i f e .
An d  j u s t  a s  e a s i l y  y o u  
wa l k e d  o u t .

Th o u g h  I  s a w 
i t  c o mi n g ,  i t  
s t i l l  h u r t s .
Yo u ' v e  g o t  
me  a l l  i n  my  
h e a d .
Th e  t e a r s  wo n ' t  l e t  y o u  
s e e  t h e  s t a r s ,  
y o u  c r y  wh e n  t h e  s u n  
i s  g o n e .
I n  my  mi n d  i t ' s  r e p e a t e d  
a g a i n .
I  wo u l d  h a v e  s a v e d  s o  mu c h  
h u r t  a n d  p a i n .
I f  I  c o u l d  g o  b a c k  t o  t h e  
f i r s t  d a y  we  me t .
An d  j u s t  wa l k  a wa y .

By: Anonymous

H elen Zhang

H elen Zhang

"For est "
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I  t r y m uster ing up the 
courage I  need to take m y 
f i r st  step in to th is new 
unchar ted and tr eacherous 
ter r i tor y - Greenwald M iddle 
School . I  r each up for  the 
phantom  hands that were 
forever  placed on m y 
shoulder , the phantom  
hands that should have been 
m y m other 's, com for t ing m e 
and usher ing m e in to what 
she would cal l  a "wonder fu l  
new day!" I  take a deep 
breath and step in to the 
unknown var iable - m y new 
school .

W ander ing down the 
hal lowed hal ls,  I  wished I  
hadn 't  second guessed 
m ysel f and brought that long 
ugly brown polyester  tr ench 
coat I  found in  the donation 
pi le at the group hom e. The 
bi t ter  hal lowed hal ls seem ed 
to last forever , l ike they just 
went on and on without end. 
W alk ing as slowly as 
possible, I  f inal ly ar r ived at 
the loom ing door , tower ing 
over  m e, leaving m e in  the 
shadows of i ts presence. I  t r y 
to twist i ts greasy handles as 
quiet ly as possible, but wi th 
no such luck . The door  lets 
out a vul turous screech as I  
crack  i t  open, as i f  to aler t  i ts 
fr iends that fr esh m eat has 
ar r ived. 

Everyone inside stares 
at m e with hol low, dead, 
eyes; unfr iendly and 
unwelcom ing. I  give them  a 
sheepish shrug with a 
plastered, for ced,  sm i le. 
Even as the teacher  coos m e 
in ,  I  st i l l  feel  out of place, l ike 
she wants m e to feel  
welcom ed, but knows I 'l l  be 
eaten al ive. 

"This is advanced 
algebra,  r ight?" I  ask . The 
teacher  looks upon m e with 
hopeful  eyes, l ike she had 
given up on the rest of her  
students, and nods.

"You're Franceska, 
r ight?"

"I  go by Frank ie now 
though." I 'm  quick  to  cor rect 
her ; m y voice pained. I  
haven 't  heard anyone say that 
nam e in  a long t im e,  and that 
was f ine with m e. After  al l , 
why would I  want to keep a 
nam e given to m e by people 
who didn 't  want to keep m e? 
She cocks her  head to the 
side at th is, but then she 
bl inks and goes r ight back  to 
talk ing.

"Right, of course. I  am  
M iss Dean.  I t 's n ice to m eet 
you! Class, th is is Frankie. 
Frank ie Foster , a chi ld genius! 
Frank ie, welcom e to 
Greenwald M iddle School ! 
W ould you l ike to say a few 
th ings about yoursel f?" I  t r y 
decl in ing, but i t  seem s l ike 
she wasn 't  ask ing m e, but 
tel l ing m e, so I  stand up in  
fr ont of the class and begin.

"I  m oved here fr om ... 
Canada. I  was, uh, hom e 
schooled for  m ost of m y l i fe. I  
don 't  play any spor ts, but I  
was on the M athletes when I  
was in  school . W e never  lost 
a m atch." I  suck   in  m y breath. 
That was  a l ie. 

I  never  m oved here 
fr om  anywhere. I  was on ly in  
the M athletes because of a 
com m unity outreach 
program . They talked to m y 
group hom e, and they told m y 
old school  about m e - sam e 
th ing we're doing th is t im e. I  
let  m y eyes wander  the room ,  
look ing at al l  m y possible new 
fr iends. I  had a fr iend, back  at 
the group hom e. 

She was the on ly one 
who was n ice to m e, but then 
she got adopted. I  haven 't  seen 
her  since.  M aybe I  would f ind 
a new Cr issa here. I  stop to see 
a boy of about average height, 
wi th wavy brown hair  and 
gl isten ing green eyes, glossed 
over  by h is big r ound 
spectacles, that m ade his eyes 
look  alm ost bug-l ike. H e had 
on a baby blue shir t  that 
seem ed to whisper , "H i  fr iend!" 
H is hand l ingers in  the air ,  
wai t ing for  m e to cal l  on i t , so I  
do.  I  poin t at the boy with h is 
hand in  the air , and he shoots 
m e a lopsided gr in . 

"W hat do you th ink  of 
join ing the M athletes here?" 
the boy said with a gleam  in  
h is eyes. 
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SHORT STORY



 I  stare at h im  for  a spl i t  
second. I  didn?t even consider  
the fact that th is school  m ight 
have a team !

?So?? the boy asks 
eager ly, pul l ing m e fr om  m y 
fantasy. I  open m y m outh to 
say "Yes," but the alarm ing 
sound of the bel l  drowns out 
anyth ing I  were to say,  so I  nod 
in  r eply. I  r each m y hand up to 
m y shoulder , hal f expect ing 
m y m other 's hand to be there, 
congratulat ing m e, but I  feel  
noth ing; just a phantom  hand 
that was never  r eal ly there.

?Ok  students, f i le up. 
Tim e for  gym .? I  hear  a wave of 
protests and object ions, but 
after  one glance, the teacher  
has the ent i r e class under  her  
control . ?Except..? her  voice 
l ingers. ?Frank ie, you stay with 
m e, I  bel ieve we have 
som ething to discuss.? I  nod 
and watch the class walk  out, 
leaving m e on m y own.  I  knew 
what she wanted to talk  about. 
I?d be stupid i f  I  didn?t. W hen 
the class is out of sight, she 
abrupt ly turns to m e. ?Is there 
a reason you said you were 
hom e schooled?? H er  voice is 
f i rm , but her  eyes are 
concerned. 

?I  don?t want anyone to 
know.? M y eyes are pleading, 
persuading her  not to r eveal  
the tr uth.

?Frank ie, I  understand 
that you m ight be asham ed 
that you don?t have parents.?

By:  Connel l y
 Jaqua

Hands

( Cont i nued f r om Page 11) So I  th ink  fast and snatch 
the bal l  out of the air  before i t  
h i ts the f loor. W hen gym  ends 
and we?re walk ing out, I  can?t 
help but r ub the spot where I  
was str uck . They nai led m e in  
the sam e spot Regina did after  
she heard about m y oppor tun i ty. 
Regina Faye was the ?big bad 
bul ly? of the group hom e. I t  
stung, but hey, there's a pr ice to 
pay for  being sm ar t, having 
oppor tun i t ies others don?t; but 
at least sm ar t doesn?t m ean 
weak . I  can hold m y own against 
Regina and her  equal ly evi l  
goons: Diana, Jul ie, and M ol ly 
Isadora. M iss Dean sees m e 
rubbing m y side and takes 
act ion.  ?Are you okay?? 

?I?m  fine, i t 's just that th is 
is k inda a sore spot.? She nods 
slowly.

?M athletes pract ice is 
three to f ive after  school .? I  
don?t know how th is is r elevant, 
but i t  pops out of her  m outh 
anyway, l ike word vom it, and 
then just l ike that, she leaves. I  
watch her  go, and when she?s 
gone, i t?s l ike m y f i r st  day in  the 
group hom e again - alone and 
unprotected. Bare, l ike when 
som eone yanks off a warm  
blanket on a cold day. I  search 
desperately for  another  blanket 
to sur round 

To cont i nue r eadi ng,  t ur n t o page 19
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?I have parents,? I  
in ter rupt her , f i rm ly.  To tel l  
you the tr uth, even I  don?t 
know why I  defended them . I  
m ean, they left  m e. 

?Yes, I?m  sor r y.? H er  
voice softens; she m ust have 
known she crossed a l ine. ?But 
no one wi l l  m ake fun of you! 
W e have a str ict  no-violence 
or  bul lying pol icy.? She 
searches m y eyes for  the tr uth.

?I  know.?

?Then why??

?Because no one needs 
to know.? Another  l ie, but I  can 
see she uncovered the tr uth 
anyway. 

She gives m e a 
understanding nod and says, 
?Okay, wel l , you better  get 
going, and by the way, join  the 
m athletes. I t?d do you som e 
good. W e m eet every 
Thursday after  school  in  m y 
room .  Lock  up, wi l l  you?? 
W ith that, she tosses m e the 
keys and walks out. This 
school  is weird. W eird with a 
capi tal  K. Now, I  know that 
m akes no sense, but nei ther  
does th is school . But what do I  
know? I?ve l ived in  shel ter s 
and group hom es al l  m y l i fe.

Playing dodgebal l  in  
gym  wasn?t as tor turous as 
everyone m ade i t  out to be, but 
that m ight just be m e. I  m ean, I  
got r oughed up in  the group 
hom e a lot, so I?ve learned a 
th ing or  two. 

I  did however , get h i t  in  
the r ibs when I  let  m y guard 
down. This m akes m e wince, 
but i t 's not enough to catch m e 
off guard too m uch.

SHORT STORY



Good Dog:
A Chi l dr en's  St or y  

It was a gloomy Sunday morning, with fog and mud every place 
you can imagine, but Cooper 
the Cavapoo did not mind. 
He was on his daily walk 
with his owner, Sam.  Cooper 
walked by the big trees that 
hovered above him, and he 
passed the other dogs, with 
different shapes, colors, and 
sizes.  Today was different 
though. Sam?s fr iends were 
coming over, and they were 
bringing their dogs! 

Anyway, after three 
minutes of walking, they 
reached home.  Cooper wiped 
his feet on the outside door mat, and hopped over the steps and 
inside. He was so excited for the new dogs to come over, that he even 
put out his favorite toys for them to play with.  "Rrring!! Rrring!!" 
Rang the doorbell.  He was so nervous, but excited at the same time 
to see his new fr iends.  There were three dogs: Teddy the Terrier, 
Piper the pitbull, and Phil the Pug. 

Good Dog: 
 A Chi l dr en's  St or y

By:
Ja cki e Fi l i a ci

s t or y  cont i nued 
on pa ge 14
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All of them were much bigger than Cooper, but he did not even care. Piper had a 
big, fierce face, with drool running down her slippery lip. Teddy was a bit bigger than 
Cooper, and Fluffy and had wide eyes. Phil was chubby and had a pig tail; curly and tiny. 
Cooper?s tail was wagging so fast, it could be a fan. The dogs got unhooked from their 
leashes and ran inside, without wiping their feet! That's odd, Cooper thought. All of their 
muddy paws were getting on the floor and carpet; there were paw prints everywhere. 
They were running around, on the couch, and biting the pillows. 

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

"Umm, okay!" Yelled Cooper, unsurely. He jumped on the couch, and slowly put his 
teeth on a pillow. Faster than a blink of an eye, he took his teeth off of the pillow and 
jumped off of the couch. He was a good boy, and he would stay that way. Phil the pug 
started nailing his claws into the carpet, and then followed Piper and Teddy. There were 
three big marks in the carpet, but the other dogs wanted Cooper to join in. 

?Come on! Dig with us, you?re not a wimp, are you?" said Teddy. 

He didn?t want to make cleaning harder for Sam, after all.  He loved her, but he did 
want to make fr iends too.  Cooper didn't know what to do!  He jumped on the ground and 
put in one tiny dig, and regretted it r ight after.  Soon, Piper started to let out a growl and 
bark at her owner!  Then, followed Teddy and Phil! "Ruff! Ruff!"

 ?Join the club, Cooper!  Bark with us, it's fun!"?yelled Piper. 

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

?You cannot make me bark at my owner! You cannot make me bite my couch! And 
you cannot make me ruin my perfectly white carpet!  I will not be peer pressured into 
doing wrong! I am not going to misbehave anymore!"? he barked. ?What you are doing is 
not r ight, and you should know that. I am sorry, but I can not be fr iends with you!"? 
Cooper put his paw down, and the other dogs were so silent, that you could hear a pin 
drop. Cooper felt like the leader of the pack!

?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.

?Okay, but we have to be good doggies, and no more nonsense,"?replied Cooper. The 
other dogs reassured Cooper that they would not act up anymore, and they all learned a 
lesson. A lesson not to disrespect, and to stand up for what you believe is r ight. After that, 
all of the dogs became best fr iends- behaving best fr iends, that would hang out every 
Sunday. 

Good Dog:
A Chi l dr en's  St or y  
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I t  w as a gr eat  day for  a soccer  gam e
The thoughts of  w i n n i n g an d  l osi n g  
r aced   i n expl i cabl y i n  m y head .

I t  w as a br i ef  pep tal k  befor e w e took  the f i el d  
W i th  the r efs bl ow  of  the w h i st l e the gam e w as on  i ts w ay.
 
I t  w as l ess than  45 m i n u tes un t i l  w e w er e up 2-n oth i n g
Bu t  the other  team  qu i ck l y  r espon ded
The Scor e 2-1, ther e w as a 
fou l
In si de the box
The r ef  poi n ted  to the 
pen al ty  l i n e
Si gn al i n g a pen al ty  k i ck .

I t  w as al l  on  the l i n e
The gam e an d  w i n n i n g the 
l ast  gam e of  the season .

The bal l  w as p l aced  on  the 
gr oun d , 
The k i d  took  fou r  steps back , 
An d  n ow , al l  I  had  to do w as bl ock  the bal l  f r om  the n et
An d  w e w ou l d  be v i ctor i ous. 
The k i d  star ted  to r un  up an d  k i ck  the bal l
I  qu i ck l y  m ade a choi ce to d i ve l ef t  w her e the bal l  w as goi n g 

As m y han ds m ade con tact  w i th  the bal l  I  saved  the shot . 

As qu i ck l y  as I  cou l d  I  got  up an d  pun ted  the bal l  aw ay   
An d  w i th  the l ast  bl ow  of  the w h i st l e
The gam e en ded  an d  w e had  w on .

POEM BY:
JIMMY RUBANS a v e  o f
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T he Deepest  Eyes
Poet ry  and Phot ography  by  Cat  Domingues

I  drummed my f oot  impat ient ly  against  t he hard, t ile f loor.
I  could hardly  w ait  t o f inal ly  meet  t he sist er of  my dreams.
Minut es barely  ambled by , f eel ing l ike hours.
At  last ,  I  heard a quiet  knock  on t he l ight  w ood door of  t he hospit al  
room.
Out  came a round nurse, dressed in scrubs and decorat ed w it h random 
t oys,
H olding t he one person I  w ant ed t o see -  my sist er.
Alexandra w as passed ont o me by  t he nurse, and her w arm body  
f il led me w it h bl iss, so smal l  she could f it  inside one arm.
I  examined her calm, f resh f ace;  she had cheeks l ike a chipmunk 's, so 
round you could f it  a gol f  bal l  in each of  t hem.
H er hair w as short  and smoot h, l ike peach f uzz.
W hat  caught  my at t ent ion, how ever, w as her eyes.  T hey  w ere t he 
deepest  and grayest  eyes I  had ever seen.  I  never t hought  gray  could 
be such a beaut if ul  color, and I  f ound mysel f  becoming mesmerized 
by  t hem, as if  t hey  w ere reaching int o my heart ,  mak ing it  mel t .  I  
f el t  a smile inch it s w ay  ont o my f ace, slow ly  grow ing w ider.

She bl inked sof t ly ,  look ing around 
t he room f or t he f inal  t ime,

Bef ore long she is f ast  asleep in my 
arms, such a beaut if ul  l it t le baby .

I  had been sad af t er moving t o a new  
t ow n w it h no f r iends,

But  her bir t h is l ike a f low er 
blooming again af t er t he cold, hard 

w int er.
I  gent ly  placed her int o her bed, 

coat ing her in a blanket .
I t  w as as if  t he serenit y  w as seeping 

out  of  her, enveloping me w it h a 
f eel ing of  peace and ease.

She let  out  a sof t ,  hushed sigh, as I  
mel t ed int o a chair near her, 

dreamily ,
Excit ed t o creat e memories w it h her.Cat Dom ingues

POEM BY:
JIMMY RUBAN
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Pict ur es of   

I ' m goi ng back i n t i me
I ' m comi ng out  of  t he past  t o see 

t he br i ght  l i ght  shi ni ng i n t he sky

I ' m goi ng back i n t i me keep 
f l i ppi ng t hr ough  or  I ' m goi ng t o 

l ose you t o t he t i me 
As t he day  goes on and t he ni ght  

f ades  away  keep st ar i ng at  t he 
pi ct ur es 

of  your  
past .

Keep 
hopi ng,  

pr ay i ng,  
t he t i me 

wi l l  
come 

back.
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Poet r y
Light, graceful, 

It moves with a f inesse
That can easily beat that of  a 

human.

Paws tapping 
Delicately on the ground, 

It can bound across distances
Stretching as long as a continent.

Or creeping silently,
Then pouncing, 

Killing its prey with one swif t bite.

They are peaceful but warlike,
Calm but f ierce,

Graceful but skilled.

As the sky slowly turns to inky 
black,

And stars appear,
One by one,

The creature silently makes its way 
back into the forest.

And with a rustle of  the bushes,
A twitch of  the tail,

It is gone.

War r i or s

How Wi l l  You 
Know?

A girl staring out a window.
A mother saying goodbye.
How will you know
If  this will be the last time?
Your last farewell?
A one-way trip.
A night out to dinner.
How will you know
If  someone?s out there?
If  this could be the end?
The Earth has seen empires rise and fall,
Felt the forces of  Mother Nature gouge    scars on     its    
surface, 
Heard the relentless, never-ending, tick- 
tock of  time
As it paved the path for the future.
So how do you see through this powerful force,
This stubborn, decisive fate?
How will you know?
You don?t.
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m ysel f wi th. 

That 's when I  see the boy again. 
By im pulse, I  r un up to h im  and 
grab h is wr ist , which catches h im  
by surpr ise. H e yelps and spins 
around; the sight of m y face 
calm s him . H e chuck les, then 
puts h is hand on h is chest, t r ying 
to slow his hear t r ate, I  suppose. 

Tuck ing m y hair  behind 
m y ear , I  scoff and apologize 
quick ly, look ing for  a r eason to 
explain  to h im  why I  cam e here. 

?Um m , I  never  caught 
your  nam e.? Now i t?s h is turn to 
scoff.

?H ugo Dixon.?

?And?  you?re on the 
M athletes?? H e nods and m y 
gr in  grows.  I  t i l t  m y head sl ight ly 
so the l ight h i ts i t  and m uffles the 
size of m y sm i le.  Nodding slowly, 
I  walk  away,  let t ing the day 
wander  on unt i l  the end nears. 

?BRINGGGGGGG!? The 
pier cing sound of the bel l  ushers 
m e out of h istor y  class and in to 
the secret headquar ter s of the 
M athletes. H ugo?s face br ightens 
at the sight of m e, as does M iss 
Dean?s.  I  take a seat next to H ugo, 
and wait  for  in i t iat ion to begin.

?Alr ighty then, Frank ie, 
let 's get r ight to i t ! Peter ,?she 
says,  nodding at a boy with 

caram el eyes.  ?W ould you 
care to  take i t  away?? H e gives 
her  a look  that shouts, "Of 
course!" n ice and loud.

?W hat is four  plus four?? 
W hen he gr ins, i t?s ugly,  l ike a 
snar l , wi th the t ips of h is m outh 
turned up.  I  shake m y head; he 
had to be k idding.

?I?m  not stupid. Give m e 
a real  equation," I  dem and.  I?m  
gett ing t i r ed of h im  now.  I f  we 
were back  in  the group hom e, 
he?d al r eady be beaten up.  
Peter  r ol ls h is eyes, but obeys.

?Two to the four th power  
m ul t ipl ied by three over  
twelve.? I  bl ink .

?Four.? I  don?t m iss a 
beat. I  r eturn h is taunt ing gr in , 
as I  see he has to check  h im sel f 
to get the cor rect answer. 
W hen he?s done, he nods 
reluctant ly and m oves on; 
quest ion after  quest ion unt i l  an 
object ion ar ises.

?That 's qui te f ine.? I  look  to 
see who in ter rupted m e,  and see 
M iss Dean. She?s shooting Peter  a 
nasty look ,  but then her  gaze 
refocuses on m e,  however  i t?s 
k inder  now, r eform ed. ?I  bel ieve 
you have m ade the M athletes!? A 
sm i le spreads across m y face as 
she congratulates m e. I  give her  a 
r espectfu l  nod and turn to H ugo 
tr ium phantly.

?I?m  a for ce to be reckoned 
with," I  say sarcast ical ly.

?That you are, Frank ie 
Foster.? W e share a sm i le that 
seem s to last forever ,  and I  wish i t  
did,  because that was the day 
everyth ing changed. The day I  
f inal ly found a real  fr iend, a r eal  
fam i ly,  but I  had to go through a 
lot to get there. ?That you are.?

W eeks passed,  and then 
weeks turned in to m onths.  H ugo, 
M iss Dean, the M athletes,  even 
Peter , and I  were basical ly so close 
we were fam i ly! But one day, that 
al l  changed.

?Can I  talk  to you?? M iss 
Dean corners m e at the end of the 
day near  m y locker. 

I?m  about to agree, but she 
cuts m e off. ?Not here?  
som ewhere m ore pr ivate.?  I  nod 
in  agreem ent, uneasi ly. She 
seem ed off today; I  couldn?t 
decode what was going on.  She 
leads m e to her  classroom  and 
asks m e to si t .  ?W hat I?m  about to 
tel l  you is big. W e wi l l  have to go 
over  i t  and talk  about a lot m ore.? 
She?s scar ing m e now.

?Yeah sure, of course?  Is 
anyth ing wrong?? She won?t look  
at m e,  m utter ing som ething to 
hersel f over  and over ,  l ike a actor  
who was tr ying to r em em ber  her  
l ines.  She f inal ly f inds the 
courage to m eet m y gaze, and say 
the on ly seven words that scare 
m e m ore than anyth ing.

Gianna Ciccim ar ra
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?I th ink  I  want to adopt 
you.? M y stare turns blank  and 
m y m ind f lashes back  to when I  
was an in fant, cr ying in  m y cr ib. I  
was hungry and lonely wi th a fu l l  
diaper. M y parents would leave 
m e l ike that for  days, weeks 
even?  unt i l  they never  cam e 
back . W ithout th ink ing, I  turn 
around and star t  walk ing in to the 
water fal l  of r ain  outside; I  don?t 
care where I?m  going, I  just know I  
never  want to com e back . W hen I  
hear  her  tr y to protest, I  star t  to 
r un. 

?You don?t want m e! I  dr ive 
people away!? I  yel l  to her  wi thout 
look ing back . Then si lent ly I  
whisper  to m ysel f, ?I f you do 
adopt m e, soon enough you?l l  
never  com e back  ei ther.? And 
with that, I  let  out a burst of speed 
and I?m  air borne; r unning in to 
whatever  the wor ld had in  store.

I  wind up crouching 
between two dum psters, gett ing 
shot by hard pel lets of r ain , tr ying 
to ignore the sm el l . There?s a t iny 
space behind m e, i t?s just big 
enough for  m e to suck  in  m y 
stom ach and squeeze through i f 
needed. The nar row tr ai l  opens up 
in to a h i l l  that could take m e far  
away. The fain t echo of voices are 
gett ing closer  and closer , 
bel lowing m y nam e. I  sm el l  the 
desperat ion in  their  voices, the 
scent grows and i t  burns m y nose. 

?Frank ie!? I t  was H ugo. 
?Frank ie where are you? W e  
need to talk !? I  see a br ight yel low 
raincoat through the thunderous 
storm , slowly walk ing, wai t ing for  
m e to r espond, but then he stops.  
H e closes h is eyes and l i f ts h is 
face to the storm . H is yel low hood 
fal ls off and dangles at h is 
shoulders, r eveal ing locks of h is 
brown wavy hair. 

?She?s not com ing back , is 
she?? I  th ink  I  see a tear , 
gl isten ing l ike a star , and that on ly 
m akes m e feel  gui l t ier. I  sh i ft  m y 
weight so the pressure is on m y 
left , m ak ing i t  easier  to spin  

around and run away i f needed. 

"SNAP!" A twig gives way 
underneath m e. This is loud 
enough to turn H ugo's head. H e 
squints through the rain . Luck i ly 
for  m e, he probably can 't  see m e; 
I?m  decked in  black  and his 
glasses are patterned with 
droplets.

?I t  was just an an im al  
H ugo! W e have to head back , the 
storm  is too str ong!? Peter  
bel lows over  the wind. I  wai t  
si lent ly for  H ugo to obey, but he 
just bl inks away the rain  and 
star ts walk ing towards m e.

?Frank ie?  are you there? 
Please. Please com e back .? I  star t  
to panic; he?s inching closer  and 
the storm  has gotten so str ong I  
don?t th ink  running up the h i l l  
behind us out of here is on the 
table anym ore. I?m  about to turn 
around and run anyway, but then 
H ugo speaks up, and th is t im e, I  
have to wait  and l isten. ?I  get i t . 
You don?t want to get hur t  again; 
your  chi ldhood wasn?t the best. 
Your  parents left  you and you 
th ink  i t?s your  faul t , but i t?s not! 
M y parents got divorced and I  
know i t 's not the sam e th ing , but 
i t?s not our  faul t ! You can st i l l  let  
others get close to you; you don?t 
have to push them  away, because 
i f they real ly do care about you, 
they won't  leave! Frank ie, we?re 
r ight here. W e always have been 
and whether  you l ike i t  or  not, 

we'r e not leaving."

M aybe he was 
r ight?  and even i f 
he wasn?t, I  t r ust 
h im . And I  don?t 
want to r un 
anym ore; I?m  t i r ed 
of i t . I  crawl  out of 
the space between 
the dum psters and 
l i f t  m y dir ty, 
unwor thy face to 
see who was there- 
everyone.  M iss 
Dean, Peter , the 
M athletes- 

everyone. 

?I?m  so sor r y? ? I  say 
between sn i ff les. I  kneel  down 
and si t  on both legs, wiping away 
the tr ai l  of tears. M iss Dean and 
H ugo rush to m y side and help m e 
up. M iss Dean turns m e to her  and 
tucks m y m angled hair  between 
m y ear. 

Instead of yel l ing, she 
sm i les through the rain . H er  face 
seem s to glow and her  tears are 
spark l ing. H er  brown eyes look  
l ike they had a thousand star s 
tr apped beneath them . There are 
rain  drops on her  eyelashes which 
on ly add on to her  beauty. 

"Don?t be.? She wraps m e 
in to a warm  em brace.

?If you st i l l  want to adopt 
m e,? I  chuck le, ?I?d real ly l ike 
that.? I  gaze in to her  eyes, and she 
laughs and nods. 

?Let 's go hom e,? she says. 
W e turn around and walk  back . 
H ugo wraps a towel  around m e 
and keeps h is arm  on m y 
shoulder  as I  lean m y head on h is.

?You?re going hom e,? he 
whispers.

  ?I?m  going hom e.? I  r each 
up for  the phantom  hand that was 
on m y shoulder  al l  m y l i fe, but i t?s 
not there. Instead, H ugo?s hand 
replaces i t , and M iss Dean's is on 
the other  side. ?H om e.? I  th ink  I  
l ike that word. Very m uch.To f i ni sh st or y,  t ur n t o page 20 
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Thank you so much t o everyone who helped suppor t  
t he magazine!  We would like t o t hank Hannah Tao, Alexis 
Cox, and Saywer  Chan f or  help along t he way, and Mrs. 
Tiscia f or  helping wit h ar t  select ion.  Last ly, a special 
t hanks t o       
Mr . Whit aker ,  
Mrs. Richards, 
and Dr . Lubarsky 
f or  making our  
vision possible! 

Have a great  
summer !

H aley M otz 

Thank 
y ou!

Dear  Readers,
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Noreen H ealyBest ,
Miss Onore


