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Dear  Readers,

Welcome t o t he 2026 issue of  Deer f ield's own 
Lit erary Magazine!  

I  am once again honored t o serve as t he advisor  of  
Folio as we produce t he magazine's nint h edit ion.  The 
incredible ideas t hat  f ill t hese pages show how t ruly 
t alent ed our  middle school st udent s are.  Thank you t o 
t he Deer f ield st af f , administ rat ors, Board of  Educat ion, 
and members of  t he Mount ainside communit y f or  your  
suppor t  of  our  magazine each year . Also, a big Thank You 
t o Ms. Onore f or  dreaming up Folio and making it  a 
realit y!

Our  magazine includes a var iet y of  visual ar t work 
including drawings, paint ings, collage, and phot ography. 
Wr it ing genres range f rom poet ry, t o personal and 
f ict ional nar rat ive, f an f ict ion, and creat ive essay, all 
f rom our  incredibly t alent ed Deer f ield Middle Schoolers! 
We invit e you t o j ump int o t he pages and get  lost  in t he 
wor lds on display!

Sincerely,
    Lor i Topel
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M e Before You 
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As Lou walks through the streets of Paris, she sees a fuzzy and 
funky sweater with a bumblebee directly in the middle at a small 
boutique on a mannequin through the mirror. This makes her 
remember the tights Will bought for her for her birthday. She smiles 
as she remembers with her heart feeling heavy. Lou opens the door 
and a worker with the name tag of ?Chloé? immediately greets her in 
French, but the only thing Lou understands is her saying ¨ Bonjour? 
and ̈ Lou."

Lou responds back in English, ¨ I?m sorry, how do you know my 
name is Lou??

The worker smiles and looks at the sweater as she says, ?This 
sweater has been waiting for you; someone knew you would like it.? 
Lou understands immediately who it 
was, of course. The worker begins to take 
it off the mannequin and put it in a bag, 
which says across it, "Louisa." Chloé sees 
Lou looking at the bag with tears sliding 
down her cheeks.

 ?This bag was made for you, very 
special.? Lou replies, "Merci!" as she takes 
the bag. Lou takes a deep breath. As she 
walks out of the store, she sees a sign on 
the door that says ?Hiring." She knows 
exactly what to wear to her interview to 
get hired.

Fan Fiction by A driana Oliveira

Kennedy Moore



I used t o t h ink  m ornings were quiet . Then I had Rory. 

"Mom ,"  Rory whispers. 

"Too ear ly,"  I m um ble int o t he pil low.

"But  Luke's is open."

 That  get s m e. I rol l  over  and squint  at  t he clock . " It 's not  even six."

 Rory shrugs  f rom  t he doorway, already dressed, already 

awake, already... Rory. 

"Luke said if  we com e ear ly, t he bell sounds louder ."

"Well, I can't  m iss t hat ,"  I say, sit t ing up.

" It 's basically cult ure."

St ars Hollow  is st i l l  half  asleep when we st ep out side. The air  feels cold but  gent le. 

Rory sl ips her  hand int o m ine. Luke's  bell r ings when we walk  in, loud, l ike Rory 

prom ised.  Luke looks up. "You're ear ly."

"She m ade m e,"  I say, point ing at  Rory.

Rory sm iles sweet ly. "Hi, Luke."

Luke pours cof fee w it hout  ask ing. "Sam e as usual?"

"Forever , Baby,"  I say.

 I wat ch her  carefully. She's l i t t le, but  her  t hought s are 

already big.  "You happy here?"  I ask  her . She nods. 

"Yeah. Are you?"   I t ake a sip of  cof fee.

 "Yeah I t h ink  so."  Som et im es I wor ry she'l l  out grow  t his place. But  r ight  now , her  hand is 
m ine, t he air  sm ells l ike cof fee, and t he t own knows our  nam es.

"Mom ?"

"Yes?"

" I l ike m ornings."  I sm ile. 

"Me t oo, Kid."

Fan Fiction

by M icaela De Barros

Gil mor e Gir l s 
(pr equel )
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Rory  pushed open the door 
to Luke's Diner. The bell 
jingled, and she froze for a 
second, staring at empty 
stools. "Rory? Is that you?" 
Luke's grumpy voice came 
from behind the counter. 

"Yes, Luke," she said, 
walking toward him. Her 

hands were shaking a litt le, though she didn't know why. 

"You look...different," he said, frowning. "Back from 
college, or just visiting?"  

"Just visiting," Rory mumbled, glancing around. The diner 
smelled like fresh coffee and bacon. Everything looked the 
same, but somehow it felt strange, like she wasn't supposed 
to be here. 

"Everything okay?" Luke asked, noticing her quietness. 

"Yeah, I... I just missed this place," Rory said, forcing a 
small smile. She sat down at her usual stool. The quiet hum 
of the diner made her heart pound a litt le. Stars Hollow was 
safe, but something about being back made her feel...off.
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Gil mor e Gir l s 
(del et ed scene)

Fan Fiction

by Emma Hasselgren
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The Notebook (Nicholas Sparks)
 Fan Fiction - Deleted Scene by Karissa Malet

It was the summer of 1918. Call it Summer Love, call it Puppy Love, I don't care. It is a canon event in 
every young girl's life. You meet a boy in the 80 degree heat and fall in love. For me, that boy was James.

I never forgot the day we met. My best friend at the time, Janice, and I went to the lake. Her older 
brother came too. Although Janice was my dearest friend, I had never actually met her brother. I brought my 
other friend, Randy, and the boys hit it off quickly.

"Oh come on, Anne. Jump in!" James called to me.

"Sorry! I didn't spend all morning on my hair for it to get ruined! I'm okay tanning, thanks," I replied.

"Fine... Chicken," he mumbled.

I got up and put my book down. Walking up to him, I got so close I could feel his breath on my face.  
"You know, I am many things. But a 'chicken' is not one of them." I don't think he knew I heard what he said 
until I snapped back. I jumped in and we all splashed around. Just the four of us. Life was perfect. 

From that day on, James and I were inseparable, seeing each other nearly every day. Our love grew more 
with each visit. But, alas, Fall came, and I was forced to face reality. James would run off to some big, fancy 
private school. where girls could not attend. I would stay in this small town, learning to be a lady and finding a 
suitable husband. Simply put, this love could never be.

Packing his last bag, James kissed my forehead. "You know I would stay if I could."

"I know, James. Perhaps in another life?" I spoke softly, as tears rolled down my face. Goodbyes were 
hard, and for weeks I was sick, yearning for him. 

Eventually, John came along, and we got married. Life continued on. As for James, I never saw him 
again. Randy and Janice came around every once in a while. After all, we were young and dumb. 

That's just what summer does to you.

Mat t  Worgan
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Background Art : Renee de Ocampo

Does it  cripple 
Like a sour face?
Or does it  take up too 
much room
Like a planet out in 
space?
Does it  get put of f
Like alarm clocks?
Or does it  go up, then 
down
Like stocks?
Does it  wreak havoc
Like a tsunami?
Or does it  st ink
Like rotten salami?

M i c h a e l  
S i l v a

What Happen s to a 
Dream  Def erred?

What Happen s to a 
Dream  Ach ieved?

Does it  soar over 
mountains

Like a cloud?
Or does it  st ick out

Like a diamond in a crowd?
Does it  f ill you  up

Like ice cream on a 
hot day?

Or does it  shine bright
Like a sunny ray?

Does it  grow big
Like a sponge in water?

Or does it  get rejoiced
Like a newborn daughter?
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Wall-E was a Cleaning Robot; there were others 
like him cleaning up the trash of the Humans. The 
Humans were building a huge ship, their desires 
unknown. As the day began to end, Wall-E started 
driving back to the robots? charging system, but 
suddenly, his power cut out. He stood still there on 
the highway,  traveling robots accidentally bumping 
into him. 

The long line of robots passed after a while, and 
the night?s dark sky started to come back. The 
moonlight illuminated his rusted metal and the trash 
towers around silent robots. Suddenly, Wall-E?s 
system booted back up as if a Higher Being had 
recharged his systems. He didn?t start driving to the 
robots' charging system, but instead looked around in 
confusion. He wasn?t being controlled and he could 
now move freely around. 

Wall-E drove himself 
until he found a small 
garage-like room. He 
entered, looking around. 
It looked comfortable, 
and he decided it was 
time to rest in the garage. 

7 | Fol io 2026

W a l l - E  
Fan Fict ion Prequel by Aaron Feng

I sabel  Si lva
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I sat on his bed, holding my basketball and spinning it in my hands, 
but didn't feel like playing. The house was too quiet. It didn't feel normal.

I heard my mom and dad talking in the kitchen. Their voices were 
low. I stepped into the hallway and listened in. "That scared me,? Mom 
said.  "You collapsed. You just dropped right in front of me." 

"I told you, I'm okay," Dad answered, but his voice sounded tired.

I walked into the kitchen. "You collapsed!"

Dad tried to laugh. "I'm still standing, right?" I didn't laugh back. Was 
there something funny? 

"That doesn't mean you're fine." Mom looked at Dad. "The boys are 
worried." Dad rubbed his chest and looked away. 

"I don't want you worrying about me," he said, and I could feel my 
chest tighten. 

"Too bad. We already are." The room 
went silent. I stared at the floor. I could 
hear my own breathing.  

"I'll take it easy," Dad finally said. I 
nodded, but I didn't feel better. I went 
back to my room and shut the door. I lay 
on my bed staring at the dark ceiling. 
Basketball usually made everything make 
sense. Now, I don't think anything will. I 
turned over and closed my eyes, but sleep 
wouldn't come. This fear stayed with me, 

heavy and quiet.    

Delet ed Scene by 
Connor  Tr iar si

Cr ossover  
by Kwame Al exander

Victor ia Aleman

9 | Fol io 2026



Af t er  t he f uner al , Josh and JB headed out side. 
They sat  on t he back st eps quest ioning what  l if e was 
even about . Josh t hought  about  al l  t he best  t imes he 
had wit h his dad bef or e, l ike t he pickup games, and t he 
f ake t hr ows t hey had shot  t oget her . 

?Why did he have t o go?? r epeat ed in Josh?s head 
over  and over , l ike r er eading t he same page of  a book 
again and again. Except  he didn't  know how t o f l ip t o 
t he next  page. 

How was he supposed t o move on wit hout  t he one 
per son who under st ood him? 

?I r emember  when Dad t ook us t o Kr ispy Kr eme 
af t er  al l  of  our  games even t hough Mom kept  t el l ing 
him how bad it  was f or  him,? JB st ar t ed. ?Wher e did it  
al l  go?? he cont inued.

?I wish I knew,? Josh r epl ied. 

?I wish we coul d pl ay j ust  one mor e game of  HORSE 
wit h him, l ike we used t o,? JB said.

Josh t hought  f or  a moment . ?And why can't  we? 
Why don't  we pl ay one l ast  game, f or  him??

?Okay,? JB r epl ied, ?For  him.? 

Cr ossover  by Kwame Al exander
Fan Fi ct i on by Gabr i el  Papi o
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Amel ia Lee

11 | Fol io 2026



The sky looks pale, like it knows something bad is about to happen. The lady with 

the poofy hair, Effie, walks up to the stage. She smiles too much, like she?s trying to cover 

something up. 

?Ladies first!? she announces in that uncanny Capitol accent.

Then I start to think, what about Katniss? Her name is in there 20 times. That?s 20 

chances to lose her. What would I do without her? Even though there's a chance I get picked, 

it?s very slim, so I haven?t let myself think too much about it.

Effie reaches all the way down into the glass bowl, like she is fishing for something 

at the bottom of a well. She pulls out a name, smiles, and reads it proudly. 

?Primrose Everdeen.?

What?!

My heart just drops, deep down into my stomach. I feel frozen, as if there is a 

snowstorm inside my body.

I want to cry so badly, but my mind is just blank. I start to walk forward, slowly, like 

I?m not even in control of my legs.

Then, I am startled by a sound, ?Prim! Prim!? I turn around and I see Katniss 

sprinting towards me like a storm charging across the stage. I must look awful, because I 

feel awful. She gets to me and shoves me behind her.

?I volunteer!? she yells. ?I volunteer as tribute!?

A slight feeling of relief goes through my head. Until it hits me. My sister has just 

volunteered to die. For me.

Effie claps her hands and says, ?Lovely!? 

But it is not lovely; it is terrible. She doesn't know who Katniss is. She doesn?t know 

what she just cheered for. Katniss isn?t just my sister, she is my Everything. My mom 

The Hun g er  Ga mes 
by  Suz a n n e col l in s

Fa n Fic t io n  
by Ma ya  Elha ba s h
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doesn?t really see me anymore, not since Dad died. Katniss is the one who makes sure I 

eat. Who keeps the fire going in our house. If she dies, that fire goes out. The Mayor and 

Effie are talking, but I?m not listening. I?m staring at Katniss. My heart is racing, but 

everything is happening in slow motion. Then I hear, ?Let her come forward.? 

It?s official. Katniss is a tribute. I completely lose it. I am crying, yelling, not even sure 

what I?m saying. I run to her and grab her like I?ll never let go. ?No, Katniss! No! You can?t 

go!?

Katniss is holding back her tears, I can see it in her eyes. ?Prim, let go,? she says 

firmly. ?Let go!? she repeats. 

Gale picks me up from behind. I push at him, but it?s no use. I just scream and 

scream as Katniss climbs up the stairs. Each step she takes feels like she is walking 

farther away from me, forever. 

Mom is crying, too. She whispers, ?It?s going to be okay.?

?No, it won?t!" I yell at her. "You will never be the same as Katniss. You already 

abandoned us once, so why should I believe you won?t do it again?? She stopped being 

our mom when Dad died. She disappeared. But Katniss didn?t. Katniss kept us alive. So, 

no, it?s not going to be okay.

Effie asks for her name. ?Katniss Everdeen,? she replies.

 ?I bet my buttons that was your sister. Don?t want her to steal all the glory, do we? 

Come on, everybody! Let?s give a big round of applause for our newest tribute!? trills Effie. 

Glory? There's no glory in this. Just fear, cameras, and death.

Instead of clapping, I observe the crowd and notice they are doing a strange 

gesture, a type of three-fingered salute. I don?t know exactly what it means, but I do it too. 

It seems as though it is some type of sign of respect or farewell (or both), and Katniss 

deserves that.

Then they call out the name of the Male tribute, Peeta Mellark. I know him. The 

baker?s son. He is kind; he once gave Katniss bread when we were starving.

We listen to the Anthem, and the Peacekeepers take Katniss and Peeta into a 

building. My mother and I go to see Katniss. I climb on her lap and hold her tight. Mom 

sits behind Katniss and hugs us too. Katniss starts to give instructions to my mother for 

what to do while she is gone.

?I?ll be alright, Katniss. But, you have to take care, too. You're so fast and brave. 
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Maybe you can win.? 

I say it, even though I don?t believe it. I just have to say it.

?Maybe,? she replies. ?Then we?d be as rich as Haymitch.? 

?I don?t care if we're rich. I just want you to come home. You will try, won?t you? 

Really, really try?? I plead.

 Katniss has a sincere look on her face, ?Really, really try. I swear it.?

We all hug like it?s the last time. It might be. We say ?I love you.? Then, the door 

shuts. It?s closed. It?s like I?m staring at the end of something. And all I can think is: will I 

ever see her again?

Not on the screen. Not in the games. 

But here. With me. Alive.

Sophie Li
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Mia Rocha Soares
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I was alway s t old  about  my  parent s when t hey  were 
y oung er . I k new t hem as a quiet  coup le. Peop le t old  me t hey  
k ept  t o t hemselves and  t hat  y ou could  alway s f ind  t hem 
t og et her . W hen I g ot  t he news t hat  t hey  passed  in t heir  sleep, 
I f elt  almost  relieved  t hey  g ot  t o st ay  t og et her . 

A s I was cleaning  out  t heir  t hing s, I f ound  somet hing  I 
had  been wonder ing  about : The N ot ebook . I had  seen my  dad  
read ing  it  r ecent ly , and  I had  been cur ious about  it  ever  since.

I sat  down in t heir  old , dust y  at t ic and  beg an t o read . 
M y  f at her?s delicat e handwr it ing  f i lled  t he worn pag es, 
t elling  t he st ory  of  t heir  love, f r om t he summer  t hey  met  t o 
t he y ears when t heir  memor ies became hard  t o hold  ont o. 

It  was a quar t er  t o midnig ht  when I f inally  f inished . 
Bef ore I closed  t he book , I not iced  a line of small p r int  on t he 
last  pag e. 

?Our  love d idn?t  end  when our  
memor ies were lost . True love 
f inds it s way  back .? 

The not e was mark ed  wit h 
t he dat e of  t he nig ht  my  
parent s passed . I closed  t he 
book  and  set  it  down. I f inally  
underst ood : t r ue love will never  
f ade, even when peop le do.

Li la Khan

Body text

The Not ebooK          by Nichol as Spar ks

fan fiction SEQUEL by Asha Marwaha
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T he L a s t  L ea f  by O.Henr y
Fa n Fic t io n

by Mic a ela  De Ba r r o s

I can hear every raindrop striking my window, each one a sharp 
note in a cold and relentless song. The storm rattles the glass like a 
warning, but all I can think about is poor Johnsy and how the rain she 
once adored now frightens her, how the light she used to paint with 
has dimmed, and how she sees the empty space where hope should 
now be. If  she gives up tonight, all of that beauty will mean nothing. 

It has become my job ?my duty? to keep her alive. The wind 
outside snarls louder, tugging at the vines like an angry beast. I 
remember Sue?s trembling voice when she told me the last leaf 
might fall before morning; if  that leaf goes, so will Johnsy. 

My old bones ache as I hurry down the stairs, but fear pushes me 
faster than youth could. The moment I step outside, the rain hits my 
skin like needles.  I clutch my paints and climb the ladder, praying the 
storm won?t swallow me first. Every brushstroke is a battle, the wind 
steals my breath, the cold gnaws my fingertips, but I will not stop. I 
paint with everything I have left, shaping the stubborn little leaf that 
refuses to die.  

Hours later, the storm softens. I step back from my work. My 
hands tremble, my face is numb, yet pride glows in my chest. If  this 
painted leaf gives Johnsy a reason to live, then every shiver, every 
bruise, and every heartbeat will be worth it... and for the masterpiece 
I was always meant to make. 
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The Las t  Leaf  by o . Henr y
Fan Fic t ion by Isabel  Phil l ipou

The sun sunk low at fifteen after four on a cold December afternoon, 
pulling all light from Greenwich village. The scent of cinnamon from the 
neighbors' kitchen came through the walls. Mr. Behrman, an aspiring painter 
of 20 years, was sitting in the wooden rocking chair in his bedroom, 
attempting to paint a cafe nearby. 

Later that evening, when Mr. Behrman called his daughter, Clara, for 
supper, she didn?t respond. He found her asleep on the couch, running a 
high fever. The man called a doctor, and when he arrived, Behrman quickly 
ushered him inside. ?You could boil soup on this girl's head! Golly, I know just 
what this is.? Mr. Behrman leaned in, anxious to hear his daughter?s 
diagnosis, ?Your girl?s got pneumonia.? 

?Will she live!?!?  

?She should,? the doctor replied, in audible doubt. He was hesitant, but 
they needed money. 

The next morning, Mr. Behrman went to work as usual, leaving Clara.  
When he arrived home, Clara laid motionless in bed, drained of color. In an 
instant, Behrman?s sole reason for living, his daughter, had been stolen from 
him. He wept in agony as the guilt washed over him in waves. "Why didn?t I 
stay home to care for her?" he pondered. 

In the evening, the coroner came and took Clara. He tried to comfort 
Mr. Behrman, but he was inconsolable. 
He vowed that from then on, he would 
always be the first to extend his help 
when someone was in need of care. 

Still laden with grief, the man shut 
himself away until many years later, 
when two young women moved to the 
second floor of the apartment 
complex... 

Vidushi  Pandey
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Mary Maloney sat curled up 
in her favorite chair, the soft yellow 
yarn resting in her lap, as she 
knitted a tiny pair of baby socks. 
The room was warm and quiet, the 
kind of quiet that made her feel 
calm, and every few minutes, she 
smiled to herself and thought, 
"Wouldn't these look grand?" 
imagining the little feet that would 
one day fit inside them. Thinking 
about the baby always made her 
feel happy and safe because she 
knew that she would soon have a 
real family. 

As she continued knitting, 
Mary picked up one of the finished 
socks and thought about 
embroidering the baby's name on 
it. For a moment, she froze. They 
still hadn't chosen a name. Her 
fingers tightened on the yarn, and 
her stomach did a little flip.  
Patrick hadn't talked about names 
at all; she tried to brush the 
thought away, telling herself he 
was just tired from work, but 
something about him lately felt off. 

He had been quiet and distant like 
he didn't want to think about the 
future. Mary shook her head, 
trying not to worry. This was 
supposed to be a happy and 
exciting experience not only for 
Mary, but for Patrick, too.  

She put the socks and a 
small blanket on the table, then 
got up to straighten the living 
room.  As she moved around, she 
kept glancing at the clock, waiting 
for Patrick to come home. She 
tried to smile, even though 
something inside her told her that 
tonight might be different.

Lamb t o  t h e sl augh t er  
by r o al d  dah l  
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Kal l i  Georgiou

Fan Fiction by Emma Hasselgren
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Patrick pulled up to the tiny 
house where Elizabeth lived. It 
was hidden away behind the 
trees, and in the daytime, the 
sun glistened against the light 
blue sky. Patrick was familiar 
with this house, for he had 
been seeing Elizabeth for 
around a month and a half 
now.  

Patrick rang the doorbell 
and the door swung open. 
?Darling, how are you?? 
Elizabeth kissed him on the 
cheek,?How was work?? 

?It was good.? Patrick responded while making his way to the sofa. 
Patrick picked up the newspaper he had set there the other night. He had begun 
leaving more and more of his stuff in her house each time he came. There were 
some of his clothes, jackets, and one of his good pairs of shoes already in the 
closet.  

?So, you're telling her tonight, right?? Elizabeth said, sitting down, ?Oh I can?t 
wait for you to finally live with me fully.?  

?Yes, of course,? Patrick responded, ?I?ll tell her and then get out of there as 
quickly as possible. She doesn't know where you live, so she would never suspect 
where we are.?  

?Wonderful,? she responded, while adjusting the flowers Patrick had given her 
days prior. 

They sat in silence for a couple of minutes. Patrick read his newspaper while 
Elizabeth sipped her tea. Patrick checked the tiny watch on his wrist. He stood up 
and she kissed him once more. ?I?ll be as quick as I can,? Patrick reassured her, 
heading out the door. 

?I?ll be waiting for you! Remember our plan!? she said, waving to him from the 
door, while Patrick hurried off. 

Lamb to the Slaughter  
by Roald DahlFan Fiction

by Reagan Flynn
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I wake up al r eady r unning.

I don?t  r emember  j umping f r om t he Bat t l e Bus, but  my f eet  move f ast  
acr oss t he gr ound anyway. Tr ees bl ur  past  me, and t he st or m cr ackl es behind 
my back. I can f eel  it  get t ing cl oser . My hear t  is beat ing har d, l ike it  al ways 
does.

"You need t o sur vive,"  a voice in my head t el l s me.

I duck behind a wooden wal l  and r el oad my weapon. I don?t  even t hink 
about  it ; my hands have j ust  memor ized t he mot ions. That ?s when it  f inal l y 
hit s me: I?m not  choosing any of  t his st uf f . It ?s l ike my body is pl aying t he 
game f or  me.

Why can?t  I st op?

I peek ar ound t he wal l  and see anot her  pl ayer  spr int ing acr oss t he f iel d. 
I don?t  want  t o shoot  what soever . I don?t  even know who t hey ar e. For  a 
second, I f r eeze.

Then, my f inger  pul l s t he t r igger .

The pl ayer  disappear s, l eaving l oot  al l  over  t he gr ound. At  f ir st  I t hink I 
f eel  happy, but  I r eal ize quickl y t hat  I am empt y.

"This keeps happening,"  I t hink. Over  and over  again.

My head st ar t s t o hur t , and memor ies f l ash t hr ough my mind. The Bat t l e 
Bus, t he st or m, t he isl and r eset t ing. Ever y t ime I st ar t  t o under st and what ?s 
going on, it  f eel s l ike somet hing pushes t he t hought  away.

A l oud hor n bl ast s above me. The Bat t l e Bus.

The wor l d st ar t s t o f ade, and suddenly, I?m st anding in t he bus again. 
Pl ayer s ar e l ined up next  t o 
me, al l  quiet , al l  st ar ing 
st r aight  ahead. No one l ooks 
conf used or  scar ed.

I t r y t o yel l  and war n 
t hem t hat  t his isn?t  nor mal .

Not hing comes out  of  my 
mout h.

The door s open, and t he 
isl and appear s bel ow us again. 
The voice in my head comes 
back, st r onger  t han bef or e.

Jump.

Fo r t n it e

Wol fgang Joas

F a n  F i c t i o n  
b y  J a c k  

K a n e
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UnDivided  by Neal Shuster man 
Fan Fict ion -Deleted Scene by Declan Flynn

Connor?s dad woke up in the morning, feeling somewhat excited. 
He had booked their flight to the Bahamas, and they would leave in only 
a week. It was a celebration of sorts because his son, Connor, would be 
taken away for unwinding soon. He had been so troubled, and the ads 
said he would "serve a greater purpose in his parts." 

He walked towards Connor?s room expecting to hear his loud 
snoring, but he was not there. His blankets had been tossed aside, and 
his shoes were gone. He must?ve seen the three tickets in his drawer 
and known that none were meant for him.

But as Connor?s father stared at the empty bed, he felt something 
change inside him. He had raised Connor for 15 years, and he had 
always  been troubled. But all kids were. His job was to help him grow as 
a person, and he had failed. The ads said unwinding was "the right 
choice," but was it a choice of laziness? He suddenly felt sick to his 
stomach. What had he done?

A door creaked behind him, and he saw his wife, seemingly 
distraught at his expression. She immediately understood. It was too 
late to stop it; the order had been signed. Their consciousness became 

as heavy as stone, making it difficult 
to stand.

From that day on, they would 
never stand as tall. Even as news of 
Connor?s escape reached their ears, 
they could never take back what they 
had done. The tickets remained in 
the drawer, gathering the dust of 
their everlasting regret. 

Brian Daley
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There are m il l ions of  people in Am er ica t oday who cam e t o our  
count ry for  a m ult it ude of  reasons. Som e cam e for  f reedom s and 
l iber t ies. Ot hers cam e for  a bet t er  l i fe. While a lot  of  us t ake t he t im e t o 
enjoy t hese l iber t ies, not  m any t h ink  what  t hey can do t o give back  t o 
t h is count ry. How I am  show ing pat r iot ism  and suppor t  for  m y count ry 
is by being a good cit izen and by learning in school. In school, I am  
st udying dil igent ly about  t he m any people in Am er ica's r ich hist ory who 
have fought  hard t o defend Am er ica's r ight s. I am  also t ak ing t he t im e 
t o t hank  vet erans who have r isked t heir  l ives t o help t h is count ry 
t hr ive. 

One way I show pat r iot ism  and suppor t  for  m y count ry is in school. 
Every day at  t he beginning of  school, I recit e t he Pledge of  Allegiance 
and look  at  t he f lag t o show suppor t  for  m y count ry and t he values it  
represent s. In Social St udies, we learn about  t he Revolut ionary War  and 
how m any people, including our  Founding Fat hers, fought  hard t o 
prot ect  t he r ight s and f reedom s we enjoy t oday. By learning about  
t hese t opics in school, I can not  only appreciat e t he r ight s and 
f reedom s t hat  I have t oday, but  also suppor t  t he fut ure generat ions t o 
com e by ensur ing t hat  t hese vir t ues and ideas are passed on. 

Anot her  way I show pat r iot ism  for  m y count ry is by w r it ing 
t hought fu l let t ers t o show t hanks t o t he vet erans who have fought  
hard t o defend Am er ica and our  way of  l i fe. I also at t end im por t ant  
Am er ican holidays such as t he Four t h of  July and Vet erans Day 
celebrat ions w it h m y fam ily every year , hang f lags and t alk  about  what  
t hese days m ean t o us. By doing t h is, I am  ref lect ing on Am er ica?s m any 
f reedom s and honor ing t hose who fought  hard t o prot ect  our  l iber t ies.  

I show pat r iot ism  and suppor t  for  m y count ry by learning about  
our  past  and honor ing our  vet erans, as well as celebrat ing what  it  
m eans t o be an Am er ican. Pat r iot ism  is not  about  big gest ures - i t  is 
about  everyday choices Am er icans m ake t o honor  our  count ry. Every 
act  of  pr ide and respect  m at t ers. Whenever  I have t he chance t o 
suppor t  m y count ry, I do what  I can t o t ake t he lead.  My goal is t hat  in 
doing so, ot hers w il l  fol low , m ak ing Am er ica st ronger . 

Patriot 's Pen essay
Nathan Ford
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How are You Show ing Pat r iot ism  and 
Suppor t  for  our  Count ry?
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There Is No 
         " I"  in Team Gianni Cerullo

Ov er  t he year s, I hav e al ways pl ayed spo r t s- Fr o m basebal l  and 
f o o t bal l  t o  so ccer  and l ac r o sse. If  yo u name it , I hav e pr o babl y  p l ayed it . 
But  o ne al ways st o o d o ut  t o  me. It s int er est ing pl ay  st y l e and it s immense 
po pul ar it y  t hr o ugho ut  t he wo r l d al ways seemed spec ial  t o  me. I f el l  in 
l o v e wit h t he game o f  basket bal l . But  when I f ir st  st ar t ed pl ay ing, I was 
t o o  yo ung t o  r eal iz e t hat  no t  o nl y  wo ul d I benef it  physical l y  f r o m al l  t he 
ex er c ise, but  al so  al l  t he ment al  benef it s t hat  came wit h it .

I r emember  o ne game dur ing my sev ent h gr ade seaso n. my  t eam was do wn 
t wo  po int s wit h o nl y  16 seco nds l ef t  t o  spar e. The gym was c r o wded, and t he 
f ans wer e l o ud and ho st il e o n a co l d Wednesday  night  in l at e Januar y . t he 
bal l  was inbo unded t o  me, and I st ar t ed dr ibbl ing up t he co ur t . As I did, my  
def ender  st epped up t o  guar d me. As he did, I q uickl y  c r o ssed t he bal l  o v er  
t o  my  l ef t  hand, cat ching him o f f  guar d, and dr o v e t o  t he basket . Whil e 
dr iv ing, I caught  a smal l  gl impse o f  a wide-o pen t eammat e under  t he basket . 
but  He wasn't  go ing t o  make t he game winning sho t . I was. 

?Pass t he bal l !? My  co ach yel l ed wit h f ur y  in his v o ice. 

?Thr ee! Two ! One!? The c r o wd sc r eamed as t he buz z er  went  o f f  and I 
t hr ew t he bal l  up in t he air  and ... I a ir bal l ed, miser abl y . 

Af t er  t he game, my co ach yel l ed at  me f o r  my  sel f ish dec is io n which 
co st  us t he game. ?I do n?t  car e if  yo u?r e t he best  p l ayer  o n t he t eam, I wil l  
bench yo u. Bal l  ho gs do n?t  bel o ng o n t his t eam,? he said whil e st ar ing deep 
int o  my so ul . 

When I go t  ho me, I go t  t o  t hinking. I did no t  want  t o  be benched, no bo dy  
do es. Ho w do  I av o id it ? Then, wit ho ut  a seco nd t ho ught , I sear ched up ?Team 
Basket bal l ? and st ar t ed wat ching v ideo s. I wat ched t he sel f l ess pl ay , t he 
passing and pl aymaking, t he mo v ement  o f  t he bal l . And it  wo r ked. ev er y  t ime 
t hey  wo ul d p l ay  as a t eam, t hey  wo ul d get  o f f  a go o d sho t . I t hen r eal iz ed 
t hat  I r eal l y  was being sel f ish and I co ul d nev er  win j ust  by  mysel f . If  I 
want ed t o  win and be gr eat , I wo ul d hav e t o  beco me sel f l ess and q uit  being a 
j o ck. I t hen came acr o ss t he q uo t e, ?Ther e?s no  'I' in t eam.? I hung it  up o n my 
do o r  so  t hat  whenev er  I l ef t  t he r o o m, I was r eminded t o  be sel f l ess f o r  
t he day , no t  o nl y  o n t he co ur t , but  in l if e, t o o .

I hav e co me t o  r eal iz e t hat  spo r t s ar en?t  o nl y  j ust  a cur e f o r  
bo r edo m, no r  physical  p l easur e, but  t hey  can al so  t each l esso ns t hat  ar e 
mo r e t han essent ial  in l if e. These l esso ns no t  o nl y  inc l ude sel f l essness, 
but  har dwo r k, co mpet it iv eness, and per sev er ance. Al l  t hr ee o f  t hese 
l esso ns ar e v er y  s ignif icant  in l if e, and kno wing t hese t hr ee l esso ns wo ul d 
benef it  yo u v er y  much.

Thanks t o  basket bal l , what  I hav e l ear ned f r o m pl ay ing t he beaut if ul  
game, I hav e been abl e t o  t r ansl at e in o r der  t o  inc r ease my chances t o  
succeed, al t ho ugh it  may  seem l ike t he t wo  do n?t  r el at e at  al l .
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Kicking Off a 
New Start

by Nat han Ford
When I was f ive years old, m y dad f irst  got  m e int o 

soccer . Since t hen, it  has been m y l i fe. Every weekend, I 

was of f  t o anot her  soccer  gam e or  pract ice. Through all m y 

ef for t s on t he f ield, I was able t o grow  m y sk il ls and reach 

t he highest  levels of  play. Even t hough m y success in soccer  

cont inues t o be great , t here is m ore behind t he t rophies. 

There are in jur ies, m ist akes, and count less pract ices t o be t he best . This process was a par t  of  t he gam e, and I 

underst ood t hat , but  I had not  yet  underst ood how soccer  would help m e build charact er , handle t ough 

m om ent s, and grow  as a person of f  t he pit ch.  

I was 10 years old; i t  was anot her  hot  sum m er  day. This week 's t ournam ent  brought  m e and m y dad t o 

Pennsylvania. The sun was beam ing down on m y back . As I heard t he f inal whist le r ing out , I jogged of f  t he f ield. 

I felt  t he hot  m et al of  t he bench as I sat  down, look ing around t o see t he ongoing gam es. Ir r i t at ed at  t he loss, I 

wait ed for  t hat  t ypical t alk  and look  coaches usually give t he t eam  af t er  a disappoint ing gam e, but  t h is t im e 

was dif ferent . I looked at  m y coach, who had his shoulders hunched, and a relaxed dem eanor . He broke t he 

news sw if t ly. I did not  even realize what  happened. I t hought , What?! Is our team done? Maybe I heard him wrong. 

Then I realized I did not  hear  him  wrong. The t eam  was done. For  good.  

My face was blank , st ruck  w it h so m any em ot ions all at  once. Those em ot ions quick ly t urned t o t ears as 

t hey ran down m y cheeks l ike a wat er fall. The next  week, we had our  last  gam e. As t he gam e k icked of f , t he 

t eam  was prepared. We knew we would w in and did, 5-3. We cher ished every pass, shot  and st eal t hat  we got , 

know ing it  would be our  last  while playing for  t h is t eam . Som e plays, I would look  back  at  m y coach. This t im e 

he was not  encouraging and energet ic, but  quiet , w it h a m elancholy look  in his eyes. Before we knew it , t he 

gam e was over . I t hanked m y coaches and t eam m at es for  all t hey had helped m e w it h and was of f , cher ishing 

t he past , and prepar ing for  t he fut ure. 

Three weeks af t er  t he last  gam e, I decided I want ed t o quit  soccer . If  I was not  going t o play for  ?m y? 

t eam , I was not  going t o play at  al l. However , af t er  discussing t h is w it h m y parent s, t hey convinced m e t hat  I 

should go t o som e t ryout s. I did excellent  in t he t ryout s, but  sat  out  t he sum m er  season unt i l  t he fall when I 

st ar t ed playing for  m y new t eam  w it h a renewed m ot ivat ion and appreciat ion for  t he gam e.    

Through t h is exper ience, I now  realized t hat  l i fe is not  per fect . There are ups and downs, h ighs and lows 

t hat  I had t o deal w it h. While t hese set backs are out  of  m y cont rol, m y response and at t i t ude are not . Inst ead of  

holding on t o m y childhood t eam  forever , I learned t o be t hank ful for  t he exper ience and t o grow  f rom  t he 

m om ent . By doing t h is, I was able t o m ove on in soccer  and in l i fe, and I am  now playing for  one of  t he best  

t eam s in New Jersey. My exper iences also t aught  m e t o l ive l i fe w it h a joyful at t i t ude and t o im prove f rom  t he 

hardships and m ist akes.  As m y childhood coach once said, ?Soccer  t eaches you m any lessons about  l i fe, so 

learn f rom  it  in any way you can.? 
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Who am I if not popular?

I will never say again

Popularity does not matter

It is true

In the real world

Smarts do not matter

Never again will I say

I'm smart and that's all that matters

If you're not popular

They make fun of you

A nd I'm not okay with that

I wish I was popular

(Now read from bottom up)

Isla Happich

Rebecca K lemens

Popular Unpopular
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The Dif f icul t  Path  by Grace Lin 

I  tak e a deep breath and close my eyes, readying mysel f  to face the 

crew . I  feel  the sw ay of  the ship beneath my feet, the feel ing I?ve alw ays 

k now n, and i t calms me. The crew  is currently unloading our latest haul , 

and recently every meeting w i th the crew  k eeps me on my toes. There are 

rumors f loating around the boat, rumors of  a coup. Wi th every passing 

day, I  feel  my crew  become more questioning of  my w ays, more distant, 

more sk eptical . I  brush of f  these thoughts, as being the female captain of  

the most feared pi rates w asn?t bound to be an easy task . I  step forw ard 

tow ards the rai l  of  the ship, w atching the ocean. The sea has been w i th 

me my w hole l i fe, fol low ing my j ourney as i t hasn?t been an easy one, and 

i t?s a comforting thought. I t  w as w i tness to my struggles and my 

triumphs; there have been many of  each. I  abruptly turn, and, w i th 

new found strength, I  w alk  tow ards the main deck  to oversee the crew .

Look ing over the deck , I  see a group of  my crew  surrounding 

something. They are enclosed around the th ing, block ing my v ision. I  

mak e my w ay dow n the creak y w ooden steps w i th a stern look  plastered 

on my face. I  overhear one of  my men say, ?The captain?s not going to l ik e 

seeing these prisoners.? So, prisoners? This is w hat?s happening? The 

feel ing of  unease sett les over me, though I  don?t show  i t. I  had said prior 

that th is w as to be a grab and go, w i th no prisoners, yet they disobeyed. 

A s thei r captain they should respect my orders, yet I  w as ignored. Could 

my crew  real ly turn on me? I  feel  as i f  I  am losing my pow er and control  

over them.

Fan Fiction by Hana Barboiu
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?Indeed,? I  say, trying to seem as menacing as possible despi te my 

grow ing unease, I  speak  loud to draw  thei r attention, ?She does not.? 

Over 20 heads turn to look  at me and instantly I  see the fear in thei r eyes. 

They scramble and speak  over each other trying to ex plain, ex plain w hy 

they had disregarded my orders. One pale face in particular that I  

recognize as Weigu, stands out to me. I  question h im and learn that he 

took  the dazed younger gi rl , w hi le Dihan w as the one w ho took  the crying 

older gi rl . I  dismiss them and turn my attention to the prisoners. 

Suddenly, Dihan speak s up.

I  turn to h im as he stutters over h is w ords. ?I  thought? you k now  

how  the Po Tsai  pi rates ask ed us for a w oman to trade, and w e ow e them 

f rom that f ight w i th the Imperial  Navy w hen our ships w ere late 

and? and? ,? Dihan stammers. I t suddenly cl ick s to w hat he?s implying. 

Instantly, I  w ant to shout " No"  at h im, how  could w e trade such innocent 

people to those f i l thy pi rates? How ever, I  restrain mysel f  k now ing that 

there?s no room for w eak ness on th is ship. I  f ight the feel ing, but I  st i l l  

feel  my eyes f i l l  w i th pi ty as I  glance at the gi rls. I  k now  I  must th ink  fast, 

I   can?t let them trade the poor gi rl . I  can only guess w hat w ould happen 

to her.

?Too plain,? I  announce f i rmly, trying to leave no room for argument, 

?They w on?t tak e her.? I  am met w i th sighs and groans of  protest, 

how ever I  hold my ground and announce that w e w i l l  drop the prisoners 

of f  at the nex t port w i th some cash. I  feel  rel ief  w hen no one pushes back  

on th is, but I  st i l l  feel  the unease and the questioning look s. The constant 

doubt f rom the crew  returns. How ever, I  ignore i t and feel  the tension 

leav ing my body, trying not to show  i t, because I  k now  I  j ust saved th is 

w oman and even i f  my crew  turns on me, I  k now  I?d do i t again. 
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So  What  Ar e you anyway?    BY   l awr ence  hil l
fan  f ict ion   (anonymous)

J ames  s at  down nex t  t o hi s  wi f e on t he c ouc h af t er  t uc k i ng t hei r  
daught er  i n f or  bed.  ?Look ,  Mar y ,  I  r eal l y  don?t  k now i f  t hi s  i s  r i ght .  
She?s  onl y  ei ght .  I ?m wor r i ed s omeone wi l l  s ay  s omet hi ng t o her ,  s omet hi ng 
t hat  wi l l  c hange t he way  s he s ees  her s el f .  You k now how peopl e ar e t hes e 
day s .  Al l  any one s ees  when t hey  l ook  at  us  i s  a ' mi x ed f ami l y , '  and many  
don?t  s uppor t  t hat .  They  don?t  s uppor t  her ,  and t hey  don?t  s uppor t  us . ? 

?J ames .  We?v e been ov er  t hi s .  She' s  goi ng t o s ee my  par ent s  t omor r ow.  
End of  s t or y .  She?s  goi ng t o be f i ne. ?

?Mar y ,  I  k now y ou l ov e me and y ou don?t  s ee r ac e as  any t hi ng negat i v e,  
but  many  ot her  peopl e do.  Remember  when we got  mar r i ed? Hal f  of  our  
f ami l i es  woul dn?t  ev en at t end t he weddi ng bec aus e we ar e a bi - r ac i al  
c oupl e. ?

?I t  wi l l  be ok ay .   I t ?s  onl y  a pl ane r i de,  and my  par ent s  ar e r eal l y  
l ook i ng f or war d t o s eei ng her .   Sur e,  may be my  par ent s  wer en?t  t hr i l l ed 
when t hey  f i r s t  met  y ou,  but  onc e t hey  got  t o k now y ou,  t hey  l ov ed y ou.   
Peopl e ar e s o muc h mor e t han t he c ol or  of  t hei r  s k i n. ?

?I  r eal l y  hope y ou?r e r i ght .  May be t he peopl e on t he pl ane wi l l  be 
j us t  as  ac c ept i ng as  y our  par ent s .  I  j us t  r eal l y  hope t hey  don?t  ex pos e 
Car ol  t o any  of  t he hor r i bl e t hi ngs  we hav e t r i ed t o pr ot ec t  her  f r om. ?

?I  hope s o t oo.  I  j us t  want  her  t o s t ay  t hi s  i nnoc ent  and happy  
f or ev er -  s he s houl dn?t  hav e t o wor r y  about  ot her  peopl e' s  i s s ues  wi t h 
r ac e. "

J ames  began t o s peak ,  but  he hel d bac k  hi s  wor ds .  He t hought  about  t he 
s i l ent  s t ar es  t hat  ot her  peopl e gav e t hem i n gr oc er y  s t or es ,  i n t he par k ,  
any wher e,  r eal l y .  Eac h t i me,  he pr ay ed t hat  Car ol  had nev er  not i c ed.  Now,  
he was  hopi ng i t  woul d s t op c ompl et el y ,  j us t  f or  one day ,  j us t  f or  Car ol  t o 
mak e i t  t o her  gr andpar ent s  wi t h a s mi l e s t i l l  on her  f ac e.

He l ook ed at  Mar y ,  hi s  wi f e,  who had been wi t h hi m no mat t er  t he 
s t r uggl es  t hey  f ac ed.  ?Tomor r ow,  s he' s  goi ng t o get  ont o a pl ane f i l l ed 
wi t h peopl e who may  not  l i k e t he i dea of  her .  I t ?s  not  f ai r . ?

Mar y  s i ghed.  ?She?l l  be br av e. ?

?She s houl dn?t  hav e t o be. ?

Wi t h t hat ,  t he t wo went  up t o bed,  c hec k i ng i n on t hei r  daught er ,  f as t  
as l eep,  c l ut c hi ng her  v er y  own Bl ac k  dol l ,  peac ef ul l y  unawar e of  t he 
ugl i nes s  of  t he wor l d.  They  bot h paus ed and l ook ed at  eac h ot her ,  pr ay i ng 
t hei r  daught er  woul d be abl e t o s t ay  pr ot ec t ed f r om t he wor l d wi t hout  t hem 
t her e t o guar d her .

?The wor l d bet t er  l ear n t o ac c ept  her , ? Mar y  s i ghed,  gr abbi ng her  
hus band' s  hand.

Background Art : Madel ine Ferrei ra
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I  am di f f er ent  and st r ong.
I  wonder  what  ot her  peopl e t hi nk of  me.
I  hear  t he sof t  sounds of  mur mur i ng as ever yt hi ng 
i s about  me
I  see t he deep,  dar k,  dar i ng,  dyi ng cl ouds 
seepi ng t hr ough t he t wi l i ght  sky
I  want  t o f l y,  a bi r d f l yi ng away f r om ever yone
I  am di f f er ent  and st r ong.
I  pr et end t hat  peopl e' s wor ds don' t  mat t er .
I  f eel  hur t  l i ke a bl ade i s pi er ci ng r i ght  
t hr ough me 
I  t ouch my sof t  bl anket  as i t s wr appi ng i t s ar ms 
ar ound me
I  wor r y I ' m t he per son who messed ever yt hi ng up.
I  cr y i nt o my pi l l ow,  hopi ng I ' m not  hat ed.  
I  am di f f er ent  and st r ong.
I  under st and t hat  i t ' s okay t o be di f f er ent .
I  say i t  doesn' t  mat t er  what  peopl e say
I  dr eam of  peopl e l i ki ng me f or  who I  r eal l y am
I  t r y t o be ?nor mal ?,  but  t he t r ut h i s,  t her e i s 
no nor mal .
I  hope t hat  peopl e r eal i ze t hat  bei ng nor mal  i s 
j ust  bei ng your sel f .  Bei ng nor mal  i s l i ke 
bei ng a l eaf .

I  am di f f er ent  and st r ong.

Untitled (Anonymous)
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Mat t  Worgan

Kayleigh Alseika

Kennedy Moore

Maia Lemos
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A Ret r ieved Ref or mat ion (O. Henr y)
Fan Fict ion by Hana Bar boiu

Mr. Spencer strolled through Elmore, silently observing. ?It?s a 
pleasant town for sure,? he thought to himself, ?but I couldn?t ever 
settle down here.? Under different circumstances, he would have had 
the bank robbery planned by now, but something was holding him 
back. He recalled the lady from the bank. Her hair had flowed down her 
back like a mesmerizing river, enchanting him with its spell. The young 
boy at the bank?s door had said she was Annabel Adams, daughter of 
the bank?s owner. 

Mr. Spencer continued on his aimless walk, pondering his feelings. 
He checked his watch, knowing he should have been prepared to rob 
the bank by now. He knew that the longer he stayed, the quicker the 
police would catch up with and then arrest him for his crimes. 
?Staying?s certainly not an option,? he recited to himself, trying to 
believe it. 

Mr. Spencer suddenly felt a gentle tap on his back, pulling him 
from his thoughts. He turned and was soon face-to-face with the lady 
from the bank, Annabel. He awkwardly cleared his throat and stumbled 
out a greeting. They made light conversation, with her welcoming him 
to town. As they spoke, time slowed for Mr. Spencer, until their 
conversation ended, and it suddenly felt too quick. Before he wanted 
her to, Annabel was saying her goodbyes and turning away, leaving him 
standing alone. Mr. Spencer had never been one for love, but after 
Annabel, he had felt a change within him. ?Maybe love really can 
change a person,? he silently contemplated. He decided at that 
moment that settling in Elmore might not be as impossible of a thought 
anymore. 
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Def r ost
Kar issa Malet

Just  l ike a rose,

You have a sof t , f ragile ext er ior .

You pict ure yourself  l ike it ,

As you st are in t he m ir ror .

A layer  of  ice coat s t he f lower , 

And over  you, cold chil ls shower .

Your  ref lect ion glares again,

Hoping t o see a change,

Som e sor t  of  power .

You zone out , 

and t hought s begin.

Sweat  dr ips down your  spine,

Your  cold dem eanor  is undef ined.

You let  go of  your  r igid spikes,

And burning color  st r ikes.

You?re reincarnat ed,

Beaut ifu l and fu lf i l led,

No longer  chil led.

All across,

You defrost .
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Thank  You!

Sincerely,
Lor i Topel

 Thank you f or  your  suppor t  of  Folio's nint h edit ion! 
As always, t hank you t o Deer f ield's ar t  t eacher  and ar t  
club advisor  Mrs. Tiscia f or  helping wit h ar t  select ions, 
and Language Ar t s t eachers Mrs. Ridley, Mrs. Scanlan, 
and Ms. Onore f or  assist ing wit h creat ive wr it ing 
submissions. 

I  also want  t o praise our  dedicat ed Folio st udent  
st af f  f or  all of  t heir  hard work on select ing works f or  
t his magazine and helping t o put  it  all t oget her ! This 
br illiant  and t alent ed group of  eight h grade edit ors is 
pict ured below: Maya Elhabash, Alia Gruszecki, Hana 
Barbiou, and Yumna Soomro.

Last ly, I  want  t o t hank Mrs. Jenks, Mr . Kinney, and 
t he Mount ainside Board of  Educat ion f or  suppor t ing t he 
magazine and allowing our  vision t o come t o lif e!  See 
you all in 2027!
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