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Life will go on

 

But I know,

The world will always be in despair

No longer will I believe that

All will be fine

It is true that

Nothing will ever be the same

And it?s foolish to believe that

Everything will go back to normal

Now  r ead it  
backw ar ds!

I am alone

And I refuse to believe that

People care about me

I realize this may be a shock ?

It will all be okay in the end

 

Is not true

 

The world will not be okay

In 30 years, 

I will tell my children that

I have my priorities straight because

 

Death

Will conquer

Life

 

Listen when I say

Once upon a time

The world was a good place

 

But this will not be true in

 my lifetime

 

This is the end

People tell me

There is nothing after this

I refuse to think that

Al l  t he Dif f er ence
By Annmarie Kosak
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The Ast r onaut
        By Willow Pagan

Tom's per spect iv e
By Anjali Sooknanan

Hey, guys! Tom here -- I just finished 

making this space chicken and I am 

taking some pics of it so I can show my  

Earth friends... But I don?t know if it will 

get to them because the service on 

Jupiter is really, really bad.  

I know what you might be thinking, 

"Well how did you make this?" Well it is 

a combination of artificial rubber 

chicken, mustard, French fries, sour 

gummies, and salt and pepper (to taste 

of course). 

I haven?t taken a bite yet, but I think it 

will be delicious. 

CRUNCHHH! 

Oh my goodness! 

This is the... 

Best thing I have ever tasted!  

----------------

Hey, so I?m back and I just finished 

barfing my brains out. I don?t know what 

upset me so much, but now I am really 

hungry, so let 's go have some more 

space chicken. 

----------------

I just barfed again... I think it might be 

the space chicken. Signing off for now... 
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As t he Bir ds 
Chir ped

By Ada Ketencioglu
He listened as the birds chirped.

Reminding him of his memories.

The ones that had faded away before him during 

his years.

From his light childhood moments to his emotional  

moments as he aged.

From the ones that made him cry to  the ones that 

made his world.

He looked around, thinking back to when he was 

young.

From his first day of preschool when he got bullied 

to his college graduation at Havard.

He felt someone take his hand, and he was 

surprised, 

For it was a small, soft hand. 

From a small, young boy.

And they listened as the birds chirped.

I stand alone in my empty room, due to the fact that we have just 

moved.

The sun slowly melts away from the walls, flooding my room with 

a dark shade.

Alone in what will soon be mine, I decide to flick on a litt le light. 

I see myself: my silhouette, a shadow on the wall. It stands in a 

bubble of light while the night begins to  fall.

I look at her, she returns a stare as she ties up her long loose hair.

I sit and begin to daydream though it?s night, I can?t say it?d be 

called sleeping, right?

I imagine dancing, ballerinas in the dark, their dancing so 

beautiful it brings light -- almost works of art.

The silhouette stands, one arm up, the other making half a hoop.

She stands on her toes on the left, and puts her other leg out on 

the right.

As she spins and dances, the light slips through, awakening the 

sun from its sleep, a new day.

She dances and dances ?til the dark is gone. I look up to notice she 

too is gone.

I stand up, what had gone on? Is my imagination that strong?

And just like that I give the wall a glance, 

And then I began to spin and dance.

Spinning Sil houet t es
By Shayla Rampersad
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"Magnuizy"

"Sunsegull"

WORD PLAY ARTPhot o ser ies
By Ada Ketencioglu

Tea- Rex
By Mikayla Reyes

Cool  as a 
cucumber
By Madison Richter

Engl ish 
muf f in

By Mikayla Reyes
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?WHAT!?, Johnny said, after reading Mrs. Bixbee?s words on the 
chalkboard. There it was. The assignment that would break him.

?CREATIVE WRITING ASSIGNMENT DUE MONDAY?

In the hallway, after class, he met up with Molly.  She was not only his 
best friend, but she was also the most creative person in the entire 
7th grade. Johnny approached her and said, ?Hey Molly, I need a 
favor.?.

?You forgot your lunch money again, didn?t you??, Molly said.

?No, I need to know how to make a creative writing piece.?

?This is for Mrs. Bixbee?s class, isn?t it? She went over it when you 
were on your phone.? 

?No regrets.... except this regret. I should think about my words.?

?I can?t help you. You dug yourself into this hole, you have to climb 
out.?

?Come on! It?s a mystery what goes into making a creative writing 
piece?, Johnny said, stating his truth. ?It?s like tofu. What?s in there??

?Johnny, tofu is made out of soybeans. That?s why I don?t eat tofu.? 

?OK, but hear me out?, said Johnny, desperately trying to get 
something.

?Yes??, Molly said, hoping for something.

?... Ah, I got nothing.?

?Johnny, you?re so pathetic, I?ll give you one piece of advice.? 

?YES!?, Johnny said, hoping to eat the fruits of his effort.

?Write what you know.?

The fruits of Johnny?s efforts were rotten. 

?I don?t know jack squat! I have a C+ average in social studies.?

?What I mean is?, said Molly, trying to hold at least one last shred of 
hope for this monkey, ?write from personal experience.?

?Most of my personal experiences are very, very dull. Like this one.?

Molly looked at Johnny. Her eyes seemed to say, ?Did you literally just 
say that??

?Sorry.?

?Mix it in with some slight mistruths. Make it interesting.?

Johnny knew what he had to do. 

And it has been said that teachers still cry for the next generation of 
humanity when they read, ?The Very Exciting, Detailed Story of a 
Boring Day from Real Life with My Favorite Japanese Anime 
Characters Somehow Thrown in There.?

Wr it e What  y ou Know
 By Joseph Finn
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?Breakfast is ready!? I hear down the stairs. 

The loud call jolts me from my moment, 

pausing for a second, but remembering 

where I just was. I lean back in the chair 

and shut my eyes. I wonder where my 

imagination will bring me this time?
I place my head on my pillow. I 

shut my eyes, but just to 

reopen them. I look in front of 

me, and the most majestic 

dragon comes to greet me. I 

hop on its back as it spreads its 

wings. It glides in the skies 

higher and higher. I look ahead 

and see a beautiful castle 

sitting up in the clouds. A 

pretty sunset-sky surrounds 

me. He lets me off once we 

reach the front, but once I blink 

I am in a land of candy. 

I smell fresh mint from the tall 

candy-cane-like trees. I see 

litt le gummy bears and 

gingerbread cookies walking 

around waving to me. A lake 

lies ahead filled with chocolate, 

with litt le gumdrops just like 

stepping stones to get across. I 

see a gingerbread house and I 

am eager to enter.

  open the door and walk inside 

to find myself no longer in the 

magical candy land, but in a 

cozy cabin with Christmas 

decorations, a Christmas tree, 

and even hot-cocoa. I see 

presents and name tags with 

my name on it. I rush to open 

Photo by Athena Lioudaki

one and find a teddy bear. I hug the teddy,  

tightly and shut my eyes.

I feel the warmth of the cabin slowly drift 

away, when all of a sudden I tpen my eyes 

and see space. I find myself sitting on the 

moon with the teddy bear. Stars fill the 

dark sky. Planets float in the background 

with majestic light. I go to stand up but 

then I fall right off the moon, only to find 

myself on a floor with the teddy bear. 

I then see a dog with a name tag that reads 

?Alex.? Alex runs up and licks me, his fur so 

soft and fluffy, it had a blond color to it, 

and he is tiny I can scoop him up, still 

feeling his tongue touch my face. 

Ready for it this time I blink my eyes, and 

before me now is a mystical garden. 

Flowers blossom around, while birds fly in 

the sky. A table sits in the center with two 

bowls of ice cream and two cups of tea on 

it. I run through the garden, my teddy in 

hand, and now Alex chasing behind. I pick 

him up and shut my eyes ready for what 

my mind will bring me to next. 

But when I open my eyes, I am back in my 

bedroom, it is morning already. I run over 

to my desk and pull out my sketchbook 

and a pen. I try to think of what to draw, 

but I zone out half way. I realize I finished 

and looked down at the page. I see a dog 

running in a garden, a teddy under a 

decorated Christmas tree, the moon 

floating above with stars in it?s skies, and in 

the other half of the sky is a sunset with 

clouds and a castle, a dragon and birds. 

By Shayla Rampersad

Dr eams
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Imagine a place, so very far away

With big, luscious fruits in trees that sway.

Imagine a place, so vibrant and colorful

You can?t help but feel absolutely joyful.

Imagine a place, beyond the unknown

Where you meet face-to-face with the things never shown.

Imagine a place, so full of wonder

With so many mysteries you can?t help but ponder.

What if these places, that we felt in our mind,

Can be easily found 

When the stars become aligned.

Cl ouds
By Gabriel Holland

Imagine a Pl ace
    By Madison Richter

Cl ouds
By Annmarie Kosak

Art by Jaelyn Kiefer Art by Katelyn Cordova

Clouds, 

drifting endlessly through the sky.

Filled with rain, 

making the Earth cry.

When they?re gone, 

the skies become blue.

Clouds, 

I can?t imagine life without you.

Through the endless blue sky

Clouds drift into the distance.

They sway to and fro.

They change shapes.

They shift and sift.

They come in all different forms.

They dance and prance.

They jumble and jump.

Puffy, fluffy, soft, clouds.

White chunks of quiet serenity float

Through the endless blue sky.
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Words can be a powerful thing. They can 

drag you into a different reality, a different 

perspective of the world. With a single 

story, a single paragraph, the way you look 

at things changes completely. You can 

easily fall down with words, but also just as 

easily rise up. Colors can turn from black to 

white, scents change from sweet to sour, 

and sounds transition from loud to soft. 

The turn of a page takes you further into a 

new place. Words are a funny thing, when 

you think about it. Just a combination of 

different sounds put together. But these 

sounds, this nonsense, shapes our life. 

Why? It?s one of those things where if you 

think about it long enough, your head 

starts to hurt. We give meaningless 

assortments of symbols and lines the 

power to move mountains. The power to 

change the tides of the ocean. The power 

to change someone?s life with a few of 

these symbols. Sometimes we don?t want 

things to change, but they did, and they do, 

and they will. We can?t resist change, but 

we can nudge it in the right direction. 

Watch it change, let it change, live in the 

moment, and let it happen. Take it as it is.

Thought s
By Annmarie Kosak

The sun rises

I go for a run

The cold air is blowing 

The trees are shaking

It sounds like quaking.

The cold snowflakes fall to the ground

With a small sound...

Some hot chocolate would be nice on this cold winter day--

Or a sleigh for sleigh riding

No hiding inside -- come outside and play!

Hooray!

We build snowmen,

Drink hot cocoa,

Have snowball fights.

It is so fun in the cold, fluffy, white-marshmallow snow

It feels like a warm, cozy, fluffy blanket.

And the snowflakes on my tongue are so cold!

The gooey, fluffy, white marshmallows melt in my hot chocolate.

A blanket of snow sits on the rooftops of homes.

As the cold air blows.

And the snow snows.

Photo by Ashlyn Oldenborg

Wint er  Poem
By Sianna Zampieron

Photo by James Maniscalco
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?But why?? I asked.  They always said that, 

but why? ?Ben went last week!? 

Mommy and Daddy looked at each other.  

They looked tired. I felt like I always made 

them tired.  

?Mikey, one day when you?re a grown-up 

you can go wherever you want!  But right 

now Mommy and Daddy have to go to 

work every day so we can have enough 

money for everything you need.?

 ?I need to go to New York City!?

?I?m sorry, honey, it?s expensive there.  

That?s not something we can do right now.?

Ben and Alex went a lot, and I wanted to go 

too! It was not fair and it made me mad. I 

went to my room and tried to cry loudly so 

Mommy heard how sad I was.

We were done with dinner, so I brushed my 

teeth and didn?t even ask Daddy to tuck me 

in. I put on my favorite pajamas and lay on 

my back?  

And I was falling! It didn?t hurt and I wasn?t 

afraid, because I suddenly realized where I 

was.  All my dreams were coming true as I 

gasped and smiled: I was in New York City!

As I walked around, my senses were 

overwhelmed.  Car horns shattered the air 

around me.  Suitcases rolling, people 

yelling, music coming from each doorway I 

passed: I was instantly at home! My shoes 

scraped the rough pavement, and my nose 
Photo by Elliot Jaklitsch

going home.

When I opened my eyes, it was 6:00. I told 

Mommy and Daddy about what had 

happened and Mommy said ?What a nice 

dream, bud!? I tried to tell her it wasn?t a 

dream, but she didn?t listen.  The shirt I was 

wearing was gone, so I had no proof. 

That night, when I went to bed, I put those 

pajamas back on.  Mommy and Daddy still 

hadn?t believed me about my dream, so I 

had started to think it wasn?t real either.  

But when Daddy closed the door, I sat up.  

My pajamas still smelled like the salt on my 

pretzel, but was I imagining it?I reached 

into my pocket.  Still no coins, but it did feel 

bigger than the other, as if it had been 

stretched out by holding something heavy 

in it.  

burned with the smell of gasoline.  I was 

hungry when I noticed the different smells 

from every restaurant. I went to a nearby 

food stand, and a nice man gave me a 

pretzel! He held his hand out, and I realized 

I had no money.  My pockets suddenly felt 

heavy, so I reached inside?  to find 12 

quarters!  The nice man took the money 

and told me to have a good day.  He 

handed me a water bottle, and said I did 

not have to pay for that.  The salty pretzel 

made my mouth get all watery, and I 

instantly was grateful for the bottle. As I 

walked around, nobody was giving me 

weird looks for being a litt le kid, alone.  

People just smiled at me as I walked by. I 

looked up because Ben always said the 

buildings were taller than giraffes and of 

course I always said nothing was taller than 

a giraffe but he was right! The tall, concrete 

buildings blocked out most traces of the 

sunlight.  Shadows were cast every which 

way.  

My dream was finally coming true.  I could 

not wait to tell Ben and Alex. I went into a 

store to buy something I could show them, 

and then I realized that I had spent the 

money in my pocket, and my piggy bank 

was at home.  Then, when I saw a I <3 NY 

shirt, I knew I had to have it!  My pockets 

suddenly felt heavy again, and when I 

reached in, there was exactly enough 

money! Once I had bought the shirt, I put it 

on over my pajamas. As soon as it was on, I 

felt myself begin to float, and I was sad 

because I knew what that meant: I was 

   By Elliot Jaklitsch

Dr eams Come Tr ue



22 23

Imagine a world with peace...

Imagine a place where anyone could be who they wanted to be.

Imagine a world where everyone was kind, 

didn?t judge, 

didn't hold a grudge.

Imagine a place where everyone took care of the earth 

because they knew its worth.

Imagine a place where people wouldn?t judge simply because 

of gender 

or race.

To live in a world with peace and kindness we must be 

empathetic, 

compassionate, 

reflective.

This is possible.  

The world could be a glorious place.

 
A place we wouldn?t have to simply imagine was better.

Art by Madison Richter

I can onl y  imagine
By Olivia Harvey

Sunset  Tr ees
By Sianna Zampieron



24 25

Imaginat ion
By Athena Lioudaki

It can be anything in your wildest dreams

With serene and calm rivers, and rippling streams.

With castles, and ballrooms, and dragons so rare.

It seems so amazing, I wish I was there.

Running through flowers with skies, oh so blue.

Imagination, you should try it out, too.

A blurry white blizzard

Whisks by my window.

I hop out the door

With my hat, mittens, and coat.

Jump in the piles

Of chilly white snow,

Watching my footprints

As I walk to and fro.

I create snow angels,

Snow forts and Snowballs.

I try to catch snowflakes

While they flit, float, and fall.

I slide down the mountains

Of puffy white stuff.

I watch as the spray

Comes off of the bluff.

I stuff tiny snowballs

In my red jacket,

But when I go inside,

a new puddle causes a racket.

I fill my pocket,

With white balls of ice.

As soon as I go inside,

The world feels so nice.

Art by Mikayla Reyes

Snow
By Annmarie Kosak

Photo by Reese Agarenzeo
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Where bees buzz and rivers row

Where frogs leap and sheep roam

Where the breeze is like coming up for air, and the smell of flowers is ripe

Where the goats gloat and fireflies fly

Where stars shine and the moon moves 

Where rabbits hop and horses run

Where your alarm beeps and disturbs your sleep

Where you groan and moan

Where you get ready for school

Where you hope you?ll have the same dream tonight

THE DREAM
By Michella Paggy

Digit al  Ar t  Ser ies
By Willow Pagan
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I would sing songs and dance with my 

sister and cousin every summer

I enjoyed the litt le moments in life with my 

siblings and smiled through it all

I would make forts with my brothers and 

sister and we?d hide there for hours

I?d jump in mini puddles after rainstorms 

and watch as small droplets flickered about

I?d listen to music and imagine all the 

magical things I could do

I sit here today and try to grasp what litt le 

of those memories are left

I try to hold these litt le wisps of light close 

to my heart, before they disappear

I reach up to the clouded and darkened sky 

with my memories in hand and let go

I watch as small orbs of pure happiness 

dance upwards and then, out of sight

I close my eyes and at that moment, 

everything changes

?Take good care of them for me.?

I?d imagine that the rocks were people and 

the litt le dirt patches were their homes

I would always walk carefully on the grass 

trying to avoid stepping on ants

I would stare outside the window and 

watch raindrops pitter-patter against the 

roof

I played in the freezing snow all day until 

my parents coaxed me inside with hot 

cocoa 

I?d avoid snowballs that my brothers tried 

to throw at me on that winter?s day

I looked up to the sky and tried to catch 

fast falling snowflakes in my mouth

I always tried to spot birds flying to their 

new home for the cold days

I pretended to have conversations with the 

birds, chirping to them, them chirping back

I would watch as the vibrant green leaves 

changed to shades of red, orange, and gold

I?d race my siblings to jump in piles of 

leaves and listen to them crumple beneath 

me

I?d sit at the beach and feel the grainy sand 

sift through my toes

I?d swim against the strong salty waves of 

the deep blue ocean

I?d run across two blocks screaming 

?Cannonball!? with my family just to jump 

in a pool

I would get so many splinters that it was 

never a surprise to find one on me

I used to just sit and stare off 

into the distance and dream

I?d watch the clouds change 

from fluffy bunnies to fleeting 

deer

I could feel soft dew covered 

grass underneath my feet

I?d stay as still as I could to not 

frighten the birds that hopped 

closer to me

I remember running around 

trying to catch fireflies on a 

summer night

I?d look up to the sky and see 

stars sparkle and shimmer 

against the cold darkness

I could always hear crickets 

chirping and frogs croaking 

somewhere in the distance

Somewhere out there, 

fireworks flashed and banged, 

breaking the sweet silence

I would pick dandelions and 

watch as the litt le white fuzz 

blew about in the wind

I?d sit for hours trying to find 

that one four leaf clover in a 

patch of green

By Annmarie Kosak

Memor ies
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The Pr obl em
By Anonymous

At 3:22

I looked at you 

The screen was blinding 

But I am finding 

The answer to 

The Problem 

My 8 year old brain 

Cannot stand the pain.

And the struggle.

I cannot smuggle 

An answer to

The Problem

Now the time is 3:34 

I can take no more 

You surround my brain

I want to let my anger rain!

                      I cannot  find the answer to 

The Problem 

For hours I laid eyes on you, 

But I just could not solve you.

What?s so hard about 6 divided by 2?

But I could not see it through.

 

The Problem

Digit al  Ar t  Ser ies
By Mikayla Reyes

"Think Beyond"

"Paper Airplane"
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A Wast e of  
a Poem
(Cont inue if  y ou must )

                      By Joseph Finn

When a man buys Cherry Coke

And his name is Jerry 

With a smile on his face 

That is so hard to emulate,

We call that a 

Cheery cherry Jerry.

And when it is Christmastime

And we see his wife

Whose name is Terri,

We call that a 

Cheery cherry Jerry marry merry Terri.

And when they use a boat

To go to Staten Island

And the boat is piloted by Tinker Bell

Who judges people without bias

With the head of SHIELD in the MCU, 

We call that a 

Cheery cherry Jerry marry merry Terri fairly fairy ferry 

Fury.

And when they use a shovel

To hide the remains of a dead guy

Whose name happens to be Larry,

We call that a 

Waste of a poem.

Mar shmal l ow
By James Maniscalco
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Think before you act.

Look before you leap.

Live before you die.

Imagine an easier time

Yesterday, Today, or Tomorrow

Live each and every day.

Surround yourself with the people you 

need.

Live every day with them.

Imagine the Goodness,

the Happiness,

the Hope and the Joy.

And live every day with that!

Viv a La Vida
By Elliot Jaklitsch

Summer is near!

I can?t believe it?s getting close to the end of the school year!

The days are getting warmer.

The amount of school days left is declining.

It?s time to open up our pools.

And start packing up things at the schools.

I hope everyone has a relaxing summer.

Whatever you do is up to you.

I don?t know what I?m doing this summer.

The only thing I?m sure of is that it will be filled with swimming and slumber!

Summer  is coming
               By Olivia Harvey

Art by Anjali Sooknanan
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after that fall so badly that they don?t 

realize that falling brings others down too. 

Their worlds may become silent, and dark, 

and bland, but there are always those that 

wish for you to rise up and take your place 

as a human in the real world, the right 

world, our world.

the time. But are some people are too 

blind to see it? What would happen if I 

went blind? Would I remember what 

everything looked like? 

Do you remember everything before you 

fall? Will you ever remember after you fall? 

Does life move after the fall? Probably. It 

must. It will. I know life moves on because 

I?ve heard of people falling. And life still 

goes now. So it must. Mustn?t it? What if I 

fell? Will people care if I fall? Yes. Yes they 

will. I?ve thought about it a lot and I know 

that they will weep for me. I know now that 

people care. People will care after I fall.  

They wouldn?t let me fall. They would hold 

me upon their shoulders and raise me up 

higher. They would grip me tight and 

assure me I won?t fall soon. 

Is there even an after? Is there a before? Or 

is time really just relative? If time is relative, 

why do we keep track of it so often? Why 

does time feel as if it slows down when we 

are in moments of anticipation? Why does 

time slip through my hands when I need it 

the most? Why do people disregard the 

time they have and waste it on silly things? 

Maybe these questions will never be 

answered. Or maybe someone will find the 

answer. When will I find the answer 

though? Do I want to know the answer? 

Does anyone want to know the answer to 

this mysterious question? Is it better to 

remain curious and unknowing? Or is it 

better sooner than later? Probably later. 

Sometimes people want to know what?s 

Do you ever wonder what 

happens after you fall? Do you 

simply just float? Or is there 

something more to it? I 

wonder. I wonder about a lot 

of things. I wonder, if I fell, 

would I ever get back up? Or 

would I stay down? Is there 

color when you fall? Or is it 

colorless and black? Would I 

ever recover if I were to rise 

again? Are there thoughts 

before the fall? Or after? Do 

you take in the wonder of 

falling or do you forget it, like 

everything else in the world? 

Can you taste things while 

you?re falling? Or smell? Or 

hear? Is there a ringing in your 

ears? Is it just silence after a 

loud bang? What does true 

silence sound like? 

The world is too loud all the 

time. We?ve never experienced 

true silence. I wish I knew what 

silence sounds like. Is it lonely? 

Or the opposite? Is it lively and 

full of potential? People often 

overlook sounds. They do 

wondrous things for people all 

By Annmarie Kosak

Fal l ing and 
Ris ing
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Sl ide Ar t

 

The smooth, silky pedals brush through my 

fingertips.

I stop 

Taking in the aromas of the delicate, delightful 

tulips.

The big, red, silky flowers.

They sit so still, they don't make a peep.

Their delightful fruity smell is almost on the 

tip of my tongue.

I wave goodbye to the flowers,

As the sun tells them it is time for bed.

Wonder f ul  Ar omas
By Reese Agarenzo

by Anna Cordova 

by Olivia Harvey
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I will not be grounded

Nothing can stop me

No weight on my shoulders

No burden to carry

No one can clip these wings

Or tear out my heart

I?ll always be free

From end to start

No boundaries are here

I can Live, Laugh, and Love

Nothing to grasp me

Or give me a shove

Limitless, Limitless

High in the sky

Limitless, Limitless

Forever I?ll fly

Limit l ess
By Annmarie KosakOw l / Fox

        By Willow Pagan
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utter disbelief. The city was made of gold, 

but oddly small. He wondered why. 

 Then he saw him. The leprechaun. 

?Ahh. I was hoping you would arrive before 

the 17th.? The leprechaun said.

He looked at the cloud.

?Did he bring all of the supplies?? he said.

The cloud transformed into a thumbs up. 

The boy was still in shock. 

?You are probably wondering why you are 

here,? The leprechaun said. ?You have been 

chosen to give me my annual bath.?

?I?m sorry what??

?I said YOU?  HAVE?  BEEN ?  CHOSEN-?

?I know what you said, but why??

 ?Because I need a bath and I live alone so 

here we are.?

 ?Ok then? ?

?What are you waiting for?? The leprechaun 

said as he jumped into the bin.

The boy began to bathe him. Even though 

the boy was still shocked, he obliged. As 

soon as he finished, the cloud scooped him 

up, and he felt the sudden weight of gold 

coins clanking around in his pocket.

?Good-bye good sir? The leprechaun?s voice 

faded in the distance.

The boy flew down and landed in his yard. 

He still couldn?t believe what had happened. 

?What took you so long? the boys mother 

said

?Oh nothing, just enjoying the?  clouds.?   

but he took a sponge with him. When the 

boy awoke he was more confused than 

ever. He decided that tonight he would go 

out and take the sponge, but when he came 

out with it, nothing happened. 

 The boy was so frustrated with the dream 

that he stopped going out with the dog 

altogether, but the dream continued. 

 The boy  began to block it out, until March 

4th, the night before his 13th birthday. That 

night, he had the dream once again, but this 

time it was different. The boy did not only 

go out with the dog or the sponge, but with 

a sponge, straw, bucket of water, bar of  

soap, and a metal bin.

 When the boy awoke, he was beyond 

astonished. 

?Why would I bring these things with me?? 

the boy thought. But the boy had a feeling 

that this was a sign to do this today, his 

13th birthday. 

 After dinner, his mother said ?Don?t worry, 

I?ll take out the dog tonight. Enjoy a night 

off!? 

 ?No Mom!? the boy replied. He needed to 

go out. ?I mean, don?t worry about it. I?ll take  

him out? The boy went to the kitchen, and 

got the sponge, straw, bucket of water, bar 

of soap, and metal bin. He went out and 

then it happened. Poof! The cloud took him. 

The boy was in shock. Up, up, up he went! 

He never had remembered what the 

magical land looked like but now he knew. It 

was, well, words couldn?t describe it. It was 

jaw droppingly beautiful. The boy was in 

Once upon a time there was a young boy. Every night he 

had a dream. The same dream every?  single?  night. The 

dream was simple, but, well, crazy. The dream went 

something like this:

The boy would go outside to walk his dog and poof! A 

cloud would come down from the sky and scoop up the 

boy. The boy would go to a magical land, and then the 

boy would wake. 

 He decided to go to his mother and tell her about this. 

 ?My dear, I think you better lie down,? his mother said. 

?That silly dream could never happen!? 

The boy believed his mother, so he went to lie down but 

he had the dream once again. 

I have to do something about this, the boy thought. He 

decided to take out his dog at the exact time that he did 

in the dream, and nothing happened. 

?Phew? the boy said. He was glad that this dream wasn?t 

actually happening. But something in the back of his head 

told him the dream was a vision. 

The next day he went out at the same time as the dream. 

Over and over and over and over again. He went out for 

months upon months, and nothing happened. He had the 

dream for months, and months, but nothing happened. 

Six months later, the boy was at a loss. 

?Why am I having this dream?? The boy asked himself 

night and day. 

That night, the boy had the dream once again, but this 

time, it was different. This time he didn?t take out the dog, 

By Anonymous
The cl oud
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Fav or it e f oods
  By Annmarie Kosak

Juicy red berries

Dipped in chocolate syrup,

Crisp apple pie

With some small ice cream dollops,

I sniff at the air

And smell cinnamon chews.

These are a few of my favorite foods!

Pepperoni Pizza

And Cheesy filled Nachos,

Cheeseburger tower

And meaty filled Tacos,

Cheese Quesadillas

And Spicy Sauce spews,

These are a few of my favorite foods!

Pancakes and Waffles

And soft fluffy French Toast

Sausage Egg Sandwich

Yummy scents fill my nose,

Filet Mignon

All of these yummy goods,

These are a few of my favorite foods!

When it 's raining,

When I?m sleeping,

Whether here or there,

I simply remember my favorite foods

And then I don?t feel

So hungry!

To t he 

t une of  

"f av or it e 

Things"

Lov e and hat r ed
   By Daniela Lopez

? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ?

? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ...? ?

? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ?

? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ?

? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ?

? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ?

? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ?

? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ?

? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ? ?

? ? ? ?

Hatred requires love, and love requires 

hatred. You wouldn't think so ... but we 

can change that! Love does not 

necessarily require hatred, and hatred 

does not necessarily require love. But 

don't forget that there are people who 

love you and don't like you, and that they 

will continue to do so. 

Perhaps it is the same person. 

You don't know until you find it.

Art by Madalena Valerio Cava
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White, creamy, fluffy

Marshmallow snow on the ground

See it there falling

-----------

Falling to the ground

With a very quiet sound

I make a snowman

Monst er  s l eigh
By Anjali Sooknanan

Wint er  Haikus
By Sianna Zampieron
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Imagine the world turned upside down

Imagine a dolphin dressed up like a clown

Imagine your smile no longer a frown

Imagine that!

Imagine if fire was actually cold

Imagine that everything turned to gold

Imagine that you were suddenly bold

Imagine that!

Imagine if turtles moved really fast

Imagine the future being the past

Imagine finally happy at last

Imagine that!

If you imagine, It will come true

If you believe it, They?ll be hope through and through

If you are happy, others will be glad too

That you imagined, imagine that!

Now just imagine, just close your eyes

Just believe in me, I will tell no lies

Now just smile, and you?ll see that is why

We imagine, imagine that!

Imagine t hat !
By Annmarie Kosak

Art by Athena Lioudaki

As I walked around the world around me,

My hands traced the walls, cracked in some areas, smooth in others.

I swirled around, looking at the flowers that decorated the area with 

freedom, people walking with no worry, 

the world around me was free.

The air was filled with all different scents, 

different types of flowery fragrances, 

different types of Turkish foods, 

the taste of the ocean and many more mixed in.

I looked up as the seagulls said hi, I listened when the waves crashed 

in the distance.

I sat down at a restaurant, waiters giving me all different types of 

foods. As I tasted the orangy, cinnamony, fruity flavors, 

I was transported to a different world.

Dif f er ent  w or l d
By Ada Ketencioglu
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Our club members had the opportunity to  spend some 
time together in Jackie's Garden, a very special place that 
honors the incredible spirit of Mrs. Jackie Rella. During 
our time there, we wanted to capture the garden's 
calming serenity after having had such a tumultuous 
year. We hope that the following pieces, inspired by Walt 
Whitman and others, help bring you the same sense of 
peace.

Shayla Rampersad

Olivia Harvey

Willow Pagan

Take me int o nat ur e
By Anjali Sooknanan

Give me the beautiful emerald leaves

Give me the pale pink leaves

Show me the place where bees buzz

The sun?s golden light heals so many plants

Give me the snow white blooms

Show me how you dance in the rain

Give me the long brown tree trunks 

Let me sniff the lavender

TAKE ME INTO NATURE

Photo by Willow PaganKatelyn Cordova

                  Jackie's Gar den
                                          By Mikayla Reyes

Give me the deep woven shade;

Give me the flow of wind through my hair;

Give me the way the garden feeds my spirit;

Give me the colorful dreaminess of the sun;

Give me the splendid silent of the garden;

Give me a shower of pale pink;

Give me the sweet april morning air;

Give me the butter-yellow glow of the flowers;

Give me the young spring days;

Give me? ?  

Jaelyn Keifer

Shayla Rampersad
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Ponds and lakes surrounded by flowers

Tulips blooming in the shining sun

Little frogs dancing in the rain

From the fluffy clouds above

Warmth hitting my face from the golden sun

These are all the things about nature that I love

-  Athena Lioudaki

Photo by Daniela Lopez

Show me the green grass whistling from the wind.

Give me the purple lilac blooms

Give me the beauty of a sweet April morning

Show me the wonderful garden

Give me the delicate breeze

Give me the colorful dreaminess that my eyes follow

Show me the tulips blooming

Give me a ripple of rain

Show me the emerald leaves

Give me the birds chirping, walking on a wonderful trail

-  Justin Rattray 

This is a garden where the bees buzz,

The birds chirp,

The flowers bloom,

The vegetables grow,

And where the memories never fade.

Show me a trail of beauty,

Hit me with a strong breeze,

Surprise me,

and take my breath away,

This is Jackie?s Garden

-  Eflin Demirel

A shower of pale pink pedals

Birds chirp as peaceful as a delicate breeze

The sun splits like a disco ball reflecting light

My eyes follow the radiant strawberry blooms

Sleeping flowers glint and shine

Delicate vines tangle amongst themselves

A wonderful garden where the bees buzz

The emerald stem growing, like a small green angel

Glazed with rain, while it drips down the stem

Colorful dreaminess, bright April morning.

  - Hannah Montoya

Show me the sky as bright as the daylight.

Show me the delicate breeze on an April morning.

Show me the strawberry blossoms lightly showering down. 

Show me the beauty of the flowers as colorful as the rainbow.

Show me the radiance through the laughter that fills the garden.

Show me the garden that feeds my spirit.

Show me the colorful dreaminess throughout the garden.

Show me the sun?s golden ray gleaming down.

Show me the wind as it bursts into a song when it flies.

Show me the young spring days as I look around.

-  Sydney Cutler

Show me the cherry blossom tree?s beauty in the world 

Show me the shower of its flowers  

Give me the peace of  the lavender flowers 

Show me the golden daffodils, oh how they glow in the rain 

Give me  a flowerfall of white flowers  

Show me the bubbly look of the forget- me- nots 

Show me how the maple leaves fall in the rain 

Show me the green grass like a fairy flying in the wind 

Give me the radiance of the dandelions 

 Give me the delicacy of a tulip and the strength of a tree

-  Daniela Lopez
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A shower of pale pink pedals

Birds chirp as peaceful as a delicate breeze

The sun splits like a disco ball reflecting light

My eyes follow the radiant strawberry blooms

Sleeping flowers glint and shine

Delicate vines tangle amongst themselves

A wonderful garden where the bees buzz

The emerald stem growing, like a small green angel

Glazed with rain, while it drips down the stem

Colorful dreaminess, bright April morning.

-  Pinak Mehta

Olivia Harvey

Show me the golden tulips.

Show me the smell of the sweet sweet lavender.

Show me the cherry tree clouding the garden.

Show me the delicate vines that tangle the cherry 
tree.

Show me the suns glare over the golden 
marigolds.

Show me the sunrise on this sweet April morning.

Show me the delicate breeze over the dancing 
daffodils.

Show me Jackie's Garden.

-  Emily Marino

Show me the yellow juvenile buds that are yet to be 
seen by the naked eye

Show me the charming beauty of the Sun?s golden rays 
that bless the coral trees with life 

Show me the bitty dew droplets, and the smell of after 
rain

Make me feel at ease while the territorial Bluebirds 
chirp their harmonious tunes

Show me the abundance of knowledge I?ll gain whilst 
being present in the garden

Show me the freshly grown carrots, spinach, lettuce, 
and cucumbers, I want to feel nourished

Show me the cherry red roses, I want to feel 
appreciated

Show me what true peace with ones-self feels like at 
the garden, I want to feel serene

Show me the way blush pink petals shower the ground  
when the sky gets agitated 

Show me everything, I want to see it all.

-  Jarlin Hernandez

Jaelyn Kiefer

Katelyn Cordova

Give me  a sweet, April morning where bees buzz;

Give me a grass, green glow like a small, green 
angle;

Give me a shower of pale pink pansies turning 
into butterflies;

Give me  a tulips bloom as it shakes water of it? 
limbs;

Give me the suns gold rolled golden trance;

Give me a tendered-taken breathe with a ripple of 
rain;

Give me a sweet, sweet, sweet butter-yellow glow 
of the suns light;

Give me a young spring day as birds chirp;

Give me a delicate breeze, walking in a trail of 
beauty;

Give me a wonderful garden, as the vines tangle.

-  Ava Sullivan

Jaelyn Kiefer
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Thanks f or  r eading!
-  THE LIT. MAG. CREW

Art by Olivia Harvey
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