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Success 
 
It could be the last touchdown on the field, 
Or the smashing spike in the sand. 
How about the final twirl on ice 
Or the finishing sprint on clay. 
These all represent something. 
And that victory represents all of these. 
But what you’re thinking about  
On the grass, sand, ice, or clay 
Is how to reach that goal, 
How to smash that spike, 
How to gain momentum on your skates, 
Or how to push yourself past your comfort-zone. 
And when you accomplish these missions, 
These targets or plans, 
Then you start to think about your achievements. 
Recognize your source of ambition 
By cherishing that feeling. 
Because those who appreciate it 
Will want it once again. 

                     Emma Kaneti 

The Lake of Lies 
Don’t breathe the toxic, putrid air 
Do not inhale its noxious fumes.  

It could make you obey. 
 

Do not try to edge your way around it 
Don’t dip your finger in its inky black fluid 

You could fall in. 
 

Don’t be absorbed by its viscous vortex 
Do not be sucked into its watery whirlpool. 

You could lie.  

 Anya Raikhovski 

Rain 
I hear a slight sound 
Rain beautifully taps on my window 
A chorus of droplets 
Slowly whispering, 
A lullaby in  my ear. 
 
The whistle of the wind; 
A harmony, 
Persuading you into dreams  
Far beyond  your imagination. 
 
Rain on your neck, 
A cool feeling of freedom and 
Happiness. 
Silently falling onto your cheek, 
Gently releasing you from your  
never-ending 
Sleep. 
 
The rain is beautiful. 
Do not shout angrily at the cold drops 
Let them reward you with peace and  
Prosperity. 
 
as it abruptly stops, 
Your memories fade away, 
Unnoticed, 
And 
 The wonderful  
Sun greets you. 
 
 Katie Fitzgerald 
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Winter 
 

Frost 
Cold 
Snow 

Ice 
Hail 

Snowman 
Igloo 
Sled 

Summer 
Warm 
Humid 
Hot tub 

Hot 
Pool 

Ice cream 
Water slide 

Beach 
Sunglasses 

Miami 
Jet ski 
Fall 

Rainy 
Mild weather 

Leaves 
Colors 

Changing 
Leaf piles 
Umbrellas 

Wind 
Scarves 

Hats 
Gloves 
Spring 

Blooming 
Flowers 
Pollen 

Nice weather 
Bees 

Butterflies 
T-shirts 
Shorts 
Spring 

Summer 
Fall 

Winter 
That’s the 
Way life 
GOES!!! 

 

Lauren A. Lakow 

 
Moving Away  

 
A hug and many tears. 

I pack my bags and get in the car 
And watch 

Your shadow 
Fade. 

The drive  
To the airport is silent. 

I get on the plane 
And think about you. 

I’m flying away from my old life. 
My old friends, 
My old house, 

I cry and 
Cry and cry. 

I remind myself 
That it’s just a new stage of my life.   

And it’s a new adventure. 
A new school, 

A new life, 
A new town, 

But I will always remember you. 

 

Chelsea Finstad 

Marc Anthony 

Ave Lee 
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COMING HOME 
 

The sharp wind prickles my 
neck, 

smacks my lips dry. 
The snow is so thick, 

so deep, 
my knees sink in,  

leaving my jeans wet and cold. 
The desolate air brings no 

sound 
and only the faint smell of a 

fire keeps me warm. 
With each exhale, 

 icy clouds of fog emerge. 
Every step I take 

 leaves the echo of crunching 
snow  

 in the whispering air.  
 

As I near my home, 
white sparkling lights on the 

evergreen tree  
dance in the window. 

Stepping through the door 
a blanket of toasty air sur-

rounds me. 
Movement returns to my fro-

zen toes  
as I take off my damp socks 

and boots. 

The powdery snow loses its 
hold on my jacket,   
falls to the floor, 
 disappearing. 

 
 

The cheerful sound of Christ-
mas music 

 
The sweet smell of molasses 

cookies  
 

Laughter in the kitchen 
 

The glow 
of the Holidays.  

 
Sophia Glinski 

 

Kat  
Pantginis  
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Rose 
She has curved, tinted lips. 
Beautiful, positively painted, almost  
Bloodstained.  
She is vain. 
Gazing at her perfect reflection 
Through the lake’s still mirror 
By which she stands. 
She is elegantly arrogant. 
Her delicate body is dotted  
With deadly thorns.  
But when someone tries to touch her, 
She strikes! 
And blood spills once again.  

Anya Raikhovski 

Springtime   
 

Spring is the time 
When the snow withers away 

To feed the plants 
Entombed beneath the ground 
They wake from their slumber 

And break open 
Their sodden earth doors. 
They reach to the sunlight 

And spread their green, blossoming arms 
To bask in the light of the sun 

And in the warmth 
Of new life. 

 

 Sam Hodman 

Daisy 
 

Breathing small breaths 
Yawning little yawns 
A tiny furry princess 
Lays in her tiny bed   

Little body is curled up 
In a small ball 
One tiny face 

Four little paws 
One small tail 

Wagging slowly in its place 
Two tiny eyes 

Black as little beans 
Open up slowly 

Then close quickly again   
 
Sofia Pantigoso 
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I am from the tomatoes on my back deck, 
From the strawberries that grow on my back deck, and the red juicy flavor it 
makes. 
I am from the bamboo gently growing in my back yard, 
And it gets thicker and thicker till it’s fully grown. 
I am from the snow that we go sledding down in the winter, 
And the air softing that goes on with my friends  
And paintball that is fun in Connecticut Liberty from fun Trey to game time Trey  
When I hear all the popping. 
I am from the skateboarding to Xbox 360, and to football to basketball. 
From baseball to watching movies with my family, and going on my first cruise. 
I am from the travel baseball champions and to getting hit by a baseball in my 
mouth. 
From the time I got hit in the eye and to the time my great grandpa passed 
away. 
I am from the Xbox that sits on my dresser,  
And the TV that stands on my dresser. 
I’m from the bed that lies by my window and the living room I relax in. 
From Christmas that we celebrate once a year and the movies we watch as a 
family. 
Told to me by my beloved family. 
In the candy, Mountain Dew, strawberries and blueberries we have  
And we’re good at basketball and we are athletic. 
I am from those moments I will always love my family. 
       Treyson Colon                   

Life 

 
Life is too short, so live it long 

Have your goals and pursue them all 
Don’t regret, what has already passed 

For you will learn so very fast. 
 

Do what you will, the choice is yours 
The clock is ticking and so are your doors 

There is never an end to the stairs you see 
So run and run - so happy you’ll be. 

 
Your shadow has weakened 

You must stay strong 
But life has passed  

So quick it be 
Nothing compares to life you see. 

 
   David Sollod 



 

8 

Do You Ever imagine? 
 

Do you ever imagine a baby, wailing its arms back and forth?  
Do you ever imagine when you’re off to the store, that you’re missing someone? 

Do you ever imagine?  
This is my dog,  

and I can’t resist letting him go   
Like a raincloud,  

Trying to hold in the water.  
Do you ever imagine that you are letting someone go?  

Do you ever imagine? 
Your dog  

Trusts in you,  
Believes in you,  
And loves you  

 Whenever you leave them,  
It’s not enough to say goodbye. 

You should love your companion,  
The way your companion loves you.  
As a dog, you feel a power of loss, 
And you always think to yourself… 
Are they ever going to come back? 

As a dog,  
You’re eyelids droop down,  

And you’re tail starts to drag.  
And you feel alone.  

Lost in the wilderness with no one around you.  
Just twigs and crispy leaves falling from the trees.  

It feels like an eternity,  
Locked up  

In a gated fence 
Wanting to be free.  

As a person,  
You don’t think about anything when you’re out and about,  

But somebody,  
Close to the palm of your hands… 

Is waiting for you.   
       Erin Meador 
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Inspired by Poet Laureate Louise Gluck’s  
“Gretel In Darkness”  

 
Life Along the Yellow Brick Road 

 
We see through the windows 
Of your ginger bread house, 

Past the gum drop trees 
And honey bees, 

Too far for the breadcrumbs 
And children to follow. 

The bricks start out platinum, 
And the water shallow. 

But at our road turns gold, 
We pack our bags, 

With nothing but an untouched heart. 
Past the angry trees 

And killer bees, 
This is where the journey will start. 

The bricks turn silver, 
Slowly rust to bronze. 

How we long to see the emerald lawns. 
When your green city cannot be found, 

 keep your head up, 
Don’t fall down. 

And while you still can. 
Do not take the golden tread, 

Run right through the poppies instead. 
 

   Emmeline Chuy 
David Hilden 

Abby Lee 

Ariela 
Bass 
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Why I Write 
Cassidy Sizemore 

 
I write to laugh, to cry, to understand.   Sadness draws me to pen and paper.  I write when 
I’m stressed, tired, or in pain.  Do you know the saying “sticks and stones may break my 
bone, but words will never hurt me?” I’m the other way around.  Words hurt and that is 
why I have a need to write because it’s like a punch in the face.   The pain mixed with 
angry words is satisfying.  More and more words come, flying, ricocheting like bullets.  

This is why I write. 

The Truth Inside You 
Lies… 
Yes, they are tempting… 
But they can abolish you. 
Inside and out. 
With no escape. 
There is an alternative option… 
The TRUTH. 
Sometimes the truth isn’t appealing, 
But it’s the right thing to do. 
And you know it. 
Sometimes a fib, 
Slips from your tongue like a serpent, 
But you REGRET it in the end. 
Don’t lie to your selves… 
We’ve all spoken a lie, 
And you undoubtedly felt REMORSE, 
A profound regret for wrongdoing. 
And what do you feel when you tell the TRUTH? 
Exuberance, felicity, peace of mind. 
And the list goes on, and on, and on. 
Ask yourself 
One simple question… 
Would you choose misery that comes from a lie rather than glee from the truth? 

       Marianne Juca 

Fatim Seck 
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Are You Truthful or Not? 
Grace Meador 

Have you ever forgotten your 
homework and lied about it? Have you 
ever told your friend you couldn’t meet 
up with them, but you really could? 
These are times when truthfulness is 
more important than lying; however, 
there are some situations when you 
need to lie. Lying can save someone’s 
life (sometimes).  

 For example, in the book, An 
Elephant in the Garden, by Michael 
Morpurgo, a family is living in the time 
of World War II. They are in danger of 
the Americans coming to bomb their 
city. Finally, when the Americans 
come, they have to leave their home 
and never return. They have to walk far 
until they find a place to be safe and 
until the Americans leave their city. On 
the way, they find a fighter pilot whose 
plane crashed and found the families 
barn to hide in. At first, the family 
thinks about all of the awful things that 
the Americans have done to their city, 
but after some thought and considera-
tion the family decides to let the Amer-
ican come with them on their journey. 
 In this book the family has to 
risk their lives to make sure the Ameri-
can stays safe. Sometimes, they even 
have to lie.  That happens when a nice 
woman lets the whole family stay at 
her house, but, what she doesn’t know 

is that they are bringing an American 
along with them. The American does a 
few things that make a few people sus-
picious. The biggest mistake was when 
the American lets someone see his 
compass. The compass is written in 
English. The family lies and tries to 
explain to the woman and the people 
staying at her house that it wasn’t hers. 
Someone ends up calling the police. 
Luckily, the Countess, the nice woman 
who let the family stay at her house, 
does something extraordinary that got 
the family and the American out of 
trouble. She said that she used the 
“carrot and the stick”, meaning, that 
she gave the police money to go along 
with the lie, and she threatened them 
with danger if they turned the family 
in.  She lied, but she did it for a good 
reason.      
 From reading that book, I found 
out that it is important to be truthful, 
but there are times when you have to 
lie to save someone else’s life. Even 
though the Countess knew that the 
family had been lying all along, she 
still saved the American and the fami-
ly. You wouldn’t always expect that 
lying would be considerate, and some-
times it wouldn’t, but the Countess was 
able to save the family and the Ameri-
can’s life. 
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I Am A Dancer 
 

I am a dancer. 
I think of being the best I can be. 

I hear the music that is being played. 
I see my feet gliding across the floor. 

I give my thanks to the dance instructor after class. 
I am a dancer. 

 
I wonder:How will I do this class? 

I touch my royal blue leotard and pink tights as I put them on before class. 
I feel excitement inside me before I do a step. 

I trust my teacher’s opinion when she gives me a compliment or correction. 
I say, “I will try to practice that step,” when I make a mistake. 

I adore jumping in the air like a cat and twirling across the floor as gracefully as a 
swan. 

I am a dancer. 
 

I understand I won’t always do my best. 
I try to give all my effort. 

I love when I have a perfect class. 
I hope people appreciate my work. 

I wish my dance will help and inspire people. 
I am a dancer. 

 
I will get to level 7 of the Junior Division. 

I dream to be on a stage in Times Square with applause thundering around me. 
I will cry after I finish my first night of being a real Broadway star. 

I want to be under the flashing lights of Broadway  
and be a famous dancer/ choreographer. 
I believe I have the talent for my dreams 

I am a dancer. 
 

    Sasha Reist 
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Inspired by Poet Laureate Louise Gluck 
Based on “Snow White” 
 
White as snow and hair black as night 
I may have pretty features, but I am in no pretty situation  
I am hiding from the evil Queen in the deep forest 
She hunts me down in the dark forest day and night 
I am the one destined to surpass her reign 
I fear for my life everyday, as I know it could be swept away  
by the Queen any moment 
My frail heart pumps out of my chest as I trot through the forest,  
not knowing where to go 
Finally, out in the distance, a cottage shows up with a sweet old lady out front  
I snatch the apple out of her hand,  
and the next thing I know,  
I’m on the ground 
The whole world slips away from me as I lay on the bed of moss 
The Queen’s tactics have worked against me 
Everything is a blur; am I dead? 
       Louisa Martin 

Jaina Gibbons 

Rodrigio Reyes 
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My Poison Apple 
Fiona Hogan 

     “Your lifestyle - how you live, eat, 
emote, and think - determines your 
health. To prevent disease, you may have 
to change how you live,” said Brian 
Carter.   
 I am four years old running 
around enjoying a birthday party, laugh-
ing, dancing, and singing with my 
friends. Then someone’s mom yells the 
dreaded words, “Time for cake!” My 
friends sprint to the beautifully decorated 
cake. I grudgingly follow them, knowing 
I will never get to taste the scrumptious 
cake. We sit down and begin to sing. 
“Happy birthday to you, happy birthday 
to you,” as a mom carries in the master-
piece alive with candles. The aroma of 
sweet sugar fills the air. Then the mom 
slices the cake, revealing a spongy cake 
covered with creamy frosting. Everyone 
begs for the piece with a letter or a flower 
on it. Disappointedly, I watch each of my 
friends receive their own special piece of 
cake. My hands get sweaty as someone is 
about to set down a piece of cake in front 
of me. It looks so delicious, but I have  
been taught to think of cake as a poison 
apple. Reluctantly, I tell them I can’t 
have any cake. I watch my delicious cake 
be given to another happy child. I find 
the cupcake that my mom always packs 
for me; I pull it out of the container and 
begin eating it. Kids stare and interrogate 

me, “What is that? Why did you bring 
that? Why can’t you have the cake?” I 
turn bright red and explain yet again that 
I have an allergy. They look at my cup-
cake oddly but never stop devouring their 
precious cake. The same scene happens 
to me at every birthday party since I was 
first diagnosed with Celiac Disease.  
 “Life’s challenges are not sup-
posed to paralyze you, they’re supposed 
to help you discover who you are,” said 
Bernice Johnson Reagon.  
  Celiac Disease is explained as the 
body’s failure to digest food and products 
that contain gluten. Gluten is found in 
wheat, rye, oats, and barley. Gluten is in 
everything from pasta to play dough.  
Any consumption of gluten will make me 
ill. The smallest crumb will make me 
sick to my stomach. Celiac Disease has 
been a big obstacle in my life. I had to 
learn at a very young age to only eat food 
that didn’t contain or touch gluten. I 
would only eat the food my mom made 
or approved. I can’t eat at most restau-
rants because the foods either contains 
gluten or is prepared in kitchens where 
my food can come in contact with gluten. 
If I consume the smallest crumb of glu-
ten, I will pay the price. First, it seems 
like a boxer is inside my stomach, trying 
to punch his way out. Then the dreaded 
vomiting, I feel like an exploding volca-
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no erupting for two hours. When it ends 
I am exhausted, and not able to func-
tion.   

For years I viewed Celiac as my 
life’s burden. Lately, my perspective 
has changed. I now know what I can 
eat. My diet has forced me to learn a lot 
about food and its impact on one’s 
health. Not only do I choose gluten free 
food I also look at every ingredient in 
what I eat. As I started to learn more 
about the ingredients, I realize I have 
the opportunity to make smarter choic-

es.  In addition, I am comfortable talk-
ing to chefs at restaurants about how to 
prepare gluten free meals.  All of these 
skills have increased my options and my 
ability to cope with my disease.   Final-
ly, if I don’t want to eat something, I 
say I’m allergic to it. It’s a polite way to 
say no. Today I consider having Celiac 
a big advantage in my life. Reluctantly, 
it has made me who I am but now I’m 
proud of my food knowledge, cooking 
skills, and ability to be a self-advocate. 

The Place Where I Belong 
Anonymous 

   
As I walk down to the beach, water 

from an earlier rain shower grips my feet. 
The mud sloshes along to the rhythm of 
my footsteps. The air smells like a mixture 
of lake water and the bristles of fresh pine 
trees. I breathe it all in. The warm humidi-
ty clings to my skin and slowly evaporates 
into nothing. I finally reach the beach, and 
I set my blue striped towel down on a rock 
that has been bathing in the sun for hours 
upon hours.  

 I gently stride onto the untouched 
sand, leaving an outline of my feet behind 
like a piece of artwork.  I reach the edge of 
the water, and a cool breeze forces the 
waves towards me. The water skims the 

tip of my toes and proceeds back out into 
the big blue lake. The cycle repeats again 
and again. I step into the water and the 
crisp cold liquid encloses my body. As I 
dive in, I hear the faint coo of a loon off in 
the distance. A motor from a boat pulling 
into the cove sends off vibrations around 
me. I start swimming towards the bright 
white dock. I plunge through the water - 
left arm, right arm, left arm, right arm -and 
finally arrive. I hoist myself up onto its 
smooth surface and lie down on my back. I 
gaze up at the baby blue sky, which con-
tains not even one puff of white. The suns 
rays kiss my pale skin, and I slowly shift 
to my stomach. Soon after I decide to re-
turn to shore. I dive back into the water, 
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and feel my hair disperse out in all differ-
ent directions. After about two or three 
minutes of swimming, I can feel the 
mushy damp leaves beneath my feet. I exit 
the water and droplets trickle down from 
my bathing suit and leave little imprints in 
the sand. I wrap my towel around me, 
which is now heated and I take a seat on 
the rock.  The sun is just starting to duck 
below the horizon, and I hear the muted 
shout of my sister, Olivia, off in the dis-
tance.  

“Ann, I’m comin’!” she yells.  
I finally hear the pitter-patter of her foot-
steps rounding the corner. She sprints to-
wards me in her flo-
ral print bikini and 
embraces me.  

“Let’s go 
kayaking to Blueber-
ry Island!” she says.  

“Okay,” I say in return.  
We both frolic frantically to the unit where 
all the kayaks are stored like books on a 
bookshelf. We reach up and take down our 
hunter green Ocean Glider kayak. After 
we haul it to the ground, we drag it 
through the sand into the crystal clear wa-
ter. We both hop in and strap on our bright 
orange life vests. 

 “Hurry up Ann!” she shouts.  
We start paddling, and within seconds we 
have already passed the yellow and green 
boathouse. The sky’s orange and pink col-
ors reflect on the water, motivating us to 
push along. As we glide through the water, 
the beautiful colors mix below us, and lit-

tle whirlpools form around the edges of 
the boat. I poke my head off the side of the 
boat and notice the little rainbow fish that 
whirl by me in a cluster, as if they will 
never separate. It has only been two 
minutes, and we are already headed 
straight toward the soft sandy beach of the 
island.  

When we arrive, we tie our kayak 
onto a worn stained dock, wrapping the 
rough rope around and around. Exiting the 
kayak, we grab our buckets and head 
straight towards the prickly green bushes, 
which contain tiny blue orbs scattered 
among the leaves.  

“Blueberries!” Olivia shouts.  
As we approach the bushes, 
we realize that there are 
many clusters of blueberries, 
each one oozing purple juice. 
My sister grabs a bundle and 

throws them in her bucket. We pick until 
the bushes are bare, our buckets overflow-
ing like waterfalls. We start to munch on 
the little blue dots, and they deliciously 
explode in our mouths.  

“OH MY GOD! These are so 
juicy,” my sister exclaims.  
 It is at that moment, when we are 
just sitting together, laughing, chomping, 
and talking about all the good memories 
we have had in New Hampshire, that I re-
alize that everything here is perfect. From 
late night talks in bed with all my cousins 
to simply just lying on the beach, New 
Hampshire is where I always want to be. 
This is the place where I don’t have to feel 

“One must maintain a little bit 
of summer, even in the middle 
of winter.”  
          Henry David Thoreau 
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uptight about anything, and I can com-
pletely be myself.  
 “It’s getting late, we should proba-
bly head back,” I say reluctantly. 
 “Okay!” she answers in return. 
We walk slowly back to the kayak and 

untie the rope. We are very tired from our 
long, eventful journey. We step into the 
kayak and push off with one hand, strug-
gling with the paddle in the other. As we 
start to move the water glistens below us.  
 “I love you!” my sister says. 

Which is More Powerful, Love or Hate? 
Sofia Pantigoso 

 Love can keep people together even if they are miles apart. The two will 
always have a feeling in their hearts that will not cease until they both meet again. 
Although love can reunite people, hate is a stronger pain. Hate starts inside like a 
fire, starting with a spark, and then getting bigger, and bigger until it is a raging 
beast. A soul engulfed in flame will drive some to insanity. Hate breaks out among 
people; it spreads like a sickly disease. It enters their minds. It changes their 
thoughts, it changes the way they act. Hate will change the way you speak. It cre-
ates a dark side in your heart, and from this dark side, words form. The things that 
are said fan the flames of hate inside of others.  Guns and knives are pulled out. 
People lay on the ground, their eyes open, seeing nothing. Screams echo and 
shouts are heard from far way. Slowly, the sounds of death start to fade. Those 
who are left alive leave, and hide from what they have done. Many have been 
killed, all because of hate. 

Jacqueline Asencio 
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Inspired by Poet Laureate Louise 
Gluck 
Based on “Little Red Riding Hood” 
 
           Little Red the Great 
 

 
The elder mother 
Has gone to stay  
In house, deep in the wood 
Where a girl clothed in red screams.  
I scream 
For she knows that we live as one 
Follow the trail and do not stray   
I hear the wolf’s cry  
Crack the silence that surrounds  
the darkness in the trees 
  
The babies cry 
Children’s bones grow large  
and their bodies grow small 
There is nothing to be made and there is 
nothing to eat 
Nothing will sell 
No one will buy 
Everything is nothing 
And nothing is everything   
Absence of fathers  
wears the mothers down  
The mothers wear down the children  
The children turn to dirt  
The dirt turns to dust  
All is left is a bowl of dust 

  
The mother of her own lives on 
In fear of itself  
For she has been told that  
nightmares are only dreams 
But she knows that dreams are night-
mares 
Conserved mentality lives on  
only in their heads 
Soft wrinkles aged from premature birth 
Eyes that sit inside your wasted youth 
Lost in the forest  
We had wandered from the path,  
but we have found our way 
You will always be lost 
Accepting the knowledge of  
finding the new way home when 
You know the way 
  
Years drag on but still you sit 
On the forest floor 
Trapped  
Little red riding hood  
sits on the windowsill  
Watching you wither 
You watch back but cannot see her 
The hunter came too late  
The wolf has burned his paw 
Branded himself in your heart  
And left you untouched   
 
  Chloe Malushaga 
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Sonnet 
 
The dawn of day brings the sun’s golden rays, 
Bashful birds chirp waking the world below, 
Rested flowers rise in the morning haze, 
Children jump out of bed ready to go, 
Tense adults dressed in suits rush to the train, 
No one stops to look at the gorgeous day. 
The noon sun peaks yet everyone remains, 
Buried in their work for it is Monday. 
People rush home forgetting to lay-back, 
And appreciate a peaceful sunset.  
It slowly fades then everything goes black, 
The night sets in and the day we forget. 
Life is happiness at its best moment, 
Eventually life will be dead silent. 
  
    Fiona Hogan 

Ersatz	Elephants 
	

The	ersatz	elephants	have	baskets	full	
Of	carrots	and	it’s	quite	peculiar	
And	even	though	it	is	unusual	

The	carrots	must	be	fake	or	tastier	
Than	peanuts,	hamburgers	or	even	fries	
Those	jerks	should	not	be	eating	carrots	
Or	so	they	say.	They	shan’t	be	eating	pies	

People	were	created	to	be	separates	
For	a	reason,	they	are	not	meant	to	meet	

The	red,	the	white,	black,	yellow	and	malay	
The	people	stay	where	they	were	made,	not	 lee	

They	will.	The	whites	however	did	not	stay	
They	travelled	to	the	red	across	the	seas	
So	you	can	now	eat	carrots	if	you	please.	

      
Jack DeMasi 

Shakespearean sonnets 

Max Pionsker 

Davion Johnson 
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The Lost Necklace 
Max Oliansky                            

 It was Saturday morning, and I de-
cided I wanted to go pick up some items at 
CVS for a project I was doing. It was a 
rainy day, and as I stepped out, I heard my 
shoes splash on the wet concrete. I entered 
the CVS and it welcomed me with the 
smell of some sort of air freshener and a 
blast of cool air. I was walking down each 
of the aisles, focusing on what I was look-
ing for, but then my concentration was bro-
ken by the screams of children. I finally 
decided to ask one of the workers where 
the string was, and she said “crafts sec-
tion.” 
 I then headed over to the crafts sec-
tions. It greeted me with the smell of craft 
dough and markers. I then took my selec-
tion of string, paid the lady at the front, 
and then left. When I arrived home, I 
grabbed my shark tooth, and cleared a 

space on my table. I started to work on the 
necklace, which took about my three hours 
to do. I was interrupted many times by my 
cat jumping on my table and ruining my 
set up.  
  The next morning (Sunday) I took 
my necklace to church and showed my 
friends. They didn’t care too much but they 
were kind of interested. Then came Mon-
day, I wore my necklace to school, for the 
whole day. When it was time for math 
class, I asked my teacher if I could use the 
bathroom. She said yes, so I then left my 
necklace on my desk because I was fooling 
around with it. When I came back, I saw 
that my necklace was gone. I asked the 
people next to me if they saw what hap-
pened, and they all said no. I then walked 
home in sorrow, as I spent three hours on 
something I would lose in three days.  

 Zoe Yunger Dylan Saich 
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Which is more powerful: Love or Hate? 
 

Love is a desire 
Something you want, 
Or someone you need 

It keeps you going, 
Pushes you forward, 

Changes your outlook on experiences 
With love you get 

That single feeling, 
A bolt of electricity 

That sparks through you 
And grows as the seconds pass by  

You don’t want to give that feeling away 
You don’t want love to fall from your grasp 

You wish to keep it safe and sound 
In your pocket 
Hidden away 
So only you 

Know its there 
With love, 

You don’t believe bad things could occur 
You want to enjoy every second of it  

Every second, 
You feel safe 

Love’s power draws you to it 
Its grasp stronger than the strongest magnet 

It controls you 
Like it is a part of you 

When love rejects 
It’s like pain shattering your optimism 

It leaves you with the feeling of emptiness 
Shallow and small inside 

And all those happy thoughts 
Are being tipped over 
Like a bucket of sand 
Love is an experience 

It’s like a deep dark hole 
 Where all the secrets stay covered 

You can only find the answers 
If you experience it yourself 

You have to follow love’s yellow brick road 
Not being afraid of what could happen, 

Not being afraid of 
Love. 

 
Hate is when your anger is to bursting inside of 

you 
Like a volcano sputtering boiling lava 

That burns you flesh 
To chalky ash 

It’s like sharp nails 
Scraping the side of a blackboard 

The sound so unbearable, 
You only wish to get away. 

Hate is when you despise something so much 
You don’t have the words to explain it 

Hate is when all the pain  
that’s been building up, 
Can’t hold in anymore 

And you are the gray clouds 
Raining droplets of sorrow 

 
But the two are not equal 

Hate is strong, 
But love is stronger 

When you’re in the dark 
You can always make it light 

In the world 
There is more good than bad 

More love shared 
Love is thriving, 

Healing 
 And will always be there  

That is why 
Love 

Is more powerful 
Than hate 

 
   Sophia Glinski 
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“Fasten up, you'll need it!” This 
is the day I rode Kingda Ka. Kingda Ka 
is a thrill ride that shoots you up and 
plummets you down. This is a month 
before my birthday and it was my party. 
I am taking my friends with me to Six 
Flags and we were having a blast. We 
think that it would be a great experience 
to try Kingda Ka. We line up and that is 
the scariest part, we think. As we ap-
proach the front of the line, Jack wimps 
out. Sam, Jack D, my Dad, and I, all get 
in two rows of two. We prepare for the 
scariest thing of our life, none of us had 
done this before.      

We hear the ride assistants help 
us into the ride and tell us to get ready 
for a thrill. He straps us in and pulls the 
metal harness over our heads. We are 

set for the dreaded takeoff. The cart 
pushes forward and stops at the bottom 
of the upside down “U”. The ride starts 
to back up really slowly until it shoots 
us straight up and sends us screaming. 
We scream until our throats hurt (which 
was only about 10 seconds). At the top 
we could see everything. Sam points out 
our car in the parking lot. It sounds like 
it is great at the top, right?  WRONG! It 
is about 2 seconds until we are hurled 
down a vertical drop. Screams are not 
even heard and it sounds like the cart 
had fallen off the rail. At that moment 
everyone on the ride felt weightless. 
Then gravity hits, HARD. The cart 
curves back to horizontal and we were 
all relieved, and  let out the most com-
forted sigh ever. 

Kingda Ka 
Harrison Crandall 

Flavie de  
Cirfontaine 
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Why is it important to be truthful in life?  
 

This question can only be answered 
By a mistake, blemish, or wrong-doing  
By speaking a common fib, a little white 
lie  
Or even a back-stabbing slander 
So vast and deceptive 
It could rip hearts open and trample souls  
To the dusty corners where no one goes 
But where everyone gapes at  
In mocking  
Laughter. 
That’s the thing about these  
dishonest tales 
They protect their makers 
 but not those that they attack 
their victims. 
So when a common person 
Or any person of that sort 
Is victimized, bullied  

Attacked or 
Misconceived. 
This means they have fallen underneath 
A fraudulent lie 
And only when a person is in this 
Position 

Does he know about the horrors within。 
The names called,  
The dishonest stories told 
And the pain that is gained 
And only when a person is in this  
Position 
Does he know that he  

wouldn’t want to be there。 
And that when the next  
Opportunity comes, 
He wouldn’t do it to another 
Because it is important 
To be truthful in life 
 
   Emma Kaneti 

Christina Alfano 
Sarah  
Hofstetter 
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Where I’m From... 
 

I am from writing, from Yankee Candle and the smell of cinnamon. 
I am from the black rough concrete at the basketball court. 
I am from the blackberries, and the tree trunks. 
I am from pencil marks and puzzles and laughter, from Flor and Patricia and 
Gutierrez. 
I am from watching foreign movies and playing music. 
From “stare at the wall” and “stop talking.” 
I am from Saturday preaching and Sunday meetings. 
I’m from Miami Florida and Medellin, Columbia.  From arepas with queso and 
empanadas. 
From watching someone I love suffer with cancer, from the rhythm of the con-
fusion pounding in my heart, and the breath of air that was given to me. 
 

        Vanessa Tabares 

Ian Melamed 
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The Last Night 
 

Embers flickered up to night sky, disguising themselves among the stars 
Voices carried stories softly 

Retelling memories that echoed through each other’s hearts 
We all listened intently, taking it in along with the salty aroma of Lake George 

We munched on warm, freshly baked chocolate cake passing off as brownies 
And huddled up next to each other for warmth 

Holding each other’s arms and leaning on each other’s shoulders 
The campfire dimmed and struggled to stay alive 

As I looked around, all I saw was people that I love 
People that I never want to part with 

Never had I ever felt calmer  
More serene 

More pleased with my life 
Never have I felt more connected to myself and the ones who surround me 

I felt perfect on that last night of camp. 
It was the best night of my entire life 

Despite its simplicity 
That night 

With the shooting embers 
The glistening lake 

And the truly amazing friends, 
 That will remain in my heart forever. 

 
Stephanie Philo 

Sophie Miller 
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Madeline Riordan 


