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Shadow and Substance features writing and
artwork created by the students of Sleepv
Hollow High School. Our student-led staff” carefully
selects and arranges
the contents of this magazine.
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DROPLENS OF ICE BLANKET
THE THIN BARK
TURNING ITS EMACIATED FIGURE
TO A PEARLY SKELETON
ANIMALS PICKING AT THE
MARROW CARELESSLY
UNAWARE OF THEIR
DESTRUCTION
UNAWARE THAT THEIR SHELL
WILL ONE DAY BECOME THE
CATALYST
FOR ANOTHER BEING’S
ENJOYMENT




Excerpt from “The Many are Any”
Anonymous

There are rules. Rules about love. Rules about life. You
need rules.

Why?

You just do. One of them is not to ask why. You need
them. You need them to learn. You need to learn what
| want. You need to learn how to live. To live you need
money. For money you need a job. You need to be
good at something to get a job.

I’'m not good at anything.

Learn. Be good at as many things as possible.

I’'m only decent at all of them now.

Try harder. Again. Again Again! Why can’t you do this?
| don’t know, you tell me.

Why do | have to be good at this?

| told you why.

Why? Full Writing Here
To get a job.

Why do | need a job?

To make money.

Why do | need money?

To live.

What if | chose not to live?
Too late. You already are.



https://docs.google.com/document/u/3/d/e/2PACX-1vT5vFqZWpjfKejjKU2tAvWdo-6jWe0Pv4IcWaRH2VfsHltTwpOoitF2i1qbQeh6KstLg3WFfdjpaorp/pub




Leaning

Ines McCoy
Inspired by G77/ by Jamaica Kincaid

This is how you part your hair to the side. This is how you brush
your hair properly, starting at the ends so you don’t tear your hair
out like you always do. This is how you wear a barrette so your bangs
don’t fall into your face like they always do. This is how you smile
politely. This is how you pull your shoulders back and straighten
your spine. This is how you do your hair for ballet so your master
can see your neck and shoulders. This is how you hold your hands at
the ballet bar so your arms look like they’re holding a basket. This is
how you hold a fork. “Why do I need to know how to hold a fork?’
“Because it shows a good upbringing, which is what you have.” This
is how you know what a serving spoon looks like. This is how you sit
in a chair with a back. This is how you sit in a chair without a back.
This is how you ask for something to be handed to you at the dining
room table. This is how you excuse your reach. This is how you
excuse yourself from the table so you may touch up your look in the
powder room. It is bad manners for a lady to touch up at the dinner
table. This is how you know when to excuse yourself from the table.
This is how you excuse yourself from the table. “That sounds the
same, Mama.” This is how to address a letter. This is how you ask
for a letter to be sent. “Can’t I just use the mail slot outside on the
street?” “You won't always have that mail slot, you must learn to
speak with people.” This is how you know when a pear is ripe but be
careful not to press too hard as you’ll bruise the pear. This is how
youknow when a cantaloupe is ripe: This is how you know what
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corn to buy.



This is how you set a table with spoons, forks, and knives. The knife
always goes on the inside. This is how you set a table with only forks
and knives. This is how you set a table with your Great Nonna’s
china. This is how you put a candle in its holder. This is how you
use a table runner. This is how you wash your Great Nonna’s china.
This is how you wash astier. “I thought you didn’t want me to touch
your astier.” “One day it’ll be yours.” This is how you wash cutlery.
This is how you wash things that don't belong in the dishwasher.
This is how you hand wash clothes. This is how you wash clothes
with stains. This is how you wash colors. This is how you wash
whites. Never mix the whites and the colors. This is how you hang
clothes up to dry. This is how you know how much white vinegar to
use when you wash clothes. This is how you wash your hairbrush so
it doesn’t get full of dust and hair. This is how you vacuum the floor.
This is how you vacuum the carpet “There's a difference between
those two?” “It all depends on what vacuum.” “I'll just get one that
works for all.” This is how you vacuum surfaces. This is how you
clean a record. This is how you clean a record player. This is how
you tuck a fitted sheet around a mattress. This is how you fold a
fitted sheet neatly so it doesn't bulge out oddly and take up space in
the closet. This is how you properly rake leaves in the grass. This is
how you properly sweep the porch. This is how you know how far
apart to plant seeds. This is how you know which seeds are which.
This is how you take the seeds from a Dahlia flower. This is how you
know how deep to plant which seed.
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Existence Comes With Many Legs
- Ivy Burk
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> Y & = 7= Octopuses;
> often seen as monstrous
~ despite their exceptional ability to
% ¥ connect with humans;
.» despite their three hearts,

capable of loving three times as much.

Their colors often shift in IVY BURK

correspondence
with their love, or with their fear- )
Some play harder,
some work smarter.
All are capable of existing

| oh aplane we've yet to comprehend.i

Many refuse to view these creatures {f
with the sonder they deserve. @'
Refuse to acknowledge their intelligence
' and awareness.

'/ They are proof that
¥ meaningful connections
Al needn’t be long-lived,
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- . Anonymous :
I check the forecast on my mom’s iPhone the -+
: night before. It was true. Snow had fallen, schools
- were closed, and I was free. While everyone slept
in, I sfruggled to put on my snow bootfs and *
¥ gazed at the ice crystals, starting to reflect the N
light from the sunrise. The pristine, flowing snow
drifts were no match for the mind of a young
boy. Within minutes a beautiful sheet of snow had
turned into a patchy mess of grass, dirt, slush, R
and snow, my feet were cold and I was fired.




ARTIST SPOTLIGHT

RUBY KEZUR
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Untitled

Anastaisa Mentis

Why do T not shy away from this
engagement?

The feelings that are present flutter
about in disarray

For there is plenty of acknowledgment
As I'm quickly becoming something that

Mimics your prey.

T'm afraid fo jump right in

How can I know the words you speak are
true

I know people are left bare and thin
When the end is directly in view

The others around me arejoyful
Your reassurances doing little

Is it because they've already bee

T'm sorry that my past has I¢

*

t your actiens justify th
wou“ds spoken
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Silence
{eidy Garay

on my bed. A sigh of relief; a smile
eep in. With our
trust that my brother and I will
had my first taste of
ng eyes felt like I was on top of the
ing on my own made me
college, it would sadly mean I would be
; l,egving my childhood self
id wouldn't be able o hear all the yelling, +o have no
- silence whatsocever that I hated
N bud now will mids.
S é?\\\ g/,
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WEARING BLUE SCRUBS, HOKA SNEA
To #ER MPACT oN MY FUTURE. HER
BRUSHED MY SkiN AND HER SoF T VoicE ECHOED
ThROUGH ME. EVEN THE SMPLCTY OF HER FikM, YET |
FRAGLE GRIP ON MY WOUNDED Fool RESONATED wiTH
ME "SHEMIEREPRIREEE L NG | HAD PEER B INEEU
NEVESEE RIS NE L (/AS [HERE MY EYES
CONTINUOUSLY DARTED FROM HER HANDS To HER LIPS

ND BACK e

S 1 ADDED NURSING To THE PINTEREST BOARD IN THE

ACK OF MY BRAIN.




The Cost of Self
Anonymous
Some are bound by the life chosen for them
others appear to be destined for another.
It isn't fair to be confined to circumstance
especially when there’s so much more one could
i " contribute T
: 1f only it were up to them. "
If only they owned their lives and their bod1es 11ke they
were meant to. :
Everyone who meets them can tell
they were born to be free
and live in the worst way a free person could, trapped.
: This struggle can be seen in a person
both internally and externally. 2
They may be affected by the place they’ve been taken to
: Forced to change, to adapt. '
It may have worn down their once strong spirits.
Many dream of escape but a life of freedom is difficult to
g achieve compared to dreaming. RN
A 11fe dominated by fear lacks the same fu1f111ment of true
: T A freedom @& 53
It will always risk immense consequences
It's not fair how one person can choose how another
AN person lives. G
Life isn't fair for people who are unlucky.
[tisn’t fair that some people are deemed more 1mportant
than others.










SPENSERIAN
ASHER LEVEY

OUR QUARTERBACK'S PRECISION HATH MUCH TO BE DESIRED
HiS FEEBLE ARM, OFTEN REBUKED WITH SCORN

WITH INJURY PLAGUED AND DOUBT INSPIRED

OVER LONG WILTED KNEES, TWICE TORN

HE HATH NOT THE ROOKIE S YOUTHFUL VIGOR

NOR THE VETERAN'S SEASONED GRACE

MANY A QUARTERBACK DOTH TOWER BIGGER

OR OUTMATCH HIM WITH SWIFTER PACE

WHILST HIS COMRADES BENEATH THE LIGHTS DO TOIL
UPON THE BENCH HIS TALENTS WITHER

AT THIRTY-FOUR, HATH COMMENCED AGE'S RUTHLESS BROIL
THE END OF HIS DAYS DOTH DRAW HITHER

AND WHILST | MAY HOPE THAT ONE DAY SHALL COME A
PLAYER GREAT TO WHOM WE WILL LAY CLAIM

TopAY, THIS MAN'S OUR QUARTERBACK, AND WE LOVE HIM

JUST THE SAME.
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SONNETS

PENELOPE McVEY

YOUR VOICE, BENEDICK, IS SHARP AS ICE,

EACH WORD A CHALLENGE THAT DARES ME TO FIGHT,
HOWEVER SOMETHING IN YOUR WIT FEELS STRANGELY NICE,

A SPARK BENEATH THE SPIKES THAT SHINES SO BRIGHT.
EVERY JAB IS A SHIELD FOR WHAT HIDES INSIDE,

You MOCK ME, | MATCH, NEITHER OF US YIELD,

BUT STILL, IF WE EMBRACE THE TRUTH AND PUT OUR PRIDE ASIDE,
I CANNOT HELP BUT WONDER WHAT OUR HEARTS MIGHT BUILD.
Now I CAN SEE THAT YOUR HEART HAS CHILLED,

WHAT LIES UNDERNEATH OUR BATTLES IS REVEALED,

A LOVE DISGUISED IN BANTER 'S THRILL,

A BOND THAT GROWS WHICH WILL NOT BE CONCEALED.

N0 MORE PRETENDING NOW—NO MORE GAMES,

[ SEE THE TRUTH: FOR ALL OUR QUARRELS, OUR LOVE IS TO BLAME.

23









, Tiempo Relativo

Esthefany Gonzalez Santos

Tiempo relativo, P sl
I tiempo siempre me susurra fuerte al oido oy
Cada dia cada tarde cada noche %‘
El pasado viene a mi en las oscuras horas del dia
Recordando los hechos que tal vez hubiera cambiado
Rememorando las cosas que sin duda repetiria
Y martirizando mi mente con el que hubiera sido
El futuro me acorrala en las mananas mas frias
Que pasa sino lo logro
Que me depara el destino
5 Y si no soy capaz de cumplir mis expectativas?
Finalmente en las tardes luminosas el presente me
\ T viene a la cabeza
~ . Conel peso de el pasado y la incertidumbre del futuro
: Con las ganas de vivir sin mortificacion
Y de disfrutar el hoy.




que nos falto?
finonymous

Solo nos falto alcanzar la luna, o tal vez solo necesitamos
valentia para quedarnos uno al lado del otro, no se que
fue lo que paso o si la llama se nos apago. Sequn yo todo
iba bien aunque algunos problemas si llegamos a tener
soy muy discreta cuando se trata de acercarme a ti aun
queda esa llama dentro de mi alma aun espero tu llamada
con ansias pero solo el silencio me habla y las dudas de si

’ : aun me amas .

Susurro unico

Te busco en los rincones de mi alma, donde las sombras
no alcanzan y hallo un secreto guardado y es tu esencia
que nunca se apaga. lo hay libro que te nombre ni
cancion que te imite; Eres el poema que nadie ha escrito

pero que todos quisieran leer, en mi corazon hay una
huella que nadie pudo tener. ‘

29

English translations oh page 42



Keep Going, but Don’t Forget to Breathe
Jason Chapa

This is how you keep pushing forward; this is how you finish
the task even when you're tired. This is how you set the alarm,
even when you don’t want to wake up tomorrow. “You can sleep
when you're successful,” my dad always says. “No one will
remember how hard it was—only that you got it done,” he
reminds me.

But this is also how you pause when the weight feels too
heavy, when your chest feels tight, when your thoughts are racing.
“Drink some water,” my mom says. “Take a deep breath and
focus.” This is how you take a walk, step outside, and let the air
clear your mind. “If you don't rest,” my grandmother warns,
“you'll wear yourself down to nothing.”

“Don’t let anyone see you break,” my dad insists.

And yet, my best friend whispers, “It's okay to cry sometimes. No
one has to be strong all the time.” This is how you ask for help
when you feel like you can’t go any further. “The bravest thing you
can do,” my mom reminds me, “is admit you need a hand.”

This is how you remind yourself why you started in the first
place, and this is how you allow yourself the grace to change
direction. Running until you're broken doesn’t mean you're strong
—it means you didn’t listen when your body asked you to stop.

So this is how you keep moving forward, yes, but this is also
how you breathe. This is how you let yourself rest, so you can
keep going when it matters most.

=0



The Mentor-Coach-Director, & The Boy
After Jamaica Kincaid's “Girl”
By Luke Weidner

I'm playing soccer; lace your plant foot next to the ball; follow
through onto your next foot after your shot, show the attacker the
sideline; jockeying is about slowing down the attacker; wait for him
to make a mistake; don’t get angry; focus on the game, stop
thinking; just play, now I'm playing hockey; tie your skates tight;
keep both hands on the stick; push outward when skating, if you
ain’t fallin, you ain’t trying, don't flick you wrist; shoot through the
puck, not to it, get your butt and skates on the board for a breakout,
don’t be an idiot; don't get scared when he’s coming to you; but |
wasn't scared; yes you were, now I'm playing tennis; hold the racket
here; no, here; keep your eye on the ball; swing through it; hit it with
a sweep; and follow through, start at the bottom; bend your knees;
then as you swing, rise up; follow through, forget the last play, next
point; take a breath for the serve; when you toss, keep you hand in
the air like its holding the ball; don't flick your wrist, focus in school;
find something you like doing; stick to it, now I'm doing theater;
open yourself up, cheat out, take a breath, say that louder; make me
give you the note that you are too loud, take a beat to realize what
this means, take a beat to question why that just happened, make a
choice, make your choice bigger, round out your vowel make this
scene playful, there’s so much | want to do, how do | choose? you'll
figure it out, eventually.
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Untitled
Megan McMahon

Friends are like flowers

Pretty and delicate

Sweet and simple

But only for a short time

You have to water them with love and attention

You can’t leave them to their own devices

If you stop giving them attention, the relationship will wither
and die

And now you've lost a friend

You've grown apart

But good friends

Good friends are like weeds

They won't leave you

No matter how little attention you may give them
No matter the distance 77

e
Ii:"\.

No matter the business

No matter what happens

No matter how long it’s been
They don’t need to be watered or cared for

They'll keep coming back no matter what \é‘
They’re multicolored and unpredictable (

Sh



They’re beautiful and rough
They’re different

Weeds can be daisies

Weeds can be clovers

Weeds can also just be grasses
Weeds can be of many varieties

Don’t be a flower

Be aweed

Don't let your busy schedules
Make your friendship wither and die
Don’t let the distance

Cause you to distance from each other
Don't let your friendship die

Stick together

Through thick and thin g

v Be aweed

Not a flower

SS



ARTIST SPOTLIGHT
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Tik Tok
Anonymous N T
) _@
Time is running out, \@ ‘b)
S S,
! ‘. A

Hear the clock going tik tok
Questions fall on deaf ears

Hypocritical,

Silence those meant to be
heard,

Forget the past vows

When do lessons die,
When will our laws lie to bed,
Nothing stays true long

Set the people free,
Stop, don't listen to their lies,
Begin to start anew

The young who fight back, V&R (Rl
As they always have before,
Make our voice heard.

Abigail Ruiz
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Terminal
: »f»’f‘“'
Bridget Doherty

%ﬁy oldest sister is going to college. As we
. arrive at her terminal, | squeeze her
@\éﬁ&%%odbye "See you at Christmas” | mumble.
Four becomes three.

My brother is next, My dad took him to the
airport, while the rest of us failed to roll
out of bed to send him off. | woke up to
only a sister left.

The day | have dreaded since eleven. My
sister stands in the doorway, waiting for a
goodbye. | give her a quick hug wondering
if | should be used to this yet.

Is this what it means to grow uﬁc ;
constantly saying goodbye?
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“Tiempo Relativo™
Relative time.

Time always whispers loudly in my ear

Svery day every afternoon every night

The past comes to me in the dark hours of the day
Remembering the facts that mavbe | would have changed
Remembering the things that | would undoubtedly repeat
And tormenting my mind with what would have been

The future corners me on the coldest mornings

What happens if | don't make it?

What does destiny have in store for mes

And if | am not able to meet my expectations

I-inally on bright afternoons the present comes to my mind
With the weight of the past and the uncertainty of the future
With the desire to live without mortification

And just enjov the dav.

“Susurro unico”

(Single Whisper)

| search for vou in the
corners of my soul,
where the shadows can't
reach, and | find a hidden
secrel, and it is your
essence that never Qoes
out. There is no book that
names vou, nor song that
imitates you: vou are the
poem that no one has
written but that everyone
would like to read. In m
heart, there is a mark that
no one could have.

“que nos fallo”

(What We Lack)

All we needed was to reach the
moon, or mayvbe we just
needed the courage to stay by
each other’s side. | don't know
what happened or il the flame
went out. | think evervthing was
going well, although we di

have some problems. I'm very
discreet when it comes (o
getting close to vou. That flame
still lingers inside my soul. | still
eagerly await vour call, but only
the silence speaks to me, and
the doubts of whether vou still
love me.
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