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EDITOR ’S NOTE
The theme of this year ’s Literary Magazine

was appropriately designated as hills and

valleys . Many of the submissions we received

this year highlighted either an experience

facing adversity or something to celebrate ,

and with the discussion of one of those

comes the other . This magazine represents a

balance that can often be uncomfortable , but

which is necessary for growth and success in

one ’s life . Even though we all wish to take

our time at the top of our hills , valleys are

sometimes what we need to move forward . I

hope you enjoy the works of our very

talented peers at Harrison High School , and

that you will be inspired by them when 

coming to your own hills and valleys in life .

I  would like to sincerely thank everyone who

contributed to the creation of this magazine

including all of the artists and writers , all

members of the Imagine Literary Magazine ,

and our advisor Ms . Barash . 

Enjoy !

-Ar i anna  App l e baum
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L A I B A  J A N



The Magic of Childhood
a simple laugh sparks the brightness of innocence,
the blissful ignorance of the wonderful, magical, young years of childhood—
like a flower, in an abundance of dirt, 
the daughter of the sun
beams rays of light in an otherwise dark, lifeless world
lights up the days, with the laughter of peace, bliss, naiveness—
like a candle, burning bright, through desperate darkness, unknown to the
youthful minds— 
though one day, a flower will wilt its last petal, a candle will burn away its
final wax,
leaving only the undesired truth of emptiness—
the years will pass, the stress will build
the magic of childhood: now a distant, magical memory

                           -Marissa Lusardi

MICHAEL BRANDT



ANNA FAILLACE



The Beauty of Youth:
Little children come out to play,

Embrace the world
It’s the start of a new day.

Their little hearts, filled with joy,
With eyes wide open

They’re counting down the days. 
Imagining the day when independence will come their way.

They dream of a world where they’re in control,
Where the choices are theirs and setting their goals.

We say the future isn’t set in stone;
So carve out your own path, and start anew.

They wonder what the future holds,
But the key is in your hands.

Only you can unlock your door, to reveal the person you’re meant to be.
But let the children dream, let their imaginations run wild

Explore the great world.
Find the pirate’s treasure or choose to slay the dragon.

Save the city with your superpowers 
or build massive cities with blocks and sand 

Whatever it be, think big and mighty
For the world is your kingdom,

And you’re simply the ruler.
Don’t count the days till you’re big and grown,

But cherish your youth, and enjoy your days as a child
The day you’ll grow up, it’ll be in the blink of an eye

But never forget child, the beauty of youth
Remember the magic, and that dreams don’t die

Cherish the moments, let them shine bright in the sky.

- L a i b a  J a n



S O P H I E  B E R K O W I T Z



L A N A  W A I G H T S



Cheers of little kids fill the field. You look out into the
distance, worrying about nothing but who is the fastest.

“Tag, you’re it” is how friendships start, some that will last
for eternity, some that will end in an hour. When they come

home, they only want to show their parents their turkey
hand from arts and crafts.

The little kids aren’t so little, now in their  middle years,
feeling overwhelmed with work and all they are thinking
about is when they will have recess. They make immature

decisions, like dating off looks, or getting into fights,
always trying to make a name for themselves. Trying to fit

in, and stand out at the same time.

The kids are now teens, soon to be adults, now used to
school but not to life. They are searching for a purpose but

can't seem to find it, for they have always been given
instruction. Life becomes beyond the classroom, and

decisions become weightier, unlike choosing teams on the
playground, yet with consequences that echo longer.

Should I try it, or should I not?  Should I try this sport?
Should I try this drug? Should I ask her out?  What if?  

These are the questions with answers that could've affected
their whole lives.

Childhood echoes fade,
Tag to teen, choices cascade,

Life's questions, and decisions made.

-Elias Dos Reis 

E c h o e s  o f  G r o w t h
a  h a i b u n  
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Nowhere ,  ME
I  see  my cous in  s tand ing  there

A snowy l ea f  s tuck  in  h i s  ha i r  

The  w ind  that  wh ips  my jacket  round  

The  ch i l l y  co ld  fee l  in  the  a i r  

I  hear  a  buzz ing ,  whoosh ing  sound

My f rozen  hear t  l e f t  on  the  ground  

I  w i sh  fo r  l i f e  to  be  the  same 

The  change  sw i r l ing  a round  me ;  sound  

Then  f rom the  sky  the  l ightn ing  came 

Noth ing  wou ld  ever  be  the  same 

For  she  i s  dead  

The  one  who  ho lds  my midd le  name

-E l l a  Mae  Zamek

JUSTIN WIEDERKEHR



S e l f  P o r t r a i t
I  a m  n o t  m y s e l f .  

T r u t h  i s ,  t h e r e  i s  n o  m y s e l f .
J u s t  a  l i t t l e  g i r l ,  c r y i n g  o n  t h e  p l a n e ;

A  g i r l  s m i l i n g ,  l a u g h i n g ;
A  f a c e ,  a  s c r e a m ,  a  f e w  t e a r s .

S h e  i s  a l w a y s  l o o k i n g  a h e a d ,
T o  t h e  n e x t  s t e p ,  t o  t h e  n e x t  l i f e .

A n d  w h e n  s h e  i s  a s k e d :
W h o  a r e  y o u ?

“ S t a r d u s t , ”  s h e  a n s w e r s .
B e c a u s e  t h i s  g i r l  i s  l o s t ;

D r o w n i n g  i n  a  s e a  o f
E x p e c t a t i o n s ,  f e a r s ,  s e c r e t s .

S h e  i s  a  b u r n i n g  f l a m e ,
B r i g h t  a n d  f i e r c e ,  y e t

F r a g i l e ,  t h r e a t e n i n g  t o  g i v e  o u t .
A n d  I  c a n ’ t  s t o p  t h i n k i n g  a b o u t  h e r .

NYLA  GORDON

-Noé l i e  Boque t  Coude r c



 S h a r p e n e d  E d g e s  
“ H e  l o v e s  m e .

H e  l o v e s  m e  n o t . ”
I  a m  p i c k e d ,  t r a m p l e d .   A n d  y e t ,

I  d o n ’ t  d a r e  s a y  a  w o r d .

Y o u  s t r i p  m e  o f  a l l  I  a m :
M y  b e a u t y ,  m y  g r a c e .

B u t  I  d a r e  n o t  s h o w  m y  t h o r n s .

“ H e  l o v e s  m e ! ”
A  s h r i e k .

B u t  y o u  l o v e  m e  t o o ?  
D o  y o u  n o t ?

M y  p e t a l s  h a v e  f a l l e n ,
M y  l e a v e s  a r e  n o  m o r e .  

Y o u  h a v e  l e f t  m e  j u s t  w i t h  m y  t h o r n s .
I  h a v e  g i v e n  y o u  m y  e v e r y t h i n g :  

m y  t i m e ,  m y  l e a v e s .
I  h a v e  g i v e n  y o u  e v e r y t h i n g  I  a m .

B u t  w h y  d o  y o u  l e a v e  m e ?
Y o u  h a v e  s t r i p p e d  m e ,  s t r a n d e d  m e .  

A l l  m y  b e a u t y  g o n e ,  g o n e  a w a y .
I  a m  n o t h i n g  w i t h  m y  p e t a l s .

B e c a u s e  w h o  w o u l d  l o v e  a  r o s e  w i t h  o n l y  t h o r n s ?

          - G a b r i e l l a  F e b b r a i o



LA I LAH  DELAROSA

LANA  WAIGHTS



A Reape r ’ s  T ea  Par ty
How i r on i c  i t  i s ,  t o  knock  on  dea th ’ s  f r on t

door
To  b e  enve l oped  wi th  a  pu l l i ng  mesmer iza t i on

Of  absurd i t i e s ,  and  s i gh ts  b eyond
comprehens i on

The  c l oaked  f i gur e ,  h e ’ l l  t ake  h i s  s ea t  a t  the
mos t  c ons ide rab l e  cha i r

H i s  sp ine  and  pe lv i s  b ones  have  worn  ou t  the
cush i ons

Ton ight  - -
He  i s  a  hos t  w i thout  the  b l ade  o f  a  r eape r

And  t on ight  - -
I ’ l l  b e  a  gues t  w i th  o s c i l l a t ed  ne rves  among

dormant  and  f r equent  v i s i t o r s
I  wasn ’ t  warned  o f  the

co ld  waf t s  o f  a i r
the  sme l l  o f  d e compos i t i on

[ in t e rmixed  wi th  the  s c en t  o f  j e l l y - f i l l ed
de l i gh ts ]

“Have  you  heard? - - ”
“ T rue  i t  i s ,  we ’ l l  b e  p e rmanent  gues t s  s oon ”

“Tha t ’ s  a l l  I  hope  f o r . ”
They  j oked ,  l aught e r  e rup t ing  f r om humano ids

in  f ancy  appar e l
You  a r e  one  o f  me ,  and  I  am one  o f  you

Ye t  you  do  no t  t r emb l e
At  l e a s t ,  no t  the  way  I  do ,  y ou  s t i l l  f e e l  c o ld

don ’ t  you?
Dea th  does  no t  make  a  good  hos t  - -

        -A l e s sandra  McAu l ey
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 P a i n t e d - O v e r    
A  p a i n t i n g  b e n e a t h  a  p a i n t i n g

P r o g r e s s  a t o p  w h a t  w a s  o n c e  d e e m e d  p e r f e c t i o n
M a k i n g  a  m i s t a k e  o f  s o m e t h i n g  p u r p o s e f u l

A s  i f  s u c h  a  m e t i c u l o u s  w o r k  o f  a r t  
c o u l d  b e  c o m p l e t e l y  a c c i d e n t a l

I  w o n d e r  h o w  i t  f e e l s  t o  b e  p a i n t e d  o v e r
T h e  c o l d  w e t n e s s  o f  a  f i n e l y  b r i s t l e d  b r u s h

B u r r o w i n g  i n t o  s k i n
D r o w n i n g ,  s e a l i n g  p o r e s

F i l l i n g  a  m o u t h ,  a  n o s e ,  e y e s  a n d  e a r s
S u f f o c a t i n g  a  f a c e  t o  b i r t h  a n o t h e r

W h e n  y o u ’ r e  p a i n t e d  o v e r
Y o u ’ r e  n o t  c o m p l e t e l y  g o n e

Y o u  j u s t  n e e d  a  b r a v e  s o u l  t o  t e a r  t h e  p a i n t  a w a y
B u t  i t ’ s  p o s s i b l e  t h a t  n o  o n e  h a s  t h e  c o u r a g e

T o  r e v e a l  a n  u n d e r s i d e
O f  a  p r i s o n  t h a t ’ s  j u s t  s o  b e a u t i f u l

P a i n t i n g - o v e r  b e g s  t h e  q u e s t i o n
A r e  w e  w i l l i n g  t o  t a k e  t h e  r i s k ?

T o  s c r a p e  a w a y  a  l a y e r  o f  d e d i c a t i o n
F o r  a  q u e s t i o n  m a r k  w r a p p e d  i n  p i g m e n t e d  o i l ?

I t  m a k e s  o n e  w o n d e r  w h a t  h o l d s  a  m o r e
c o m p e l l i n g  b e a u t y

W h a t  w e  s e e

O r  w h a t ’ s  u n d e r n e a t h ?

                 - J o e y  L i p p l e - S m e t a n a



D a y s  g o  b y
T im e g o e s  o n  
A s  mu c h a s  

I  wa n t  
T o  s t a y

T im e g o e s  o n  
P e o p l e  c om e
P e o p l e  g o

T r e e s  g r ow 
f o r  a  r e a s o n

L e a v e s  s t a y  b u t  
T h e y a l s o  g o  

T h e y ’ r e  t h e  f a s t e s t  
T o  f l e e  

B u t  b r a n c h e s  
A r e  o n e  t h a t  a r e  h a r d  

T o  l e a v e  

T h e y s t a y  b u t  a t  o n e
p o i n t  

T h e y f l e e  a s  we l l  

B u t  t h e  r o o t s
A r e  t h e  m o s t  b e a u t i f u l  
T h e y r e a l l y  s h ow wh o

T h e y a r e  
T h e y a l s o  s h ow 

A f am i l y  t h a t  b e l o n g s  - I s a b e l l a  R om a n  

A T im e o f  Ch a n g e
ÉVA P I A LACHAVANNE



NOÉLIE  BOQUET COUDERC



E x c e r p t  f r o m  “ T h e  M u s i c  B o x ”
“ G u ò l á i . ”  C o m e  h e r e ,  s h e  s a i d .  I  l o o k e d  a t  h e r  s k e p t i c a l l y ,

s u s p i c i o u s  o f  w h a t  s h e  m i g h t  w a n t .  C o m e  h e r e .  S h e
r e p e a t e d ,  p a t t i n g  h e r  l a p .  I  w e n t  a n d  s a t  o n  h e r  l a p ,

s w i n g i n g  m y  f e e t  a n d  s c o w l i n g  a t  t h e  k e y s  o n  t h e  p i a n o .
S h e  s m i l e d  a t  m e ,  f o r m i n g  c r i n k l e s  a r o u n d  h e r  e y e s .  “ I

s h o w  y o u  s o m e - t i n g ”  S h e  s a i d .  G r a c e f u l l y ,  s h e  p l a c e d  h e r
l e f t  t h u m b  o n  m i d d l e  C .  T h e n  g r a b b e d  m y  h a n d ,  a n d
p l a c e d  i t  t w o  o c t a v e s  a b o v e  i t .  “ G ē n s u í . ”  S h e  s t a t e d

f i r m l y .  “ F o l l o w  m y  h a n d . ”  S h e  m o v e d  h e r  d e l i c a t e  f i n g e r s
i n  a  p a t t e r n  o v e r  t h e  k e y s ,  c r e a t i n g  a  f l o w i n g  r h y t h m ,

s l o w  b u t  s t e a d y ,  a l l o w i n g  f o r  m e  t o  f o l l o w  w i t h o u t
h e s i t a t i o n .  S u d d e n l y  t h e  n o t e s  b e c a m e  f a s t e r  a n d  l i g h t e r ,

q u i c k l y  d a n c i n g  a c r o s s  t h e  o c t a v e s ,  j u m p i n g  f r o m  o n e
s i d e  o f  t h e  p i a n o  t o  t h e  o t h e r .

 I  t r i e d  c o p y i n g  t h e  n o t e s ,  I  t r i e d  r e c r e a t i n g  t h e  m a g i c ,
b u t  i n  t h e  e n d ,  I  j u s t  l i s t e n e d  t o  t h e  m u s i c .  T h e n ,  t h e

n o t e s  b e c a m e  s l o w e r  a n d  h e a v i e r ,  m o v i n g  g r u d g i n g l y  i n
a n  a r p e g g i o .  B u t  t o  m e ,  t h e  s o u n d s  w e r e  m a j e s t i c ,
c r e a t i n g  h u e s  a n d  s h a d e s  a n d  t o n e s  o f  w a r m t h  a n d

c o l d n e s s .  I  s a t  o n  m y  r u g ,  a b s e n t m i n d e d l y  t r a c i n g  t h e
g r o o v e s  o f  t h e  b o x ,  r e f l e c t i n g  b a c k  o n  t h a t  g l i m p s e  o f  a

m e m o r y .  T h e  m u s i c  w a s  a l i v e ,  f u e l e d  b y  m y
g r a n d m o t h e r ’ s  p a s s i o n  t o  p l a y  t h e  p i a n o .  W h o  k n e w  t h a t

o n e  a g i n g  w o m a n  c o u l d  p o s s e s s  s o  m u c h  p o i s e ,
g e n t l e n e s s ,  g r a c e ,  a n d  b e a u t y  i n  h e r  e x t r e m e l y  a r t h r i t i c

f i n g e r s ?  T h e  m u s i c  f r o m  t h e  b o x  f l o a t e d  u p  i n t o  t h e  a i r  a s
t h e  n o t e s  d r i f t e d  a w a y  a n d  t h e  m e l o d y  c a m e  t o  a n  e n d .

T h e  f e e l i n g  o f  g r i e f  a n d  n o s t a l g i a  b u r i e d  m e  l i k e  s n o w  i n
a  s t o r m .  

T o  y o u ,  m y  m e n t o r ,  m y  i d o l ,  m y  g r a n d m o t h e r .  

                                - A n o n y m o u s  



LOSTLOSTLOST



Wonde r land  was  sho r t  l i ved  and  s tat i c  

A lways  the  same

The  c reatu res  we re  s l i ght l y  p rob lemat i c  

A l though  i t  was  fun  i t  was  not  sane  

I  s ta r ted  to  fee l  as  though  I  had  l os t  my  b ra in  

The re  was  no  escape  f rom th i s  pa in  

The  su f fe r i ng  o f  eve ryday  the  same rout ine  

O f  ro l l i ng  ac ross  the  same g rassy  g reen  

Tea  Pa r t i es  soon  tu rned  to  sc r i p ts  

Eve r yone  know ing  the i r  pa r t  i n  th i s  

Th i s  makesh i f t  f un  o f  ch i l d ren 's  d reams  

Soon  tu rned  to  i nsan i t ies  

The  Mad  Hat te r  was  no  l onge r  fun  i n  h i s  madness  

And  my  j oy  tu rned  i n to  sadness  

I  m i ssed  my  mothe r  and  my  home 

I  wanted  to  no  l onge r  fee l  a lone

L ike  I  was  the  on l y  one  who  was  c razy

And  eve ry th ing  e l se  was  l i ke  a  da i sy  

Too  much  j oy  that  i t  seemed fake

And  I  wanted  to  l eave  th i s  p lace

But  I  cou ld  not  

Because  th i s  i s  rea l  l i f e ,  be l i eve  i t  o r  not     

Wonde r land  was  sho r t  l i ved  and  s tat i c  

A lways  the  same

The  c reatu res  we re  s l i ght l y  p rob lemat i c  

A l though  i t  was  fun  i t  was  not  sane  

I  s ta r ted  to  fee l  as  though  I  had  l os t  my  b ra in  

The re  was  no  escape  f rom th i s  pa in  

The  su f fe r i ng  o f  eve ryday  the  same rout ine  

O f  ro l l i ng  ac ross  the  same g rassy  g reen  

Tea  Pa r t i es  soon  tu rned  to  sc r i p ts  

Eve r yone  know ing  the i r  pa r t  i n  th i s  

Th i s  makesh i f t  f un  o f  ch i l d ren 's  d reams  

Soon  tu rned  to  i nsan i t ies  

The  Mad  Hat te r  was  no  l onge r  fun  i n  h i s  madness  

And  my  j oy  tu rned  i n to  sadness  

I  m i ssed  my  mothe r  and  my  home 

I  wanted  to  no  l onge r  fee l  a lone

L ike  I  was  the  on l y  one  who  was  c razy

And  eve ry th ing  e l se  was  l i ke  a  da i sy  

Too  much  j oy  that  i t  seemed fake

And  I  wanted  to  l eave  th i s  p lace

But  I  cou ld  not  

Because  th i s  i s  rea l  l i f e ,  be l i eve  i t  o r  not     

-Emi ly  Sander
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Eye l ids  f lu t ter  open ,  

greeted  by  an  odd  s ight .  a  drab ,  dreary  wor ld ,

wi th  sp ires  o f  s tee l  and  g lass  dot t ing  i t s  sky l ine .

Where  monsters  that  resemble  you  or  I

sub jugate  the  people  wi th  paper ,  ra ther  than  c laws .  

Qui te  the  n ightmare  I  have  found  myse l f  in .  

I so la ted ,  on  a  rock  in  an  in f in i te  vo id .

Maybe  I ' l l  wake  up  one  day  f rom th is  n ightmare  in  which  I  s tand .

For  now I ' l l  s tay  here ,  in  th is  f r ight fu l  p lace ,  t i l l  I  w ind  up ,  back  in
bed ,  back  in  my  wor ld .

- K C  O n w u s o a n y a

A b i  S p a t a r o



The  Rain  
I  despise  the  ra in .

I t  was  a  day  I ' l l  never  forget .

We were  at  the  town square  

The  bu i ld ings  as  h igh  as  the  sky ,

A  s tatue  cry ing  for  for  the  warmth  of  the  sun ,

The  concrete  pummeled by  the  ra in .

I t  was  ra in ing ,

but  I  had  my  love  wi th  me.

Her  eye  g l is tened l ike  the  sun  

A  smi le  that  made the  sun  jea lous  

She  was  my  wor ld ,  she  was  my  l ight

but  she  was  my  in fatuat ion .

As  I  saw my sun  be  smothered by  the  moon 

The  heart  s tar ted  to  ra in ,   thunder  and dr izz le .

As  the  ra in  he ld  me in  i ts  embrace  

the  boom of  the  thunder  awakened me.

As  I  thought ,  what  about  me 

Not  for  me to  love  her  

Not  for  me to  to  fee l  the  l ight  

Not  for  me to  have  those  unforget table  moments  of  love  

I  ran  fast  to  the  car  as  I  was  she l ter ing  f rom the  ra in  

But   the  ra in  s t i l l  was  s t i l l  pour ing  onto  me.

The  concrete  dry  as  sand in  a  deser t   

The  bu i ld ing  look ing  unreachable .

The  b ig  mir ror  in  the  town square  miss ing  i ts  b ig  s tatue

and as  I  turned on  the  car  the  radio  s tar ted  p lay ing

The  Cure  was  on ,  s ing ing  boys  don’ t  c ry .  

-E l iam Hernandez



MAYA BORACZEK



In  a  wor ld  so  vast  and  wide ,

Wi th  space  and a i r  on  every  s ide ,

A  fee l ing  creeps  wi th in  my  sou l ,  

Of  empt iness  which  takes  i ts  to l l .

The  lack  of  people ,  the i r  presence  gone ,

Leaves  a  vo id ,  a  lone ly  song ,

Echoing  through  the  barren  land ,

Wi th  no  one  there  to  take  a  hand.

The  s i lence ,  oh  how i t  screams,

Echoing  through  those  waves ,

A  haunt ing  reminder  of  what  was ,

And how I ' ve  lost  what  once  was.

No  laughter  and  smi les  on  th is  very  n ight

No  warmth  of  hugs  and f r iendly  l ight ,

A l l  now lost ,  a  d is tant  memory ,

Leav ing  me wi th  such  melancholy .

But  s t i l l  I  ho ld  on  to  the  hope ,

That  soon  again  the  happiness  wi l l  cope ,

Wi th  people  back  in  every  p lace ,

And f i l l ing  up  th is  empty  space.

Unt i l  that  day ,  waves  wi l l  sound,

And be  le f t  for  those  who I  have  found

There  are  those  who f i l led  my  heart  wi th  love ,

And those  who are  not  there  to  fu l f i l l  my  sadness  up  above

-Dav id  Rosmar in



W h a t  d o  y o u  k n o w  w h e n  
y o u r  m i n d  i s  d e s o l a t e

W h a t  d o  y o u  f e e l  w h e n  
y o u r  h e a r t  h e a v e s  d r y  a i r

A  b e t r a y e r  a m o n g s t  
m u s c l e  a n d  m i g h t  i s  m e

W h a t  t o  d o  w i t h  t h i s  
b o d y  w h e n  i t ’ s  s t r i p p e d ,  

b r o k e n ,  b a r e
O f  a n y  s e n s e  o r  

c o n v i c t i o n
O f  a n y  p a s s i o n  o r  l a c k
E q u a l  t o  o n l y  t h a t  o f  a  

f l e s h  w e l d e d  s a c k
I ’ v e  t r i e d  b o i l i n g  w a t e r

A  b a c k  a g a i n s t  c o l d  s t o n e
N o  m e t h o d s  s e e m  t o  
s p e a k  t o  t h e s e  t i r e d  

y o u n g  b o n e s
T h e y  h a v e  n o  r e a s o n  

t o  f a l t e r
N o r  d e s i r e  t o  c r a c k

B u t  i t  s e e m s  e v e r y t h i n g  
I  t r y  

b r e e d s  e v e r y t h i n g  I  l a c k

E m p t y - A a r a l y n  

G r a v a g n a
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L i t t l e  
G i r l
L i t t l e  g i r l ,  s o  
l o s t  i n  t h e  
c l o u d s .  Y o u ’ d  
l o s e  y o u r
 h e a d  i f  i t  
w a s n ’ t  
a t t a c h e d .

L i t t l e  g i r l ,  
s o  a l w a y s  i n  
a  h u r r y .  
W h e r e  d o  
y o u  r u n ,  
w h e n  y o u  
k n o w  n o t  
w h e r e  t o  g o ?

L i t t l e  g i r l ,  s o  l o s t  i n  h e r  h e a d .
H a v e  y o u  e v e n  n o t i c e d  y o u ’ r e  n o t  h o m e ?

L i t t l e  g i r l ,  l i t t l e  g i r l ,  s o  
s t u c k  i n  t h e  c l o u d s ,  s h e  k n o w s  n o t h i n g .

L i t t l e  g i r l ,  l i t t l e  g i r l .
W a k e  u p ,  t h i s  i s n ’ t  y o u r  o l d  l i f e .
I t ’ s  W o n d e r l a n d .   
A  w o r l d  c r e a t e d  f o r  y o u r  d e l i g h t .

A M E L I A  A M A R A L

- G a b r i e l l a  F e b b r a i o
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F r o m  t h e  f i r s t  h u m a n  b r e a t h  o n  t h i s  p l a n e t  

W a t e r  h a s  b e e n  t h e r e  

F a l l i n g  f r o m  y o u r  e y e s ,

A s  y o u  a r e  n e w  a n d  f r e s h  o u t  o f  t h e  w o m b ,  

R e s t i n g  o n  t h e  s h o r e s ,  

U s e d  t o  c l e a n s e  

A  p r e c i o u s  g i f t  t h a t  h e l p s  u s  c o p e

O n l y  t h e r e  t o  h e l p

U n t a i n t e d  a n d  c l e a n ,  

O n l y  h o n e s t  i n t e n t i o n s  

Y e t  w e  p o i s o n  i t  

W i t h  

O u r  o i l ,  

O u r  t r a s h ,  

O u r  b a d  h a b i t s  

A n d  s u d d e n l y  i t  i s n ’ t  s o  c a l m  a n d  c l e a n s i n g  

S i c k e n i n g  p e o p l e  a n d  a n i m a l s  w i t h i n  

W a t e r ,  a  s o u r c e  o f  i n n o c e n c e ,

U n t a i n t e d ,  p u r e ,  a n d  u s e d  t o  c l e a n s e .

F l o w i n g  w i t h  g r a c e ,   a n d  o n l y  g o o d  i n t e n t i o n s

T o  h e a l  

S e r v e  

A n d  

P r o v i d e  

P r o t e c t  i t s  p r i s t i n e  f l o w ,

E n s u r e  p r e s e r v a t i o n ,  f o r  a l l  t o  k n o w .

F o r  i n  i t s  c o n s e r v a t i o n ,  w e  p r o t e c t  o u r  y o u t h

A n d  k e e p  o u r  m i n d s  a n d  h a n d s  c l e a n .  

A n d  p r e s e r v e  t h e  p u r i t y  o f  o t h e r s  

A n d  s h i e l d  i t  f r o m  h a r m  

C o n n e c t e d  f r o m  b i r t h ,  i t  s i g n i f i e s  l i f e  a n d  e m o t i o n  

T h e  f i r s t  t h i n g  a  h u m a n  f e e l s  i s  t h e  w a t e r  s t r e a m i n g  d o w n  t h e i r  c h e e k s  

B r i n g i n g  t h e m  i n t o  t h e  w o r l d  

F o r  t h e  p o w e r  o f  w a t e r  c a n  a l s o  b e  n e g a t i v e

A s  a  r e s u l t  o f  

I n f l i c t i o n s  f r o m  t h e  e x t e r n a l  t e r r e n e  a b o v e ,

O u r  o i l

O u r  t r a s h

O u r  i n d u l g e n c e s  

O u r  s e c r e t s  

C r e a t e  a  s t i r r i n g  b e l o w  d i s r u p t i n g  

T h e  f u t u r e  a h e a d  

G i v i n g  w a t e r  e n o u g h  p o w e r  

T o  s n a t c h  a  h u m a n  o u t  o f  t h e  w o r l d  

q u i c k l y  a s  t h e y  w e r e  b r o u g h t  i n   

- V a n e s s a  C u r r i m
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RION YOSHIMURA

Stellar dance,

Sun disguised by Moon’s gentle surface, 

Eclipse shouts of quiet.

Shadow’s intertwine,

Yet in darkness, beauty shines,

Promise of a new dawn.

Golden rays hide,

Embracing night’s sweet cool,

A mosaic spun.

Eclipse, a canvas,

Painting skies with dim hues,

Guiding us to peace.

Moon’s silhouette gleams,

In darkness we find calm,

A symphony of light.

Eclipse

-Danielle Topper 



ANNA FA ILLACE
ANNALENA  K ING



Stree t s  f i l l ed  w i th  t ra sh  and  l i t t e r
The  a i r  t a s t e s  d i r ty  and  b i t t e r

I f  on ly  we  wou ld  do  someth ing .

Peop le  t r ea t  the  Ear th  l i ke  they  a re  a  v i s i to r
Ins tead  rea l l y  mak ing  themse lve s  a  pr i soner

I f  on ly  we  wou ld  do  someth ing .

Dus t  danc ing  in  the  a i r  w i th  every  gus t
Peop le  on ly  reac t  i f  they  mus t

I f  on ly  we  wou ld  do  someth ing .

Vanda l i z ing  oceans  l i ke  w i ld  fug i t i ve s
Se l f i sh  th ink-minded  beas t s .

I f  on ly  we  wou ld  do  someth ing .

We can ’ t  f i x  what  we  have  done
We can ’ t  undo  what  has  been  done

I f  on ly  we  d idn ’ t  do  any th ing .

Th i s  i s  the  l and  o f  the  f r ee .

Bu t  the r e  a r e  no  g reen  f i e l d s ,

No  b i rd s  humming ,

No  b lue  sk i e s .  

The re  i s  on l y  a  wa l l .

On  one  s i de ,  a  g l eaming  fo r t r e s s ,

S tood  p roud  amongs t  the  rubb l e ,

L i k e  a  so l d i e r  a f t e r  ba t t l e  

W i th  cove r ed  w indows  to  sh i e l d  them f rom the  ou t s i de  

On  the  o the r ,  t he r e  i s  no th ing .

A  was te l and  o f  s tumps  and  s tones

Th i s  i s  the  l and  o f  the  f r ee .

Ye t  the  f r ee  a r e  f ew .

I n  fa c t ,  t he r e  i s  f ew  o f  e ve r y th ing

Wate r ,  wh i ch  can  r e l i e ve  the  damaged  ea r th ,  i s  pu t  i n  the i r  f oun ta ins .  

Food ,  wh i ch  cou ld  be  g i v en  ou t ,  be comes  dus t y .

Was ted .  

Th i s  i s  the  l and  o f  the  f r ee .

Was te l and .

- John  Co la c i oppo  

-Dav id  Rosmar in  
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He s tood  ta l l .
No ,  no t  j u s t  t a l l
Of  cour se ,  he  loomed over  the  wor ld
Wi th  branches  sweep ing ,  sway ing
And need le s  to s sed  gent ly  over  the  gras s
Cas t  a s  i f  they  were  a  shee t
Or  a  shadow
Over  h i s  domain
Hi s  eu top ia
Hi s  home .

But  he  wasn ’ t  j u s t  t a l l .
He  was  swee t ,  s i ck ly  so
Wi th  sap  seep ing  f rom the  pores
Of  h i s  p inecones
And b i rds  nes t ing  in  h i s  a rms
Squ i r re l s  bur rowed  in  h i s  t runk
He was  happy
He was  s t rong
But  not  s t rong  enough .

A l l  i t  took  was  a  match .
I t  was  h i s  match
A weapon o f  mass  des t ruc t ion
bu i l t  o f  h i s  own f l e sh
And i f  the  b laze  hadn ’ t  k i l l ed  h im
The  i rony  wood
I t  wou ld
So  here  l i e s  our  evergreen
Green  never  aga in
Wi th  h i s  t runk  l e f t  t runk le s s
H i s  hope  l e f t  hope le s s
H i s  sap  seared
Hi s  domain  devas ta ted
And h i s  a rms
Empty .

But  no  one  can  ever  say
He  d idn ' t  s tand  ta l l .

The  Eu logy
of  an

Evergreen

-Joey  
L ipp le-Smetana

CONNOR RIVERA



The ocean stared at me.                              

Its glistering, yet shattered face                   

reminded me of who we are. 

The creatures who destroy, break, torture, the weak.           

The creatures who act like it’s fixed 

when it's only more broken.

But these bottles, bags, straws,

The stringy, white plastic,                        

the real damage. 

The damage hardly anyone notices.                 

The damage we run past.

Yet it's them whom we impact.                  

The helpless and hopeful pack.              

Sectioned off by a piece of us,          

which cracks their bodies.

The ocean stared at me. 

Its shattered, yet soon to be glistering face               

reminded me of who we can be. - M a t t h e w  H a r f e n i s t

K A S E Y  M E T Z G E R
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We are all  the same,

Organs and all ,

Joined together from the start,

We evolve the same,

Beginning to the end,

Born into the same mother,

People fall  in love,

People fall  apart,

Yet we are similar,

Looking into the same broken world,

The same tears,

The same pair of eyes,

Different l ives,

Yet l iving the same,

Changing with the seasons,

Unchanged by time,

Surrounding by a surplus of colors,

Joined together by the arm,

Yet arms are ripped apart,

Colors separated,

Living in fear and favor,

Trying to get by,

Murder for who you are,

Hate for who you want to be,

Together is what is meant,

Sharing l ives and plans,

Exploring the differences together,

Finding safety in one another,

In harmony like the colors in a rainbow,

We are all  the same.

THE SAME

DIFFERENCES

-Paula

 Barbosa 

MIKAELA

PAGAN 
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T h e  U n s p o k e n
W e  a r e  a l l  t h e  s a m e .

 B u t  w h a t  i s  i t  t h a t  m a k e s  u s  s o  d i f f e r e n t ?

T h e y  c a l l  u s  n a m e s ,  s l u r s ,  a n d  i n s u l t s

B u t  w h a t  c a n  w e  d o ?

A v o i d a n c e .

 A w a r e n e s s  a l l  a r o u n d  m e ,

B u t  w h y  s t i l l  v i e w e d  a s  t a b o o ?

T h e  c o n s t a n t  f r u s t r a t i o n

T h e  c o n s t a n t  i r r i t a t i o n

T h e  c o n s t a n t  d e v a s t a t i o n

B u t  a r e  t h e s e  t h e  o n l y  e m o t i o n s  w e  w i l l  e v e r  f e e l ?

H a r s h  r e a l i t y .

 T h e  s o u n d  o f  l o u d  t h o u g h t s

 T h e  t e a r s  o f  s i l e n t  c r i e s

A s  t h e  l i t t l e  g i r l  s i g h s  s a y i n g

W e  a r e  a l l  t h e  s a m e .

                                -  A i s h a  K a p a d i a  

JOEY

 LIPPLE-SM
ETANA



Monsters
The new exhibi t ,  as  I  walk  by,

Turns  to  look me in  the  eye .

He’s  big  and green with  fur  a l l  over

Growling l ike  a  broken motor .

I  wonder  what  his  name might  be?

But  on  I  go ,  there ’s  more  to  see .

There  are  bare  ones ,  fa i r  ones ,  a l l  the  sort .

And this  one  could  not  be  more  short .

This  winged one  here ,  she  looks  qui te  sad,

This  four-armed one  looks  mighty  glad.

And this  one  has  not  one  not  two,

But  three  large  heads  of  reddish hue!

And here ’s  the  worst  one  of  them al l ,

Claws and teeth  that  could  surely  maul .

I t  real ly  is  immense  in  s ize ,

With  great  sharp  horns  and yel low eyes .

As  I  look c loser  i t  gets  nearer !

Wait  a  second,  that ’s  a  mirror .

-Luke Castel lano  
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 I ’ v e  t r i e d  t o  o r g a n i z e  m y  c a r e l e s s  m i s t a k e s      

 a l p h a b e t i z i n g  h o m e m a d e  f a u l t s  l i k e  f l a v o r e d  j a m  i n  a  p a n t r y

I  t a k e  n o  e n j o y m e n t  i n  r e a c h i n g  o u t  f o r  f u l f i l l m e n t

 N o t  w h e n  t a n t a l i z i n g  p r o d u c t i v i t y  h a n d -  f e e d s  e v e r y o n e  b u t  m e  

I  h a v e  t o  r u n  o n  t h e  p a t h w a y  t h a t  e v e r y o n e  w a l k s

A n d  I  d o  n o t  k n o w  s o m e o n e  i n  t h e i r  r i g h t  m i n d  w h o  c h o o s e s  t o  t o r t u r e  t h e m s e l v e s

P a t c h w o r k  y o u r  d i s a p p o i n t m e n t  o n t o  m e

F o r  t h e r e  i s  n o  j u s t i f y i n g  r e a s o n  f o r  m y  d i s o b e d i e n c e

T h e r e  i s  n o  p r o m i s e  I  c a n  k e e p

W h e n  t h e r e  i s  n o  p r o m i s e  I   c a n  r e m e m b e r

T h i s  i s  a  w a r  a g a i n s t  m y s e l f ,  a n d  I  c a n  o n l y  h o p e  f o r  p e a c e

W h e n  I  l e t  m y  e y e s  w a n d e r ,  I  d r e a m  i n  t h e  l i g h t  o f  d a y

O f  o p e n  p a s t u r e s

O p e n  p a s t u r e s  t h a t  s h e l t e r  m y  m i n d  f r o m  d a i l y  s t r e s s e s

I  a m  r e n d e r e d  s e n s e l e s s  w h e n  I  c r a v e  s t i m u l a t i o n  

W h e n  y o u  t r e a d  t h e  o p e n  f i e l d s  o f  a v o i d a n c e

D o n ’ t  f a l l  c a p t i v e

F o r  I  a m  s h a c k l e d  b y  m y  o w n  n e g l i g e n c e

A n d  t h e r e  i s  n o  c u r e  f o r  p r o c r a s t i n a t i o n

            -  A l e s s a n d r a  M c A u l e y



A u t o r r e t r a t o  

( S e l f  P o r t r a i t )

Y o u r  s k i n  i s  t a n  i n  J u l y ,  b u t  p a l e  d u r i n g  t h e  w i n t e r .  

J u s t  l i k e  t h e  t r e e s  t h a t  s h e d  t h e i r  s h a d e s .  

H e r e  i t ' s  s n o w i n g  a n d  t h e r e  t h e  s u n  b e a m s  o n

e v e r y t h i n g  g r e e n .  

N a t u r a l l y ,  y o u r  i n s i d e s  u r g e  y o u  t o  b e  s o m e w h e r e  e l s e .

T h e r e ,  n o t  h e r e .  

S o ,  w h i l e  y o u r  l i p s  s p e a k  t h e i r  l a n g u a g e ,  y o u r  h e a d  i s

s t i l l  i n  t h a t  b e a u t i f u l  l a n d s c a p e ,  s o a r i n g  w i t h  t h e

q u e t z a l s  a n d  g r o w i n g  w h i t e  o r c h i d s .  

Y o u  m e l t e d  a n d  m o l d e d  i n t o  t h e i r  i m a g e .  

H o w e v e r ,  y o u  d e f y  t h e m

 b e c a u s e  y o u ' r e  a n c h o r e d  

w i t h  a n  e v e r l a s t i n g  s p r i n g .  

Y o u  w e r e  b o r n  t o  f l y ,  b o r n  

t o  a i m  f o r  t h e  s t a r s  a n d 

l a n d  o n  t h e  s u n .  

B u t  y o u  l i v e  i n  t h i s  w i n t e r .  

Y o u  a r e  t o l d  " y o u  a r e "  b u t  

y o u  o n l y  u n d e r s t a n d  

" y o  s o y " .  

T h a t ' s  j u s t  t h e  w a y  t h i n g s

a r e ,  t h a t ' s  j u s t  t h e  w a y  

t h e y ' l l  b e .  

T h e  b i r d  w i l l  a l w a y s  s e e k  

t o  f i n d  i t s  n e s t ,  l o n g i n g

f o r  b e l o n g i n g .                                                                 

-  G i s e l  L o p e z

I S A B E L L A  P A L A T U C C I



My Mind Has  No  Off-Switch  
For  most

Normal
People ,  that ’s  a  good th ing :

New Ideas ,
L ife  changing  ideas ,

Specia l  ideas!

Oh boy,
My mind is  specia l .

Seven thousand voices  
Scream out  the  worst  th ings

You can th ink  of
And that ’s  what  I  th ink  of
On a  Wednesday morning .

Seven thousand voices
Scream that  s ix  mi l l ion

Never  screamt,
And i t  was  only  a  thought ,
And that ’s  what  I ’ l l  th ink  

On a  Thursday n ight ,

I ’m reading  to  myself
And the  vo ices  f i re  away,

I ’m ta lk ing  to  another ,
They draw b lanks .

I ’ l l  never  understand
Everything  above my shoulders

And the  s l imy chandel ier  that  hangs
From the  ins ide

Of  my expressive  ce i l ing .

At  least  I  know
That  i f  I  I  go

And if  I  g ive  i t  a  knock
I  won’t  hear

My
Own rapping .

-Har ison F l iegenspan
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Self Portrait

The world is cruel, therefore I won't be.

I refuse to fit between the lines or be the

prettiest font on paper. 

I deny the need to be one version of myself; the

version that pleases others and neglects all

other aspects of who I am meant to be. 

I strive to be creative, my own creation. 

I am full of light. 

Despite the scribbles and erasing you may find on

my portrait, I praise the beauty I bring to my

canvas.

                           -Annelise Serpa

I  a m  s o r r y .
T h a t  m y  p a t h  r e i g n s  b u l l e t s  

e n e m i e s  d r o p p i n g  l i k e  l e a v e s ,  r a g e  h a s  m e  i n  i t s  c l u t c h e s
M o t h e r s  a n d  f a t h e r s  a t t e n d  t h e  f u n e r a l  o f  t h e i r  h u b r i s  o f f s p r i n g .

I  u n d e r s t a n d  t h a t  I  s t a i n  t h i s  e a r t h
b u t  m y  g o a l  i s  h o n e s t .

A s  t h e  o p p r e s s e d  c o n t i n u e  t o  b e  t r e a t e d  l i k e  r a t s
I  w i l l  c o n t i n u e  t o  w a l k  t h i s  p a t h

Y o u  h a v e  n o  r i g h t  t o  j u d g e  m e
A s  y o u  j u s t  w a t c h .  T h e  i n n o c e n t .  G e t  m a s s a c r e d

-  E l i a m  H e r n a n d e z

F r o m  “ L i l l y ”     
M a y b e  I  w o u l d  a l s o  p a i n t  a l l  h e r  b e a u t i f u l  a n d  c o l o r f u l  f l o w e r s  b l a c k ,  w h i c h  m i g h t

m a t c h  t h e  c o l o r  o f  m y  o w n  h e a r t .  I  h a v e  n o  i d e a  w h e r e  a l l  t h i s  e a g e r n e s s  f o r

v e n g e a n c e  i s  c o m i n g  f r o m ,  b u t  i t  g i v e s  m e  p o w e r .  B y e - b y e  t o  a  s h y ,  i r r e l e v a n t ,  a n d

m a n i p u l a b l e  l i t t l e  g i r l ,  w e l c o m e  a  p o w e r f u l ,  i n d e p e n d e n t ,  a n d  b a d a s s  w o m a n .  I  h i t

t h e  d o o r  b e h i n d  m e  w h e n  I  e n t e r e d  m y  h o u s e .  

T h e  m o n s t e r  i s  h e r e .  

                                                                        - L a u r a  N o v a k
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A l i c e ’ s  A m e n d m e n t
I  a m  f a r  t o o  t a l l

T o w e r i n g  a b o v e  t h e  l i t t l e  h o u s e
I  s h o u l d  n e v e r  h a v e  e a t e n  t h e  c a k e
t h e  c o n s e q u e n c e  o f  m y  i n s e c u r i t i e s

T o w e r i n g  a b o v e  t h e  l i t t l e  h o u s e
M y  h e a d  i s  t o o  l a r g e

T h e  c o n s e q u e n c e  o f  m y  i n s e c u r i t i e s
W e i g h i n g  m e  d o w n

M y  h e a d  i s  t o o  l a r g e
I  t r i e d  e v e r y  s o l u t i o n  I  c o u l d  f i n d

W e i g h i n g  m e  d o w n
B e c o m i n g  w o r s e  w i t h  e a c h  c o n s u m e d

I  t r i e d  e v e r y  s o l u t i o n  I  c o u l d  f i n d
T e s t i n g  e a c h  o n  m y s e l f  l i k e  a  s c i e n c e  p r o j e c t

B e c o m i n g  w o r s e  w i t h  e a c h  c o n s u m e d
M y  b o d y  j u s t  a  t a n g l e  o f  m i s m a t c h e d  l i m b s

T e s t i n g  e a c h  o n  m y s e l f  l i k e  a  s c i e n c e  p r o j e c t
M y  a r m s  a r e  t o o  l o n g ,  m y  l e g s  t o o  s h o r t

M y  b o d y  j u s t  a  t a n g l e  o f  m i s m a t c h e d  l i m b s  
S t r a y i n g  f u r t h e r  f r o m  p e r f e c t i o n

M y  a r m s  a r e  t o o  l o n g ,  m y  l e g s  t o o  s h o r t
I  d o  n o t  r e c o g n i z e  m y s e l f  a n y m o r e
S t r a y i n g  f u r t h e r  f r o m  p e r f e c t i o n  

I  a m  f a r  t o o  t a l l

                    - A m a l i a  P r o c t o r
 



 ILL
Life will  take you through experiences

you cannot forget.

I ’m ill ,  I ’m scared,  I ’m worried.

Some days are bright,  some days are pain.

Waking up to my right abdomen throbbing,

my heart is out of my chest

my hands are clammy

my head is pounding.

In the hospital ,

where life meets death

where love meets sorrow

where painless meets painful.

Floor 9 filled with kids,  coloring books,  nurses,

 games,  IVs,  doctors,  bandages

The days last forever,  the nights last seconds.

Growing up living a normal life,

Then your life is steered into a different direction,

Changing the way I  live my life

Having to adjust my life for this?

                                   -Anonymous
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BOOM
The sound of  c laps never  fa i ls

to scare my s ister  
Her  face as  she 

ye l ls—
cr ies—  

dashing to my mom 
 

The sounds f lows as
dust  fa l ls  from the cei l ing .  

Hearts  are racing.  
Cr ies  from outside.

The rumble  of  bui ld ings fa l l ing
Someone is  dead.

  Another  fami ly  is  gone.  
Tears  fa l l  from another mother  

Hospita ls  r ise  in  f lames 
Chi ldren suffer  in  pain  

Chi ldren quest ioning their  l i fe  

When wi l l  i t  end 
when wi l l  we see the sun 

when wi l l  the sorrows become smi les

What I  am here for  
i f  I  am here to d ie?  

Am I  used for  fun?  
I  must  be.  

Why is  no one doing anything?

People  see but  
don’t  take act ion

Do people  real ly  care?  
As they say  through the news 

Are we real ly  humans or
  

Are we just  
pawns for  h istory?  

LAIBA JAN

 What  the 
Chi ldren See

- Isabel la  Roman



Handwrit ing is beautiful

Each letter tel l ing a story

Injury,  sadness,  age

The shaky cursive of my grandfather ,

Showing his unsteady hand 

The same shake passed down to my brother 

Yet under it  a del icate sweeping script

The handwrit ing of the gir l  in class 

The small  arches and l ines perfect 

Almost sad,  there is no variation

My own uneven choppy mess,  

A way of holding the pen that’s imperfect 

A reminder of dumb mistakes I ’ve made

And the rushed manner in which I  write 

                                  -Anonymous

LANA WAIGHTS
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King




