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Welcome t o t he 2023 issue of  Deer f ield's Lit erary 
Magazine!

We are now ont o our  sixt h edit ion!  This magazine would 
not  be possible wit hout  t he hard work, imaginat ion, and 

creat ivit y of  Deer f ield Middle School st udent s.   I  am so 
grat ef ul t o t he Deer f ield st af f , administ rat ors, Board of  

Educat ion, and communit y members f or  your  suppor t  of  Folio 
year  af t er  year .

I n t his year 's edit ion includes except ional sket ches and 
drawings, paint ings, 

graphic designs, 
phot ography, and even 

works creat ed f rom yarn, 
as well as creat ive wr it ing 
pieces including personal 
nar rat ive, poet ry, f an 

f ict ion, and shor t  st or ies-  
all creat ed by Deer f ield 

Middle Schoolers!
The magazine's release is 
an excit ing oppor t unit y t o 

expose unique and 
well-developed pieces, but  

also t o inspire our  readers!

Let t er  f r om t he         

   Sincerely,
      Ms. Onore

Dear  Readers,
Adv isor
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Taylor  St H i l l



   Here on 
this golden 

night,
 lanterns fly 
very bright.
   Rapunzel 
sits on a 

tree,    
enjoying 
this very 
breeze.
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M el ia M arcino

Poem by Hudson McLaughlin

Golden Night

Background Ar t by Em m a Bracero

Her golden hair blazes away,
  as the sun starts to lay,
  upon this golden night.
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Ji mmy Wel l s wasn't  vi sual l y 
i mpai r ed, by any st r et ch of  t he 

i magi nat i on. He had per f ect  
eyesi ght , i n f act . However , he 

st i l l  coul dn't  see t he man he was 
t al ki ng t o out si de of  what  used 
t o be Bi g Joe 

Br ady's 
r est aur ant . I f  

t hey moved 
t owar d a l i ght , 

per haps...

Ji mmy 
shi f t ed t o t he ot her  si de of  t he 
man, and he moved wi t h hi m, t he 
st r eet  l amp l i ght i ng hi s f ace.

My God, Ji mmy t hought  t o 
hi msel f , hi s hear t  r aci ng. I t  i s 
hi m. I t  was hi s f r i end Bob- but  
not  onl y was i t  hi m. I t  was t he 
cr i mi nal  f r om Chi cago he was 

war ned about ! Somehow, he hadn't  
made t he connect i on unt i l  now.

He f i ni shed t he 
conver sat i on and 
hur r i ed away, t he 

onl y sound he coul d 
hear  bei ng hi s own 
hear t  poundi ng i n hi s chest .  I t  

r eal l y was hi m. He coul dn't  
bel i eve i t . 

He moved swi f t l y,  t hr ough t he 
col d wi nd bi t i ng 

 at  hi s hands and f ace, t owar ds 
t he st at i on.

Just  because he i s... or  was 
once a f r i end, doesn't  mean he 

hasn't  changed, he t ol d hi msel f . 

When he ar r i ved 
at  t he st at i on 

and saw hi s 
f r i end John 

get t i ng r eady t o 
st ar t  hi s shi f t , a 
f eel i ng of  r el i ef  

f l ooded t hough hi m. "John!" he 
cal l ed. "We have a pr obl em."

"What 's wr ong?" John 
r epl i ed.

"The cr i mi nal -  f r om Chi cago- 
he's her e! I  coul dn't  ar r est  hi m 

mysel f . I  knew hi m bef or e he 
went  out  west ." 

He scr i bbl ed some i nst r uct i ons, 
and a not e f or  Bob, on some 

paper . "Her e, r ead 
t hi s and gi ve hi m 

t he not e."

As John hur r i ed 
out si de, Ji mmy 

si ghed t o hi msel f . Al l  he coul d 
t hi nk about  was what  a shame i t  
was- such a shame t o see Bob t ur n 
i nt o somet hi ng he never  shoul d 

have become.

Af t er  20 
Year s
by  O'Henr y

Del et ed Scene 
by  El i as 

G r uszeck i

3 |  Fol i o 20 23



Background Ar t by Sophia Phi l l ipou

A  Ha i k u  b y  

Cl a r a  Fo r d

Oc e a n

I  l o v e  t h e  o c e a n

Th e  o c e a n  i s  

b e a u t i f u l

Th e  o c e a n  i s  mi n e
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Fan Fiction 
Deleted Scene

I  have l i ved my ent i r e l i f e i n a smal l  t own i n New Jer sey, wher e al most  
nobody l ooked l i ke me.   I  have t wo ver y  di f f er ent  aspect s t o my 

char act er .   I  have a si de f or  when I  am wi t h f r i ends, and a whol e ot her  
wi t h f ami l y .   I  woul d l i ke t o br i ng t hese t wo wor l ds t o t he same sol ar  

syst em, but  movi ng pl anet s i s not  exact l y  a si mpl e t ask.   I  need t o t ake i t  
sl owl y , and mel d my wor l ds t oget her , but  I  al so must  ensur e t hat  t hey do 

come t oget her , event ual l y .
When I  was i n t hi r d gr ade, I  br ought  some homemade I ndi an f ood t o 

school  f or  l unch.   I t  was one of  my f avor i t e di shes, Kadhi  Chawal , whi ch 
i s a cur d cur r y  mi xed wi t h r i ce.   As I  sat  down, I  t ook out  a pl ast i c spoon 
and t he cont ai ner  wi t h t he Kadhi  Chawal .   When I  t ook my f i r st  bi t e, I  
hear d my f r i end say, ?Eww! What  i s t hat ? I t  l ooks l i ke poop!? I  di d not  
r eal l y  know what  t o say.   I  j ust  sat  t her e, st ar i ng at  my f ood, t r y i ng not  
t o bur st  i nt o t ear s.   I  pl aced t he cont ai ner  back i nt o my l unch box, and 
kept  eat i ng, now t r y i ng t o hi de my f ood.   I  t ook smal l  bi t es, qui ck l y  
br i ngi ng t he spoon t o my mout h, so nobody coul d see what  was on i t .   
Af t er  t hi s, whenever  I  br ought  I ndi an f ood, whi ch I  st i l l  l oved, I  woul d 
ask my mom t o not  put  i t  i n a cl ear  cont ai ner  i f  possi bl e, and I  woul d eat  
out  of  my l unch box anyway.   Even t oday, I  pr ef er  not  t o br i ng I ndi an 
f ood t o school , t r y i ng t o keep t hat  aspect  of  my l i f e at  home.

I  al ways have had l ot s of  af t er - school  act i v i t i es ar ound t he Di wal i  
season, and woul d car pool  wi t h f r i ends a l ot .   Si nce Di wal i  i s t he f est i val  
of  l i ght s, my f ami l y  al ways decor at ed t he house wi t h l i ght s, i nsi de and 
out .   By t he t i me we pul l ed i nt o my dr i veway, al l  t he l i ght s coul d be seen 
ar ound t he house, and t hus, I  wai t ed f or  t he i nev i t abl e quest i ons: ?What  
ar e t hose l i ght s f or ?? or  ?Why do you al r eady have Chr i st mas l i ght s up?? 
Di wal i  i s my f avor i t e I ndi an hol i day, wi t h t he f i r ewor ks, l i ght s, and 
especi al l y  t he f ood.   Whi l e t hese quest i ons di d make me sl i ght l y  
uncomf or t abl e, i t  was not  because I  di d not  want  ot her s t o know about  my 
cul t ur e.   I t  was because I  was scar ed t hat  t hey woul d not  under st and.

However , i n r ecent  year s, mor e and mor e peopl e have gr own awar e of  
hol i days such as Di wal i .   Now, when we pul l  up t o t he f r ont  of  my house, 
and my r i de sees t he l i ght s, t her e i s a hi gh chance t hat  t hey br i ng i t  up 
as Di wal i , knowi ng what  i t  i s.   Thi s makes me f eel  l i ke I  do not  have t o 
gi ve a ?dumbed- down? expl anat i on, and i nst ead can t al k  f r eel y  about  i t .

I  r eal i zed t hat  t her e wi l l  be set backs, and t her e may be cul t ur al  
di f f er ences peopl e wi l l  never  under st and, but  now I  know t hat  i f  peopl e 
act ual l y  want  t o know about  ot her s? di f f er ences, i t  makes t he pr ocess of  
j oi ni ng a per son's mul t i pl e aspect s much easi er  f or  t hem, and t he pr ocess 
of  ever yone ar ound t hem under st andi ng t he mul t i pl e aspect s easi er  as 
wel l .   The cl oser  t hese get , t he mor e and mor e sur e of  t hemsel ves t hese 
peopl e wi l l  become.   I  was not  goi ng t o l et  t hese r ough t i mes, wher e my 
t wo wor l ds col l i ded, t hr ow my uni ver se of f  bal ance, i nt o chaos.   Thi s 
pr ocess i s l i ke mi xi ng col or s; you cannot  put  t wo col or s on t op of  each 
ot her  and expect  a new col or .   You need t o st ar t  t hem separ at el y , and 
t hen, sl owl y  at  f i r st , mi x t hem t oget her .   Once you get  goi ng, you can 
speed up, and soon enough you wi l l  have a beaut i f ul  combi nat i on of  t he 
col or s you mi xed. Background Ar t by Chloe DelCueto

Shi f t i ng t he Uni ver se A Per sonal  Nar r at i ve
By Kavi  Gupt a
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"Salve, I am your Latin teacher, Mrs. Jones. A little bit about me- I 
graduated from Penn State and now, as you know, I'm a Latin teacher.  
So, to start off, I need everyone to find a partner for the week."

I look towards Taylor.  I can't really see her because my glasses are 
fogged up.  I can only make out her long blonde hair and her hot pink 
shirt, but I know for one thing- she is not looking at me.  She is looking 
straight ahead at a boy.  She gets up and walks over.  Her hair flows 
back and forth.  She has some sort of pep in her step, but then it hits me. 
Why doesn't she want to be partners with me?  Does she still like me?  
Am I not good enough for her?  Soon enough, I hear Taylor and a boy 
talking.

"Hey, I'm Taylor. Want to be 
my partner?"  Her voice is soft, 
but it feels like knives stabbing 
my back.  I taste the metal in 
between my braces.

"No, I have a partner 
already."  He barely looks up 
from his paper. I can tell he's 
annoyed.  Taylor's jaw drops. Her 
eyes become an ocean of tears. I 
can hear her take a few steps 
back, but I put my eyes on the 
paper.

"Belly," her voice dismal as 
she walks up to me. I know what 
she is going to ask. Boldly, I look 
her in the eye and state, "I will 
not be your partner when you 
treat me like your back up plan; 
your second option, so no, I can 
not be your partner." 

The Summer I  Turned Pretty
Fan Fiction 

Deleted Scene by Brooke DeAngelis

Background Ar t by Chloe DelCueto

Chloe Choo
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Crash! Whoosh! Crash! Bang! Bang! Bang!  ?Your Highness!? said General 
Raed, ?Are you alright? We must hurry and evacuate the palace at once!? 

? I?m fi? ? Crash!  The king?s sentence was cut short. The chandelier from 
30 feet up, fell and landed on the king, crushing and killing him instantly. The 
soldiers barely had time to process what happened before they heard the 
faint cries of a newborn baby coming 
from the queen?s room. The queen had 
given birth during such a chaotic time. 
The baby didn?t even get to see her 
father. The soldiers and remaining 
servants rushed into the queen?s room. 
Surely, there was the queen, holding her 
newborn baby in her arms, singing a 
soothing lullaby to her, trying her best 
to soothe the panic stricken baby.

?You must leave the palace at once!? ordered General Raed.
?What about my husband?? the queen asked with worry filling her 

voice. 
?It?s too late for him; we are deeply sorry my queen, but we must get you 

to safety,? one of the queen?s handmaidens, Lauren said, carefully pulling the 
queen towards the door. The castle shook with the indication of another 

explosion going off, causing the ceiling to begin to 
crack, soon shattering, sending chunks of cracked 
wood everywhere. 

The queen, with her last bit of strength, cast a 
protection spell, and was able to protect them. After 
the debris completely fell and the dust cleared, the 
spell broke and the queen collapsed. With her last 

breath she told her handmaidens, ?I won?t live to see her grow up to be a 
queen, but I'm trusting her to you. Protect her until she is old enough to take 
the castle back from the witch. That is my only wish.? The queen closed her 
eyes and let out a shaky exhale, and everyone in the room knew that the 
queen had taken her last breath.

?No! My lady! Wake up!? Lauren yelled, tears streaming down her face.
?It?s no use, Lauren. She?s dead. She used her last bit of strength to 

protect us; she sacrificed herself. We have to fulfill her last wish,? Charlotte 
said. Now with the king and queen both dead, the soldiers escorted the 
handmaidens to the castle gates.  With a small wagon, they took off into the 
forest, promising to protect this newborn, and the last will of the queen.

Aphrodite's 
Revenge

A Short Story 
by Phoenix 
Wheless and 

Yuxuan Zheng 
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The Giver  
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deep pain in any way. He had no tolerance 
for it at all; he was not ready, yet I  reminded 
myself that it had to happen eventually. He 
would need to Receive the memories I  
Gave, no matter the level of anguish. From 
Jonas?s point of view, I  knew that hours must 
have passed by this point. We were getting to 
the end of the memory. I  could tell this by 
the way that the cannons had fainted into a 
quiet pop, and all I  could remember was the 
now warped cries of the men around me.

 Finally, the last emotions escaped my 
brain. That specific feeling of life without 
hope was no longer something that I  had to 
carry around. For me, the war was over, both 
literally and figuratively, but not for Jonas.

He contorted his body and flipped over, a 
grimace on his face. His eyes snapped open, 
clouded in horror as he stared up to the 
ceiling. He relaxed only slightly when he 
started to notice where he was. I  quickly 
turned my head away and pulled my hands 
back. I  could not bear to see what I  had 
done. I  was ruining yet another childhood, 
destroying any youth left inside of him. He 
would forever hate this cursed job of 
Remembering as I  do as well. He would 
come to the same fate as Rosemary, terrified 
of pain and done with life. He would wish to 
leave this wretched world, but the chance of 
him being stronger than she was was quite 
high. The Committee of Elders always did 
their jobs well. Jonas had been honored in 
this manner for a reason.

?Forgive me.? I  apologized to Jonas, my 
head still turned toward the rest of my room.

Wordlessly, Jonas winced as he stood up 
and grabbed his tunic. He slipped it on, and 
limped towards the door, my old memory 
impairing his ability to do simple tasks. 
Then, he turned around and faced me one 
last time before shutting the door behind 
him.

?Thank you," he expressed, ?for letting me 
help you.? This one sentence is what 
stopped my worrying. He would be strong 
and continue on. I  could count on him.

Fan Fict ion by K ier a K el l y 
Del et ed Scene f rom The Giver's 

Per spect ive
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The Giver  

Background Ar t by H ayden Flynn

I  was sitting in my chair, hunched over 
with my face shoved into my hands. The 
constant dull pain of my memories had grown 
into a roaring monster. Today specifically, I  
felt the thirst and hopelessness of a young 
soldier long before Communities and 
Sameness. I t was so awful, I  could barely hear 
the creak of my door opening as Jonas 
stepped inside.

?I?ll come back tomorrow, sir,? He said 
nervously, but he hesitated, ?Unless maybe 
there?s something I  can do to help.?

I  looked over to his much younger face, 
jealous that he did not yet understand this 
awful level of suffering. I  could feel the heat 
from the sunburn in my memory, the gunshots 
so nearby. ?Please,? I  gasped before I  could 
think about it more, ?take some of the pain.?

Jonas grabbed my strained hands and 
helped me out of my softer armchair to the 
wooden one at the side of the bed. I  waited 
somewhat impatiently as he took off his tunic 
and laid face down on the mattress. In my 
mind, my fellow soldiers were crumbling 
towards the earth with every blast from the 
guns.

?Put your hands on me,? Jonas directed, 
pulling me back to our world.  I  gently placed 
my hands onto his back and let the memory 
that was torturing me start to slip from my 
grasp and into Jonas?s consciousness. 

I  could immediately tell that Jonas had 
entered the memory when he started to 
twitch, head tilting as if he was looking 
around. As the blood-soaked bodies and the 
pain of broken bones mixed with extreme 
thirst escaped me, only then did I  start to feel 
relief.

After a few minutes, I  started to realize 
what I  was doing. This poor boy had never felt 



T he 
orange t ree 
has f ruit  so 
r ipe.
R iper t han 
t he golden 
sun.
Every  
leaf  so 
green.
Every  
orange so 
prist ine.

Orange 
T ree
Poem by  
H udson 

McL aughl in

Art  by  
Scarlet  

St einmet z
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Background Ar t by Victor ia Giul iano

Beh rm an  fl opped , 
exh au sted , i n to h i s 
a rm ch a i r th a t  l a i d  i n  th e 
m id d l e of h i s m u sty, 
cram ped  stu d io apa rtm en t , as i d eas am bl ed  th rou gh  h i s 
h ead , won d erin g h ow h e cou l d  possibl y h el p Joh n sy. 

?I  h ave i t !? Beh rm an  stood  u p, excl a im in g 
d ram a t i ca l l y, ?I f th e l ea f n ever fa l l s, th en  Joh n sy wi l l  n ever 
d ecid e to d ie.?  H e stu m bl ed  towa rd  h i s pa in ts, grabbin g 
green s an d  oran ges, pi ck in g u p h i s l am p on  th e way, bu t  as 
h e wa l ked  towa rd  th e d oor, h e h esi ta ted . H e cou l d  h ea r th e 
storm  ragin g ou tsid e. Ra in  kn ocked  h eavi l y on  th e wa l l s 
an d  th u n d er crash ed  som ewh ere fa r away. Th e ch i l l  of th e 
n igh t  reach ed  th rou gh  th e cracks i n  th e d oor. I t  cam e to ol d  
Beh rm an  th a t  goin g ou tsid e i n  th e col d  storm  m ean t  
ca tch in g a  bad  case of pn eu m on ia . O ver th e l ast  ten  yea rs, 
i t  h ad  becom e appa ren t  th a t  h e was get t i n g weak ; h i s bon es 
creaked , an d  th e sl i gh test  col d  kept  h im  i n  bed  for a  d ay; 
bu t  th e th ou gh t  of Joh n sy dyin g before h e d id  an d  th e i d ea  
of Su e l i vi n g a l on e cau sed  Beh rm an  to con t i n u e m ovin g.

H e pu l l ed  open  th e wood en  d oor an d  th e win d  an d  
ra in  pu sh ed  th rou gh  th e open  d oorway, tak in g away an y 
h ea t  i n sid e h i s apa rtm en t . Before h e cou l d  ch an ge h i s 
m in d , h e ru sh ed  i n to th e a l l eyway wh ere th e t ree grew 
a l on g th e wa l l  of th e n ext  h ou se. H e set  d own  h i s pa in ts 
an d  th e l i gh t  a l on g th e wa l l  wh ere th ey were pa rt i a l l y 
con cea l ed  from  th e ra in , an d  Beh rm an , wh o was a l ready 
soaked  to th e sk in , grabbed  h i s pa in tbru sh  an d  sta rted  th e 
h eroi c task  of crea t i n g h i s fi n a l  an d  grea test  m asterpiece.

Fan  Fi ct i on  D el eted
 Scen e 

by K iera  Kel l y

"Th e Last  Lea f" 
by O 'H en ryOrange 

T ree
Poem by  
H udson 

McL aughl in

Art  by  
Scarlet  

St einmet z
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Th e t r ees st ar t  t o gr ow  l eaves.
Pi nk  f l ow er s 

bl oom i n t eams. 
Snow  st ar t s t o 

t ur n t o r ai n.
I t ?s t oo 

beaut i f ul  
t o even 

expl ai n.
Spr i ng i s 

appr oach i ng.
Th e days 

get  l onger
And as t i me passes, 

w e al l  get  st r onger .

Spr i ng 
by  Anonymous st udent  aut h or

Back gr ound Ar t  by 
Dani el l a Mar ano
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Mor t icia sensed t he moment  
Wednesday was st abbed by Joseph 

Cr ackst one -  a sear ing pain r ipping 
t hr ough her  chest . Gomez l eaped 

int o act ion, sending Pugsl ey t o get  
t he car  r eady and t r ying t o r each 
t he pr incipal  by phone. Just  as he 

was about  t o g ive up, Mor t icia 
exper ienced a gent l e war mt h-  a 
sign t hat  Wednesday had been 

saved.
"Tr y a dif f er ent  number  f or  

someone at  t he school ," Mor t icia 
said. "Our  baby may be okay at  t he 
moment , but  she's cer t ainl y st il l  in 
danger ." As Gomez f l ipped t hr ough 

his pages of  cont act s, Mor t icia 
st ar ed out  t he window and said a 
sil ent  pr ayer , hoping t hat  what ever  Wednesday was f acing, she'd have 

t he st r engt h t o over come it .
A coupl e of  hour s l at er , as soon as Wednesday's par ent s ar r ived at  

Never mor e, Mor t icia gave her  daught er  a big hug. Wednesday t ensed up a 
bit  at  t he show of  af f ect ion, but  didn?t  t r y t o pul l  away or  t hr eat en 
her  mot her  wit h deat h. Maybe Never mor e had changed t he way she saw 

t hings. 
Wit h t he l ast  of  Wednesday?s bel ongings being packed up, Mor t icia 

not iced an ir r esist ibl e pul l  t owar ds Pr incipal  Weems's of f ice, and it  
wasn?t  l ong bef or e she f ound her sel f  sl ipping t hr ough t he unl ocked 
door . Mor t icia was t aken aback by t he f amil iar it y of  t he r oom, not ing 
t hat  whil e t he decor  had changed since her  days at  Never mor e, t he 

of f ice it sel f  seemed t o have r emained t he same. She met  Pr incipal  
Weems's gaze. ?We didn?t  al ways see eye t o eye,? Mor t icia began, ?But  I?m 
gl ad you wer e Wednesday?s pr incipal . You knew how t o be t ough but  st il l  

f air  wit h her , which is r eal l y what  she needs. Most  peopl e don?t  g ive 
her  t he benef it  of  t he doubt , onl y because she l ooks and t hinks 

dif f er ent l y.? 
It  was a gust  of  wind out side t hat  bl ew t he window pane open, j ust  

enough f or  Mr s. Addams' skin t o be war med by t he sunshine. It  l ooked as 
if  Mor t icia had been hear d.

Fan Fict ion 
by Evan 

Chan
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Scar r ed,  damaged,  al one
My  hear t  compl et el y  cr acked j ust  

l i ke a br oken bone
Once agai n I  can' t  adj ust

t o al l  t hese peopl e who can' t  
handl e my  t r ust

When I  gi ve peopl e my  l ove,
t hey  hi t  i t  back at  me l i ke a 

boxi ng gl ove

Peyton Beale

Scar r ed
by  Ryan Lamer a
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Former Unit ed St at es Represent at ive, Jef f  
M il ler,  once said, ?T he w il l ingness of  America?s vet erans t o sacrif ice f or 
our count ry  has earned t hem our last ing grat it ude.? V isual ize t his-  You 

are a st udent  sit t ing at  your desk  w hile l ist ening t o t he morning 
announcement s. ?Please st and f or t he Pledge of  Al legiance,? t he 

Principal  st at es. You get  out  of  your seat , f ace t he f lag, and place your 
r ight  hand on your heart . Any  normal  day , you w ould say  t he Pledge, 
and t hen go on w it h l if e, but  t his morning your mind has st art ed t o 
f il l  w it h quest ions. H ow  has t his f lag 
got t en here? W hat  is t he purpose of  

say ing t he Pledge? W hy do w e do t his 
every  morning? T he Pledge of  Al legiance 

is a promise t o our count ry  and our 
vet erans t hat  w e, t he American people, 
are a group, and w e w il l  st ick  t oget her.

T he t hir t een st r ipes and f if t y  st ars on 
t he Unit ed St at es f lag represent  more 
t han just  a pat t ern. Each det ail  has 

meaning behind it  w hich represent s our 
count ry  and t he vet erans w ho buil t  our 

nat ion. T he red st r ipes represent  t he 
t oughness and vigor our count ry  has. T he 
w hit e st ars and st r ipes represent  innocence 

and purit y . Final ly , t he blue represent s 
perseverance and just ice. My pledge t o our 

vet erans is t o alw ays t reat  t hem w it h 
honor and respect , because t hey  have 

helped us l ive t his l if e t hat  t he American f lag represent s. Our vet erans 
have show n t oughness and vigor t hroughout  count less w ars and bat t les. 

Our vet erans have show n innocence and purit y  by  loving our count ry  
and put t ing t heir l ives on t he l ine. Our vet erans have show n 

perseverance and just ice by  never giving up even w hen t he t imes w ere 
dif f icul t . A f ew  years ago f or t he Mount ainside Memorial  Day  

Ceremony, I  part icipat ed in an essay  cont est  t hrough t he Gir l  Scout s. 
L at er, I  learned t hat  I  w on t he cont est  and got  t o read my essay  at  

t he ceremony. I  f el t  so proud t hat  I  w as able t o honor my vet erans in 
person. T his is a t ime t hat  t ruly  st uck  w it h me.

Ever since July  4, 1776, t w o- hundred and f ort y - six years ago, our 
vet erans have been t he support  our count ry  has needed. T hroughout  

good and bad t imes, our vet erans w ere able t o hold every t hing 
t oget her. My pledge t o our vet erans is t o alw ays show  my ut most  

respect , and honor t hem w hen I  can.

Peyton Beale

V FW  Pat r iot 's Pen Essay  
St at e Final ist  Emma Wargask i

Car ly Pfei ffer

My Pledge t o 
Our V et erans

13 |  Fol i o 20 23 14 |  Fol i o 20 23



   Coins al l  seem sunny  
Ther e ar e many uses 
f or  cash-  
t o buy a big 
bir t hday bash
Change al ways goes 
ar ound,
but  never  seems t o 
be abound
Peopl e l ike t o keep 
it  in saf es,
but  t hey ar e 
al ways unsaf e
It 's al r ight  honey

   It 's money

Money

Hudson McLaughl in
Poem and Gr aphic by 
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A n  o r a n g e a n d   
w h it e Ko i f is h  in  a  
po n d ,

d o in g  n o t h in g  b u t  
t h in k in g  f a r  a n d  
b ey o n d

Th e b r ig h t  b l ue 
w a t er  f o r min g  a  
s pec ia l  b o n d

w it h  r o c k s  l ik e 
c h a r c o a l  a f t er  

a  b o mb ,

a n d  s o  t h e Ko i 
f is h  s it s  in  t h e 

po n d ,

w a it in g  f o r  
s o meo n e t o  

f in a l l y  r es po n d .

Ko i Fis h
b y  Ta y l o r  St  Hil l

A
rt b

y Ju
lia F

ran
cisco
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    Star ing at  t he open box, t he woman 
was st ill amazed by the watch?s beaut y. 

She had never  seen anything like it  
before, and it  seemed to t winkle in her  

eye. She grabbed the key and pushed it  in, locking it  into place. Before 
pulling it  up, she hesit ated. She knew what  she had to do; she had planned it  
out . She knew the Smoke wanted it  and she couldn?t  let  t hat  happen. She 

pulled the key out  and her  wor ld went  black. 

Feeling her  way along the stair  wall, she descended f rom the point  of  
t he light  house. Finally, she reached the bot tom of  t he stair well, where she 
could st ill see the image of  t he r ust y door  hinges and wooden f rame in her  

mind. T his was her  f irst  checkpoint .  She reached into her  pocket  and 
pulled the watch out  with t he key st ill in it . She yanked the key f rom the 

star  shaped hole and her  vision reappeared. She opened the creaky door  and 
stepped out  into t he foggy night . T he grass was wet  f rom the passing storm 

and her  pr ist ine shoes instant ly became sloshed with mud. W hen she 
reached the big rock in t he middle of  t he f ield, she stopped and crouched 
down behind it . She then pushed the key back down into t he hole, and 
peered over  t he edge of  t he rock. She saw the hole in t he f ence of  t he 

junkyard, and the many cars inside of  it . M aking sure she had ever ything in 
check, she reached into her  pocket  and pulled out  t he car  keys. She stared at  

t he hole in t he f ence once more before her  wor ld became sur rounded by 
darkness. once again.

Fan Fict ion Deleted Scene
Penelope's Point  of  V iew

by Jackson H yman

Victor ia Giul iano
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She stayed hunched down as her  ghost ly form bar reled towards the 
r usted f ence.  W ith her  r ight  hand, she reached out  and lift ed the f lap of  f ence 

that  covered the hole. Stepping inside, she could f eel t he warm hum of  t he 
RV ?s heater  as the owner  was beginning to set t le down for  t he night . She f elt  

her  way around the RV  and slowly walked towards the parked cars, sliding her  
hand across the cars. She searched unt il she f inally found the one with t he huge 

antenna on top.   Grabbing the watch f rom her  pocket , she pulled out  t he key, 
becoming visible again, and slid t he it ems back into t heir  case. T hen, she 

grabbed the car  keys and silent ly opened the dr iver?s door  and slid inside. T he 
slick smell of  leather  made her  sure that  t his was a new car , meaning that  t here 

had to be gas inside of  it . Closing the car  door , she put  t he key in t he ignit ion 
and hesit ated. 

W as she ready? T his would be breaking the law, something she had never  
once thought  of  doing, but  t o keep the others saf e, she knew she had to star t  
t he car. W ith her  r ight  hand, she t urned the key and the car  roared to lif e, 

aler t ing the owner  immediately. T he owner  shot  up and unlocked his t railer  
door  as quickly as he could; he pushed the heavy door  open and ran towards the 
noise, but  it  was too late. T he woman had already slammed on the gas pedal and 
all t he man could do was jump out  of  t he way. T he car  broke r ight  t hrough the 
f ence and veered left , heading towards the highway, and all t he owner  could do 
was watch as his luxur y car  got  stolen t wo hours after  he had just  bought  it . 

T he woman gunned it  down the long 50 mile st ret ch of  highway, speeding 
past  br idges and t rees.  T here were not  many cars on the road at  t hat  t ime, it  
was a luxur y t o have a car  nowadays. T he woman knew where she had to go- 
t he L ower  Downs, specif ically N ew Umbra.  N o one would care about  her  and 
the Smoke would never  t hink to search there eit her. A fter  about  an hour , t he 
woman pulled off  t he highway direct ly into t he forest . Branches smacked the 
car  f rom all angles, breaking off  t he side mir rors and cracking the windshield. 
Finally, her  car  bounced onto the cracked gravel st reets of  N ew Umbra, her  

shredded t ires rolled unt il t hey couldn?t  move anymore, and she was forced to 
cont inue on foot . T he woman shivered as a cold breeze blew into her  body, 

which was only covered by a thin layer  
of  clothes. St ill, she pushed on; t he cold 
would not  be enough to stop her  f rom 
hiding this precious watch f rom the 

Smoke and the rest  of  t hat  evil group.  

T he Secret  K eeper  Fan Fict ion
Cont inued
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 She t urned left  and began to walk down yet  
another  familiar  looking st reet , she thought  she 
would never  f ind a place to hide this t hing. In a 
r uined cit y she couldn?t  f ind one place to hide this st upid watch, she almost  

gave up when she saw it . I t  looked like a regular  alley, but  it  was nar row, and 100 
meters up was the per f ect  ledge to hide the watch. 

She looked around her  t o make sure there was no one around and 
slinked into t he alley. A s she walked towards the br ick wall she realized 
she had no plan to get  t o t hat  ledge nor  any place to hide it  on that  ledge, 

but  she knew that  had to be the place. H owever , she st ill needed something 
to be able to fully hide the watch, looking at  her  f eet  she spot ted a couple 
br icks and she remembered a can of  t ar  t hat  she had passed. Rushing out  

of  t he alleyway, she made her  way towards the deser ted const r uct ion zone 
and grabbed a can of  t ar  along with a br ick t rowel. She r ushed back into 

t he alley and put  all of  her  st uff  on the ground, she then realized that  she 
could get  up by put t ing her  hand and f eet  on the side of  t he wall. A lt hough 

this method would work, she had no way of  car r ying all of  t hat  st uff  up 
100 meters, but  she had to t r y. 

Clut ching the tar  can with her  mouth, she stuff ed the t rowel into her  
pocket , along with a br ick in her  other  pocket . T hen slowly, she began her  
ascent .  H er  f ingernails began to dull and r ub down as she climbed higher. 
H er  legs burned and her  arms f elt  like they were going to fall off , while 
her  jaw f elt  like it  was being r ipped off , but  she did not  stop. Finally, she 

reached the ledge, and heaved the it ems onto the wooden ledge.  She took a 
heavy breath before picking up the t rowel and searching for  loose br icks in 
t he wall. She found a wiggly br ick and pulled it  out  with t he t rowel, t hen 

she pulled the watch case f rom her  f leece pocket  and opened it .  She stared 
at  t he glistening, sphere watch.  She had to give up the power  of  t he watch, 

but  she knew it  was for  a good cause. She put  t he watch into t he empt y 
hole and f illed the f ront  of  t he hole with t ar.  Finally, she set  t he br ick in 

place and made sure it  was secure. H er  weak limbs t rembled as she pushed 
her  hands and legs against  t he wall, and began her  descent . H er  legs f elt  

like jelly and t rembled like she had never  seen them t remble before. She 
left  t he alley and walked into t he moonlit  night , sat isf ied with her  choice.

T he Secret  K eeper  Fan Fict ion
Cont inued
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T he Secret  K eeper  Fan Fict ion
Cont inued

It was a bumpy drive as I looked towards Scythe Curie. She looked back with a 
concerned look on her face, just as if there?s something she?s hiding from me, 
something unfortunate. ?Your final test will be tonight,? she uttered in a trembling 
voice. I could tell it would be hard. 

?What is it?? I asked curiously, waiting anxiously for an answer. 
?You?ll find out soon enough,? she replied in a more serious voice. I sighed, 

waiting to see what peril lies ahead in this new challenge. Would I be asked to glean 
an entire building? Or would I have to fight in an arena? No, it was far worse than 
that. 

?Good luck,?Curie said, possibly hoping that I wouldn?t be mad at her. I left the 
car and saw five figures wearing robes. Only two I recognized- Scythe Mandela and 
Scythe Meir, the rest were anonymous to me. As I looked down, I saw various weapons 
on a tablecloth: a pistol, a shotgun, a scimitar, a bowie knife, and a vial with a poison 
pill. I took the knife.

?Look in the other end of the room,? Mandela ordered. There, I saw someone of 
small stature.  They were forcefully tied onto the chair as I could see visible bruise 
marks on their body. The figure in the chair began making high pitched muffled 
sounds as I unsheathed the blade. I leaned forward and said, ?You're going to be 
okay, don?t worry,? and with sudden speed, I thrust the blade into their stomach, 
covered their mouth to hide the screams, and slowly dropped the body on the ground, 
and left the haunting room.

S c y t h e  F a n  F ic t io n

A a y a n  S o o m r o
D e le t e d  S c e n e  b y
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W a r n in g -  Gr a p h ic  Co n t e n t
T H e  d y s t o p ia n  s e r ie s  S c y t h e  a n d  t h is  f a n  f ic t io n  

p ie c e  c o n t a in  e le m t e n t s  o f  v io le n c e .



The wor l d i s al way t ur ni ng

The wor l d i s al way changi ng

Don?t  st i ck ont o somet hi ng

The wor l d i s al ways t ur ni ng

Not hi ng st ays f or ever

Nobody st ays wi t h you unt i l  t he end

The wor l d i s al ways changi ng

The wor l d i s al ways t ur ni ng

Ni ght  and day comes,  t he sun al ways di es onl y

t o come bet t er  t he next  day

The wor l d i s al ways t ur ni ng

The wor l d i mpr oves and evol ves

Peopl e i mpr ove and evol ve

Gr ow,  at t ach,  and det ach

The wor l d i s al ways t ur ni ng

The wor l d i s al ways changi ng,  al ways t ur ni ng

And al t hough you can?t  change i t

Gr ab and put  i n a bag

Fr eeze i t  and st ay i n t he moment

Embr ace THAT t he wor l d

I s Al ways Tur ni ng,  Al ways Changi ng

Al ways Changi ng By Sophi a Er r i co
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As I  saw  t he t rain t ake a rust ed hal t  at  our st at ion, ready  t o del iver me t o my 
f ut ure, I  knew  it  w as t ime t o say  goodbye. Most  of  t he t ow n had come f or my 

depart ure, w hich only  made t hings harder. L ook ing at  al l  t he people of  my t ow n, w ho 
I  w ould never see again f or almost  a decade, I  f el t  t ears slow ly  creeping in, but  I  

ref used t o let  t hem out , not  yet  at  
least . 

?Adios, Maria,? I  heard t he 
t ow nspeople of  San Angel  say . 
?Adios mi hija, w rit e soon,? my 

f at her urged as he t r ied holding back  t ears during our f inal  hug. ?I ?m going t o go over 
t here,? he said r ight  af t er I  plant ed a goodbye k iss on his cheek  in a broken voice, 

f inal ly  let t ing his sadness f ree. 
Af t er my papa lef t ,  I  t urned around t o see my t w o meat - headed best  f r iends, 

Monolo and Joaquín. Each st ep I  t ook  t ow ards t hem w as more heart - w renching t han t he 
last ;  I  did not  w ant  t o go. ?I ?m going t o miss you guys,? I  said t o t hem, giving t hem 

bot h t ight  hugs. 
?We?l l  be here w ait ing," Joaquín reassured.
?For as long as it  t akes,? Monolo added.

?Don?t  ever st op play ing, okay?? I  t old Monolo, 
?and you, don't  you ever st op f ight ing f or w hat ?s r ight ,?    

I  t old Joaquín.
?I  got  you a present ,? Monolo said as he handed me a big hef t y  box. "You should 

probably  open it  now .?
?Wait  a second, w e w ere supposed t o bring gif t s?? Joaquín asked in conf usion. 
As I  opened t he myst erious box, I  saw  somet hing smal l  and pink  sit t ing at  t he 

bot t om of  it . I  gasped at  t he t hought f ul  gest ure. I t  w as t he pig I  had saved f rom t he 
cruel  but cher w it h t he help of  Monolo and Joaquín. 

?I  named him Chuy,? Monolo inf ormed me.  "H e?l l  look  af t er you.?
?Oh?  I  remember you!? I  said as I  picked up t he adorable baby  pig, cradl ing him 

in my arms. 
?I  f igured?  you needed a l it t le part  of  t ow n t o go w it h you," he explained.

?T hank  you,? I  w hispered t o him as I  hugged Chuy in my arms.
?Seriously , no one t old me about  bringing gif t s!? Joaquín added once again, st il l  

conf used and w orr ied. 
?Can you hold Chuy  f or me?? I  asked Joaquín as I  prepared t o give Monolo a 

sorry  gif t  f or ruining his guit ar during t he pig rescue. ?T his is t o make up f or break ing 
your guit ar,? I  said, handing him a long box w rapped in a vibrant  red bow . As I  w as 

handing him t he gif t ,  I  heard t he f inal  w hist le of  t he t rain urging t he last  passengers t o 
board quick ly  bef ore t he t rain lef t  t hem behind, one of  t hose passengers being me. 

?Al l  aboard!" I  heard t he conduct or of  t he t rain shout  f rom t he f ront  of  t he t rain. 
?I 've got  t o go,? I  said t o t he t w o as I  grabbed Chuy hast ily  f rom Joaquín?s arms. 

?Don't  f orget  me!? I  yel led as I  ran f or t he t rain, f inal ly  let t ing t he t ears spil l  out ,  
now  t hat  I  did not  have t o f ace anyone else. I  f el t  t he w ind t ake my bonnet , blow ing 

it  aw ay w it h t he breeze. I  t hought  about  running back  f or it ,  let t ing t he t rain leave 
w it hout  me, but  I  could not  do t hat  t o my papa. H e had such big plans f or my f ut ure 

at  t his place, w ant ing me t o become t he perf ect  daught er t here, and I  could not  
disappoint  him. As I  t ook  t he st eps ont o t he t rain and t o my seat , clut ching Chuy  close 

t o me, I  w as ready  t o f ace my new  chal lenge. 

T he Book  of  L if e 
Maria?s Point  of  V iew

Fan Fict ion by  
Anonymous 

St udent  Aut hor
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A blade among the many f lowers
As it  gl istens with power

A gentle touch is al l  it  takes
To release the glory it  holds 

within
As the ground quakes around you

The blade soon reveals its 
intent ion

It  slowly wraps around your palm,
It  feels as if  it  is f rom a 

dif ferent dimension
Just l ike the f lowers, the blade 

begins to bloom,
The blade grows ever stronger, 

even so than the mighty 
Excal ibur,

And as you venture on your next 
quest

Anyone who stands in your path
Wil l  be met with eternal doom.

A Florist 's 
Gif t

Poem
by 

Aayan
Soomro
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Thank you t o everyone who 
cont r ibut ed t o and suppor t ed 

Folio's sixt h edit ion!  As always, 
t hank you t o Mrs. Tiscia f or  

helping wit h ar t  select ions, and 
Mrs. Ridley and Mrs. Scanlan f or  

assist ing wit h wr it ing 
submissions. 

A special t hank you t o 
Vict oira Giuliano, Ryan Lamera, 

Hudson McLaughlin, Aayan 
Soomro, and Taylor  St  Hill f or  
creat ing out st anding wr it ing 

and/ or  ar t  pieces specif ically creat ed f or  t he magazine.
I  also want  t o t hank t he dedicat ed Folio st af f  f or  t heir  

at t endance! The amazing st udent  st af f  of  8t h grade edit ors is 
pict ured below: Amelia Got t schall, Clara Ford, Julia Francisco, 

Sarah Bu, Bryanna Pasuco, Peyt on Beale, and Hudson McLaughlin 
(not  pict ured).  Last ly, I  want  

t o t hank Mrs. Jenks, Mrs. 
Walling, and t he Mount ainside 

Board of  Educat ion f or  
suppor t ing t he magazine and 
allowing our  vision t o come t o 

lif e!

Sincerely,
    Ms. Onore

Thank  
You!

Enj oy your  summer !
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Olivia H o
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