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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 smal
boutique on a mannequin through the mirror. This makes he
remember the tights Will bought for her for her birthday. She smile
as she remembers with her heart feeling heavy. Lou opens the doo
and a worker with the name tag of “Chloé” immediately greets her i
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

alks 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.

4
Kennedy Moore




Fan Fiction
69 Micaela De Barros

llused to think‘mornings were quiet. Then | had Rory:
“Mom," Rory whispers.
“Too early,” | mumble into the pillow.

“But/Luke's'is open."

That gets me. |l roll over and'squint at the clock: “It's not even six."

Rory shrugs from the doorway, already dressed, already.

Background Art: Avery Amato

awake, already... Rory.

“Luke said if'we come early, the bell sounds/louder.*

“Well, | can't miss that," | say, sitting up.

“It's basically culture."

Stars Hollow is still half asleep:when we step outside. The air feels cold but gentle.
Rory:slips her hand into mine. Luke!s bell rings'when we walkiin, loud, like Rory.
promised. Luke looks up.“Youire early."

“She made me," | say, pointing at Rory:

Rory smiles sweetly. “Hi, Luke.*

Luke pours coffee without/asking. “Same as usual?*

“Forever, Baby," | say.

I'watch her carefully. She's/little, but her thoughts are
already big. “You happy here?" | ask:her. She nods.

“Yeah. Are you?* Itake a sip of coffee.

“Yeah I thinkiso." Sometimes |l \worry she'll outgrow this place. But right now, her'hand is
mine, the air smells like coffee, and the town knows our names.

llMom?ll
“Yes?"
“I'like mornings." | smile.

"Me too, Kid."



Aiden Choo

. GiLmore GIRLS

by Emma Hasselgren @@@&@?@@ @@@@@D

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 little, 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... | 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 little. Stars Hollow was
safe, but something about being back made her feel...off.
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The Notebook, Micholas Sparks)

tan Fiction - Deleted Scene by Karissa Wlalet

Tt was the summer of 1918. Call it Summer Love, call it Pappy Love, T dont care. Tt is a canon event in
every) young girl’s life. You meet a boy in the 20 degree heat and fall in love. Tor me, that boy was James.

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

"Oh come on, Anne. Jump inl” James called to me.
"Sorryl T didn’t spend all moming on my hair for it to get ruined! Tm okay tanning, thanks,” T replied
Fine... Chicken,” he mumbled.

T got up and put my book, down. YWalking up to him, T got so close T could feel his breath on my face.
You know, T am many things. But 4 ‘chicken’ is not one of them.” T don't think he knew T heard what he said
until T snapped back. T jumped in and we all splashed around. Just the four of us. Life was perfect.

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

Cacking his last bag, James kissed my) forehead. “Vou know T would stay i T could”

T know, James. Terhaps in another [#e?” T spoke softly, as tears rlled down my face. Goodioyes were
hard, and for weeks T was sick, yeaming for him.

Bentually, John came along, and we got married. Life continued on. As for James, T 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.

Matt Worgan
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What Happens 1o a
Dream Defecred?
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Does it cripple
Like a sour face?

Or does it taRe up too
much room

Like a planet out in
space?

Does it get put off
Like alarm clocks?

Or does it go up, then
down

Like stocks?

Does it wreak havoc
Like a tsunami?

Or does it stink

Like rotten salami?

Background Art: Renee de Ocampo

Yiichael
Silva

What Hoppens 1o a
Dream Achieved?

Does it soar over
mountains

Like a cloud?

Or does it stick out

Like a diamond in a crowd?
Does it fill 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-k

Fan Fiction Prequel by Aaron Feng

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.

Isabel Silva
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CROSSOVER

BY KWAME ALEXANDER Deleted Scene by
Connor Triarsi

| 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.

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

"| told you, I'm okay," Dad answered, but his voice sounded tired.
| walked into the kitchen. "You collapsed!"

Dad tried to laugh. "I'm still standing, right?" | 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.

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

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

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

heavy and quiet.




CrossoveRr BY Kwame ALexanbeRr

Fan Fiction by Gabriel Papio

AFTerR THe FuneraL, JosH anp JB HeabeD ouTsipe.
THeYy sSaT on THe BaCK STEPS QUESTIONING WHAT LIFe wWas
even aBOoUT. JOSH THOUGHT 3aBOUT aLL THe BEeST TImes He
HaD WITH HIS DaD BEFORE, LIKe THe PICKUP Games, anD THe
FaKe THROWS THeY HaD SHOT TOGETHER.

“"WHY DID He Have TOo GO?"” RepeaTeD In JOSH'S HeaD
OVER anD OVER, LIKe ReReaDING THe same PaGe OF 3 BOOK
aGaln anb acGain. ExcepT He DIDN'T KNOW HOW TO FLIP TO
THe NEeXT PaGe.

How was He supPPOSeD TO move On WITHOUT THe one
PERSON WHO UNDERSTOOD HIM?

"I rRememBerR WHen Dabp Took us 1o Krispy Kreme
aFTER ALL OF OUR Games even THOUGH Mom KePT TeLLING
HIM HOW BabD IT was FOR HIM,"” JB sTarTep. "WHeRe DID IT
aLL Go?" He conTIinueD.

“I wisH | Knew,” JosH RePLIED.

“| wisH we couLD PLaY JuST one more came oF HORSE
WITH HIM, LIKe we useD 10,"” JB saip.

JosH THOUGHT FOR a momenT. "AnD WHY can't we?
WHY pon't we PLaY one LaST Game, FOR HIM?"

“Okay,” JB repLIeD, “"FOR HIM.”



Amelia Lee
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THE HUNGER GAMES

BY SUZ ANNE COLLINS
Fan Fiction
by Maya Elhabash

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 | start to think, what about Katniss? Her name is in there 20 times. That'’s 20
chances to lose her. What would | do without her? Even though there's a chance | get picked,
it's very slim, so | 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. | feel frozen, as if there is a
snowstorm inside my body.

| want to cry so badly, but my mind is just blank. | start to walk forward, slowly, like
I'm not even in control of my legs.

Then, | am startled by a sound, “Prim! Prim!” | turn around and | see Katniss
sprinting towards me like a storm charging across the stage. | must look awful, because |
feel awful. She gets to me and shoves me behind her.

“l 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
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doesn't really see me anymore, not since Dad died. Katniss is the one who makes sure |
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 | hear, “Let her come forward.”

It's official. Katniss is a tribute. | completely lose it. | am crying, yelling, not even sure
what I'm saying. | run to her and grab her like I'll never let go. “No, Katniss! No! You can't
gO!II

Katniss is holding back her tears, | can see it in her eyes. “Prim, let go,” she says
firmly. “Let go!” she repeats.

Gale picks me up from behind. | push at him, but it's no use. | 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!" | yell at her. "You will never be the same as Katniss. You already
abandoned us once, so why should | 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, | observe the crowd and notice they are doing a strange
gesture, a type of three-fingered salute. | don't know exactly what it means, but | 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. | 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 | go to see Katniss. | 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.



14 | FoLio 2026

Maybe you can win.”
| say it, even though | don't believe it. | 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?” | plead.

Katniss has a sincere look on her face, “Really, really try. | 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 | can think is: will |
ever see her again?

Not on the screen. Not in the games.

But here. With me. Alive.

Sophie Li
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THENOTEBOOK  BynicHoLAS SPARKS
FAN FICTION SEQUEL BY ASHA MARWAHA

I was always fold about my parents when they were
younger. | knew them as a quiet couple. People fold me they
kept to themselves and that you could always find them
together. When Il got the news that they passed in their sleep,
I felt almost relieved they got to stay togethenr.

As | was cleaning out their things, | found something |
had been wondering about: The Nofebook. | had seen my dad
reading it recenfly, and I had been curious about it ever since.

I sat down in their old, dusty attic and began to read.
My father's delicate handwriting filled the wormn pages,
telling the story of their love, from the summer they met to
the years when their memories became hard to hold onto.

If was a quarfer to midnight when I finally finished.
Before | closed the book, Il noficed a line of small print on the
last page.

“Qur love didn't end when oun
memories wewe lost. True love
finds its way back.”

The nofe was marked with
the date of fthe wnight wmy
parents passed. | closed the
book and sef it down. I finally
understood: frue love will never
fade, even when people do.

Lila Khan
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The Last Leaf by O.Henry

Fan Fiction
by Micaela De Bavvros

| can hear every raindrop striking vy Wwindow, each one a sharp
note in a cold and relentless song. The storvw rattles the glass like a
warning, but all | can think about ik poor Johnsy and how the rain she
once adored now Tfrightens her, how the light she used to paint with
has diwed, and how she sees the ewwpty space where hope <hould
now be. If she gives up tonight, all of that beauty wil vwean nothing.

lt has becone wy job —wy duty— to keep her dive. The wind
outside. <narls louder, tugging at the vines lke an angry beast. |
reywervber Sue’s trevwbling voice Wwhen she told e the last leaf
wight fall before vworning; if that leaf goes, 0 Wil Johnsy.

My old bones ache as | hurry down the stairs, but fear pushes e
faster than youth could. The monent | step outside, the rain hits vy
kin ke needes. | clutch wy paints and climb the ladder, praying the
torve Won’t swallow vwe first. Every brushstroke i a battle, the wind
teals vwy breath, the cold gnaws wy fingertips, but | wil not stop. |
paint With everything | have left, chaping the stubborn little leaf that
refuses to die.

Hours later, the storvw softens. | step back from vy work. My
hands trevvble, nwy face ic numb, yet pride glows in wy chest. If thic
painted leaf gives Johnsy a reaon to live, then every shiver, every
bruise, and every heartbeat Wil be worth it.. and for the vwasterpiece
| was always vweant t0 vwake.
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THE LAST LEAF BY 0. HENRY
FAN FICTION BY ISABEL PHILLIPOU

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, | know just
what this is.” Mr. Behrman leaned in, anxious to hear his daughter’s
diagnosis, “Your girl's got pneumonia.”

“Will she livel?!"”

“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 |
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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LAME TU THE SLAUGHTER
B2Y RUALI? RAEL
Fan Fiction by Emma Hasselgren

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.

Kalli Georgiou



Liam Aguiar

Lamb to the Slaughter
Fan Fiction by Roald Dahl

by Reagan Flynn

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 | 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 | 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.



Fovrtnite Fan Fictiop

| wake uP aLReaDY RUNNING. a “E

| pon’T RememBeR JumPING FROM THe BaTtTLe Bus, BUT my FeeT move FasT
ACROSS THE GROUND anyway. TRees BLUR PaST me, anD THE STORM CRACKLES BEHIND
myY BacK. | can FeeL IT GeTTING cLOSeR. MY HEaRT IS BeaTING HaRD, LIKE IT aLWaYs
Does.

"You neeb 1O survive," a voice In my Heab TeLLS me.

| pucKk BeHIND 3 woopen WALL anD ReLOaD my weapon. | pon’T even THINK
aBOUT IT; MY HaNnDS Have JUST MemORIZeD THe moTions. THaT's WHen IT FINALLY
HITS me: |'m NOT CHOOSING anY OF THIS STUFF. IT's LIKe mY BODY IS PLAYING THe
Game FOR me.

WHy can’t | sToP?

| Peek aROUND THE WALL aND See aNnOTHER PLAYER SPRINTING aCROSS THe FIeLD.
| pon'T wanT To SHOOT WHaTsoevVeR. | pon’T even Know WHO THey aRre. FORrR a
seconp, | FReeze.

THen, MY FINGER PULLS THE TRIGGER.

THe PLaYEeR DISaPPEaRS, LeavING LOOT aLL OVeR THe GRounD. AT FIRST | THInK |
FeeL HaPPY, BUT | ReaLize QuICKLY THAT | am emPTY.

"THis Keeps HarPpPenIng," | THINK. OveRr anDp oveR aGain.

My HeaD STaRTS TO HURT, anD MemoRIies FLasH THROUGH my minDp. THe BaTTLe
Bus, THe STORM, THe ISLaND ReseTTING. Every Time | STaRT TO UNDERSTAaND WHAT's
GOING ON, IT FeeLS LIKe SOMEeTHING PUSHES THE THOUGHT away.

A LOuD HORN BLasTS aBove me. THe BatTLe Bus.

THe WORLD STaRTS TO FaDe, anD subbenLy, |'m sTanpInG In THe BUS aGain.
PLaveRs aRre LINneD UP NEXT TO
me, aLL QUIeT, aLL STAaRING
STRAIGHT aHeaD. No one LOOKS
CONFUseD OR SCaReD.

| TRY TO YeLL anD waRrn
THem THAaT THIS ISN'T NORMAL.

NOTHING comes ouUT OF my
MOUTH.

THe DOORS oPen, anDd THe
ISLaND aPP€aRsS BELOW UsS aGaln.
THe voice In my Heab comes
BaCK, STRONGER THan BEFORe.

Jump.

Wolfgang Joas



UnDivided by Neal Shusterman

Fan Fiction -Deleted Seene 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



Emma Alarva



25 | FoLio 2026

PATRIOT'S PEN ESSAY

How are You Showing Patriotism and

Support for our Country? /:
PP y Uittbir Fosd

There are millions of people in America today who came to our
country for a multitude of reasons. Some came for freedoms and
liberties. Others came for a better life. While a lot of us take the time to
enjoy these liberties, not many think what they can do to give back to
this country. How | am showing patriotism and support for my country
is by being a good citizen and by learning in school. In school, | am
studying diligently about the many people in America's rich history who
have fought hard to defend America's rights. | am also taking the time
to thank veterans who have risked their lives to help this country
thrive.

One way | show patriotism and support for my country is in school.
Every day at the beginning of school, | recite the Pledge of Allegiance
and look at the flag to show support for my country and the values it
represents. In Social Studies, we learn about the Revolutionary War and
how many people, including our Founding Fathers, fought hard to
protect the rights and freedoms we enjoy today. By learning about
these topics in school, | can not only appreciate the rights and
freedoms that | have today, but also support the future generations to
come by ensuring that these virtues and ideas are passed on.

Another way | show patriotism for my country is by writing
thoughtful letters to show thanks to the veterans who have fought
hard to defend America and our way of life. | also attend important
American holidays such as the Fourth of July and Veterans Day
celebrations with my family every year, hang flags and talk about what
these days mean to us. By doing this, | am reflecting on America’s many
freedoms and honoring those who fought hard to protect our liberties.

| show patriotism and support for my country by learning about
our past and honoring our veterans, as well as celebrating what it
means to be an American. Patriotism is not about big gestures - it is
about everyday choices Americans make to honor our country. Every
act of pride and respect matters. Whenever | have the chance to
support my country, | do what | can to take the lead. My goal is that in
doing so, others will follow, making America stronger.



OVER THE VEARS, [ HAVE ALWAYS PLAYED SPORTS [FREL BASEEBALL
[FOOTBALL TO SOCCER LACROSSE. [I7 YU NAME [T, [ HAVE PROBABLY PLAVED [T,
EBUT ©NE ALWAYS STECD @UT TE M5, TS INUERESTING PLAY STYUE AND (S LI1IENSE
PORPULARITY THROUEIRUT THE WERLD ALWAYS SEENED SPECIAL T WS, I [FELL I
LeVE WITH THE GAME CF BASRETEBALL, WHEN [ FIRST STARTED PLAYING, [ WAS
TEO TOUNG TO REALZE THAT NeT CNLY WEULD I BENEFT PRVSICALLY FREM ALL THE
[ERERCEISE, ALSE AL TTHE MIENTAL BENERFITS TRHAT CANMS WITH 1T,

[ RENMERMEER ©NE @ANMS DURING Y SEVIENUT GRARE SIZASCH: MY TEANM WAS
TWE PEINTS WITH CNLY 16 SECRNDS LEFT TO SPARE, THE GV WAS CRCIRED, =
FANS WERE LeUD HOSTILE ©N A Celp WEPNESDAY MEHT I LATE JANUARY. THE
BALL WAS H2eUNRED TO M5, [ STARTED UP T2 COURT, AS ] DI, LY
PEFENRER STERPRPED UR 7O GUARD M5, AS [3 P, | QUICKLY CROSSED THE BALL @VER
TO MY LEFT RAND, CATERING RV @FF GUARD, PREVE TO THE BASKET. WHILE
RIVING, | CAVERT A SHALL GLIWPSE ©F A WIRE=CREN TEAVRIATE UNRER THE BASKET.
BUT [z WASN'T GRING T MAKE THE GANME WINNING SHOT, [ TIAS

PASS THE BALULF MY COACH YELLED WITH FURY IN RIS VeICE.

PTHRREED TIEY CNEF THE CROWD SCREAMED AS THE BUZZER WENT CFF 0
THREW THE BALL UR 1N U= AR oo [ AIRBALLED, MISERAELY,

AFPTER THIE GALE, [ COACRH YELLED AT [ME FOR MY SELFISH RIECISION WRIEH
COST US THE GANMIE, 7 CARE [IF YRUARE THIE EBEST PLAYER CN TTHE TIEARM, [ WILL
EENCH YOU, BALL [HOES REN'T BELENG N THIS TEAN,” RIE SAID WHILE ST DEER
INIOIM)YE

WHEN [ GOT REME, | GOT T TRINKRNG. [ IR NoT WANT 70 BE BENCEHED), MeEBeDY
REES, [N PO | AVeID [v9 THREN, WITHRUT A SECCND THOUGHT, [ SEARCHED U “rEAR
BASKETBALL? STARTED WATCHING VIREES, | WATCHED THE SELFLESS PLAY, THE
PASSING PLAYRIARING, TS MEVERIENT ©F THE BALL, [T ERKED, EVERY TIVIE
THEY WEULD PLAY AS A TEAN, TREY WEULD @57 @FF A SROT, [ THEN REALZED
THAT [ REALLY WAS BEING SEHFISH [ COULD NISVER WK JUST BY ERYSELE. 07 [
WANTED TE W GREAT, [ WRULD HAVE TO EECeE SELHFLESS QUIT FEING A
JOCK, [ THEN CAME ACROSS THE @UOTE, “THERE'S MO TP [N TEANS [ GUNG [v U @K MY
PEER SO THAT WRENEVER [ LEFT THE ReNY, [ WAS REMNDED TO BE SELFLESS FOR
THE RAY, NOT CNLY N THE COURT, I LIPS, 0,

[ HAVE CelIE TO REALZE THAT SPERTS ARENT ONLY JUST A CURE FOR
[BERIEDO, NeR PRVSICAL PLEASURE, THEY CAN ALSE TEACH LESSONS THAT
VERE THAN ESSENTIAL I LIFE, THESE LESSENS MNeT ONLY INCLURE SELFUESSNESS,
BUT HARRWERK, CRIPETITIVIENESS, PERSEVERANCE. ALL TRIREE ©F THESE
LESSENS VERY SIGNIFICANT IN LIFE, RNEWING THESE THREE LESSONS WEULD
EENEFTT YU VERY MUCH,

THANES TO BASRETBALL, WHAT [ HAVE [FREN PLAYING TTHE BEAUTTFUL
GANIE, | HAVE [EEE TO TRANSLATE [ ORRER TO INEREASE MY CRANCES 7O
SUCCEED, ALTHOUE [T MAY SEENM LIXE THE TIWe RELATE AT ALL,



Kicking Off a
“ew Sla" by Nathan Ford

When | was five years old, my dad first got me into

Caitlin Freeman

soccer. Since then, it has been my life. Every weekend, |
was off to another soccer game or practice. Through all my
efforts on the field, | was able to grow my skills and reach
the highest levels of play. Even though my success in soccer
continues to be great, there is more behind the trophies.
There are injuries, mistakes, and countless practices to be the best.
understood that, but | had not yet understood how soccer would help
moments, and grow as a person off the pitch.

I was 10 years old; it was another hot summer day. This week's t¢
Pennsylvania. The sun was beaming down on my back. As | heard the fina
| felt the hot metal of the bench as | sat down, looking around to see the o
waited for that typical talk and look coaches usually give the team after a
was different. | looked at my coach, who had his shoulders hunched, and a
news swiftly. | did not even realize what happened. | thought, What?! Is our te
Then I realized | did not hear him wrong. The team was done. For good.

My face was blank, struck with so many emotions all at once. Those e
they ran down my cheeks like a waterfall. The next week, we had our last game
team was prepared. We knew we would win and did, 5-3. We cherished every pas
knowing it would be our last while playing for this team. Some plays, | would look
he was not encouraging and energetic, but quiet, with a melancholy look in his eye
game was over. | thanked my coaches and teammates for all they had helped me
the past, and preparing for the future.

Three weeks after the last game, | decided | wanted to quit soccer. If | was not
team, | was not going to play at all. However, after discussing this with my parents, th
should go to some tryouts. | did excellent in the tryouts, but sat out the summer seaso
started playing for my new team with a renewed motivation and appreciation for the gz

Through this experience, | now realized that life is not perfect. There are ups and
that | had to deal with. While these setbacks are out of my control, my response and attitt
holding on to my childhood team forever, | learned to be thankful for the experience and t
moment. By doing this, | was able to move on in soccer and in life, and | am now playing for
teams in New Jersey. My experiences also taught me to live life with a joyful attitude and to
hardships and mistakes. As my childhood coach once said, “Soccer teaches you many lessons

learn from it in any way you can.”



Popular Jgjndodup
Isla Happich

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
And I'm not okay with that
I wish I was popular

(Now read from bottom up)



The B e Rath by Emas Wn

Iiake'a'deep bireath'and’clese my,eyes,1eadying myself te face the

i

crew.Ifeel the'swayef theship beneath'my feet,/thefeelingive always

knewn;and itcalms me;;Theciew,is cuntently,unleadingeur fatest haul,

andi1ecentlyeveiymeeling,withtheciew keeps me'en'my,tees.\There are

li

1umais tleating arcund the keat,/1umeiscf a’'ccup With'evely passing

day,Ifeel'myciew keceme maie quesiiening of my,ways, meiedistant,’

male skepticall' hiush'eff these thcughisyas keing the female'cagptain'cf

the mast feared pirateswasnit heund tohe an'easy,task. I'step feaiward

i

tcwaids therail'ef theship,watching the'ecean.;The'sea'has keen with

me my,whealelife) fellewing my,jeuiney,asit hasnit keen'an’'easyene;and

ht'lt waswilness tomyshiuggles and my,
f1iumphs; theie have keen'many,of eachil abiuptlyivin;and, with

|
|

it'sa'camfeailing theuc

newfcund'stiength) I walk tcwaids the main'deck tocveisee the'ciew.

Leckingeverthe'deck,I'secea’gicupef myciewsuncunding
semethingTheyareenclesed arecund the thing, blecking my,visien:'I
make my,waydewn thecreakhy,weeden’stegs,with'a’'stein'leek plastered

en'my,facel'everhearene’ef mymen'say,aThecaptain’s netgeing,tolike
2, The
feelingefuneasesettles’everme,thcugh'l'denit'shew it I had’said prier

seeing,these priseneis. Se; prisene1s?,This iswhat's hapgenin

that thiswas te hea'grab and'ge,withne priseners,yet they disekeyed.

As theircaptainthey sheuvld1espect myerders,yet I was igneied.Ceuld
my,ciew1eallyiuin'‘en'me?Ifeelasif Ilam'lesing my,pewer and cenfiel



CIndeed,Isay,11ying,loseem'as menacingas pessible despite my
gicwning,unease,I'sgeakleud to’diaw,theirattentien;“She'dces nct.x
Qver;20 headsivintoleek at meand instantly I'seethefearintheireyes.
Theyscramble and'speak’evereach’etherliying,toexplain)explainwhy
they had'disiegaided my,c1de1s.’One pale facein paiticularthatl
1ecegnize as,Weigu,'stands’eut to me.I'quesiien’him'and leain'that he
teek the'dazed yeunger girl,while Dihanwas the’ene who,teek the'c1ying
clder girlIdismiss them'and tuin'my,attentien’tethe priseneas.

|

Suddenly, Dihan'speaks up.

Ituin'to him'as he'stutteisever hiswaids.kI'theu =
hew,the Po,Tsai pirates asked us feraweman'te i1ade;and we'cwe them

fiem'that{ight with'the Imgeiial Navywhen'eur ships weirelate
and..and...,kDikan'stammeis.'It suddenlyclicks towhat he’s implying.

|

Instantly, IwanttesheutgNogat him; hew,ceuldwe {radesuch'innecent
pecgpletothese {ilthy pirates?zHewever,I1esttainmyself kncwing,that
there’s no1cem fer,weakness’enthisshiptl{ight thefeeling, butI'still
feel myeyes {ill with'pi

i

aslI'glanceatthe’gitls. I knew Imustthink fast,

canitletthemirade the pear/girlilcan’enly,guess what weuld hapgen

:

LTeo plain, yI'anncunce {iimly,/11ying,teleave no1eem'fer aigument,

LThey,wen'it takeher. gkl am'metwith'sighs and'greans ef pictest,

hewever ' held my,gieund and anncuncethat wewill'diep the priseners

off at thenext paitwith'semecashiIfeel1eliefwhen'no ene pushes hack
en this,butIstiillfeel theunease and the'quesiiening leeks. yThe censfant
deubtfiem'the’ciew 1etuins. Hewever,Iigneie it and'feel the tensien
leaving my kedyl1ying nettoshew it because I'knew,I

wemanandeven'if myciewiuinsen'me, I knecwlld'de it again.
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SO WHATAREYOUANYWAY? BY LAWRENCE HILL
FANFICTION (ANONYMOUS)









Maia Lemos
Kayleigh Alseika

Kennedy Moore

Matt Worgan



A Retrieved Reformation (O, Henry)

Fan Fiction by Hana Barboiu

Mr. Spencer strolled through Elmore, silently observing. “It's a
pleasant town for sure,” he thought to himself, “but | 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 EImore might not be as impossible of a thought
anymore,
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Defrost

Karissa Malet

Just like a rose,

You have a soft, fragile exterior.
You picture yourself like it,
As you stare in the mirror.

A layer of ice coats the flower,
And over you, cold chills shower.
Your reflection glares again,
Hoping to see a change,
Some sort of power.

You zone out,
and thoughts begin.
Sweat drips down your spine,
Your cold demeanor is undefined.
You let go of your rigid spikes,
And burning color strikes.
You're reincarnated,
Beautiful and fulfilled,

No longer chilled.

All across,

You defrost.
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Thenk $eu

Thank you for your support of Folio's ninth edition!
As always, thank you to Deerfield's art teacher and art
club advisor Mrs. Tiscia for helping with art selections,
and Language Arts teachers Mrs. Ridley, Mes. Scanlan,
and Ms. Onore for assisting with creative writing
submissions.

I also want to praise our dedicated Folio student
staff for all of their hard work on selecting works for
this magazine and helping to put it all together! This
brilliant and talented group of eighth grade editors is
pictured below? Maya Elhabash, Alia Gruszecki, Hana
Barbiou, and Numnha Soomro.

Lastly, I want to thank Mes. Jenks, M. Kinney, and
the Mountainside BPoard of Education for supporting the
magazine and allowing our vision to come to lifel See
you all in ZOZ7!

Sincerely,
Lori Topel

//l
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