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Flower   
  

by   Emily   Mendes   
  

  I   am   a   flower   
Delicate   and   pretty   
Dainty   and   elegant.   

I   stand   tall;   I’m   bright.   
However,   if   I   am   picked   on,   

I   tend   to   droop.  
I   need   to   cry   in   order   to   grow.   
I   am   fragile   and   weak,   at   times,   

But   when   the   sun   shines,   I   grow   from   what   I’ve   learned.   
You   can’t   trust   anyone.   

All   you   can   do   is   stand   tall   and   dance   in   the   wind.   
My   petals   may   fall   but   that   won’t   kill   me.   

I   may   have   thorns,   but   it’s   to   protect   myself.   
You   can’t   trust   anyone   but   yourself.     

  

  
Art   by   Jazira   Faines   

5   



  

  

Photograph   by   Christine   Ahmad   
  

6   



  

  

Conquer   
  

by   Olivia   Leigh   
  

It   tries   to   control   her,   but   she   won’t   back   down.   

Hearing   its   heart-wrenching   name   no   longer   brings   her   fear.   

Growing   sicker   and   sicker,   it   wants   to   break   her.   

Yet,   she   is   so   strong,   she   knows   she   will   conquer.   

  

It   tries   to   hurt   her,   but   she   won't   back   down.   

As   her   body   gets   weaker,   her   soul   grows   stronger.   

Every   obstacle   tries   knocking   her   down.   

Yet,   she   knows   beating   it   won’t   take   much   longer.   

  

It   tried   killing   her,   but   she   didn’t   back   down.   

She   is   now   stronger   on   the   outside   and   within.   

She   is   now   smiling,   her   eyes   full   of   cheer   

Because   she   is   now   free   and   didn’t   let   the   cancer   win.   

  

  

7   



  

  

  

Art   by   Kassondra   Van   Houten   
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Answers   
  

by   Olivia   Miller   
  

I   don’t   have   the   answers   
I   can’t   tell   you   how   many   stars   are   in   the   sky   
I   can’t   tell   you   how   tall   the   Empire   State   Building   is   in   inches   high   
I   don’t   know   why   I’m   failing   math   
All   I   know   is   that   I’m   trying   to   pass   
Ask   me   why   I   got   a   ticket   while   I   was   out   on   a   drive   
I   don’t   know   why   
I   wish   I   knew   
I   really   do   
Maybe   one   day   I’ll   have   the   answers   
And   maybe   I’ll   finally   know   why   
But   for   now,   all   I   can   tell   you   is   
No,   I   don’t   know   why   
  

  

Photograph   by   Grace   Matullo   
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Pixels   
  

by   Jocelyn   Reynolds   
  

My   shoulders   slouch   and   my   head   hangs   low,   
Fingers   endlessly   rapping.   

My   brain   deteriorates   as   precisely   1,049,088   pixels   
On   my   low-resolution   Chromebook   

Stare   back   at   me,   red,   green,   and   blue.   
Red   as   my   eyes   burn,   a   numb   surge   of   blurry   vision,   
Green   as   the   leaves   on   branches   I   don’t   get   to   climb,  
Blue,   the   raging   tsunami   ripping   through   my   mind   

That   swallows   and   engulfs   me   
Until   I   just   can’t   feel   anymore.   

  
Yet   each   day,   the   night   rolls   in   as   the   waves   do,   

Swallows   me   in   a   darker   shade   of   sadness   
As   tears   stain   my   blotched   sleeping   face.   

I   blink,   and   I   am   back   again.   
But   the   sun   does   not   greet   me.   
My   new   shoes   do   not   greet   me.   

A   warm   breakfast   and   packed   backpack   do   not   greet   me,   
But   those   wretched   pixels   do.   

They   always   find   their   way   back   to   me.   
  

I   stare   at   a   teacher   that   is   not   really   there,   
But   a   bundle   of   pixels   that   speaks   to   black   squares,   

A   person   on   the   other   side,   so   close,   yet   so   far.   
I   wonder   if   they   feel   as   lonely   as   I   do.   

For   they,   too,   see   millions   of   pixels   each   day,   
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And   I   ponder   for   a   few   moments,   
When   I   shut   off   my   computer   screen,   

Does   a   part   of   them   shut   off,   too?   
How   I   wish   to   see   them,   to    really    see   them   

To   tell   them   I   am   here,   I   am   here!   
But,   they   do   not   hear   me.   

I’m   on   the   other   side,   and   I   don’t   know   how   to   get   back.   
Things   were   never   supposed   to   be   this   way.   

  
Such   a   newfound   sense   of   false   hope   

As   1,049,088   pixels   can   create   endless   colors   
Bolder   than   a   thousand   auburn   fires,   
Deeper   than   the   rainforests   of   jade,   

Flashier   than   pools   of   azure.   
It   is   satisfying   for   but   an   hour   or   two   

Until   I   remember   the   simplicity   of   real   fire,   
Real   grass,   real   oceans.   

And,   I   realize   that   
Accompanied   by   these   1,049,088   pixels,   

I   have   never   felt   so   alone.   
  

  
Photograph   by   Amanda   Gould   
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A   Need   for   Self-Love   
  

by   Natalia   Ibarra   
  

Succeeding   is   very   important   to   self-love.   Whenever   people   fail,   they   

usually   beat   themselves   up   about   it.   When   you   succeed,   you   feel   good.   

Therefore,   triumph   is   a   must   for   self-love.   Triumph   motivates   people   to   put   in   

all   their   effort   because   they   have   something   to   work   for   and   look   forward   to.   In   

conclusion,   triumph   is   a   need   for   self-love   and,   overall,   to   just   achieve   goals.   

Without   triumph,   most   people   would   have   given   up   by   now.   

  

  
  

Photograph   by   Erika   Ehrenberg   
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Photograph   by   Fiona   Healy   
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Isolation   
  

by   Olivia   Miller   
  

Isolation   is   that   feeling   we   get   when   we   feel   utterly   alone   as   if   there   is   no   

one   there   to   help   us.   It’s   that   feeling   of   being   alone   in   a   room   with   a   locked   door   

and   no   way   out.   It’s   that   feeling   of   being   alone   in   a   cabin   in   the   woods   where   

there   are   no   people   for   miles   and   miles.   It’s   that   feeling   of   being   stuck   in   your   

room   on   a   Friday   night   instead   of   going   out   with   your   friends.   In   short,   isolation   

is   a   dreadful   feeling.   So,   the   question   is,   how   can   we   not   feel   so   isolated?   The   

answer   is   clear,   to   focus   on   the   things   around   you.   Focus   on   the   big   things,   

focus   on   the   little   things,   focus   on   things   you   may   not   have   focused   on   before.   

For   instance,   perhaps   you   can   watch   the   way   the   sun   rises   and   sets.   Perhaps,   you   

can   watch   the   way   the   snow   falls,   the   way   the   leaves   rustle   in   the   wind,   the   way   

the   rain   falls.   Perhaps,   you   can   expose   yourself   to   new   recipes   and   the   scents   and   

tastes,   which   accompany   them.   Perhaps,   you   can   focus   on   a   book   not   only   by   

reading   the   words   in   it   but   by   appreciating   the   smell   of   the   pages,   the   sound   of   a   

page   as   it   turns,   and   running   your   finger   down   the   spine.   In   this   world,   it   is   so   

very   easy   to   feel   isolated   from   both   friends   and   family,   but   by   focusing   on   and   

appreciating   everything   around   you,   the   world   can   feel   like   a   much   better   place   

to   live.   

  

Art   by   Katelyn   Bears   
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Perspective   
  

by   Alexandra   Reasoner   
  

Triumph   can   be   called   by   many   different   names,   be   described   in   
many   different   ways,   and   be   interpreted   as   many   different   things.   I   choose   
to   look   at   it   as   the   idea   of   reigning   victorious   in   a   feat   against   oneself   or   
another.   One   side   wins,   and   the   other   loses.   Although,   losing   is   also   a   form   
of   winning;   it   is   the   chance   to   try   again   and   improve   oneself.   To   have   the   
other   side   feel   as   if   they   have   won   and   not   think   to   get   stronger   for   when   
their   foe   gets   back   up   to   face   them,   again.   Not   everything   is   one   and   done,   
after   all.   Diseases   mutate,   animals   evolve,   plans   are   reworked,   and   humans   
subsist.   Desire   is   a   driving   force,   and   victory   is   not   just   black-and-white.   
Life   is   a   game   of   chess   where   all   the   pieces   are   grey   at   first,   but   the   colors   
shift   depending   on   how   one   views   it.   The   opponent   is   only   clear   when   the   
first   moves   are   made,   and   those   moves   help   to   decide   your   outcome.   How   
the   moves   are   made   is   up   to   the   player,   and   whether   the   outcome   is   
desirable   or   not   may   change   over   time-   the   prize   is   not   clear   until   the   end,   
but   its   value   remains   the   same.   This   may   sound   grim   or   maybe   thrilling.   It   
may   be   viewed   as   neither   or   can   be   seen   from   both   sides.     

Perspective   is   there   to   decide   how   things   are   seen   and   can   be   
manipulated   if   one   is   empathetic   enough   to   set   aside   one’s   own   views   and   
look   through   the   lens   of   another’s.   It   is   not   always   the   fault   of   the   viewer   if   
they   cannot,   though;   some   people’s   brains   cannot   fully   do   so.   They   may   not   
have   a   fully   developed   theory   of   mind.   Others,   however,   just   may   not   care.   
For   example,   a   narcissist   can   see   from   others’   points   of   view,   but   they   just   
don’t   care.   It   is   not   their   fault,   either,   because   it   is   just   the   way   their   brain   
works.   Nothing   can   really   change   that,   other   than   a   shift   in   brain   chemistry,   
years   of   therapy,   or   something   dramatic   like   brain   damage.   Either   way,   
nobody’s   view   of   the   world   is   “wrong,”   per   se,   some   are   just   more   
damaging   to   other   people   around   them.   It   is   just   how   far   one   is   willing   to   
go   to   win   the   game.   
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Art   by   Julia   Zonca   
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Face   Full   of   Regret   
  

by   Olivia   Miller   
  

Look   at   that   face   and   what   do   you   see?   
That   smile   
Hair   that   I’d   like   to   run   my   hands   through   
The   thought,   “Let’s   walk   one   more   mile”   
I   wonder   if   he’s   thinking   the   same   thing,   too   

  
Look   at   his   face   now,   what   do   you   see?   
That   night   the   stars   shone   too   bright   
The   air   that   was   so   cool   
That   very   night   you   tried   to   put   up   a   fight   
What   a   fool   
  

  
Art   by   Katelyn   McDade   
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An   Interview   
  

by   Yoshi   Grasso  
  

I   got   to   catch   up   with   Zakk   Autrey   of   the   Nashville   pop   duo,   New   Love.   New   
Love   has   three   singles   released   titled,   “Want   Your   Kiss,”   “After   Midnight”   and   
“Valentine   Blues.”   You   can   listen   to   their   music   on   Spotify,   Apple   Music,   Google   Play,   
and   most   other   music   streaming   applications.   
  

Hi,   Zakk!   How   are   you?   I   know   things   have   been   pretty   weird   for   a   while   now.   
How   has   quarantine   been   treating   you?   Has   it   been   driving   you   to   write   more   
music?   
  

- How   am   I...   I’m   honestly   doing   really   well,   just   counting   my   blessings   every   day.   
I   will   say,   I   have   been   extremely   productive   during   my   time   in   quarantine   and   
that’s   just   another   thing   I’m   grateful   for.   I   try   to   find   inspiration   in   everything,   
it’s   thankfully   been   paying   off   even   in   the   confines   of   my   home.   

  
Was   there   ever   a   moment   in   your   life   where   it   was   like   a   switch   flipped   and   at   
that   moment   you   knew,   “I’m   going   to   pursue   music”?   
  

- Absolutely.   My   aunt,   whom   I   lived   with   from   age   3   until   my   early   20s,   used   to   
work   at   an   Opry   every   weekend-   it   was   there   I   would   watch   different   acts   come   
through   and   perform...   one,   in   particular,   was   a   younger   kid,   pianist,   and   he   did   
a   cover   of   Jerry   Lee   Lewis.   There   was   a   moment   where   the   crowd   was   going   
insane   for   him,   and   something   in   it   triggered   a   wave   of   emotion   that   made   me   
want   to   earn   that   feeling   from   my   own   performance...   Thus,   the   first   spark   that   
led   us   here.  

  
So,   how   does   it   feel   knowing   your   music   has   impacted   so   many   people?   

  
- There’s   truly   no   better   feeling-   it’s   extremely   humbling.   To   know   I   put   so   much   

into   something   and,   in   turn,   it   did   so   much   for   someone   else...   I’m   honored.   
You   always   hope   for   that,   but   it’s   never   guaranteed!   So,   yeah.   I’m   just   grateful   
and   it   gives   me   even   more   confidence   for   what’s   next.   
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Doing   music   for   as   many   years   as   you've   been   doing   it,   are   there   any   things   
that   have   stood   out   about   yourself   that   maybe   you   didn't   notice   or   things   
you've   learned   about   yourself   in   that   time?   

  
- Every   day,   Every   song,   Every   session.   I’ve   received   a   lot   of   closure   that   I   don’t   

think   I’d   have   had   without   some   of   these   songs,   which   is   extremely   liberating.   
  

For   my   last   question,   I'm   wondering   if   you   have   any   advice   for   smaller   artists   
or   people   that   really   want   to   get   into   the   music   industry?   

  
- Well,   it’s   hard   to   tell   what   the   industry   is   going   to   look   like   after   this...   but,   my   

advice   for   anyone   starting   right   now   is   that-   just   start   right   now.   The   internet   is   
such   a   valuable   resource   to   learn   whatever   it   is   you   want   to   learn.   Find   what   
excites   you.   Find   your   inspiration.   Be   honest   with   yourself.   Take   chances.   Don’t   
care   what   other   people   think   about   you   or   your   decisions   if   things   feel   right   to   
you...   JUST   DO   WHAT   MAKES   YOU   HAPPY!   

  

  
Photograph   by   Hailey   Orecchio   
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Void   
  

by   Katelyn   McDade   
  

Dear   midnight   faucet   drip,   
empty   notebook   page,   
phone   call   straight   to   voicemail,   
  

I   am   a   body,   which     
you   do   not   want   to   haunt.   
  

Dear   half-melted   candle,   
TV   dinner,   
night   wind   against   the   windowpane,   
  

I   am   a   vacuum   of   space   that   
light   does   not   reach.   
  

I   am   the   final   image   of   a   dying   star.   
  

I   am   simply   an   ancient   relic   of   what   
has   long   since   been   dead.   
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Photograph   by   Abigail   Gormley   
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Henry,   The   Dragon   
  

by   Jack   Martin   
  

Once   upon   a   time   in   a   kingdom   long   ago,   there   lived   a   dragon   named   
Henry.   The   beautiful   dragon   had   royal   blue   scales   and   light,   baby   blue   
wings.   There   were   spots   along   Henry’s   back   that   flowed,   stretching   to   the   
end   of   his   tail.     

Henry   loved   to   play   games   and   fly   around   the   kingdom.   One   day,   
Henry   decided   to   fly   outside   of   the   kingdom.   Joy   and   the   rush   of   freedom   
filled   his   body.   He   began   to   fly   in   circles   around   the   kingdom   until   he   
noticed   something   shining   in   the   distance.   The   curious   dragon   rushed  
towards   the   light,   but   it   only   seemed   to   grow   farther   away.   

The   little   dragon   filled   with   panic.   “How   will   I   ever   get   home?   I’m   
lost   and   all   alone!”   

Henry   remembered   that   there   was   a   large   village   above   the   clouds.   
He   took   off,   flying   upwards   as   fast   as   he   could.   The   city   grew   into   his   sight,   
but   his   little   wings   couldn’t   take   him   any   higher   and   he   started   to   fall.   
Destined   to   make   it   back   home,   Henry   tried   again   with   a   running   start.   
This   time,   Henry’s   wings   carried   him   to   the   edge   of   the   city   and   he   was   
able   to   stumble   his   way   in.     

The   villagers   screamed   in   fear,   for   they   had   never   seen   a   little   dragon   
before.   Henry   was   a   nice   dragon,   and   he   grew   confused   and   sad   because   he   
didn’t   mean   to   harm   anyone.   He   asked,   “Do   any   of   you   know   where   the   
kingdom   is?   I’m   lost   and   I   can’t   find   my   way   home.”   He   got   no   response.   

The   villagers   quivered   in   fear   and   sat   quietly   until   a   farmer   asked   why   
everyone   was   scared.   A   little   boy   explained   that   the   dragon   was   different   
than   they   had   seen   before.   The   farmer   wasn’t   scared   though,   and   he   walked   
up   towards   Henry.   “The   kingdom   is   that   way,”   he   said,   pointing   to   the   east.     

The   dragon   thanked   him   and   went   on   his   way.   When   Henry   made   it   
back   to   the   kingdom,   he   was   filled   with   happiness.   Months   later,   he   grew   
the   courage   to   fly   back   to   the   village.   This   time,   they   all   loved   him   and   
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welcomed   him   in.   The   villagers   apologized   for   not   understanding   and   
asked   him   to   come   again.   

Henry   the   little   blue   dragon   made   his   way   back   home   and   gained   
some   new   friends.   And   for   the   rest   of   his   life,   he   flew   to   the   village   every   
week   to   visit   his   friends.      
  
  
  

  
Art   by   Andrew   Carlson   
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A   Continuation   of   Joyce   McDonald’s    Swallowing   Stones   
  

by   Alexandra   Reasoner   
  

Jenna   was   mulling   over   the   logistics   of   a   particular   equation   when   
something   caught   her   eye-   Michael   was   resting   on   the   steps   once   again.   She   
wasn’t   sure   whether   she   wanted   to   interact   with   him   or   not,   but   his   gloomy   
demeanor   seemed   to   resonate   with   something   inside   her,   intriguing   her   
further.   He   sat   the   same   way   he   had   always   sat   when   she   saw   him;   his   head   
was   bowing   to   the   railing   across   from   him,   his   forehead   resting   on   the   
knees   he’d   drawn   to   his   chest,   all   held   together   by   his   bare   arms   as   if   they   
were   a   ribbon   tied   around   a   damp,   pathetic   package   left   out   in   the   rain.   
Jenna   had   made   her   way   to   the   bottom   of   the   church   steps   and   took   a   
moment   to   reassure   herself.   She   had   talked   to   him   in   the   past,   so   why   
should   this   be   different?   After   approaching   him   slowly,   she   took   a   deep   
breath.   “Michael?”   Jenna   watched   as   he   looked   up   at   her-   she   watched   his   
eyes   as   a   mix   of   surprise   and   bewilderment   flashed   through   them,   before  
being   replaced   with   pure   anxiety.   The   color   had   drained   from   his   skin,   
leaving   it   blanched   and   stippled   with   goosebumps.   Jenna   was   visibly   
confused-   had   she   startled   him   that   much?     

“Are   you   okay?-”   She   asked   in   a   low,   quiet   tone.     
“Fine,”   he   said,   cutting   her   off.   
“I   didn’t   mean   to   frighten   you.   I   just   wanted   to   talk.”   
“What   about?”   
“I’ve   been   seeing   you   sitting   out   here   pretty   often.   I   wanted   to   make     

sure   you   were   okay.   I   figured   that   maybe   I   had   upset   you   the   other   day   
when   I   asked   you   about   my   friend.   I   wasn’t   trying   to   be   insensitive   or   
anything.   Yours   and   Darcy’s   breakup   is   still   pretty   fresh   and   all-”  

“It’s   okay.   You   didn’t   do   anything   wrong.”   Michael   shifted,   seemingly   
more   comfortable   than   before.   

“Either   way,   I   know   what   it’s   like   to   lose   someone.   I’m   sure   you   
already   know   about   my   dad.   The   whole   town   knows,   after   all.   I   don’t   want   
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to   make   this   about   me,   but   losing   someone   close   to   you   hurts.   He’s   gone,   
and   I   know   that,   but   my   brain   can’t   seem   to   register   it.   Maybe   it’s   because   
they   haven’t   found   the   killer   yet,   but   I   doubt   it.   I’ve   had   a   lot   of   time   to   
think,   and   I’m   sure   whoever   shot   him   is   going   through   a   lot   as   well,   
y’know?”   

Jenna   looked   over   at   Michael   and   could   see   that   he   was   
uncomfortable.   For   a   moment,   she   thought   she   saw   tears   in   his   eyes.     

“Jenna?”   
“Yeah?”   
“That   day-   the   day   that   your   father   was   shot-   that   was   my   17th     

birthday.   That   was   the   day   when   I   turned   old   enough   to   be   able   to   drive.   
That   day,   seventeen   years   ago,   I   was   lucky   enough   to   be   born   as   a   healthy   
addition   to   a   loving   family.   I   was   free   to   be   a   child,   to   grow   up   with   a   warm   
bed   and   food,   and   to   be   happy.   But   on   the   day   that   I   had   gained   the   chance   
to   be   truly   free,   you   and   your   mom   lost   the   freedom   to   live   a   happy   life   as   a   
family,   and   I   lost   my   future.   That   day,   Joe   lost   the   only   thing   keeping   him   
from   losing   his   mind,   as   well   as   his   last   shred   of   credibility.   Darcy   lost   the   
guy   she   fell   in   love   with.   My   family   lost   their   oldest   son.   The   police   lost   
time   and   money   they   could   have   used   on   something   else.   Because,   Jenna,   
two   people   died   that   day.   Your   father,   and   my   old   self.   It   was   me   who   fired   
that   shot,   Jenna-   I   stole   your   dad   from   you-”   

Jenna   sat   in   shock   at   what   she   had   just   heard.   While   her   brain   was   
trying   to   process   this   new   information,   she   took   the   opportunity   to   study   
Michael.   His   face   was   a   bright   red,   and   she   saw   that   his   watery   eyes   were   
filled   with   regret.   Her   own   eyes   stung   with   tears,   and   her   body   was   numb   
with   a   cold   sensation.   It   seemed   to   have   finally   hit   her-   her   dad   was   gone,   
and   Michael   was   struggling   with   the   fact   that   he   took   him   from   her.   
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Art   by   Madison   Chymiy   
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Victory   
  

by   Christine   Ahmad   
  

Audrey’s   thoughts   swirled   around   her   all   day.   She   was   shaking   just   thinking   
about   the   last   game   of   the   season.   This   was   the   championship   basketball   game.   She   
didn’t   play   a   lot   but   one   of   her   teammates   was   injured,   so   she   might   get   the   chance   to   
go   in   against   one   of   the   hardest   teams   her   team   has   ever   played.   

The   time   had   come,   and   the   game   started.   Audrey’s   hopes   about   going   in   left   
her   after   most   of   the   fourth   quarter   had   passed   and   she   still   hadn’t   gone   in.   There   was   
a   minute   left   when   one   of   her   teammates   on   the   court   had   gotten   injured.   The   coach   
called   Audrey   and   put   her   in.   After   stealing   the   ball   from   the   other   team,   Audrey’s   
heart   was   racing   as   she   sped   down   the   court   towards   her   basket.   There   were   ten   
seconds   left,   and   her   team   was   down   by   only   one   point.   The   crowd   was   screaming   
with   seconds   ticking   down.   There   was   no   going   back,   so   she   shot   the   ball.   It   swirled   
around   and   around.   The   buzzer   went   off   as   the   ball   finally   went   through   the   net.   
Victory   was   hers,   and   that   meant   she   had   just   won   the   championship   for   her   team.  
This   had   been   her   greatest   triumph,   yet.   Seeing   everyone’s   faces   with   their   broad   
smiles   indicating   she   did   it.   
  

  
Art   by   Katelyn   McDade   
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Photograph   by   Olivia   Leigh   
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An   Old   Friend   
  

by   Olivia   Miller   
  

Years   ago,   I   had   a   friend   
When   times   were   tough,   she’d   help   my   heart   mend   

She   was   there   for   me   night   and   day   
Not   once   did   I   wonder,   “How   long   will   she   stay?”   

After   a   while,   though,   she   started   to   go   
I   resented   her   for   years   and   years     

With   no   one   to   help   me   with   my   tears     
And   fears   

Until   a   few   days   ago   
I   met   an   old   friend   

  

  
  

Photograph   by   Erika   Ehrenberg   
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You   
  

by   Allison   Iliff   
  

Everyone   feels   triumph   at   least   once   in   their   life   when   they   get   

first   place   in   the   competition   they   worked   so   hard   for,   when   they   get   

the   role   they've   worked   so   hard   for,   when   they   get   accepted   into   their   

dream   school.   I   am   fortunate.   I   do   not   have   to   achieve   great   things   to   

get   that   almost   euphoric   feeling.   No.   I   get   the   feeling   of   triumph   every   

time   I   look   at   you.   When   I   see   you   smile   at   an   idiotic   joke   I   made,   or   

when   I   completely   burn   the   food   I   made   for   us,   but   you   eat   it   anyway   

out   of   kindness.   I   feel   triumph   when   you   look   into   my   eyes   as   if   they   

are   the   brightest   stars   in   the   sky.   My   greatest   feeling   of   triumph   comes   

from   when   you   grab   me   by   the   hand,   stare   into   my   soul,   and   tell   me   

you   love   me.   I   hear   your   words   as   if   they   are   a   beautiful   melody,   and   I   

am   a   bard.   I   do   not   need   some   grand   accomplishment   to   feel   triumph;   

I   feel   it   every   day   because   someone   as   spectacular   and   ethereal   as   you,   

chooses   to   love   me,   and   me   alone.   
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Art   by   Julia   Florio   
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Who   Knew?   
  

by   Olivia   Miller   
  

I   step   into   a   dark   and   gray   day   
Full   of   bleak   people   

Including   me   
I   get   through   the   day   asking   

Why   must   everything   be   so   gray?   
As   I   turn   to   leave   

I   see   you   in   my   view   
Then   suddenly   it   hits   me   

Who   knew?   
  

  
Photograph   by   Olivia   Leigh   
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Photograph   by   Fiona   Healy   
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Be   Proud   
  

by   Darla   Garcia   
  

If   you   work   hard   for   what   you   want,   the   feeling   of   triumph   will   be   

stronger.   You   will   feel   more   accomplished,   successful,   and   you   will   also   feel   

proud   of   yourself.   Being   proud   of   yourself   is   something   to   look   forward   to   

because   the   feeling   is   unexplainable.   Although   what   you   want   may   be   hard   

to   achieve,   you   must   work   hard   for   it.   Not   only   will   you   make   yourself   

proud,   but   others   will   be   proud   of   you,   too.   You   will   show   them   that   if   you   

work   hard,   then   you   can   do   anything   you   set   your   mind   to.   So,   go   do   that   

thing   you   must   do   to   achieve   what   you   want,   even   if   you   feel   like   it   is   too   

hard.   As   long   as   you   set   your   heart   and   mind   to   it,   you   can   do   anything   you   

desire   to.   Believe   in   yourself   and   work   hard   to   achieve   what   you   want   

because,   in   the   end,   it   will   all   be   worth   it   when   you   feel   that   feeling   of   

triumph.     

  

  
Art   by   Jazira   Faines   
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Courage   
  

by   Thomas   Dunlap  
  

It's   called   courage.     
You   can   overcome   an   obstacle   to   make   a   path   for   others     

and   take   weight   off   of   their   shoulders,     
even   if   that   means   you   get   injured     

in   the   process   of   persistence.     
  

  

  
  

Art   by   Julia   Florio   
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What   Lurks   in   the   Forest   
  

by   Jacob   Qarmout   
  

My   heart   pounded.   Sweat   dripped   off   my   forehead.   I   used   my   arm   to   wipe   it   

off.   It   was   rather   dark   considering   it   was   a   winter’s   day   at   four   in   the   afternoon,   and   

the   dreary   fog   wasn’t   helping   to   brighten   it   up.     

A   raindrop   hit   my   head   and   began   dripping   down   my   face   and   onto   my   neck .    I   

suppose   the   forecast   was   right.   When   I   watched   the    weather   report   this   morning,   the   

anchor   presented   the   forecast   for   around   4:30   PM.   A   storm   would   hit   our   village.    As   

predicted,   the   rain   became   heavier,   making   it   hard   to   work   out   where   I   was   going.   

However,   that   wasn't   a   difficulty   as   I   knew   the   woods   like   the   back   of   my   hand   and   

everything   that   surrounds   it   and   lives   in   her.   My   parents   moved   into   the   agricultural,   

picturesque   village   for   work   purposes   when   I   was   four   months   old.   Because   of   their   

work   commitments,   and   the   indisputable   fact   that   I   haven't   any   siblings,   I   had   to   

amuse   myself   somehow.   Eventually,   when   I   was   old   enough   to   care   for   myself,   I   

started   to   venture   within   the   woods,   going   further   into   the   woods   daily.   Now   that   I   

am   13,   I   was   able   to   build   a   playhouse   high   in   one   of   the   tallest   trees   and   spend   most   

of   my   time   up   there   exploring   the   forest.   

Hearing   a   rustling   noise   coming   from   the   bushes   beside   me,   I   slowed   my   pace   

down   until   I   came   to   a   stop.   I   caught   a   glimpse   of   something   strange.   It   was    a   fiery,   

red   eye   and   the   look   of   red   hair,   the   type   that   belongs   to   humans.   Confused   and   

scared,   I   assured   myself   it   absolutely   was   just   a   fox   and   that   I   had   imagined   the   one   
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red   eye,   which   possibly   belonged   to   an   animal.   While   I   knew   it   absolutely   was   still   

within   the   bush,   I   could   not   muster   enough   courage   to   travel   and   have   a   glance   at   it.   I   

just   left   it   and   began   running   within   the   direction   of   my   house.   My   pace   was   slightly   

quicker   than   it   was   before   I   ended.   Within   the   rear   of   my   mind,   I   still   imagined   that.   I   

could   hear   the   rustling   of   bushes   and   breaking   sticks,   but   similar   to   before,   I   didn't   

overthink   it   and   convinced   myself   I   used   to   be   imagining   things.   Soon,   the   rain   was   so   

torrential   that   I   could   not   hear   my   feet   pounding   on   the   ground   or   how   loud   I   used   to   

be   breathing.   I   wasn't   ready   to   know   whether   or   not   I   was   being   followed   by   some   

type   of   creature.     

Opening   the   exterior   door   to   my   house,   I   used   to   be   welcomed   by   the   heat   of   

the   fire,   which   was   roaring   and   glistening   within   the   dark.   However,   I   was   not   

overcome   with   that   warm   feeling.   Once   I   closed   the   door,   I   made   sure   I   had   locked   it   

and   put   the   chain   on.   After   I   had   locked   the   door,   I   ran   upstairs   and   got   into   the   

shower.   After   I   got   out,   I   noticed   that   the   window   seemed   like   someone   had   tried   to   

enter   through   it.   The   mirror   had   long   scratch   marks.   Feeling   scared,   I   went   to   my   

bedroom   to   grab   my   phone   to   call   the   police   only   to   find   out   that   it   didn't   work,   

probably   thanks   to   the   storm.   Descending   from   the   staircase,   I   noticed   the   outside   

door   was   wide   open.   I   was   confused   because   I   believed   that   I   had   locked   it.   I   locked   it   

again   and   made   sure   that   the   chain   was   on   tightly.   I   thought,   what   happens   if   the   

individual   that   tried   to   break   the   chain   broke   in   through   the   window   but   arrived   

through   the   door?   Rolling   my   eyes,   I   attempted   to   kid   myself   that   somebody   would   
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not   have   any   reason   to   undertake   and   break   in   here   because   there's   nothing   expensive   

or   worth   taking.   Sure,   we   have   a   television,   but   it   was   old   and   difficult   to   use.   It   hardly   

ever   worked.   Who   would   want   to   steal   it?   The   village   I   board   in   is   extremely   small   

with   a   population   of   900   people   and   is   surrounded   by   woodland   that   goes   on   for   

miles   and   miles.   The   majority   that   sleeps   in   the   center   of   the   village   has   money,   

whereas   people   that   survive   on   the   outskirts   are   known   for   being   poor.      

Making   my   way   to   the   house   telephone,   I   started   shaking,   feeling   petrified   that   

a   serial   killer   can   be   within   the   same   house   as   me.   Picking   the   phone   up   and   listening   

in   to   it,   I   realized   that   it   was   still   not   working.   Wearily,   glancing   at   the   window,   I   

looked   to   work   out   how   heavy   the   rain   was.   I   thought   that   if   the   rain   wasn't   too   heavy,   

I   could   drive   to   the   police   station   and   tell   an   officer   about   somebody   breaking   into   my   

house.   However,   the   rain   had   given   the   impression   of   only   getting   heavier,   and   I   

wasn't   risking   driving   in   these   conditions.   Thanks   to   the   fact   the   electricity   had   gone   

out,   I   got   some   blankets.   I   put   them   down   on   the   ground   in   front   of   the   fire.   I   also   lit   

a   pair   of   candles   keeping   me   warm.   I   must   have   fallen   asleep   sometime   during   the   

night.   As   I   woke   up,    I   heard   a   creak   coming   from   the   steps.   I   grabbed   the   primary   

object   I   saw   that   might   do   some   damage,   and   it   happened   to   be   a   candle.   Hearing   the   

intruder   opening   the   front   room   door,   I   raised   the   candle   higher.   The   first   thing   I   saw   

of   the   intruder   was   its   claw-like   nails   and   I   could   smell   its   vile   breath.   Taking   a   step   

back,   I   took   a   correct   study   of   the   monster.   I   took   in   its   fiery   red   hair   and   matching   

red   eye.   Its   aroma   smelt   somewhat   like   I’d   imagine   sewage   to   smell   of   or   possibly   
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worse.   It   had   bear-like   legs,   somebody's   body,   and   a   face   that   was   sort   of   a   cross   

between   a   bear   and   a   human.   It   made   its   way   towards   me.   I   didn't   hesitate   to   hit   it   

with   the   candle   that   I   held.   As   soon   as   I   had   hit   it,   I   ran   away   towards   the   stairs,   

hoping   that   I'd   be   ready   to   outrun   it.   Unfortunately,   I   was   wrong   because   once   I   

began   running   up   the   steps,   I   felt   something   bite   my   leg.   I   fell   down   because   the   pain   

was   unbearable.   Screaming,   and   crying   out   for   it   to   stop,   I   felt   it   rip   my   legs   into   

diminutive   shreds.   The   pain   was   too   much,   and   the   last   thing   I   remembered   was   it   

ripping   out   my   intestines   and   blood   were   everywhere   from   my   stomach   with   its   nails.   

  

Art   by   Hannah   O’Brien   
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Photograph   by   Olivia   Leigh   
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Sophomore   Year   

  
by   Olivia   Miller   

  
I   miss   sophomore   year.   

I   miss   what   it   was   like   when   everything   was   so   clear.   
Now,   everything   is   mud,   
And   all   I   see   is   a   flood,     

A   flood   of   tears   and   fears   for   years   to   come.   
And,   the   way   it   is   now.   
I   miss   sophomore   year   

When   I   made   new   friends,   
And   classes   were   actually   fun.   
Now,   all   I   want   to   do   is   run   

  

  

Art   by   Michael   Lubrano   
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Photograph   by   Grace   Matullo   
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Our   Triumph   
  

by   Dean   Walaas   
  

On   the   beaches   of   Normandy     
We   dived   to   the   sand  

Despite   heavy   casualties     
We   ran   to   their   stand   

  
The   Bangalores   boomed   

We   made   haste   up  
Through   the   bunkers,   we   will   soon   

Earn   our   triumph     
  

The   bunkers   cleared   
The   Axis   retreats   

Our   victory   will   steer   
Us   to   victory   

  
Our   forces   ready   

For   more   victory   to   come   
We   will   fight   hard   and   steady   

To   earn   our   triumph   
  

  
Photograph   by   Rebecca   McNulty     
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