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Welcome t o t he 2019 issue 
of  Deer f ield's lit erary 
magazine!

Af t er  t he f ir st  issue of  
t he magazine was published 
last  spr ing, we received an 
incredible amount  of  suppor t  
f rom t eachers, st udent s, 
parent s, and t he ent ire 
Mount ainside communit y.  

This year , t he out pour ing 
of  wr it t en and visual st udent  
cont r ibut ions j ust  af f irmed 
what  our  t eachers already 
know- t he t alent ed and hard working st udent s at  
Deer f ield are what  make our  school amazing!  So many 
pieces were submit t ed t hat  t he st udent  st af f  were 
able t o f eat ure even more t han last  year 's issue, and 
grow t he magazine int o what  it  is t oday!

Wit h great  pr ide. we showcase uniquely creat ive 
paint ings, phot ography, illust rat ions, as well as 
or iginal wr it ing pieces in t he f orms of  poet ry and 
prose.  We hope t hese works inspire your  creat ive 
process and expression!  

Let t er  f r om t he         

Siena Lee

   Best ,
       Miss Onore

Dear  Readers,

Adv isor
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I ?ve never  had t o wor r y about  wher e my next  meal  was comi ng f r om.  I  am 
t hankf ul  t o al ways have f ood t o eat ,  because not  ever yone can af f or d 

t hr ee meal s ever yday.  On Chr i st mas Eve one year ,  my f ami l y and I  went  
t o Jer sey Ci t y wi t h t he or gani zat i on God' s Love We Del i ver ,  t o del i ver  

meal s t o i ndi vi dual s or  f ami l i es who wer e l ess f or t unat e.  Thi s 
exper i ence opened my eyes t o t he wor l d out si de of  my home.  

 On one of  our  st ops t hat  day,  we vi si t ed a mul t i  f ami l y apar t ment  
bui l di ng.  The out si de of  t he bui l di ng l ooked gl oomy and depr essi ng;  on 
t he i nsi de i t  was di r t y.  We wal ked up many f l i ght s of  st ai r s unt i l  we 
f i nal l y r eached t he apar t ment  of  t he f ami l y t hat  we wer e assi gned t o 

del i ver  Chr i st mas di nner .   We knocked on t he door ,  and a gi r l  t hat  
l ooked ar ound my age opened t he door  wi t h a huge smi l e on her  f ace.  

?God' s Love we Del i ver  i s her e! ? t he gi r l  yel l ed back i nt o her  house 
cheer f ul l y.   Her  whol e 

f ami l y of  ei ght  came up t he 
door  and t hanked us f or  t he 

meal .  Hear i ng how 
appr eci at i ve and del i ght ed 

t hi s f ami l y was t hat  we wer e 
del i ver i ng t hem f ood made me 

f eel  val uabl e t hat  I  had 
hel ped a whol e f ami l y.  We 

handed out  t he f ood,  wi shed 
t he f ami l y a Mer r y 

Chr i st mas,  and we wer e t hen 
on our  way t o our  next  

house.  
 The homes and apar t ment s we 
vi si t ed i n Jer sey Ci t y wer e 

ver y di f f er ent  t han t he 
nei ghbor hood wher e I  l i ve.  
The houses wer e ver y cl ose 

t oget her  and t hey seemed t o 
be ol d.  Ever y now and agai n 
we woul d see houses wi t h t r ash al l  over  t he yar d.  When we wer e i n one 

nei ghbor hood i n par t i cul ar ,  I  r emember  f eel i ng unsaf e because t he 
st r eet s wer e f i l l ed wi t h t r ash l i ke al cohol  bot t l es.   Pl ast i c shoppi ng 

bags wer e f l yi ng ar ound ever ywher e,  and st r ange peopl e wer e huddl ed 
t oget her  smoki ng.   The communi t y seemed l i ke no pl ace t o r ai se a 

chi l d.  I  i magi ned what  i t  woul d be l i ke gr owi ng up as a chi l d her e-  
t he yar ds wer e smal l ,  so t her e was not  much r oom f or  chi l dr en t o pl ay.  
Peopl e wer e smoki ng al l  ar ound t he nei ghbor hood,  so t he chi l dr en coul d 

assume smoki ng i s accept abl e.   Al so i f  a chi l d sees t r ash ar ound t he 
nei ghbor hood,  t hey woul d i magi ne t hat  i t  i s okay f or  t hem t o l i t t er ,  

and t hat  coul d make t hei r  nei ghbor hood even mor e pol l ut ed.  
 When I  got  home l at er  t hat  day,  I  t hought  of  al l  t he i ndi vi dual s and 
f ami l i es I  had vi si t ed.  I  f el t  wor t hy because I  had del i ver ed meal s t o 

f ami l i es who woul d not  have been abl e t o have a Chr i st mas di nner .   They 
wer e so t hankf ul  f or  t he di nner ,  and seei ng t he smi l es on t hei r  f aces 

r eal l y war med my hear t .  I  al so f el t  bl essed because I  al ways have f ood 
t o eat  and a saf er  communi t y t o l i ve i n.  As I  was dr i vi ng t hr ough 

Jer sey Ci t y,  I  r eal i zed how l ucky I  am t o be abl e t o wal k t hr ough my 
nei ghbor hood wi t hout  bei ng wor r i ed about  danger  or  get t i ng hur t .  

Per sonal

By:  Ar den McDonal d

Em ily Liu

Nar r at i ve
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Laughi ng and pedal l i ng al ong
Sweat  beadi ng on my neck
Br eeze r ol l i ng i n al ong wi t h 
happi ness
Whi zzi ng down hi l l s t hr ough 
di r t  pat hs

Beaut y  t o us i s a 
di st r act i on
An obst acl e comes l i ke a 
f l ash
My r eact i on was not  
f ast  enough

I  j ump
I  f al l
Anger

Bi ke on i t s own
becomes no mor e t han I  know
Than a scr ap of  met al
a st r eet  si gn and i t s pl an
over  t hought  as t he obst acl e
Caused t he t r oubl e
Tur ns my j oy t o r ubbl e

Knowi ng t hat  I  was okay 
di d not  combat
The memor y,  t he hor r or  

By : 
Jonat han 

Raimi Unsuspect ed
The

Background Ar t by: Alexander  Chen

 Sam uel  Strohm eier

Richard Gudosk i
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I  couldn't  imagine what  I  would  do when my par ent s 
got  home. I  was so ner vous because I  knew t hey  wer e 
coming home wit h somet hing, but  I  just  d idn't  know what  it  
was. 

I  was 3  year s old . I  was in t he lobby  of  my apar t ment  

build ing in New Yor k wit h my G r andpa, wa it ing f or  my mom 

and  dad  t o come home. I  knew t hey  wer e coming home 

wit h somet hing, somet hing ver y  impor t ant . My Nana and  

G r andpa wer e wat ching me f or  t he LONG EST  t ime EVER.

We wer e in t he lobby  f or  a  long t ime, just  t a lking t o 

each ot her  about  t he economy and  t he st ock mar ket . I  can 

r emember  my G r andpa t elling me, "G oogle is doing ver y  

good ." I  just  kind  of  dozed  of f  because, you know, I  was 3  

year s old  and  d idn't  even know what  t he st ock mar ket  was. 

I t  was just  10  minut es, but  it  f e lt  like an hour  t o me. 

F ina lly , I  saw t wo f amilia r  f aces t hat  I 've seen a ll my  

lif e, and  t hat  was when I  r ea lized  t hat  t hey  wer e my 

par ent s. My par ent s a r e home! I  r an up  t o t hem and  gave 

t hem a  big hug. T hen I  saw somet hing wr apped  in blanket s 

in my Mom's a r ms. I  just  st ood  t her e-  f r ozen, wit hout  an 

exp r ession on my f ace. 

Th e Tur ni ng Poi nt  
of  my Th r ee Year  

Ol d Li f e By:
Alec  Chichelo

3 |  Fol i o 20 19 4 |  Fol i o 20 19



T hen I  r ea lized  t he t hing wr apped  a r ound  was a  baby  

br ot her -  so t hat  was why  my par ent s wer e at  t he 

hosp it a l f or  so long. 

I  f e lt  like I  should  be exc it ed , but  I  wasn't . I  was 

mor e sad  t han exc it ed .  My f ace st a r t ed  t o get  r ed . My 

eyes st a r t ed  t o wat er . Ever y t hing was blur r y . I  st ood  

t her e f or  a  moment  and  I  dec ided  t o r un up  t he st a ir s 

t o my apar t ment . I  jumped  ont o my couch and  st a r t ed  

t o c r y  so har d  I  couldn't  even br eat he.

When I  got  int o my apar t ment , I  saw my Nana 

change her  f ac ia l exp r ession. "Alec , what 's wr ong honey?" 

she asked , shocked . I  d idn't  r espond . I  wasn't  going t o 

r espond .

About  a  minut e la t er  I  f e ll asleep , and  d idn't  wake up  

unt il t he next  day. I  d r eamed  of  lif e wit h my br ot her  and  

t he t imes in t he f ut ur e t hat  he would  st ea l a t t ent ion 

f r om me, but  bad  a lways comes wit h t he good ,  so t her e 

had  t o be some good  in having a  br ot her . 

T he next  day  my mom t old  me I  had  a  f ever . She sa id  

somet hing I  will a lways r emember  f or ever -  "Alec , 

somet imes in lif e changes can be har d , but  I  know you 

can over come t hem." At  t his moment  I  was inst ant ly  

t ouched .  Fr om t hat  day  on,  I  st a r t ed  t o like my br ot her  

mor e and  mor e each day , but  t he one t hing I  just  don't  

get  was how I  d idn't  like him back t hen. T he r easons a r e 

obvious-  because I  t hought  he would  st ea l a ll of  t he 

at t ent ion f r om me, which st ill somet imes happens now,  

but  no mat t er  what , I  w ill a lways love him. 
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The creamy, 
crunchy, chewy 

chocol at e.
The f resh, fal l ing 

r ain.
The sizzl ing, 

spar kl ing, 
sausages.

The sof t , smoot h 
soccer  mat er ial s.

A l l  of  t he 
goodness

of  Irel and

Writ t en by: Darcey Monaghan

Livia Perez-Santal la

I rel andI rel and
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The Show 
Must  Go 
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L ast  year, my dance st udio put  

on our January  Musical . T he show  
w as "T he W iz." Anyw ay, t his year 
it  w as my t ime t o shine. Rehearsals 
had come t o an end and it  w as t ime 
t o f ul ly  become Dorot hy . I  
remember it  al l  clear as day , every  
det ail  dr il led in my brain. 

T he st age t ouched t he t ips of  
my heels and t he shimmer of  t he 
l ight s made t hose silver sl ippers 
glow ;  Dorot hy?s silver sl ippers. T he 
spot l ight  w as bl inding my eyes in 
t he bright ness. My chest  w as puf f ed 
up and my heart  sang along w it h 
my voice. T he audience w as so silent  
and f ocused, l ist ening t o t he sound 
of  my voice. At  t his moment  in 
t ime, every t hing w as so perf ect . I  
f el t  so complet e. I  t ook  a deep 
breat h. My t hroat  st art ed t o w ork  
as I  barely  st art ed t o sing t he next  
not e. 

?L ike yours, l ike mine,? I  
f inal ly  sang, t ak ing anot her breat h. 

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -
?L ike home!? I  sang, my last  

not e of  my last  show  just  
concluding.  I  could see t he audience 
roaring as I  t ook  a st ep, bef ore I  
could come on again t o bow . I  
couldn't  bel ieve it  w as al ready  over. 
I  never w ant ed my experience t o 
end.  Once everyone saw  me, t hey  
cheered louder t han t hey  cheered f or 
any t hing during t he w hole show . 

?Go L exi!? roared t hrough t he 
crow d. I  bow ed w it h Tot o in my 
arms. Suddenly , t he curt ain st art ed 
t o close as al l  of  us t ook  our f inal  
bow . I t  f el t  l ike t he w orld w as 
ending, but  t he t he only  t hing t hat  
w as real ly  ending w as t he show .

Suddenly  t ime f el t  f rozen. I t  had 
been f low ing so pleasant ly . W hy did it  
al l  have t o go so f ast ? Every t hing t here 
w as f lashing bef ore my eyes.  I  f el t  
complet ely  paralyzed, just  st anding t here 
w it h t he spot l ight  shining on my f ace. 
 ?T he show  must  go on,? I  
remember my f r iends chant ing during t he 
int ermission. 

Everyw here I  t urned I  heard t hat  
st upid phrase!  My eyes st art ed t o f il l  
w it h t ears. I t  w as a haunt ing black  hole, 
sw al low ing me w hole dow n t hat  dark  
scary  pat h.  I  f el t  a t ap on my shoulder 
as I  w hipped my head around t o see 
Marinel la. I  f el t  so happy  t o see her. I t  
w as l ike bringing a smile t o my f ace is 
her job.  ?H ow  you f eel ing? H ungry? 
We should go w it h t he ot hers t o eat ,? 
she exclaimed w it h a smal l  gr in.

?Okay  Mari,? I  t old her, barely  
smirk ing.   She put  her arm around me 
as my parent s t urned around t o st art  
w alk ing t o t he rest aurant  w it h everyone.  
?Come on!? I  shout  t o Marinel la. I  f el t  
much bet t er;  being w it h my f r iends 
real ly  helped me learn my lesson.

?Smel ls l ike Dragon Fingers are 
back  in t he house!? I  snort ,  ref err ing t o 
an inside joke f rom last  year. We al l  
laugh and st art  t o chat  w it h al l  t he 
ot hers.

 ?T he show  must  go on!? a gir l  
f rom t he st udio beamed as w e sat  dow n.

 I  let  out  a big, loud sigh, 
?Seriously??

By: Al exa Tor r es On



Wal king t hr ough t he 
woods.

The shapes emer ge. 
I go sl ow.  It  goes f ast . 

The snow br ushes acr oss 
my cheek.

The shape l eaves my sight .

Fur  as whit e As snow.
Bl ack specks as big as 

A daddy l ong-l egs.
Pur r s l Iike a cat .

Runs l i ike a cheet ah.
Eyes as bl ue As t he sky.

At t acks l Iike John Cena. 
Bit es l i Ike Suar ez. 
Cl imbs l ike st icky 

shoes.

Snow 
Leopar d

A
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r
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c

e
y
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o
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g
ha

n

Lucca Napol i

Aiden Jiang
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 "As  u s u a l, la d ies  f ir s t ," 
Ef f ie r ea c hed  her  ha nd  
in t o  t ha t  f a t ef u l bo wl 

t ha t  d et er mined  who  
wo u ld  s t a y, a nd  who  
wo u ld  go .  Ever yt h ing  

wa s  b lu r r y a nd  I  c o u ld  
hea r  my hea r t bea t  in  

my ea r s ; it  wa s  
d ea f en ing .  I  a lmo s t  

d id n 't  hea r  t he 
na me s he 
c a lled , my 

na me-  Pr imr o s e  
Ever d een.  All 

s o u nd s  
s t o pped . 

"Wher e a r e 
yo u ?" Ef f ie 

c a lled  o u t .  I  
s wa llo wed ; 

ever yt h ing  went  
nu mb.  I  t r ied  t o  s a y 

s o met h ing , bu t  no  
wo r d s  c a me  o u t .   
"Well c o me o n yo u , 

c o me o n no w!"  T he 
c h ild r en a r o u nd  me  
t o o k a  s t ep ba c k, 

c r ea t ing  a  pa t h  f o r  
me.  I  t o o k o ne s t ep, 
t wo , t h r ee.  My bo d y 
s ho o k vio len t ly t he 

c lo s er  I  go t .

"Pr im! Pr im, no !" I  
s t o pped  d ea d  in  my 

t r a c ks .  I  knew t ha t  
vo ic e.  I  pr a yed  t o  
a nyo ne t ha t  wa s  
lis t en ing  t ha t  s he 

wa s n 't  go ing  t o  d o  
wha t  I  t ho u gh t .  St o p 

her .  Do n´t  let  her , 
plea s e.  I  r ef u s ed  t o  
t u r n  ba c k.  I  wa lked  

f a s t er .  ma ybe if  I  get  
t ime, t hey wo n´t  let  

her . 
¨ ST OP! I  

vo lu n t eer ! 
I  

vo lu n t eer ! 
I  vo lu n t eer  

a s  
t r ibu t e!¨  

She d id  it .  
She s a id  
t he f o u r  
wo r d s  no  

o ne in  
d is t r ic t  t welve  ever  

ha d  t he gu t s  t o  s a y, 
a nd  s he s a id  t hem f o r  
me.  I  r u s hed  t o  her  
s id e.  ¨ No , no , no !¨  I  
s c r ea med  o ver  a nd  

o ver .  I  c lu ng  t o  her  
a nd  d id n 't  wa nt  t o  let  

go , bu t  f ive gu a r d s  
r ipped  me a wa y f r o m 

her  f o r ever .

A
n

o
n

y
m

o
u

s
 

S
t

u
d

e
n

t
 

W
r

i
t

e
r

Fan Fi ct i on
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Anthony Fradel la



 

Fashion over  Fut ure
Trend over  Trut h
Popul ar  over  Popul ism
Tech over  Proof
A const ant  war  
is inside al l  of  
us.
Some of  us wil l  
per ish,
f ol l owing t he 
t rends...
Which one of  us 
wil l  be chosen
t o surv ive t il l  
t he end?
Wil l  t he popul ar  
and t he out cast
ever  make amends?
This is t he st ory of  how 
dooms day begins

WRI TTEN 
BY: 

ALEXI S 
COX 
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SOCI ETY

H aley M otz
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"You have t o do somet hi ng  wi t h 
your  l i f e Mi cheal ," sai d Mr s. 
Scot t ..  "You can't  si t  i n t he 
basement  and make paper  

ai r pl anes."

Mi cheal   knew t hat  she was  
r i ght , but  he di dn't  want  t o wor k.  "I t 's my l i f e, woman!" he sai d.  
Mr s. Scot t  t hr ew t he mor ni ng newspaper  at  hi m, hi t t i ng Mi cheal  

di r ect l y above hi s l ef t  ear , t hen l ef t  t he basement .  Mi cheal  
l ooked down at  t he paper  t hat  he had been pel t ed wi t h. 

On t he f r ont  of  The  Scr ant on Ti mes-Tr i bune, t her e was a bi g 
adver t i sement - "HELP WANTED!  Sal esman Needed f or  Smal l , Local  
Paper  Suppl i er , Dunder  Mi f f l i n Paper  Company I nc. "  Mi cheal  had 

no i dea how t o become a sal esman, but  he needed a j ob, and he 
want ed t o have f un at  wor k.

"Ma! I 'm goi ng t o appl y f or  a j ob at  a paper  company!" he yel l ed.

"That 's gr eat ," she r esponded.  "Now get  out  of  my house!"

The next  day, Mi cheal  ar r i ved at  t he r ecept i on desk f or  Dunder  
Mi f f l i n, unexpect edl y, and 

appl i ed f or  a j ob.

 "Hel l o,  I  am Mi cheal  Scot t , and 
I  want  t hi s j ob," he sai d.

"Do you have an appoi nt ment ?" 
asked t he r ecept i oni st .

 "I  am goi ng t o ask you a  
quest i on, and I  want  you t o 
answer  i t  honest l y," sai d 

Mi cheal .  "What 's an 
appoi nt ment ?"

 "You'r e hi r ed," she sai d.
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Ar t wor k by Samant ha Si t er

Fan Fi ct i on Del et ed Scene by Sean Mur phy



Fan Fi ct i on Del et ed Scene 
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Al l  of  t he wor ker s had l ef t , and I  j ust  di dn?t  want  t o go home.  I  
wal ked back i nt o my of f i ce, whi ch I  had bar el y been i n al l  day, 

and not i ced somet hi ng st r ange on my desk.  I t  l ooked l i ke a l ar ge 
bl ob, but  i t  had a t owel  over  i t .  I  wal ked over  t o t ake t he t owel  

of f .

Ji m had, yet  agai n, put  my mug i n Jel l o.  Gosh, t hi s i s goi ng t o 
t ake a f ew days t o eat  my way out .  I  guess I  bet t er  st ar t  i t  now.  I  
wal ked over  t o t he ki t chen t o gr ab a spoon, but  t hen I  r eal i zed- I  

al ways have a spoon i n my pocket . 

I  st ar t ed t o eat  t he Jel l o.   Why di d he have t o pi ck t he wor st  
f l avor ?   I  was det er mi ned t o eat  i t  al l  by t omor r ow, mai nl y 

because I  need t hi s mug f or  my mor ni ng cof f ee.  I t  was so bad; I  
mean, who l i kes yel l ow Jel l o?

Af t er  what  f el t  l i ke j ust  2 or  3 hour s, I  saw Ryan wal k i n.

"Why ar e you her e so l at e at  ni ght ?? I  asked hi m.

?Mi chael ,? he sai d wi t h di sappoi nt ment , ?I t ?s 8 i n t he mor ni ng.? 

He wal ked away, and I  coul d bar el y bel i eve i t .  I  l ooked down at  
my pl at e, whi ch seemed so i nvi si bl e, and al l  t he Jel l o was gone. 

"I  di d i t !? I  scr eamed, t ur ni ng ever yone's heads t owar d my of f i ce 
door .

by Ava Bi egel  



?Hey Mi chael ,? Ji m yel l ed f r om hi s 
desk i nt o Mi chael ?s of f i ce.  ?Can I  
bor r ow a pen??

 ?Sur e Ji mbo,? Mi chael  sai d, 
openi ng hi s desk dr awer  t o f i nd a 
paper  wi t h- ?Sur pr i se Par t y. 
Annex. Now,? wr i t t en on i t .  ?Sor r y 
Ji m,  pen?s goi ng t o have t o wai t ,? 
Mi chael  sai d i mmedi at el y, get t i ng 
up f r om hi s chai r  and r unni ng t o 
t he annex.  Dwi ght  f ol l owed 
i nst ant l y.

 ?Kel l y!  Wher e?s t he sur pr i se 
par t y??  Mi chael  yel l ed when he 
di dn?t  see anyt hi ng.

 ?Yeah Kel l y!  Gi ve i t  up!  
We know t her e?s a par t y goi ng on i n her e!?  Dwi ght  chi med 
i n.  ?You can ei t her  t el l  us now, or  we?l l  f i gur e i t  out  
our sel ves.?

 ?No, Dwi ght .  Kel l y, we?r e not  goi ng t o do t hat ,? Mi chael  
sai d.   Dwi ght  r ol l ed hi s eyes, but  di dn?t  say anyt hi ng.

 ?What  sur pr i se par t y?? Kel l y quest i oned.   Ji m st r ol l ed i n 
as cool  as he coul d.  Mi chael  t ur ned t o Ji m and r eal i zed 
what  was goi ng on.

?Gr eat  pr act i cal  j oke, Ji m,? Mi chael  sai d, unamused.  ?You 
got  me t o go t o t he annex.?

 ?Hey Mi chael , can I  get  t hr ough t o my de-? Toby sai d, 
cut of f .

 ?NO! NO! GOD NO! WHY ARE YOU LI KE THI S?! WHY DO YOU HATE 
YOURSELF?!? Mi chael  scr eamed at  Toby.
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Dr eam

Def er r ed 

Fan Fi ct i on Del et ed Scene by Nor een Heal y

A
rtw

ork by Olga B
razh

nikova



What  happens 
t o a dr eam 

def er r ed?
Does i t  pul l  

you behi nd 
l i ke a 

mount ai n?
Does i t  keep 

comi ng back 
as you t r y  t o 
push i t  away?

Does i t  s t ep 
on you,  and 

scol d you.  
because you 

made i t  f eel -   
unwant ed?

Or ,  does i t  
qui ck l y  

cr awl  away
l i ke an 

ant -
so smal l ,
you don' t  

even 
not i ce i t ?

George Provel

I nspi r ed Poem 
by Ani ka Gupt a

Dr eam

Def er r ed 
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t h e  wi n d o ws
Tr a p p e d  i n
T r e e s ,  b i r d s
Oh  s o  ma n y  t h i n g s  

I  s e e
Re a c h i n g  t o  g o  

o u t
Cl e a r  g l o s s e d  

wi n d o w
Ho l d i n g  me  i n
Sh i n y  g r a s s
So  s t u n n i n g
Ey e s  me s me r i z e d  
b y  t h e  a t t r a c t i o n
He a r t  s wo l l e n
Sma l l  d e v i l i s h  

wi n d o w
No t  l e t t i n g  me  g o
Pu s h i n g  a g a i n s t  

i t  f o r e v e r
To o  h a r d
J u s t  t o o  h a r d
St u c k  i n

TheWi ndow
t i ya pat el

a poem by

A
r t b

y C
on

el ly Jaqu
a



I  wa lked  int o her  house as I  had  many 
t imes bef or e, when Cla r e pulled  me 
suddenly  int o a  cor ner . What  could  be 
going on? I  f ina lly  not iced  t ear s 
st r eaming down my best  f r iend?s f ace, 
and  t hought  of  t he br oken look Cla r e 
was wear ing. I  f e lt  sor r y  t hat  my f r iend  
had  t o bear  t his pa in of  knowing. I  knew 
t hat  I  was about  t o shar e her  bur den. I  
knew what  was coming, and  br aced  
myself  f or  t he bad  news. 

  Not hing could?ve p r epar ed  me f or  what  
came next . Cla r e d r opped  t he bomb, her  
eyes  g lit t er ing and  becoming a ll g lassy , 
like c r yst a l ba lls, t e lling an unknown and  unc lear  f ut ur e. Fr om her  
exp r ession, I  could  t e ll, she had  been keep ing an unr ea l sec r et  f r om a ll her  
f r iends-  a  sec r et  t hat  was about  t o be shar ed  t o t he ent ir e wor ld .  What  
came out  next  no one could  have expec t ed , no c r yst a l ba ll could?ve seen,

  ?Har r ison,? she choked , a  t ear  st r olling down her  cheek, ?I ?m moving t o 
Ca lif or nia .? 

  At  t hat  moment , t ime st opped ; ever y t hing became c loudy.  Only  Cla r e was 
t her e, like a  beacon of  light . I  f e lt  emp t y  wor ds f ly ing a r ound  me, but  none 
coming out . T hought s came t o me in waves, like t sunamis, wave a f t er  wave 
a f t er  wave.  She?s kidd ing, I  t hought .  She has t o be t e lling a  c r ude joke, I  
t hought  desper at ely , t r y ing t o come up  wit h some r eason as t o why  t his 
couldn't  be t r ue, but  I  had  t o accep t  it .

  "When?? I  asked , hop ing f or  t he answer  t o be a  year , a  million miles away. 

  "Tomor r ow."         

  ?WHAT ?? I  sc r eamed , shocked  and  t er r if ied  as t o what  would  come next .  
My  mind  shot  back t o a  t ime when Cla r e and  I  had  f un, and  ever y t hing was 
nor ma l and  good .

  ?You sur e about  t his?? I  asked  my best  f r iend .

  ?Of  cour se I  am,? she r ep lied .

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

  "'CRANK,"' t he met a l har ness sc r eamed  as we pulled  it  down. I  gr ipped  
t he bar  unt il my  knuckles wer e whit e. We wer e about  t o be shot  40 0  f eet  
up .

  ?You r eady?? I  asked .

  ?Yeah,? a  minuscule voice r esponded .  Only  seconds bef or e we wer e f ina lly  
launched , ever y t hing went  past  my per spec t ive like I  was st and ing st ill, and  
t he Ear t h was moving. We wer e on our  way  down when Cla r e and  I  
sc r eamed.

  T hen, t he r ide was over  and  we had  made it  t hr ough t oget her .  ?Okay ,? I  
c r oaked .  My eyes now f ina lly  c lear  of  wat er , I  f ina lly  f ocused  on t he ot her  
peop le in t he r oom-  our  f r iends. At  t hat  moment , I  r ea lized  what  was going 
on. Cla r e was say ing good - bye.  She knew t hat  we would  a ll be sad . She 

TheWi ndow

Moving 
Away
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Wr it t en by
G ar r et t  J ancour t z



I was f r ant ical l y rushing t o f ix up my dress- t ie  it   here, 
sew t he skir t   t here, among ot her  prepar at ions, but  al l  I 
coul d t hink about  was t he bal l .  Oh, how f un woul d it  be!  My 
mice were squeaking and running around, t rying  t o get  every 
par t  and piece per f ect l y.  I was so t hankf ul  f or  t hem; t hey are 
my onl y f r iends in t his house.  I coul d hear  my st ep sist er s 
screaming at  each ot her  downstair s- not hing new.

I kept  dreaming of  t he bal l  and how I coul d have t he 
chance t o dance wit h t he pr ince!  When I f el t  t he t ugging at  
my dress, I l ooked down t o f ind my mice point ing at  t he dress.  
"My dress is beaut i f ul !" I screamed.  I went  on t o t hank al l  my 
mice.  I examined t he dress cl oser.  Sure, it  was no bal l  gown, 
but  it  was spl endid and simpl e.  My hear t  was f ul l  of  joy.  

I hear d t he st omping of  f eet  
coming up t he stair s.  St ep mot her  
wi l l  surel y l et  me go t o t he bal l  
now, I t hought.  "Cinderel l a, I t ol d 
you t o redo my hair !" yel l ed bot h of  
my st ep sist er s.  They st opped dead 
in t heir  t r acks when t hey saw my 
dress.  
"My, oh my, what  do we have here?" 

said my st epmot her  as she joined my 
st ep sist er s.

"My dress f or  t he Royal  Bal l !" I 
said proudl y.

"Are you sure?  It  l ooks more l ike 
r ags sewn t oget her  t han a dress!"  
They al l  cackl ed.
"Oh, I t hink it  is quit e nice," I said 

wit h embar r assment.  A l l  of  a 
sudden t hey al l  star t ed r ipping apar t  my dress; I hear d beads 
fal l ing and cl ot h r ipping.  "No, pl ease don not !"  I was sobbing.

"Cinderel l a shal l  not  go t o t he bal l !"  I hear d 
st epmot her  say as she sl ammed t he door.  There I l aid on t he 
f l oor , weeping, as did my mice.  I was shaken wit h gr ief. 

Connel ly Jaqua
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Cinderella
Fan Fict ionby Maja Dinic
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A poem by Kendal l  Tor r es

Smel l ing t he f r eshl y 
cut  l awn

A whit e l ine 
scr eaming, "in or  

out ?"
Long sil ver  benches 

gl eaming
The net  being wiped 

post  t o post

The sil ver  inst r ument  
r eady t o sing

The zebr a st r iped 
man

Cl inging t o t he panda 
spher e

My st omach l eaves 
my body

Ener gy  r uns acr oss 
t he f iel d

Then...

It 's over
And t he st adium 
cl ear s

Light s ar e out
Gr ass is r ipped f r om 
it s home
Long dir t y benches 
r eady  t o r est
Whit e net s now 
br own 

The sil ver  inst r ument  
now asl eep
The zebr a shir t  
scat t er ed in st ains
But  t he panda spher e 
st il l ...

Wide awake

Soccer



     On t he w ay home
I  see t rees

Blooming, Grow ing, Ful l  of  colors
W hile I  am dul l ,  and 

sad
H appiness is a 

myst ery
t o me, a f irst  t ime t o 

learn about
emot ions, learning 

t o be l ike t he ot hers,
w hen I  can be me, 
only  unhappy  and 

sad.
I  see happiness as I  

am.
W ishing t o obt ain it ,

just  l ike any  ot her 
emot ion.

Yet  I  st il l  f eel  cold,
emot ional ly  cold-

l if e has many 
emot ions,

such as happiness, 
sadness, excit ement -

and t he most  import ant  one t o me is t o be able t o
care, care f or animals, yet  one of  t hese emot ions  is 

obt ainable.
Yet  w hy  am I  so dul l ,  so neut ral  so mot ionless?

Yet  it  must  be changed,  I  must  change.
Change int o somet hing new , become al l  of  t hese

Emot ions.

O
lg

a B
razh

n
ik

o
va

w y at t  zhu 
by  

 "T he One wit h  Ro s s 's  Wed d ing "  
Alt er na t e Per s pec t ive Sc ene 
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EMOTION 



T he s o f t  mu s ic  pla ys  in  t he ba c kg r o u nd  a s  
my f a t her  wa lks  me d o wn t he a is le.  I  kis s  h im 
o n t he c heek a s  we pa r t . As  I  hea d  t o wa r d s  
t he a lt er  wher e Ro s s   s t a nd s , I  ha nd   my 
f lo wer s  t o  my  b r id es ma id  a nd  lo c k ha nd s  wit h  
Ro s s . His  eyes  a r e s pa r kling  a nd  a  c u t e g r in  
s pr ea d s  a c r o s s  h is  f a c e. T h is  is  t he ma n I  a m 
go ing  t o  ma r r y, I  s a y t o  mys elf . T he pr ies t  
c lea r s  h is  t h r o a t  a nd  a s ks  ever yo ne t o  t a ke a  
s ea t . 

"We a r e ga t her ed  her e t o d a y t o  c elebr a t e 
t he lo ve o f  Ro s s  a nd  Emily."

Ro s s  a nd  I  exc ha nge g la nc es ; he s eems  t o  
be s t a r ing  in t o  s pa c e. He lo o ks  like he is  in  a  
d a z e. 

"Emily," s a ys  t he pr ies t .
I  pic k my hea d  u p in  r eply a nd  lo s e eye 

c o nt a c t  wit h  Ro s s , who  s t il l lo o ks  like he is  in  
a  ha z e-  t he s a me lo o k he ha s  when Ra c hel 
wa lks  in t o  a  r o o m.  A wa ve o f  a nger  wa s hes  
o ver  me a s  I  r ea liz e t ha t  s he is  s o mewher e in  
t he c r o wd , bu t  it  go es  a wa y, a lmo s t  a s  f a s t  
a s  it  c a me. 

"Repea t  a f t er  me," he s a ys , "I  Emily." 
"I  Emily," I  r epea t .
"T a ke  t hee Ro s s  t o  be my hu s ba nd , a nd  

lo ve a nd  c a r e f o r  h im u nt il d ea t h  pa r t s  u s ," 
t he pr ies t  s a ys , pic king  h is  hea d  u p f r o m t he 

 "T he One wit h  Ro s s 's  Wed d ing "  
Alt er na t e Per s pec t ive Sc ene 

by K end a ll T o r r es

C o nt inu ed  
o n Pa ge 21
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The Good
ol d days

 I  r epea t  t he line, a nd  t he pr ies t  t u r ns  t o wa r d s  
Ro s s .  A wa ve o f  r elief  f lo ws  o ver  me. Fina lly, a f t er  
a lwa ys  wo r r ying  t ha t  t h is  lo ng  d is t a nc e r ela t io ns h ip 
wo u ld  never  la s t , it  d id . Af t er  t h is , t he pla n  wa s  
s mo o t h  s a iling .  I  will c o nvinc e Ro s s  t o  mo ve t o  
L o nd o n, a nd  lea ve h is  f r iend s  beh ind . T hen it  c a n 
j u s t  be me a nd  h im-  f o r ever .
 "Ro s s , r epea t  a f t er  me," t he pr ies t  s t a t es . "I  Ro s s ."
 Ro s s , wit h  a  d r ea my lo o k o n h is  f a c e, r epea t s , "I  
Ro s s ."
 T he pr ies t  c lea r s  h is  t h r o a t . "T a ke t hee Emily t o  
be my wif e, a nd  lo ve  a nd  c a r e f o r  her  u n t il d ea t h  
pa r t s  u s ." Ro s s  lo o ks  like he r ea liz ing  o ne o f  h is  
b igges t  d r ea ms -  ma r r ying  me o f  c o u r s e. I  c hu c kle 
t o  mys elf . 
 Ro s s  r eplies , "T a ke t hee Ra c hel..." My hea r t  
s ha t t er s  in t o  a  mill io n  piec es .  He r ea liz ed  it  a s  
s o o n a s  it  c a me o u t  o f  h is  mo u t h , bu t  it  wa s  t o o  
la t e. "Emily...Emily..." he s a ys  wit h  a  ner vo u s  la u gh . 
Ra ge r u s hes  t h r o u gh  my b lo o d ,; ho w c o u ld  he s a y 
t he wr o ng  na me o n o u r  wed d ing  d a y? I  f eel 
hu milia t ed  a s  I  meet  eye c o nt a c t  wit h  my pa r ent s . I  
knew t ha t  Ra c hel wo u ld  mes s  it  u p o ne d a y, bu t  I  
d id  no t  t h ink it  wo u ld  be t o d a y! I  knew it !  I  knew it ! 
 "Sho u ld  I  c o nt inu e wit h  t he c er emo ny?" t he pr ies t  
a s ks .
 I ns id e o f  me, I  wa nt ed  no t h ing  mo r e t ha n t o  
hu milia t e h im ba c k. T hr o wing  my s ho e a t  h im c r o s s ed  
my mind , bu t  I  r eplied , "Yes , d o  go  o n."

 "T he One wit h  Ro s s 's  Wed d ing "  

by K end a ll T o r r es

C o nt inu ed  
Fr o m Pa ge 20

Alt er na t e Per s pec t ive 
Sc ene 
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Somet i mes I  r emember .
t he good ol d days.

Havi ng no wor r i es.

Smi l i ng,
l aughi ng.

St ayi ng up.
Sl eepi ng i n.

Goi ng out .

How t he war m weat her
dances

by my ski n,
how ever yt hi ng f al l s  i nt o

pl ace.

I  st i l l  can?t  i magi ne,
anyt hi ng bet t er  t han t hat .

The Good
ol d days

by:

Sophia Vega

Anonymous
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Dot  t he t rees w it h new ly  f ormed 
colors.

Smel l  t he f reshness of  t he new born air.
Feel  t he w ind blow ing past  t he nape of  

people?s necks.
Scat t er  t he t housand rays of  sunl ight  

l ike a sunset .
Sprink le t he blooms of  f low ers.
Touch t he w armness of  t he air.

L ist en t o t he song of  a mock ingbird.

Fl oat   Away
Play  w it h t he spir it ual  grass, w rest l ing 

around your t oes.
Pour  t he condensed w at er droplet s.
Wat ch t he f lut t er of  but t erf l ies.

Splat t er  t he sounds of  echoing cr icket s.
Run in t he f ields of  long grass.

Jump t hrough t he grassland f ul l  of  
bunnies and squirrels.

Pick  t he variet y  of  f low ers-  many 
dif f erent  colors. 

Wat ch as t he beaut if ul  season begins?

How  t o Mak e Spr i ng
By Jul ia H yman

How  t o Mak e Spr i ng
By Jul ia H yman

Photography by Kather ine M cCauley
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Fl oat   Away
a concr et e poem 

by  Maj a
Di ni c
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Th ere on ce was a  pa rk
wi th  n o t rees.
O n ly a  few pieces of m eta l  an d
som e con crete.
Th e ch i l d ren  h ad  pl ayed  an d  
h ad  n ever rea l l y kn own  
wh a t  i t  was l i ke to frol i c u n d er a  
t ree. 

Th e peopl e h ad  pl an ted  severa l  
seed s before th e con crete, 
bu t  i t  a lways en d ed  u p i n  m isery. 
Th e ch i l d ren  wh in ed , 
?O h  wh y won 't  i t  grow?? 
Th e pa ren ts an swered , 
?O h  h on ey, I  d on 't  kn ow.?

The Lucky Spr out
Th e t ree was aged  an d  

sl u m ped  over, reach in g away from  th e 
sta rs.

Th e town  cam e togeth er an d  d ecid ed  
th a t  i t  was t im e.

Th ey kn ew i t  was goin g to h appen ,
th a t  th ei r ol d  fri en d  was goin g to d ie. 
Th ey h ad  a  cerem on y an d  sa id  th ei r 

good byes.
Th ey cri ed  for som e t im e an d  

em braced  on e an oth er. 
Th ey cu t  d own  th e t ree an d  as i t  fel l ,

i ts crash  was n ot  th e on l y n oi se i n  
th e pa rk .

Th e sou n d  of m an y sprou ts sh oot i n g 
u p from  ben ea th  th e con crete 

overpowered  th e sou n d  of th e fa l l en  
t ree.

Th e l eaves th a t  h ad  covered  th e 
grou n d  wh ich  were on ce a  pa rt

of th e fa l l en  t ree,
h ad  con ta in ed  seed s,

wh ich  m u st  h ave sn u ck  th rou gh  th e 
con crete

cau sin g som e n ew t rees to su cceed . 
Th e pa rk  h ad  becom e a  soon - to- be 

forest ,
wi th  a  fa l l en  t ree ri gh t  a t  th e h ea rt .

 Bu t  yea rs l a ter,
Th ose ch i l d ren 's ch i l d ren  wou l d  pl ay 

wi th  joy an d  l au gh ter 
i n  a  pa rk  fi l l ed  of t rees.
W i th  a  wood en  ben ch , 

m ad e from  th e rem a in s of th e fi rst  
sprou ted  t ree.

Pl aced  i n  th e cen ter 
to rem in d  th em  a l l ,

th a t  on e l i t t l e t ree, 
sta rted  i t  a l l . 

I t  was som eth in g, bu t  n ot  n oth in g. 
an d  l au gh ter h ad  fi l l ed  th e a i r-
th i s t ree was th ei r h ero 
Boy, i t  was a  t ree.
Th i s h ad  becom e a  m i racl e, 
for th e ch i l d ren  to see.
Sm i l es h ad  bl oom ed  on  th ei r faces 
Soon  en ou gh  th e t ree h ad  becom e as 
ta l l  a s a  bu i l d i n g,
l i ke th e on e wh ere th e ch i l d ren 's 
m oth ers h ad  worked .
I t  swayed  wi th  el egan ce an d  stood  
wi th  pri d e.
Th i s t ree was d efi n i tel y on e of a  k i n d .
From  i ts powerfu l  roots h ol d in g i t  
st ra igh t ,
a l l  th e way to i ts ri ch  col ored  l eaves 
m ak in g i t  vi bran t . 
Th e ch i l d ren  swu n g from  i ts bran ch es 
an d
h u gged  i ts t ru n k  wi th  grea t  d esi re;
th i s pa rk  was n ow ad m i red .
Bu t  th e ch i l d ren  grew u p

By:  Kel l y Hanr at t y

Background Ar t by Ol ivia Giordano
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Out  of    
"Josie gir l ,  you are one of  a k ind!"

Cook ie w as so exit ed.  H is round, sof t  eyes w ere f iled w it h cheer;  his 
l ips w ere curved t o shape his usual  smile, t he smile I  couldn't  mat ch.  H e 

clut ched t he car 's w heel  w it h conf idence, t o show  his excit ement .  I t  
made me hurt .  I t  f el t  l ike my insides w ere break ing int o pieces t hat  

could no longer be put  back  t oget her.
I  sucked in some air and t hrew  on somew hat  of  a smile.  I  t r ied t o 

speak , but  not hing came out .  I  t urned aw ay f rom him and looked out  of  
t he w indow .  I t  w as del icat e.  I  f ocused on t he w indow , and how  

similar w e could be-  st rong enough t o hold in place, but  so w eak , w e 
could break  w it h a t ouch.

I  st ared out  t he w indow  and w at ched my old l if e f ade aw ay. T he 
set t ing st art ed t o change and my mind st art ed t o f loat  aw ay.   T ime 
st art ed t o pass, very  slow ly .  My eyes f lut t ered as I  f ought  t o keep 

t hem open.  T he movement  of  t he car rocked me l ike a baby .  I  w at ched 
t he sun set  unt il  I  could no longer f ight  t o keep my eyes open;  I  f el l  

asleep.
"Good mornin'! "  I  t urned my head t o see Cook ie w it h a bright  

smile.  H is eyes w ere t ired and his f ace show ed pain, but  he w as st il l  
smil ing.

"Morning," I  said w hile t ry ing t o ret urn t he smile.  I  rubbed my 
eyes and quick ly  t urned t o t he w indow .  To my rel ief ,  t here w as 

somet hing int erest ing t o look  at .  T he sun w as just  r ising up f rom under 
t he Eart h.  I t  w as almost  as if  t he sky  w as on f ire.  I t  w as l ike a 

w ildf ire in a f orest ,  dest roy ing al l  l if e.
We w ere now  in a dif f erent  cit y .  Al l  dif f erent  k inds of  people w ere 

roaming t he st reet s.  I  could see children laughing and running t oget her, 
w hile t heir mot hers chased af t er t hem.  Men w ere sel l ing f ruit s, shoes, 

and every t hing else in t heir l it t le shops.  I  t ired t o imagine having such a 
l if e.

"T his is a nice l it t le t ow n, ain't  it ?"  Cook ie looked at  me.  I  t urned 
and shook  my head in agreement , t hen looked back  at  t he w indow .  I  

put  my head int o my arms and my mind st art ed t o w ander.
I  am st il l  t he same person.  I  am st il l  t he gir l  w it h a cr iminal  as a 

mom;  I  am st il l  t he gir l  w ho w as named af t er a cr iminal .  I  am st il l  t he 
gir l  w ho t el ls l ies inst ead of  t he t rut h.  I  am st il l  Josie Moraine.  I  

pul led my f ace up f rom my arms.  My f ace w as hot  and I  couldn't  hold 
it  in any  longer.  I  single t ear f el l  f rom my eyes.  I  t r ied t o w ipe it  

aw ay bef ore Cook ie saw , but  every t hing st art ed t o come out .  
"Josie, w hat 's w rong?  W hy you cry in'?"  I  had t o t el l  him.  I  t ook  

a deep breat h and f aced him.  H is f ace changed, his eyes f ocused on me, 
and I  f el t  his smile f ade.

"Cook ie," every t hing st art ed t o f al l  of f  my shoulders.  T he w ords 
seemed t o f ly  out  of  me, l ike a bird f ree f rom it 's cage.  I  t old him 

every t hing.  I  w as sorry .

Fan Fict ion
 BY Kel l y  Hanr at t yThe Easy

backgr ound ar t  by  Mel ina col onias
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Thank you so 
much t o everyone 
who suppor t ed and cont r ibut ed t o 
t his year 's magazine!  Also, t hanks t o 
Mrs. Tiscia f or  helping wit h ar t  
select ions, and Veronica Arauj o f or  
scout ing ar t  pieces.  

A special t hank you t o Kelly 
Hanrat t y, whose out st anding poem 
"The Lucky Sprout ," f ound on page 
25, was recognized as t he 8t h grade 
First  Place winner  of  t he "Young 
Wr it ers of  Union Count y" Arbor  Day Poet ry Cont est .  

Dear  Readers,

Best ,
    Miss Onore

Thank
You!

Have a great  summer !

H aley M otz

This year , I  was suppor t ed by an amazing st udent  st af f  of  
8t h grade st udent s, pict ured below: Ava Biegel, Devon Boreale, 
Georgia Chrysant hopoulos, Abby Galm, Noreen Healy, Char lie 
Oliveira, and Kendall Tor res.  These st udent s helped allow our  
vision f or  t he lit erary magazine t o come t o lif e,  f rom select ing, 
edit ing and revising, designing, and publishing.

 Last ly, t hank you t o Mr . 
Whit aker  and Mrs. Richards 
f or  making our  vision 
possible, and a very special 
t hanks t o Dr . Lubarsky, 
whose cont inued suppor t  
and guidance has been 
inst rument al in Folio's 
creat ive development !    
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