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Welcome t o t he 2024 
issue of  Deer f ield's own 
Lit erary Magazine!  

This year , we are excit ed t o produce our  sevent h 
edit ion!  I  am so proud of  t he work creat ed t his year .  As 
always, t his magazine would not  be possible wit hout  t he 
dedicat ion and ar t ist r y of  Deer f ield Middle School 
st udent s.  Thank you t o t he Deer f ield st af f , 
administ rat ors, Board of  Educat ion, and members of  t he 
Mount ainside communit y f or  your  suppor t  of  our  magazine 
each year . 

This year , t he magazine f eat ures amazing and 
creat ive works of  ar t  including: sket ches, drawings, yarn 
designs, paint ings wit h acrylic and wat ercolor , graphic 
ar t , and linoleum pr int making, as well as wr it ing pieces in 
t he f orms of : poet ry, personal and f ict ional nar rat ive, 

f an f ict ion, and creat ive 
essay, all f rom t he 
imaginat ion of  Deer f ield 
Middle Schoolers!  We 
hope t he magazine 
inspires you t o express 
your  own creat ivit y and 
embrace your  inner  
lit erary and visual 

Let t er  
f r om t he 

Adv isor

Sophie Sanchez

Dear  Readers,

Sincerely,
    Sarah Onore

Gabriel la DiDonato
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Dogs a r e l i ke t he w i nd, j oy f ul  a nd f r ee

Wa ggi ng t hei r  t a i l s , smi l i ng a t  me

Dogs a r e l i ke t he wa ves, w i l d yet  ca l m

Runni ng t hr ough t he gr a ss , t hen s l eepi ng 

i n t hei r  beds

Dogs a r e l i ke snow f l a kes , a l l  of  t hem a r e di f f er ent

Good a nd ba d, bi g a nd sma l l

Yet  I  s t i l l  love t hem, mi schi ef  a nd a l l

Mi schi ef  
a nd 
Al l

By 
Anonymous 

St udent  
Poet

Jacob Abdelshahed

Sophie Sanchez
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M om was Facetiming Laurel. They 
laughed as Laurel tried to take prom 

pictures of Belly and Conrad. I  leaned on the 
door with crossed arms and a smirk. I  had 

not seen my mom smile like that in ages. She 
had an oxygen tube running through her nose 

and was bedridden for weeks. The chemo 
took a toll on her, so it was nice to see that 
she was in a better mood.  ?Jere-Bear, come 
here,? she said, motioning me towards her. 

I  walked over and she scrolled through the photos of them on her phone. God, 
Belly looks so beautiful. The whole dress was lavender and beaded flowers cascaded down the 

bodice.  Her arms were slender and smooth. Belly?s cheeks blushed a peony pink.

?Connie forgot Belly?s corsage; what a shame,? my mom sighed. I  would have never 
forgotten her corsage, I  thought. That was stupid of Conrad. He never treats Belly the way 

she deserves, but she continues to cling to him. 

I  ran my fingers through my golden curls and said, ?They look great M om,? and I  
walked away. I  walked to Cousins Beach. I  sat on the silky sand and stared at the ripples in 
the water. The sky varied shades of blue and purple, like the hydrangeas in M om?s garden. 
Belly was my best friend. Now, all I  want is to be hers. Her boyfriend. I  wish I  was her 
boyfriend, and Conrad was not. I  did not want to be the laid-back boy with blue eyes. 

Conrad was the opposite of me. He was serious and stubborn. I  wish I  could have taken her 
to prom. I  wish she would have chosen me. I  wish she would have chosen us.

Bridget  Whelan

The Summer I  Turned Pretty 
Fan Fiction Deleted Scene 

by Chloe Choo
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America is t he land of  opport unit y . T he nat ion 
af f ords it s cit izens t he opport unit y  t o succeed in l if e, 
obt ain an educat ion, and achieve a career if  a person 
w orks hard. America provides it s cit izens r ight s and 

f reedoms t hat  many ot her count r ies do not  have. T his 
is show n by  t he large number of  people w ant ing t o 

ent er t he count ry . 
 Personal ly , America inspires me t o give it  my al l  

and st r ive f or excel lence in every  perf ormance, because 
t hat  is w hat  my mot her did. My mot her immigrat ed 
f rom Colombia t o t he Unit ed St at es in pursuit  of   a 

bet t er,  br ight er f ut ure. She st ruggled in Colombia, yet  
every t hing changed w hen she came here. I n t his nat ion, 

she discovered a w ider range of  job prospect s and 
improved her l if e by  w ork ing hard. 

H ow ever, not  everyone is alw ays lucky  enough t o 
advance f inancial ly . Because of  t his, America has many 

programs in place t hat  can care 
f or people w ho are not  as 

f ort unat e. America can provide 
t hese people w it h heal t h 
insurance and money t o 

support  t heir f amil ies if  t hey  
are not  able t o w ork  or f ind a 

job. 

The Summer I  Turned Pretty 
Fan Fiction Deleted Scene 

by Chloe Choo

A Creat ive 
Essay  by  

Pat r iot 's Pen 
Essay  Cont est  
W inner Bianca 

Kot t ler

H ow  are You 
I nspired by  America?

Cont inued on Page 5
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"The Monkey's 
Paw"  

My mot her w as also able t o at t end a superb universit y  
t hat  of f ered many programs even t hough she grew  up 

homeless and in povert y . T he opport unit y  f or every  
child t o go t o school ,  regardless of  how  much money 
t hey  have, is provided. America?s people help support  

and mot ivat e ot hers.
H eroes are also a big w ay  America is inspir ing. For 

example, Mart in L ut her King Jr. has changed America 
f or t he bet t er by  overcoming racial  segregat ion and 
chal lenging t he bel ief  t hat  black  people w ere not  

t hought  of  as equal  t o w hit e people.  H e has 
mot ivat ed people t o advocat e f or t hemselves and be 
t he best  t hey  can be as individuals. King sought  t o 
solve many w orld issues t hrough his speeches. King 

spoke out  against  racism, povert y , and w ar. H e 
encouraged people t o become engaged and w ork  t o 

achieve w orld peace.  Dr. King?s peacef ul  prot est s and 
sacrif ices inf luenced many people because he remained 

calm even w hen f aced w it h violence. 
America does not  only  inspire it s ow n people, but  

it  also inspires immigrant s. Just  as immigrant s sought  
new  opport unit ies in America, America?s inspirat ional  

f igures l ike Mart in L ut her King Jr. advocat ed f or equal  
r ight s and opport unit ies f or al l  Americans, regardless 
of  t heir background. 
I n America, people 
st r ive f or a bet t er 
f ut ure and a f air  

societ y  f or al l . Al l  
t hings considered, 
America makes a 

dif f erence.

H ow  are You 
I nspired by  
America? 

(cont inued)
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"The Monkey's 
Paw"  

Fan Fict ion 
Del et ed Scene

Panicked and st ruggling to 
breathe, M r. W hite t ried to 

escape, but  he was paralyzed.  
The demon's laughter resounded 
throughout  the room as i t  closed 

in.  W ith a sudden jolt , M r. 
W hite snapped awake, gasping 

for air.  The room was bathed in 
the dim l ight  of morning, and the 
storm subsided.  H is heart  raced 

as he realized it  had been a 
horri f ic dream, a product  of his 

grieving mind perhaps. 
Trembling, he clutched the 

monkey?s paw that  had brought  
such misfortune to their l ives, 

vowing never to use it  again.  The 
warning from his subconscious 
had shaken him to his core, and 
he knew that  some wishes were 

bet ter left  unfulf i l led. 

by Cal eb Ambr osio-Far ias 

H ow  are You 
I nspired by  
America? 

(cont inued)
Emi ly Si lva

M r. W hite laid in bed, shivering, as a 
relent less storm bat tered his bedroom 
windows. The night  was oppressive, 

and the memory of the cursed 
monkey's paw haunted him.  H e 

drifted into a warm slumber.  H is 
mind, t ired and clouded with sorrow, 
began to teeter on the precipice of a 

dream.  
 H e found himself sit t ing in the 
dimly l i t  parlor of their home, 

H erbert  sit t ing  across from him.  
Their conversat ion was almost  

fanciful, a twisted version of reali t y.  
H erbert?s  voice, once fi l led with 

warmth and l i fe, now cold and 
heart less. 

?D ad,? H erbert  whispered, his words 
a distant  echo.?You should have 
never used the monkey?s paw. It  
brought  you so much misery.? 

H is words now loudly reverberated 
through the home.  M r. W hite's eyes, 

bewildered, widened as H erbert 's 
visage began to warp.  The once 

famil iar face contorted into a 
grotesque, nightmarish-creature born 

from their i l l -fated wish.  It s eyes, 
lust rous, glowed with malevolence, 

and it s gnarled claw-l ike hands 
reached for him.  A  monkey's tai l  

appeared from behind him.  
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In the l ast  few years, I have repeatedl y seen the phrase ?vict im 
cul ture.?  For a whil e, I did not  know what  it  meant  or why peopl e 
cared about  it .  Onl y recent l y have I started understanding the t rue 
meaning behind this phrase.  It  represents the pract ice in today?s 
worl d of  peopl e not  taking responsibil ity for their l ives- whether it  
be their heal th, rel at ionships, or commitments. Whil e I understand 
their perspect ive, I have real ized that  taking responsibil ity is a 
powerful  act ion.  However, as I have onl y recent l y understood the 
ful l  impact  of  this phrase, I am st il l  st ruggl ing to impl ement  personal  
responsibil ity into my l ife.  I of ten feel  my mind f ight ing between 
excuses and accountabil ity.  This st ruggl e has been especial l y 
apparent  in my hobbies, specif ical l y soccer.

At  a soccer tournament  a few months ago, we pl ayed against  a 
st ronger team, STA.  During the game, I fel t  my mind f reeze and heard 
cal l s f rom my teammates for the bal l .  My coach, standing on the 
sidel ines, yel l ed, ?Connor!?  I l ooked over my shoul der and saw the 
opponent  l unging for the tackl e.  I panicked and kicked the bal l  
away.  It  got  intercepted, but  I fel t  it  was not  my faul t .  My 
teammate passed the bal l  to me when I was covered by a defender.  
Overwhel med, I took some deep breaths and t ried to focus on the game.  
Seconds l ater, I got  the bal l  again.  I fel t  the bal l  brush my foot , 
yet  I did not  know what  to do.  I real ized I had not  l ooked over my 
shoul der and had no idea what  was around me.  I t ried to turn but  got  
tackl ed by a defender.  Coach yel l ed at  me again; I reached my 
breaking point .  My mind started to f l ood with thoughts.  I was 
irritated that  Coach kept  yel l ing at  me and never anyone el se.  I was 
t rying my best .  My teammates were the probl em.  

B
ack

grou
n

d A
rt by V

eron
ica M

artin
ez

Escaping 
t he Wor l d  of  Ex cuses

Per sonal  St at ement  
by  Connor  Bail ey

Background Art  by Andrew Reyes, Rocco Guidicipiet ro, Landon Henkel

cont inued on page 8
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By the end of  the hal f , I was fuming.  I sat  on the ground, 
gl owering at  my coach.  My mind was racing l ike a formul a one 
car.  I thought  of  every excuse possibl e, but  eventual l y, I ran 
out  of  excuses to make.  In this mental  void, I began to take 
responsibil ity for my performance.  I t ried to see my coach in a 
new l ight .  He was t rying to hel p me.  Jol t ing me back to 
real ity, my coach yel l ed, ?You guys aren?t  focusing!?  This 
accusat ion broke my brief  moment  of  cl arity.  I fel t  it  was 
out rageous of  him to bl ame us, especial l y me! 

Af ter t rying to negl ect  the probl em for weeks, I quickl y 
tal ked with my coach af ter pract ice.  He said he not iced my 
stamina had increased and that  I coul d now pl ay most  of  a 
game.  In this conversat ion, I f inal l y real ized that  Coach was 
on my side.  I now ask Coach and my teammates what  I can do 
bet ter, combining their perspect ive with mine to f ind the most  
signif icant  f l aws in my game.  

By overcoming my st ruggl e in soccer, I proved how taking 
ownership of  one?s l ife can create radical  growth.  Despite 
l ife?s chal l enges, I t ry to focus on that  which I can change.  By 
taking ownership, I have escaped vict im cul ture. I have l earned 
the power of  habit  change.  Impl ement ing habits l ike exercise, 
reading, and a consistent  sl eep schedul e into my l ife has 
resul ted in cont inued growth.  I now l ook towards the future, 
where maybe I wil l  take responsibil ity for ?Connor!? Though my 
j ourney is onl y in its incipient  form, I have al ready seen a 
massive improvement  in every area of  my l ife.
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Escaping t he 
Wor l d of  Ex cuses 

(cont inued)

by  Connor  
Bail ey

Background Art  by Andrew Reyes, Rocco Guidicipiet ro, Landon Henkel
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One of Us 
is Ly ing

b y London Higgins

Fan 
Fict ion-  
Jake's 

Per spect ive

Once I  cal l ed Addy,  we decided t hat  we wer e going t o t he b each. She j ust  
doesn?t  know t hat  I 'm b r inging TJ wit h me. She has b een act ing a l it t l e weir d,  
l ike I  haven?t  not iced. For  al l  t he hor r ib l e t hings t hat  she has done t o me,  she 
deser ves t his emb ar r assment .

TJ and I  st ar t  wal k ing t owar ds Addy?s house when he st ar t s t o ask  me,  
?Do you t hink  t his is a good idea? I?m sor r y f or  ever yt hing t hat  I  have done t o 
you,  b ut  I  don?t  t hink  t hat  you shoul d t ake it  out  on her .?

TJ doesn?t  under st and how I  f eel . He t hinks it 's r eal l y t hat  simpl e. ?You 
shoul d b e happy t hat  it 's not  you b eing t ar get ed. Don?t  f or get  t hat  you wer e a 
par t  of  t his t oo-? TJ at t empt s t o say,  b ut  Jake j ust  int er r upt s him.

?Not hing wil l  change my mind. She?s hiding ever yt hing f r om me and t hinks 
it 's okay t o hide t he t r ut h.

As I  r ing t he door b el l ,  t he f r ont  door  opens. A b ig smil e appear s on 
Addy?s f ace. I  mimic her . Fak ing t he way I  f eel  hur t s.  ?Hey,? I  say. I  see t he 
way t hat  she f r eez es when she sees JT,  and it  gives me j oy. I  can?t  wait  t o 
t or t ur e her  t he way she did t o me. I  ask ,  ?You don?t  mind if  we give TJ a r ide,  
do you?? 

She?s ner vous and she r ef uses t o admit  it . ?Of  cour se not , " she says as 
she commit s.

TJ adds,  ?Sor r y ab out  t his. My car  b r oke down and I  was gonna st ay 
home,  b ut  Jake insist ed...?

I  shr ug and say,  ?You wer e on t he way. No r eason t o miss a night  out  
b ecause of  car  t r oub l e.?  

cont inued on page i0

The or iginal  novel  on which t his piece is b ased is int ended f or  mat ur e r eader s
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I  t hen not ice what  Addy is wear ing. 
She?s wear ing t hat  sweat er  f r om Asht on?s 
col l ege wit h some sweat pant s. I t ?s going t o 
b e r eal l y col d at  t he b each and I?d r at her  
have her  f r eez ing t han b eing coz y and 
war m.

?You wear ing t hat ,  Ads?? I  ask  her  wit h pl easur e.

Addy l ooks a l it t l e hur t  when she r esponds,  ?I t ?l l  b e col d at  
t he b each.?

?I?l l  keep you war m. Put  on somet hing a l it t l e cut er ,  huh?? 
She l ooks uncomf or t ab l e; I  can t el l . Mak ing her  change int o 
l eggings and a sweat er  was t he way t o go.

We al l  ar r ive at  t he b each. I  get  out  of  t he car  b ef or e 
anyone el se and cat ch up wit h Cooper  and Luis. Of  cour se t hey put  
t he b onf ir e in t he wr ong pl ace again. Anyways,  as I  am dist r act ed 

b y t hose t wo,  I  see how TJ and Addy 
ar e sl owl y get t ing out  of  t he car . 
They?r e t al k ing t o each ot her ,  b ut  it  
seems l ike Addy is upset . I  don?t  
b l ame her . 

TJ st ar t s t o appr oach us when he 
whisper s somet hing t o Addy. 
What ever  it  was,  it  most  l ikel y 
wasn't  a secr et . One day she wil l  
conf ess t o me,  and I  can?t  wait  t o 
see t he l ook  on her  f ace when she 
t el l s me. I ?l l  f ake b eing sur pr ised,  
and she wil l  never  know t hat  I  knew 
t he t r ut h t he whol e t ime.

One of  us 
is l ying 

f an f ict ion 
cont inued
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cont inued on page i0
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Rai ndr ops  f al l i ng 
down,

Nat ur e' s  r hy t hmi c  
s y mphony ,

Cl eans i ng t he Ear t h' s  
s oul ,

Renewi ng l i f e ' s  
v i br ant  f l ow

Rai n,  a gi f t  f r om 
abov e. .

Rai ndr ops  

A Poem by  
Al ex  

Sok ol ni c k i  

Background Art  by Jasmine Vargas
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Background Art  by Jasmine Vargas

As a l it t l e gir l , I par t icipat ed in 
gy mnast ics and dance, t hough I was 
never  f ul l y  commit t ed and honest l y  
never  in l ove wit h eit her  of  t hem.  I 
r emember  ar ound f ive y ear s ol d, cr y ing 
in t he cor ner  and st ar ing at  t he bal l et  

sl ipper s on my  f eet , t ight  and uncomf or t abl e.  My  ol der  
sibl ings al way s had t heir  hobbies, l ike sof t bal l  and 
basebal l , t hat  t hey  wer e t r ul y  dedicat ed t o, but  I 
al way s wonder ed, what  was my  t hing?  At  t hat  t ime, t he 
t hought  of  kicking a bal l , shoot ing hoops, or  pit ching 
st r ikes did not  appeal  t o me.  Occasional l y  I woul d f ind 
cheer l eading quit e int er est ing, but  f or  t he most  par t  I 
r eal l y  and t r ul y  bel ieved spor t s wer e not  f or  me and I 
woul d have t o accept  it . 

At  t he age of  seven, my  t wo best  f r iends st ar t ed 
compet it ive cheer l eading, and t hey  begged me t o j oin t hem.  
At  f ir st , I did it  most l y  f or  f un and t o be wit h my  
f r iends, not  t hinking it  woul d l ast .  The t r ut h is, when I 
t hought  about  cheer l eading, I imagined pom poms and 
cheer l eader s scr eaming f or  t heir  f oot bal l  t eams.  
However , as t he y ear s went  on, I began t o r eal ize 
compet it ive cheer l eading is way  mor e t han t hat .  The mor e 
t ime I spent  pr act icing, t he mor e I woul d come home 
ex cit ed f or  pr act ice t he nex t  day .  Sl owl y , and 
sur pr isingl y , cheer l eading ignit ed a spar k inside of  me.  I 
l ived f or  compet it ion weekends wit h my  t eammat es, and my  
f ir ed- up f eel ing when r unning out  on t he cheer  mat  and 
hear ing t he cr owd r oar .

As t he cheer  seasons went  on, I r eal ized how 
passionat e I f el t  about  cheer , and decided t o t ake a st ep 
up and move t o a mor e ser ious 
and advanced cheer  pr ogr am.  
Joining t his new cheer  pr ogr am 
was a monument al  st ep f or  me.  
This new gy m was not hing l ike 
t he l it t l e gy m I came f r om.  This 
gy m t r ained t eams f r om l evel s 
one t o six , which is t he highest  
l evel  in compet it ive cheer l eading.

It 's Not  
Al l  Pom 

Poms

A memoir  
by  Hal l e 

Per is

cont inued on page 13
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My  f ir st  coupl e of  
seasons wer e an adj ust ment , 
but  st il l  pr et t y  mel l ow and 
f un.  As seasons t ur ned int o 
new seasons, I cont inued t o 
gr ow as an at hl et e and soon 
f ound my sel f , at  t he age of  
t hir t een, on a l evel  six  t eam.  
My  f ir st  pr act ice on a l evel  
six  t eam was a signif icant  
smack in t he f ace.  I was 
unawar e of  how aggr essivel y  I 
woul d be coached.  I was pushed 
t o a l imit  I have never  been 
bef or e, t r aining dif f icul t  and 
danger ous st unt s, al ong wit h 
chal l enging t umbl ing.  Some 
pr act ices wer e gr eat  and t he 

nex t , t er r ibl e.  I st ar t ed r eal izing t hat  compet it ive cheer  
is so much mor e t han put t ing on l ay er s of  makeup and 
spar kl y  unif or ms.  I st r ived dail y  t o be t he best  at hl et e I 
coul d be.  However , on day s I did not  per f or m my  best , I 
woul d f eel  def eat ed inside. Event ual l y , I accept ed t hat  
l ear ning t akes f ail ur e and t hat  being per f ect  is not  
possibl e.  Thr ough al l  of  t he condit ioning, aches, and pains, I 
saw my sel f  t ur ning int o a bet t er  and mor e account abl e 
at hl et e and human being. 

Looking back, I woul d never  have guessed t hat  a spor t  
woul d have such an impact  on me and become such a 
signif icant  par t  of  my  l if e.  Even as an at hl et e on a l evel  
six  t eam now, I woul d not  change t he pr ocess by  which I 
got  her e.  Thr ough t his pr ocess, I have gained hundr eds of  
l if e l essons t hat  I car r y  ar ound wit h 
me ever y day .  I have l ear ned t o be a 
det er mined, dedicat ed, and st r ong 
y oung gir l  and can honest l y  say  t hat  
my  cheer l eading ex per ience has shaped 
me int o t he per son I am t oday .

It 's Not  Al l  
Pom Poms 

(cont inued)

Graphic Art  
by Emi ly Pedroni
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Alexander  Trano

Oh Basebal l , 
Basebal l , 
Basebal l

by  
Luke 

Lombar di

Somet imes I r emember
The good ol d days,

Sit t ing in t he dugout  
Wit h al l  of  my 
t eammat es,

Each of  us being r eady
For  our  number  t o be 
cal l ed.

I?m mor e r eady t han ever
Wit h my gl ove in my 
hand,

Coach wal ks over  
t o me And t el l s 
me t o go t o 
cent er  f iel d

I st il l  can?t  
imagine Anyt hing 
bet t er  t han t hat

14 | Fol io 2024



I n  the m oon l i t  For bidden  Forest , D r aco M al foy t ip toed 
caut iously, h is footsteps m uf f led  by the f al len  leaves. H idden  

shadows danced around the ancien t t r ees as he clu tched the sn i tch  
in  h is t r em bl ing hand. T h is was h is chance to p rove h im sel f , to 

f inal ly  m ake h is f am i ly  p roud.

Peer ing th rough  the under br ush , D r aco spotted  H ar r y  Potter . 
T he atm osphere fel t  heavy w i th  tension , and D r aco cou ldn 't  shake 
the fear  devour ing h im  f rom  the inside out. H is m ission  was clear-  

cap ture Potter  and del iver  h im  to the D ar k L ord . 

T he r ust le of  leaves betr ayed D r aco's p resence, and h is hear t  
r aced. Pan ic set  in  as Potter  tur ned, h is alm ost glow ing, em er ald  
eyes look ing in to D r aco's. For  a m om en t, D r aco saw a f l i cker  of  

som eth ing unexpected-  not hatred , but wear iness. 

As thei r  gazes clashed, D r aco hesi tated . T he weigh t of  h is 
decision  was held  upon  h im . D id  he tr u ly  wan t to be a pawn  in  th is 

dangerous gam e? A sur ge of  doubt cour sed th rough  h im , 
chal lenging the bel ief s ingr ained in  h is m ind since ch i ldhood. 

I n  that  f r ozen  m om en t, D r aco m ade a choice. W i th  a del iber ate 
step  back, he al lowed Potter  to sl ip  away in to the noth ingness. T he 

sn i tch  sl ipped f rom  h is f inger s, for gotten  in  the cool  n igh t ai r . As he 
retreated , uncer tain ty  and the burden  of  con f l i ct ing loyal t ies set  in , 

leav ing h im  to gr app le w i th  the shadows w i th in  h im sel f .  

H ar r y Potter  Fan  Fict ion
D eleted  Scene by Caleb Am brosio-Far ias
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You see al l  at once
A thousand pictures 

combined
A child, a canvas

Poetry 
and 
art 

"Col lette"
by 

Leah 
Glenn
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May 19t h, 1943 

Your  bl ood r uns col d; shel l s f r om t he Br i t i sh Chur chi l l  t anks zi p past  
you.  You hear  ?FI RE? and t he massi ve cannon of  t he Ti ger  Tank spi t s 
i t s f i r e. But  t hen, you f eel  a hot  f l ash i n your  eye, your  t ank has 
been hi t .

(Thr ee Year s Ear l i er ) Oct ober  4t h, 1940 

You ar e pr omot ed t o 1st  L i eut enant , and assi gned t o t he 2nd SS Panzer  
Di v i si on, as a t ank commander . You ar e i n char ge of  a Panzer  Mk I V, 
one of  t he mi ght i est  t anks of  t he war ! At  your  pr omot i on cer emony, t he 
Commander  of  t he SS Panzer  Ar my, Joachi m Pei per , announces, 
?L i eut enant  Josef  Ki t s i s of f i ci al l y  
pr omot ed t o t he r ank of  1st  L i eut enant ; he 
wi l l  now r ecei ve t r ai ni ng i n a panzer ? ? Hi s 
speech went  on f or  anot her  f our  mi nut es. 

(A Few Mont hs L at er ) Febr uar y  11t h, 1941 

You compl et e your  t r ai ni ng and you ar e 
assi gned t o Panzer  A- 190. You meet  t he cr ew: 
some have ser ved on t he west er n f r ont , some 
on t he east , you your sel f  have ser ved on t he East er n f r ont ; i t ?s wher e 
you got  your  Ger man I r on Cr oss. 

(One Year  L at er ) Mar ch 3r d, 1942

You ar e i n a smal l  v i l l age i n t he way of  t he Ger mans, wi t h 12 
Wehr macht  Tr oops behi nd your  panzer . I t 's 11:38 AM, and al l  eyes ar e 
f i xed on t he v i l l age. Then, f l ashes come f r om t he houses. Al l  of  a 
sudden, a sol di er  behi nd t he panzer  f el l , and t hen anot her . The mai n 
MG42 was r eal l y  onl y  f r ont  f aci ng; t he f i r e was comi ng f r om t he 
si des. You t hi nk qui ck l y , and sl am t he t op hat ch open-  you'r e 
goi ng up. 

A Wor l d War  I I  
Hi st or i cal  Fi ct i on 
Abr i dged St or y  by 
Joseph Hanson

Hear t s o f
St eel  

Cont i nued on Page 18

Pr ef ace War ni ng-  Thi s Pi ece Cont ai ns Depi ct i ons of  War

Dylan Shehady
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Th e Bl ack  Dr agons
(Ch apt er  1)

Under  heavy f i r e f r om t he Br i t i sh Tr oops ahead, you st and up i n 
your  hat ch and pr epar e f or  bat t l e. Mor e Br i t i sh t r oops st ar t  t o 
advance, and t he Ger man i nf ant r y  now begi ns t o advance. Your  uni t  
i s now known as t he ?Bl ack Dr agons,? because of  t he Bl ack Dr agon 
decal s and dr agon t eet h t hat  you and your  uni t  have pai nt ed ont o 
t he t anks. Wi t h t he Br i t s on t he r un, you wr i t e home i n your  spar e 
t i me. I n one l et t er  you wr i t e-

It's been a while since I?ve last written. Hopefully this 
message gets to you. There have been on and off 
battles over the past few weeks. Just one yesterday in 
fact, but I don't really let it bother me. I have a job 
to do, and I must complete it to my fullest extent. 
Hopefully I will be able to write again soon. 

Your beloved son, Josef
(One Year  L at er ) May 19, 1943

You'r e now back at  your  mai n base, whi ch was a f ew mi l es away f r om 
t he most  r ecent  bat t l e. I t 's about  2:30 PM. You'r e r est i ng i n your  
bunk r oom when al ar ms bl ar e acr oss t he base. I t 's a count er  at t ack! 
You and your  men r ush t o t he t anks t o get  t hem goi ng. You hop i nt o 
t he t ank and hear  t he r est  of  t he Bl ack Dr agons r oar  t o l i f e. 
Ther e?s a gr oup of  t hr ee Chur chi l l  Tanks t hat  ar e begi nni ng t o 
cl i mb t he hi l l . Ai r  suppor t  i s 20 mi nut es out , and cl osi ng i n f ast . 
You and t he r est  of  t he Dr agons and t he i nf ant r y  must  hol d out . 

You ar e or der ed t o r et r eat , and l et  t he wounded cr ew of  t he now 
di sabl ed Chur chi l l 's f l ee. You ar e or der ed back t o base, because t he 
I nf ant r y  i s begi nni ng t o need suppor t , and t he new pr obl em, t he ai r  
suppor t , i s del ayed?Cont i nued on Page 18

Cont i nued on Page 19 Hear t s o f
St eel

(con t i nued )

Dylan Shehady
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Hear t s o f  St eel
(con t i nued)

Th e Af t er mat h  (Ch apt er  2)
You made i t  out , but  bar el y . The doct or  says you'r e goi ng t o 
go back t o Ger many. You have t he choi ce t o r et i r e as a 
Capt ai n, or  t o st ay i n t he Ger man Ar my. You choose t o 
r et i r e; you know how t he war  i s goi ng, and af t er  many l ost  
and cost l y  bat t l es, t he Ger mans ar e now begi nni ng t o get  
chased out  of  The USSR. The Amer i cans and ANZAC?s i n t he 
Paci f i c ar e maki ng gr eat  speed and t ak i ng ent i r e f or t i f i ed 
i sl ands, i n mer e days. The Ger mans ar e no mat ch f or  t hei r  
adver sar i es, and t he best  men ar e goi ng t o wi n. You have 
wei ghed your  opt i ons, i t  i s t i me t o get  out  of  Ger many.

A New  Li f e (Ch apt er  3)
(Two Year s L at er ) June 11, 1943 

The war  has come t o an end, and you and t he r est  of  your  
f ami l y  ar e now i n Amer i ca. You?ve met  some Amer i cans t hat  
ser ved i n Eur ope and t he Paci f i c. Your  Engl i sh i s qui t e 
good now. But  t hen i t  hi t s you-  you'r e onl y  28 year s ol d. 
You wer e j ust  26 when you l ef t  Eur ope. Ther e was a si ngl e 
Ger man f r i end you t ook wi t h you-  Kar l . Kar l  had not  been 
abl e t o l ocat e hi s f ami l y  f or  year s, so he t agged al ong on 
your  t r i p t o Amer i ca. He now l i ves acr oss t he st r eet  f r om 
your  house, your  par ent s and younger  br ot her s l i ve i n t he 
t own over , and you have your  f i ve year  ol d dog, Hukko, i n 
your  house t o keep you company. You r eal i ze, dur i ng t he 
war , t hat  any and al l  men t hat  f el l  or  l i ved, needed t o have 
Hear t s of  St eel .
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J o hn ha d  been d r ea d ing  s eeing  T a ylo r  f o r  weeks . He wa nt ed  t o  t ell 
her , he r ea lly d id , he j u s t  d id n?t  kno w ho w s he wo u ld  r ea c t . He d id n?t  wa nt  
t h ings  t o  c ha nge wit h  t hem. T a ylo r  wa s  like h is  s is t er , a nd  he wa s  
s t a r t ing  t o  t h ink t ha t  t ell ing  her  a bo u t  t h is  wa s  a  ba d  id ea . I f  o n ly he 
c o u ld ?

?J o hn? J o hn! Did  yo u  hea r  me?? T a ylo r  a s ked .  He ha s  been a c t ing  s o  
s t r a nge la t ely?  I  s a y t h ings  a nd  he is  j u s t  lo s t  in  h is  o wn hea d , T a ylo r  
t ho u gh t  t o  her s elf .  Why c a n?t  we j u s t  ha ve a  c o nver s a t io n? Wha t  
ha ppened  t o  u s ? Wha t  d id  I  d o ?

?Oh?  Ummm ? Yea h, C a n yo u  s a y t ha t  a ga in?? J o hn a s ked , s heepis h ly.

?I  a s ked  if  t h is  d r es s  wo u ld  lo o k go o d  o n me,? T a ylo r  s na pped . ?I  
s wea r , wha t  is  u p wit h  yo u ? Yo u 'r e a lwa ys  z o n ing  o u t  when we t a lk, a nd  
yo u  kno w I  c a n?t  s t a nd  when peo ple d o  t ha t . Ar e yo u  o ka y??

J o hn t o o k a  b r ea t h  a nd  
d ec id ed  t o  r ip o f f  t he ba nd - a id . 
?L is t en  T a ylo r , I ?ve been need ing  t o  
get  t h is  o f f  my c hes t . Yo u  kno w 
Ma r ya nne?  My g ir lf r iend ?  Well, s he 
wa nt s  t o  get  ma r r ied  a nd ?  a nd ?  I  
wa nt  t o  t o o ,? J o hn s ighed .

T a ylo r  f r o z e. She knew J o hn 
wa s  s eeing  Ma r ya nne, s he j u s t  d id n?t  
kno w t hey wer e t ha t  s er io u s . She 
lo ved  h im f ir s t . He ha s  been her  bes t  
f r iend , s inc e a s  lo ng  a s  s he c o u ld  
r emember . She d id n?t  u nd er s t a nd  
ho w lif e c o u ld  be t h is  u n f a ir . Why 
wo u ld  he get  ma r r ied ? Why wa s  he in  
s u c h  a  r u s h?  Why wo u ld  he pic k 
Ma r ya nne?  Do es  he no t  kno w ho w 
mea n s he is ?  Ma r ya nne ha s  ha t ed  
T a ylo r  s inc e element a r y s c ho o l, a nd  
T a ylo r  ha d  a  na gg ing  f eeling  s he 
wo u ld n 't  be invit ed  t o  her  f a nc y, 
s no bby, ?per f ec t ? wed d ing . Ho w 
c o u ld  s he get  J o hn t o  r et h ink t h is ?

J o hn c o u ld  s ee t he s ho c k a nd  
hu r t  in  T a ylo r ?s  eyes , a nd  
immed ia t ely r eg r et t ed  even 
ment io n ing  h is  f ia nc ée.  As  t he t wo  
s a t  t her e in  newf o u nd  s ilenc e, J o hn 
go t  u p f r o m t he c o u c h  a nd  ha nd ed  
her  a  pa s t el wed d ing  invit a t io n  f r o m 
h is  po c ket .  ?T a ylo r ?  T he wed d ing  is  in  J u ly; I  r ea lly ho pe yo u  c o me.  I  
d o n?t  t h ink I  c o u ld  ima g ine my b ig  d a y wit ho u t  yo u  t her e. I  kno w yo u  a nd  
Ma r ya nne a r en?t  t he bes t  o f  f r iend s , bu t  I  ho pe yo u  t wo  c a n pu t  t ha t  
beh ind  yo u ?  At  lea s t  f o r  a  d a y,? J o hn t o ld  her , a s  he wa lked  t o  get  h is  
c o a t . ?I  t h ink I  s ho u ld  go ; yo u  pr o ba b ly need  s o me t ime a lo ne.?  

Bu t  a s  J o hn s t epped  in t o  t he c r is p win t er  a ir , T a ylo r  r a n  t o  h is  
s id e.  ?J o hn?? s he s a id , ?I ?ll be t her e?  no  ma t t er  wha t .?

Pr equel  Fan Fi ct i on By Gabr i el a Cai x i nha

Ar t  by Mi a Di Bel l aTayl or  Swi f t
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Lucky  For t une
A Per sona l St at ement  Memoir  by  Alessand r o Laur enza
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I  am t he eldest  br ot her  of  me and  my siblings.  I  am 13 year s old , my br ot her  is f ive, 

and  my sist er  is f our .  T hat  is an eight  and  nine year  age gap.  G oing f r om an only  child  t o 

having t wo siblings was a  la r ge ad just ment  and  r ea lly  changed  my lif e.

At  f ir st , it  was cha llenging.  T he lack of  a t t ent ion and  over a ll shif t  of  ca r e went  f r om 

me, t o my newbor n br ot her , t hen aga in t o my sist er .  As I  gr ew, t he shif t  bot her ed  me less. 

I  under st ood  how t hey  needed  car e mor e t han I  d id .  Af t er  accep t ing t his, t hings imp r oved .  

My siblings and  I  gr ew c loser , desp it e t he age gap.  Now, as I  am wr it ing t his, we a r e t he 

c losest  we have ever  been.  T hey  a r e exit ing t heir  baby  st ages and  r ea lly  gr owing as peop le.  

We ar e now insepar able, and  I  love t hem mor e t han any t hing.  To t hem, I  am mor e t han a  

big br ot her , a lmost  a  t hir d  par ent , ca r ing f or  t hem, but  ent er t a ining t hem t oo.

I  r emember  how it  a ll st a r t ed .  I  was eight  year s old , p lay ing out sid e.  T he sun glowed  

on my skin, not  a  c loud  in sight .  T he squir r e ls r ust led  in t he leaves, t r aver sing t heir  wooded  

kingdom.  My mom was baking f or t une cookies.  She br ought  t he t r ay  out  and  t old  me t o 

open one.  T his was st r ange.  Why was she making f or t une cookies? Bot h my mom and  dad  

wer e st and ing t oget her .  T hey  ur ged  me, "Read  t he paper !" T he small s lip  of  paper  f e ll 

delicat ely  f r om t he cookie and  f loat ed  int o my lap .  I  could  t e ll t his was my mot her 's 

handwr it ing.  I n sma ll black wr it ing, t he f or t une r ead , ?You'r e going t o have a  baby  br ot her !" 

I  was over come by  emot ions.  Swep t  away wit h joy , I  exc la imed  and  hugged  my par ent s.  

T his was a  st a r t  t o a  new er a  in our  lives.

I  t hink t he har dest  par t  of  being t he eld est  is having a  lack of  t hat  par ent  bond ing 

t ime.  Not  being able t o spend  t ime wit h my mom or  d ad , because t hey  wer e t aking car e of  

my siblings, was f r ust r at ing, and  is even t o t his d ay.  Whenever  my par ent s go out  t oget her , 

I  am lef t  t o babysit .  Once, I  r emember  my siblings wer e being par t icula r ly  har d  t o dea l 

wit h.  T hey  wer e bot h c r y ing about  somet hing and  would  not  eat  t heir  f ood .  I  was get t ing 

so f r ust r at ed , annoyance c r owd ing my head .  I  want ed  t o sc r eam, but  I  sat  back f or  a  

moment , st umbling int o t he cha ir , and  t hought  about  how much joy  and  love t hey  br ing me, 

d ec id ing t o be mor e pat ient .  I  ca lmed  myself  and  so d id  t hey; we end ed  up  having a  gr eat  

night .  When my par ent s got  home and  asked  how t hey  wer e, I  looked  at  t hem and  smiled , 

?Oh, t hey  wer e gr eat .?

As I  have gr own and  become older , I  have r ea lized  t hat  moment s like t hose wit h my siblings 

a r e ever y t hing t o me.  As t hey  have gr own old er , our  bond s have st r engt hened .  Build ing 

LEG Os wit h my br ot her , or  p lay ing p r incesses wit h my sist er ; t heir  smiles and  laughs when I  

spend  t ime wit h t hem ar e so p r ec ious t o me.

 Being an older  br ot her , I  have lear ned  many lessons.  Fr om pat ience, t o r esponsibilit y , 

being an older  br ot her  has mat ur ed  me signif icant ly .  Taking t hese skills int o lif e, I  am able 

t o be mor e pat ient  wit h peop le, I  am able t o st ay  account able, and  I  am able t o ba lance 

home and  school lif e.  Af t er  having my siblings, t he love and  joy  in my lif e gr ew, and  so d id  my 

lif e skills.  I  love my siblings mor e t han any t hing, and  I  would  p r oud ly  say , "Yes, I  am a  big 

br ot her .?



Regina  G eor ge wa s never  seen a s t he  c ool g ir l. She wor e  g la sses, 
ha d  knot t y  ha ir , a nd  a  f a c e  f ull o f  bump s. All t hr ough mid d le  sc hool she  
wa s bullied , le f t  out , a nd  

c a lled  na mes. She wa s 
never  a c c ep t ed  f or  who 

she wa s. T hey  t or ment ed  
her  f or  yea r s.

When high sc hool 
c a me, Regina  knew she 
never  wa nt ed  t o r e live  
t he  s t r ugg les  she  went  
t hr ough a nd  shed  t he  
t ea r s  she  d id  d ur ing  

mid d le  sc hool. She 
c ould n 't  t a ke  be ing  

be lit t led , emba r r a ssed , 
a nd  humilia t ed . Regina  

knew she ha d  t o c ha nge, 
so she  r e invent ed  

her se lf . She knew she 
ha d  t o d o somet hing , 

a ny t hing. T ha t  summer , 
g la sses t ur ned  in t o 

c ont a c t s , br own ha ir  
d eve lop ed  t o blond e ha ir , 

a nd  her  skin  s low ly  c lea r ed . D ur ing  her  en t ir e  
f r eshma n yea r , she  f lew  und er  t he  r a d a r , a nd  
by  t he  end  of  sop homor e  yea r , Regina  wa s a  

d if f e r ent  p er son. 

Regina  built  her  own emp ir e  of  mea n g ir ls. 
She c r ea t ed  a  f r iend  gr oup  la t e r  na med  ?t he  
p la s t ic s ,? a nd  r ea c hed  her  goa l of  be ing  t he  

most  p op ula r  g ir l-  t he  g ir l t ha t  ever yone wa nt ed  t o be , t hough Regina  
t ot a lly  los t  her se lf  in  t he  p r oc ess. T he sweet , kind , hop ef ul g ir l t ur ned  

in t o t he  p er son t ha t  she  used  t o ha t e , t he  p er son t ha t  c a used  t he  
p a in , t he  one who wa s r esp ons ible  f or  a ll o f  her  insec ur it ies-  t he  bully . 

by  Ha lle  Per is

Fan 
Fi ct i on 
Pr equel

A Per sona l St at ement  Memoir  by  Alessand r o Laur enza
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You mi ght  
t hi nk t hi s i s 
a st or y about  
how peopl e ar e cont r ol l ed by t he 
gover nment ,  but  i t ' s  not . . .   I t ' s  
about  how t he mor e you l ove your  
t el evi s i on,  your  soci al  medi a,  
your  YouTube,  t he mor e you get  
cont r ol l ed by i t .   The onl y way 
t o get  away f r om t echnol ogy i s t o 
r ead a book f or  once. . .

 

Fan Fi ct i on 
I nt r oduct i on

21st  Cent ur y 
I nt er pr et at i on 

of  t he Aut hor ' s 
Message

by Jacob Hahn

Fahr enhei t  451
Veronica M

art inez
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Fahr enhei t  451 Even t hough most  of  my l if e has been spent  in 
America, I  w as born in I ndia.  I nst ead of  t ak ing up a l if e 
in my homeland, my mom and dad immigrat ed t o 
America. I  w as t w o years old w hen w e moved.  My 
w hole f amily  expect ed t hat  I  w ould get  accust omed t o a 
new  count ry  if  I  w as exposed t o it  at  a young age. T he 
opposit e seemed t o be happening;  I  f el t  l ike I  did not  
belong.

Grow ing up in a f oreign count ry  made me w ant  t o 
give mysel f  a name, remind t he w orld I  w as here t oo.  I  
not iced k ids w hose f amil ies had been born and raised in 
America f el t  less of  t his desire t han me, causing me t o 
envy  t heir abil it y  t o be so insouciant .  I  saw  t hat  my 
peers al ready  had a plat f orm t o lean on and provide f or 
t hem.   My f amily  did not  have such a sanct uary  t o run 
t o during hardships.  We needed t o make t his plat f orm 
and look  out  f or ourselves.
 I t  w as 2014;  I  w as f our years old, sit t ing on t he 
carpet  play ing w it h L EGO bricks. I  had not  a single care 
in t he w orld. I  w as naive.  T he muf f led sounds of  t he 
T V  rang t hrough my ears as I  cont inued t o l ive in my 
imaginary  w orld.  T V  l ight s il luminat ed t he dark  l iv ing 
room, creat ing a vibrant  cit yscape f or my t hought s.  
Event ual ly , my daydreams w ere int errupt ed w hen my 
mom t old me t o clean up.  My dad w ant ed t o t alk  t o me 
about  school ,  so I  rushed over, t hr il led t o speak  about  't he 
most  import ant  day  of  my l if e.'  Sit t ing dow n, I  had 
expect ed t he usual  quest ions my dad w ould ask :  ?Are you 
excit ed?? ?Are you going t o make f r iends?? ?W hat  are 
you going t o do t here?? But , I  w as pul led f rom my 
t rance.  By  t he look  on his f ace, t his conversat ion seemed 
much more serious.  H is expression displayed exhaust ion, 
l ike a w orn- out  machine, as I  sat  in nervous ant icipat ion.

Opport unit y A  Memoir 
by  I pshit a Pandey
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Warm sun on my ski n

Sal t  wat er  cl eanses my soul

Boar dwal k, I  am home

?You know  t his is a big deal ,  r ight ?? he asked.  I  did not  
t hink  of  it  as a big deal .  Everyone w ent  t o school .  I  gave a 
reluct ant  nod as my brain at t empt ed t o process w hat  I  w as 
being t old.  H e t alked about  how  Mont essori w as going t o help 
me learn new  sk il ls and experiment  more in t he real  w orld.  As 
t he conversat ion cont inued, so did t he af t ert ast e of  my palpable 
guil t .  

I n an at t empt  t o make me f eel  bet t er,  he said, ?You can 
eit her f eel  t he guil t  of  it  or t ake t he upper hand.? T hose w ords 
hit  a sw it ch in my t iny  brain.  I  had an opport unit y , and I  w as 
not  going t o w ast e it .

As t he years w ent  on, I  real ized t hat  every t hing w as 
considered a new  opport unit y  because it  w as al l  l if e had given 
us. We w ere in a new  count ry  and t r ied t o use every t hing t o our 
advant age, even if  it  meant  sacrif icing ot her luxuries. Every  
single year f or Christ mas, al l  my f r iends made w ish l ist s f or 
?Sant a Claus? t hat  could be as long as t he next  great  American 
novel . But  me? I  knew  t here w as no such t hing as Sant a Claus. 
Christ mas w as just  anot her burden put  on my parent s' back  and 
t here w as no level  of  naivet y  w hich could ever get  seven year 
old me t o ask  f or somet hing over f if t een dol lars.

As a k id, I  had no care f or Mont essori t uit ion cost s, but  
f rom my perspect ive t oday , I  underst and w hat  t hat  put  my 
f amily  t hrough f inancial ly .  T hose w int ers, my mom w alked 
t hrough inches of  snow  in w orn- dow n sneakers, pushing me and 
my sist er in a double st rol ler. I t  w as because our f amily  
sacrif iced t heir ow n w ant s and needs just  t o build a l if e f or me 
and my sibl ings w ho w ere soon t o come.

Af t er overcoming al l  t hese def ining moment s in my l if e, I  
have grow n t o underst and and accept  t hat  my f amily  is 
dif f erent , but  it  is not  somet hing shamef ul .  Every t hing I  have 
envied is now  my real it y .  Because of  al l  my f ort unes t oday , I  
admire my parent s. T hey  have commit t ed so many sel f less act s 
just  f or t he benef it  of  t heir children.  T hanks t o t hem, I  can put  
mysel f  in posit ions I  w ould have never imagined, and I  w il l  
cont inue t o grow  our new  plat f orm in t his count ry , just  as t hey  
did. Opport unit y  

(cont inued)
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Warm sun on my ski n

Sal t  wat er  cl eanses my soul

Boar dwal k, I  am home

Anot her  
Summer

Hai ku by Anonymous St udent  Poet
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Thank  You!

Sincerely,
    Sarah Onore

 Thank you f or  your  
suppor t  of  Folio's sevent h 
edit ion! As always, t hank 

you t o Deer f ield's ar t  
t eacher  and ar t  club 

advisor  Mrs. Tiscia f or  
helping wit h ar t  select ions, 

and Language Ar t s 
t eachers Mrs. Ridley and 

Mrs. Scanlan f or  assist ing 
wit h creat ive wr it ing 

submissions. A special t hank 
you t o Emily Silva and Emily 

Pedroni f or  creat ing 
incredible ar t  pieces 

specif ically creat ed f or  t he magazine, and Devyn Perucki 
f or  helping t o capt ure t he ar t  in phot ographs. 
I  also want  t o t hank t he dedicat ed Folio st udent  

st af f  f or  t heir  at t endance! The amazing st af f  of  eight h 
grade edit ors is pict ured below: Jacob Hahn, Scar let  

St einmet z, Emma Bracero, 
Julia O'Donnell, Chloe Choo, 
and Ipshit a Pandey. 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!  

Have a great  summer !

Reagan Flynn
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