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Lettey frem the

Dear Readers,

Welcome to the 2019 issue B 8
of Deerfield's literary 7
magazinel

After the first issue of ||
the magazine was published |
last spring, we received an
incredible amount of support ||
from teachers, students,
parents, and the entire
Mountainside community.

This year, the outpouring %" /a ¢ & &
of written and visual student [ — = =
cohtributions just aof firmed ' e
what our teachers already
kbow~ the talented and hard working students at
Deerfield are what make our school amazing! S0 many
pieces were submitted that the student staff were
able to feature even more than last year's issue, and
grow the magazine into what it is today!

With great pride. we showcase uniquely creative
paintings, photography, illustrations, as well as
original writing pieces in the forms of poetry and
prose. We hope these works inspire your creative
process and expression!

L9

Best,
Miss Onore
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I've never had to worry about where my next meal was coming from. I am
thankful to always have food to eat, because not everyone can afford
three meals everyday. On Christmas Eve one year, my family and I went
to Jersey City with the organization God‘'s Love We Deliver, to deliver
meals to individuals or families who were less fortunate. This
experience opened my eyes to the world outside of my home.

On one of our stops that day, we visited a multi family apartment
building. The outside of the building looked gloomy and depressing; on
the inside it was dirty. We walked up many flights of stairs until we

finally reached the apartment of the family that we were assigned to
deliver Christmas dinner. We knocked on the door, and a girl that
looked around my age opened the door w1th a huge smlle on her face.
"God's Love we Deliver is here.” #
cheerfully. Her whole
family of eight came up the
door and thanked us for the
meal. Hearing how
appreciative and delighted
this family was that we were
delivering them food made me
feel valuable that I had
helped a whole family. We
handed out the food, wished
the family a Merry
Christmas, and we were then
on our way to our next
house.

The homes and apartments we
visited in Jersey City were
very different than the
neighborhood where I live.
The houses were very close
ogether and they seemed to Emily Liu
Every now and again
ee houses with trash all over the yard. When we were in one

in particular, I remember feeling unsafe because the
with trash like alcohol bottles. Plastic shopping
everywhere, and strange people were huddled
munity seemed like no place to raise a
like growing up as a child here-
much room for children to play.
"hood, so the children could
sees trash around the
them to litter,
uted.

s and

O
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Laughlng and pedalllng along
Sweat beading on my neck
Breeze rolling in along with
happiness =Y
Whizzing down hills through _.ges=
dirt paths L) . <14

Beauty to us is a
distraction

An obstacle comes like a
flash

My reaction was not
fast enough
I jump
I f a l l Samuel Strohmeier
Anger -
Bike on its own
becomes no more than I know
Than a scrap of metal
a street sign and its plan
over thought as the obstaclel
Caused the trouble
Turns my joy to rubble

Knowing that I was okay
did not combat

The memory, the horror

Background Art by: Alexander Chen
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(18 YURMNING PO
OF WY THOREE VEAR
@@ ﬂamgg Alec CBZ%}:chel

I couldn’t imagine what I would do when my paren
ot home. I was so nervous because I knew they we
oming home with something, but I just didnt know what
as.

I was 3 years old. I was in the lobby of my apartme
uilding in New York with my Grandpa, waiting for my mo
nd dad to come home. I knew they were coming ho
ith something, something very important. My Nana a
randpa were watching me for the LONGEST time EVER.

We were in the lobby for a long time, just talking

ach other about the economy and the stock market. I ¢
emember my Grandpa telling me, "Google is doing ve
0od.” I just kind of dozed off because, you know, I was
ears old and didn't even know what the stock market w
t was just 10 minutes, but it felt like an hour to me.

Finally, I saw two familiar faces that I've seen all
fe, and that was when I realized that they were
arents. My parents are homel I ran up to them and ga
hem a big hug. Then I saw something wrapped in blanke
my Mom's arms. I just stood there- frozen, without
Xpression on my face.
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Then I realized the thing wrapped around was a bab

rother- so that was why my parents were at th
ospital for so long.

I felt like I should be excited, but I wasn't. I wa
ore sad than excited. My face started to get red. M
yes started to water. Everything was blurry. I stoo
here for a moment and I decided to run up the stair
o my apartment. I jumped onto my couch and starte
o cry so hard I couldn't even breathe.

When I got into my apartment, I saw my Nan
hange her facial expression. “Alec, what's wrong honey?
he asked, shocked. I didn't respond. I wasn't going t
espond.

About a minute later I fell asleep, and didn't wake u
ntil the next day. I dreamed of life with my brother an
he times in the future that he would steal attentio
rom me, but bad always comes with the good, so ther
ad to be some good in having a brother.

The next day my mom told me I had a fever. She sai
omething I will always remember forever- “Alec
ometimes in life changes can be hard, but I know yo
an overcome them” At this moment I was instantl
ouched. From that day on, I started to like my brothe
ore and more each day, but the one thing I just don
et was how I didn't like him back then. The reasons ar
bvious- because I thought he would steal all of th
ttention from me, which still sometimes happens now
ut no matter what, I will always love him.
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Last year, my dance studio put
on our January Musical, The show
was "The Wiz," Anyway, this year
it was my time to shine, Rehearsals
had come to an end and it was time
to —fully become Dorothy, I
remember it all clear as day, every

_ detail drilled in my brain,

The stage touched the tips of
y heels and the shimmer of the
lights made those silver slippers

iow; Dorothy’s silver slippers, The

tlight was blinding my eyes in

h e brightness. My chest was puffed
*up and my heart sang along with
~my voice,.The a&ence was so silent

*and *focused, listéning to the sound
of my voice, At this moment in

“itime, " everything was so perfect, I
felt so complete. I took a dee
breath, My throat started to worE
as I barely started to sing the next
note,

“Like yours, like mine,” I
finally sang, taking another breath,

LR AR A AR N A A A A A A A A A AN A A Y 4

“Like homel!” I sang, my last
note of my last show just
concluding., I could see the audience
roaring as I took a step, before I
could come on again to bow, I
couldn't believe it was already over.
I never wanted my experience to
end, Once everyone saw me, they
cheered louder than they cheered for
anything during the whole show,

“Go Lexil” roared through the
crowd, I bowed with Toto in my
arms, Suddenly, the curtain started
to close as all of us took our final
bow, It felt like the world was
ending, but the the only thing that
was really ending was the show,
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Suddenly time felt frozen, It had
been flowing so pleasantly., Why did it
all have to go so fast? Everything there
was flashing before my eyes, I f
completely paralyzed, just standing‘ th
with the spotlight shining on my face

“The show must go on,” I
remember my friends chanting during the
intermission,

Everywhere I turned I heard that
stupid phrase]! My eyes started to fill
with tears, It was a haunting black hole,
swallowing me whole down that datrk
scary path, I felt a tap on my_shpulders
as I whipped my head aroun see
Marinella, Ffelt so happy to se¢ her, Its
was like bringing a smile to my face s
her job, “How you feeling? Hungry?2
We should go with the others to eat,”
she exclaimed with a small grin.

“Okay Mari,” I told. her, barely
smirking, = She putiher arm around me
as my parents turned around to start
walking to the restaurant with everyone,
“Come onl” I shout to Marinella, I felt
much better; being with my friends
really helped me learn my lesson.,

“Smells like Dragon Fingers are
back in the house!” I snort, referring to
an inside joke from last year, We all
laugh and start to chat with all the
others,

E

“The show must go onl” a girl
from the studio beamed as we sat down.

I et loud
“Seriously ?”

out a

big,

sigh,
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THE

HJUNGEF
SAMES

FAN FICTION

"As, usua|, ladies Firat),
Effie veached her hWand
into that Fateful bowl

that determined who

would stay, and who W

would go. Evekq'yﬂ\'w\
was blurry and

hear My heartbeat n

MY ears;  was
deafening. T alvo<t
Adn't hearr thhé
nanme she
called, my
namnme- Prinmvrose
Evevrdeen. A\l
Sounads
6'('oppedi.
"Whevre ave
you?" effie
called out.
swallowed;
everything wewn
WWb 'ﬁrie
something, but no
wovds came out.
"Well come on you,
come on how!" The
children avround me
fook a otep back,
creating a path fov

me. T took one otep,

fwo, thiree. My body
shook violently the
closer T got.

‘vrac

hat T thoug

distvrict twelve ever

had the guts fo <ay,
and che said them fovr
Mme. T vushed to her

side. "No, wo, wo!" T
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"Pviml Prim, wo!' T
6'(’0&[)6& dead in nmy
5. T knew that
voice. Iﬁra ed to
anyone that was
listening that che
wash't going to do
1. Stop
hevr. Donw™t et her,

\eage. T vefused to
cowd, P’(’U\W/\ back. T walked
foster. moybe ' T get
time, they wonw™ \e

v
\

hev. o
Anthony Fradella o
"STOP! T ‘s
\/o\uv:\[‘('eer!, o
o

volunteer!
T volunteer &
A f;,
tribute!” &
She did . &
She said  _
the four =
wovads wWo
one i “

scveamed. over and

over. T clung to her

aond. didn't want to et
30, but five guards
Vipped me_away rom

e Fovever.
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Fan Fiction Deleted Scene by Sean Murphy
2¥ou have to do something with
your l|1"e Micheal)” said Mrs.
—Seotti Wouean't-sit-in the
——-— basement-and make paper
L alrplanes_ ..... g
¥icheal knew that sh6 was
rignt, but ne didn’t want to work. ”It’s my-life, woman!” ke said‘_
‘M*s Scott threw the morning newspaper at nim, nitting M"cneal
~directly above kis le Ct ear tnen 1eft_fne oasement E{w cneal

On tn 1~0nt of_Tng Sg.@ni;QnT*mes-Tvl bune, tne'"e was a 01&
adve*'tlsement_”HELP WANTED! Salesman Needed for Small Lo_c.:al
Paper-Supplier, Dunder Mifflin Paper Company Tne, ” Micheal had

= noidea nhow to become a-galesman out ne needed a .job, and he
&, B = gantedilo have fUriatl work WS

m going tosppiy forajobat a‘oape*vomnany‘” ne yel]:ed—
B ”Tnat s great,” she responded. "Now get.out of my house!”
=t Iaenedeay, Micheal arrived at the reception desk for Du
i 5 AR = WitPlin unexpectedly, and
W | . T N applSRETONe. 0h, o .
' i e “Helio, TamMicheal Scott;and-
—Iwant thisjob,” hesaid-

Do you have an appointment?’
asked tne 1~eceptlomsd;

questlon,and Iwant youto
— answerithonestly”gsid

___ Micheal “Whatsan
— sppointment?®

ArtWOﬁk bgLSa,ma;ni:hLSiter "You're h ed 5 s1e s_"d_w
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the office

Fan Fiction Deleted Scene

All of the workers had left, and I just didn’t want to go home, I
walked back into my office, wnich I nad barely been inall day,
and noticed something strange on my desk. It looked like a large
blob, but it nad a towel over it. I walked over to take the towel
orft.

Jim had, yet again, put my mug in Jello. Gosh, this is going to
take a few days to eat my way out. I guess I better gstart it now. I
walked over to the kitchen to grab a gpoon, but then I realized-1

always nave a spoon in my pocket, ———

Istarted to eat the Jello. Why did he have to pick the worst
flavor? Iwasdetermined toeatitall by tomorrow, mainly
‘because Ineed this mug for my morning cot'fee. It was g0 bad; I
mean, Wno likes yellow Jello?

After what felt like just 2 or 3 hours, I saw Eyan walk in,
"Why are you here g0 late at night?’ I asked him.
‘Michael)” ne gaid with disappointment, “It’'s 8 in the morning.”

He walked away, and Icould varely believe it. I looked down at
my plate, which seemed s0 invisible, and all the Jello was gone.

"7 did it!" I screamed, turning everyone’s heads toward my office
—5= door.
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“Bey Michael,” Jim yelled £rom his
desk into Michael’s office. "Can I

: >
~ borrow a pen? . . Poa . it 1
“Sure Jim oo,LM:Lcnael sa:xd e B _
opening Wis desk drawer to finda e L
__paper with- “Surprise Party. 2 Pl N o
_Annex. Now,” written on it. “Sorr )
Jim, pen’s going to have to wait,” 8__
_Michael said immediately, getting @-
up from hig chair and running to E?_
_the annex. Dngnt followed o
instantly. b T ] : §§~'
‘Kelly! Where’ s—tresuﬁp*xse— = fa=— ‘m.'j I0RLDY, E’—-
party?’ Michael yelled whenhe —— 1 - S
—didn't see anything.—— - = o

_G) - “Yeah Kelly! Give it up! o TR ra
‘We know there’s a party going on in nhere!” Dwight chimed
in. “You can either tell us now, or we'll figure it out

-,—l ou*selves > e

c-|—| _“No, Dwight. Kelly, we're not going t0 do that,” Michael

S I got me to go to the annex.”

sq;.d Dwight rolled his eyes, but didn't say anything.

O ~“Whatsurprise party? Kelly questioned. Jimsgtrolled in
as coolas-ne-eould-—fichael turned to Jimand realized
q] -weat-was going on. —_——

“Great practical joke, Ji .1m ” ;ﬁ‘icnaersﬁd unamused “You

Hey u{lcnael c_al_'_l get tn ougn to my de-” Toby said,

_ cuto T

O L GOD-NO WHY ARE YOU LIKE THIS WHY DO YOU HATE :
~YOURSELE?” Michael screamed at Toby. e

Fan F;ctmnjlelei;ed Scene by Noreen Healy
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ik Provf-.-l- _ "’ e A %a t hagp eIl

10 & eam
deferred?
poes it pull
you behind

like a
mountain¥

Inspired Poem _
bypAniKa Gupta Vol
. notice it ?

e R




ooking through
he windows

Trapped 4in
Trees, birds

Okh s0 many things
Il see

Reaching to go
out

Clear glossed
window

Holding me 4in
Shiny grass

So stunning o
Eyes mesmerized |

by the attract iﬁfﬁ

Heart swollen

Small devilish
window

ot letting me

Pushing against WA

it forever
Too hard

Just too hard
Stuck 4in
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I walked into her house as I had many.
times before, when Clare pulled me
suddenly into a corner. What could be
going on? I finally noticed tears
streaming down my best friend’s face,
and thought of the broken look Clare
was wearing. I felt sorry that my friend
had to bear this pain o Lmowm% I knew
that I was about to share her burden. 1
knew what was coming, and braced
myself for the bad news.

Nothing could’ve prepared me for what
came next. Clare dropped the bomb, her
eyes glittering and becoming all glassy,
like crystal balls, tellin? an unknown and unclear future. From her
expression, I could tell, she had been keeping an unreal secret from all her
friends- a secret that was about to be shared to the entire world. What
came out next no one could have expected, no crystal ball couldve seen,

"Harrison,” she choked, a tear strolling down her cheek, “I'm moving to
California.”

At that moment, time stopped; everything became cloudy. Only Clare was
there, like a_beacon of light. I felt empty words flying around me, but none
coming out. Thoughts came to me in waves, like tsunamis, wave after wave
after wave. She's kidding, I thought. She has to be telling a crude joke, I
thought desperately, tr%m to come up with some reason as to why this
couldn't be true, but I had to accept it.

‘When?” I asked, hoping for the answer to be a year, a million miles away.
“Tomorrow.”

‘WHAT?" I screamed, shocked and_terrified as to what would come next.
My mind shot back to a time when Clare and I had fun, and everything was
normal and good.

“You sure about this?” I asked my best friend. Written by
“Of course I am,” she replied. Grarrett Jancourtz

“"CRANK,” the metal harness screamed as we pulled it down. I gri ped
the bar until my knuckles were white. We were about to be shot 400 feet
up.

“You ready?” I asked.

“Yeah,” a minuscule voice responded. Only seconds_before we were finally
launched, everything went past my perspective like I was standing still, and
the Eartg was moving. We were on our way down when Clare and
screamed.

Then, the ride was over and we had made it_through together. “Okay,” I
croaked. My eyes now finally clear of water, I finally focused on the other
people in the room- our friends. At that moment, I realized what was going
on. Clare was saying good-bye. She knew that we would all be sad. She
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Ul 6/2 el INIC

I WAS FRANTICALLY RUSHING TO FIX UP MY DRESS- TIE IT HERE,
SEW THE SKIRT THERE, AMONG OTHER PREPARATIONS, BUT ALL I
COULD THINK ABOUT WAS THE BALL. OH HOW FUN WOULD IT BE! My
MICE WERE SQUEAKING AND RUNNING AROUND, TRYING TO GET EVERY
PART AND PIECE PERFECTLY. I WAS SO THANKFUL FOR THEM; THEY ARE
MY ONLY FRIENDS IN THIS HOUSE. I COULD HEAR MY STEP SISTERS
SCREAMING AT EACH OTHER DOWNSTAIRS- NOTHING NEW.

I KEPT DREAMING OF THE BALL AND HOW | COULD HAVE THE
CHANCE TO DANCE WITH THE PRINCE! WHEN [ FELT THE TUGGING AT
MY DRESS, | LOOKED DOWN TO FIND MY MICE POINTING AT THE DRESS.
"My DRESS 1S BEAUTIFUL!” I SCREAMED. I WENT ON TO THANK ALL MY
MICE. | EXAMINED THE DRESS CLOSER. SURE, IT WAS NO BALL GOWN,
BUT IT WAS SPLENDID AND SIMPLE. MY HEART WAS FULL OF JOY.

R I HEARD THE STOMPING OF FEET
' ~ COMING UP THE STAIRS. STEP MOTHER
WILL SURELY LET ME GO TO THE BALL
NOow, I THOUGHT. “CINDERELLA, [ TOLD
YOU TO REDO MY HAIR!” YELLED BOTH OF
MY STEP SISTERS. IHEY STOPPED DEAD
IN THEIR TRACKS WHEN THEY SAW MY
DRESS.

"My, OH MY, WHAT DO WE HAVE HERE?~
'SAID MY STEPMOTHER AS SHE JOINED MY
‘STEP SISTERS.

. "My DRESS FOR THE RovyAarL Barr!” I
'SAID PROUDLY.

“ARE YOU SURE! IT LOOKS MORE LIKE
‘RAGS SEWN TOGETHER THAN A DRESS!”
" THEY ALL CACKLED.

Connelly Jaqua 2 70mn, I THINK IT IS QUITE NICE, I SAID

S “"“YITH EMBARRASSMENT. ALL OF A

SUDDEN THEY ALL STARTED RIPPING APART MY DRESS; ]| HEARD BEADS
FALLING AND CLOTH RIPPING. ~“INO, PLEASE DON NOT!” I WAS SOBBING.

“CINDERELLA SHALL NOT GO TO THE BALL!” 1 HEARD
STEPMOTHER SAY AS SHE SLAMMED THE DOOR. THERE I LAID ON THE
FLOOR, WEEPING, AS DID MY MICE. | WAS SHAKEN WITH GRIEE
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_OOCC

SMELLING THE FRESHLY
CUT LAWN

A WHITE LINE
SCREAMING, "IN OR
ouT?”

LONG SILVER BENCHES
GLEAMING

THE NET BEING WIPED
POST TO POST

THE SILVER INSTRUMENT
READY TO SING

THE ZEBRA STRIPED
MAN

CLINGING TO THE PANDA
SPHERE

MY STOMACH LEAVES
MY BODY

ENERGY RUNS ACROSS
THE FIELD

THEN...

% 1. iy |l
ik 'II]' I’

':n.' '!.

H

AND THE STADIUM
CLEARS

IT'S OVER

LIGHTS ARE OUT

GRASS IS RIPPED FROM
ITS HOME

LONG DIRTY BENCHES
READY TO REST

WHITE NETS NOW
BROWN

THE SILVER INSTRUMENT
NOW ASLEEP

THE ZEBRA SHIRT
SCATTERED IN STAINS

BUT THE PANDA SPHERE
STILL...

HWIDE AWAKE

i PTEA

A PEIEM BY KENDALL TEIHHES

B i,."‘l_"'ir‘l'

i;.'.l"l "’I-.'n.L X 3
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BY
WYATT Z&Y

vi' A 0 \
. g ¥ i
\ : Y

On the way home
I see trees

Blooming, Growing, Full of colors
While I am_ dull, and

(@)

sad &
Haggnness Is a o
ystery 3

to.me, a firgt time to 5
earn about 5

emotions, learning
to be like the others,

vg&en I ﬁan be me

d
y unhappy an

I see hag&iness as I

Wishing to obtain it,

just like any other
emotion,

Yet I still feel cold,
emotionally cold-

life has many
emotions,

such as happiness, SO L
sadness, excitement-
and the most important one to me is to be able to

care, care for animals, Xe,t ane of these emotions 1is
obtainable,

Yet why am I so dull, so neutral so motionless?
Yet it must be changed, I must change.
Change into something new, become all of these
Emotions.



b\/ Kenda\l Tovvres 20 | Folio 2019

The coff music p\ays W the background as
My father walke me owv\ ’("/\e asle. T Kiee hiwm
on the (_\neek 2 we i T head ftowards
the alter where ro S aV\dL%, T hand My
flowers fto my bw&eew\ad and. \ock \nav\d%, withh
Roso. Hie eyes a\re 6pa\rK\\ ‘\‘?\ and. a cute fng\
6preadif> ACV O \% ac_e % 1 the man

ow\? fo mary, T <ay fo myself. The priest
Zle g hie throat and acks everyone to fake o
cean

"We ave % athered here today to celebrate
the love of Roes and Emily."

Rose and T exchange glances; he <eems to
32 stavring wfo space” HE looks like he it a
2e.

Emily," says the priest.

T pick My head U\Q\ and \oce eye
contact with Ross, who 6'(’\\\ \ooK% ke he i© W
a haze- the come ook he hae when rRachel
walke Wwto a voom. A wave of anger washes
over Mme as l’ vealize that ashe i© «Odmewhelre n

the crowd, but it goes away, almost as fast
o Wt came.

Repeat afHfer me he says, 'T Emily."
'T emily," T repeat.

'Take Hhee Ross to be my husband, and
\ove and cave for him until death pa\r’('% us,"
the priest says, picking hics head up from the

Continued
own Page 21
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Continued
From Page 20

T vepeat the line, and the priecst turns towards
ROoS. A wave of velief flows over me. finally, after
aways worying that this long distance relationship
would never ast, it did. After this, the plan was
smooth 6&'\\'\*/\?. T Wil conwince Ross to move +o
Londow, and Teave his flrriends behind. Then it cawn
Jast be me and hWim- Fovever.

ROo%, epeat after me," the priest otates. 'T Rows.

Ro<o, with a dreamy ook on his face, vepeats, 'T
Ross."

The priest cleavrs his throat. "Take thee Emily to

be My wife, and love and cave for her until death
A te us Roes looks ke he vrealizing one of his
ggest dreams- maviying me of course. T chuckle
1o myself.

Roes Veplies, '"Take thee Rachel. My heart
shatters wto a million pleces. He vealized Wt as
soon o it came out of hie mouth, but ++ was too
late. "Emily..Emily.." he cays with a wnearvous laugh.
Rage vushes through my blood,, how could he <a
fhe wrong wame on ouwr wedding day? T fee
huamiliated ae T meet eye contact with my pavente. T
knew fthat Rachel would mess it up one day, but T
did not think it would be today! T knew !l T knew il

"Sg\ou\di T continue with the ceremony? the priect
oK. |

Theide of me, T wanted wothing more fthan to
humiliate him back. Throwing my <hoe at him crossed
My Mg, but T replied, "Yes, do 3o on.
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SOMETIMES I REMEMBER.
THE 600D OLD DAYS.

HAVING NO WORRIES.

SMILING.
LAUGHING .

OLD DAYS

STAYING UP.
SLEEPING IN.
GOING OQOUT.

WEATHER
DANCES
BY MY SKIN.,
HOW EVERYTHING FALLS INTO
PLACE .

HOW THE WARM

ANONYMOQUS

Sophia Vega
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By Julia Hyman

Dot the trees with newly formed Play with ;I.lgug 1r;’t(;1€} grass, wrestling

colotrs,
Smell the freshness of the newborn air.

Feel the wind blowm ast the nape of Watch the flutter of but.terflu?s,
people’s necIl)( Splatter the sounds of echoing crickets,

Scatter the thousand rays of sunlight Run in the fields of long grass.

Sorinkl Like & stnsct. ]ump through the grassland full of
prinkle the blooms of flowers. bunnies and squirrels,

Touch the warmness of the air. Pick the variety of flowers- many

Listen to the song of a mockingbird. differént colors. |
Watch as the beautiful season begins...

Pour the condensed water droplets.




Wi
o

want
away
day
away
We
of,
daily
the
day
jusi
float
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1o
from
to
from
are
from

struggles
day

troubles
want
away

But like many people around the world we all want 10
disappear or melt away, one mistake,one flaw means
the end of the world to all people, but it's not, it's just
the start to a new lesson or a gain in wisdom. But w
don't see it that way we see it as a eternity of total
embarrassment or the end of the world. This is wt
we just want to float away. But why? Why does it
have to be like this? It doesn't need to be like this
We can be happy and just learn to embrace our
flaws and the others that also have flaws. Even
though embarrassment is our foe or even our
flaws that are apart of us, we must learn to
love and love o have the flaws, that make
us unique.Floating away for the day would
be nice, but sometimes we feel hke ice
And hate our life because of that flaw
We just wanl to floal away from our day
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The Lucky Sprout

There once was a park  By: Kelly Hamratty The tree was aged and

with no trees. sl.umped. over, rea.ch.mg away from the
Onlg a few pieces of metal and stars.
some concrete. The town came together and decided
The children had plaged. and - that it was time.

Th.eg knew it was going to happen,

had never rea.l.lg known hat their old d di
what it was like to frolic under a : ﬁ';cgt heaerdoa clﬁeﬁrrn.ton\gmin OLsr;_ d:cqcheLLer

tree. goodbges

Theg cried fo f r some time and
embraced one another.

The Joeo le had Jol.a.nted. several
Theg cut down the tree and as it fell

seed beFore the concrete
but it alwags ended up in misery.

The children whired its crash was not the onl.gterse I.Il;l.
n [ M ; n . e Par
T(P)Lh why :c”mt Lt 9“:1‘”? -9 }-" o Th.e sound orf mabn:;{ sirﬁt{ﬁ shootmg
e parents answere iy om bene e concret
"Oh honey, I don't know!" : ™ .ﬂ\ overpowered the sound of the fallen
It was something, but not n.oth.mg'l SR .. Th. o dt{ﬁe
: e-leaves that had covere e
?Pﬁf tl'r‘e":\g:j:r‘ﬁ:;rdg:lrl:d the air- 5 :h"‘_ . groundwhich were once a part
Boy, it was a tree o At '-“‘. " h dOf tP:.:e fall.den trdee
! ' . Y ad contained seeds,
%I'hl.:hhaf;' lficom: a miracle, D l which must have snuck th.rou.gh. tl‘te
or the children to see. concrete
Smiles had bloomed on their faces causing some new trees to succeed.
1?ot)"n eno%%hlihe tree had become as The park had become a soon.-fto bf
all as a building, ores
I.Lket I:cLIfLe (I)mned\”herek tg'n.e children's with a fallen tree right at the heart.
mothers had worke (
It gwalijed. with elegance and stood b But years later,
with Th. hild hild ld pl
This tree was definitely one of akind. e I’el’l.\i)&hl. Jogez.rmo'{tau hte
Ftror[wa its powerful roots holding it _ in a park filled of trees.
e ' With a wooden bench,
%'L'Ltm gwt%%foréﬁtmh colored: Leaves made from the remains of ﬁ;hi tl.rst
'al:he children swung from. tts branches Placed T.Ir’tr?ctl‘teecenl:ceeer

to remind them all,
that one little tree,
started it all.

hugged its trunk with great d.eSLre;
this tpa.rk was now admired.

But the children grew u
J P Background Art by Olivia Giordano
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"Josie girl, you are one of a kind!"

Cookie was so exited, His round, soft e¥es were flled with cheer; his b |

lips, were curved to shape_his usual smile, the smile I couldn't match. _He '
" clutched the car's wheel with confidence, to show his excitement, It .
1 made me hurt, It felt like my insides were breaking into pieces that |

: : ! L P
I sucked in some air and threw on somewhat of a smile, I tried to =
speak, but nothing came out, I turned away from him and looked out of
the window. It was delicate, I focused on the window, and how
similar we could be- stron - h to hold in place, but so weak, we
could break with a touch,

I stared out the window and watched my old life fade away, The
settmg started to change and my mind started to float away Tlme
started to ,f,ass very slowly., Ny eyes fluttered as I fought ‘to kee
hem open. The movément of the car’rocked me like a baby. I Watched
the sun set until I could no Iongei’ fight to keep my eyes open; I fell

asleep.

"Good mornin'l" I turned my head to see Cookie with a bright
smile, His eyes were tired and hxs1 face showed pain, but he was still
smiling,

"Morning," I said while ttying to return the smile, I rubbed my

eyes and quickly turned to the window. To m gf relief, th ere was ;
something interesting to look at, The sun was jus rlsmgI up rom under
the Earth, It was almost as if the sky was on fire, It was like a b8
wildfire in a forest, destroying all life. ot

We were now in a dlfferent c1t){ AII dxfferent kinds of people were
roamm% the streets could see ¢ 1dren aughing and running together,
while their mothers chased after t Men were selling fruits, shoes,
and everything else in their little s}lxcigps I tired to imagine havmg such’ a
ife

could no longer be put back together,

"This_is a nice little town, ain't it?" Cookije logked at me, I turned
and shook my head in agreement, then looked back at the window.
put my "head into my arms and my mind started to wander,

I am still the same person, I am still the girl with a criminal as a
mom; I am still the girl who was named after a ctiminal. I am still _the =
it] who tells lies instead of the truth. I am still Josie_Moraine. :
pulled my face up from my arms, My face was hot and I couldn’t hold
it in any lo fg single tear fell from my eyes. I tried to wipe it
away before Cookle saw, but everythmg started to come out,

"Josie, what's Wrorglg> Wh . you cryin'?" I had to tell him, I took o
#a deep breath and faced him, FHis face chang ed, his eyes focused on me, *
and I felt his smile fade.

"Cookie," everg/thmg started to fall off my shoulders, The words
seemed to fly ouf of me, like a bird free from it's cage. I told him
everythmg

I was sorry.

(D ART BV MELIIA,CEL
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Dear Readers,

Thank you so
much 1o everyone
who supported and contributed to
this year's magazinel Also, thanks to
Mrs. Tiscia for helping with art
selections, and Veronica Araujo for
scouting art pieces.

A special thank you to Kelly
Hanratty, whose outstanding poem
"The Lucky Sprout,’ found on page
25, was recoghized as the 8th grade
First Place winner of the "Young
Writers of Union County" Arbor Pay Poetry Contest.

This year, I was supported by an amazing student staff of
8th grade students, pictured below: Ava Biegel, Pevon Boredle,
Georgia Chrysanthopoulos, Abby Galm, Noreen Healy, Charlie
Oliveira, and Kendall Torres. These students helped allow our
vision for the literary magazine to come to life, from selecting,
editing and revising, designhing, and publishing.

Lastly, thank you to Mr.
Pl Whitaker and Mrs. Richards
,,f for making our vision
. possible, and a very special
thanks to Dr. Lubarsky,
‘whose continued support
and guidance has been
‘r instrumental in Folio's
' creative development!

i Have a great summer!

Best,
Miss Onore
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