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ANONYMOUS

Skeleton Future

Fast forward and suddenly I see something.
A new city, a new life!
I haven’t seen anything for so long, and now I do.
I see something, something is definitely there.
The outline is there at least.
It will be up to me to fill it.

And to be honest, I’m excited
And nervous
But mostly,
I’m excited!
I have the skeleton of  a future
Now to piece together a life.

When I fast forward I see So Much.
How strange.

I never suspected to see So Much so early
But now that I do…
There really is
So 
Much 

But it’s a beautiful So Much
Not an overwhelming one
Which to me now
Is really quite…
Fascinating

The feeling of  having So Much ahead of  me
-So Much to do-
-So Much to see-
But not feeling overcome by it
Not feeling stressed anymore.

It won’t matter if  I’m not perfect now
For the rest of  my time here I can deal with imperfection
I can deal with not being better
I can deal with not being best

Which isn’t to say that I’m giving up
I’m not just going to stop
But I’m not going to judge myself  
At least not like I did
Like I do
But won’t anymore.

I feel calm
I stand tall
I smile more
I laugh loud

I will walk to my skeleton future
Happily

And that in itself,
Is a miracle.

Fiona Poda, grade 12
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We The People

It shouldn’t be surprising
The words are mine, the melody mine
‘We the people’
That’s who this belongs to
The words of  freedom
The sounds of  freedom
It shouldn’t have to be explained that
‘We the people’
Means all the people
Do you see it specify?
It does not read:
‘We the white people’
It does not read:
‘We the rich people’
Just people
So why do you insist upon ignoring me?
These are my words
I am ‘the people’
The people who were born here
Who had to run here
Who had to hide here
Who came to live here
Who have come to love ‘Here’
Because ‘Here’ is safe
And ‘We the People’ means safety
Safety in numbers
Safe shelters
Safe water
Safe life
We the safe people
That means everyone
Where is your common humanity if  you say
‘We The People’ means something other than everyone
Everyone means every person
All the people
I like to believe that we fly the same flag
One that means unity
One that means all the people.
It means peace
Peace for ‘We the People’

Anzhe Zhu, grade 9

Rachel Lee, grade 11
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FISSON TIBBO, GRADE 11

Memory

Starting line from George Orwell’s 1984
He sat back, looking out into the wild sea. His memory drifted
to the night when the sea stole his family. It was in 1912 that it
happened. He was only a boy then. His father was a rich and
proud man. He owned multiple businesses around the United
States and was rarely home. One cold morning, his father decid-
ed that the family would be going on vacation, on the biggest
ship ever to be created: the Titanic. The vacation was fantastic.
Ray had never enjoyed a time like that before. But April 1912
came and laughter turned to cries, joy to mourning. The Titanic
sank, claiming more than a thousand lives. All of  Ray’s family
were taken by the sea. 

SOLE SONG, GRADE 10

AOSR poem

Accomplish future leaders
Opportunity throughout the world
Seeking hidden talents
Reach infinite success.

Anonymous

FISSON TIBBO, GRADE 11

Book Inspired  

Just a book they say 
Just multiple pieces put together

But it is not just a book
It is not just multiple pieces put together

It is the book of  life 
A book that never grows old 

It has been used since the 5th century 
It applied to the people then and it applies to the people
now 

A book of  guidance 
The Bible

YOONJEE LEE, GRADE 12

Yet

Nothing has started yet.
Suffocating sandglass hasn’t been turned;
Emerging sun hasn’t shown its light;
Flower hasn’t bloomed;
Beautiful path hasn’t been trodden:
My love hasn’t started.

Yet our day has just begun.

MADELINE SEELEY-HACKER, GRADE 12

“I love you.”
“Let’s be friends.”
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MADELINE SEELEY-HACKER, GRADE 12

An Accidental Work

“His style has nothing of  the elaborated brilliance or the deliberate
wit which is the mark of  Congrave, Sheridan, or Wilde.”   
In fact, his style, along with every other conceivable aspect of  his
person, was accidental. His parents never meant to bring him into
this world, and once within it the world never meant for him to
take part in any instance of  which his life has consisted. Even the
incoherent sounds that make up is name - Jethro Steinlake - were
bestowed upon him through chance; his birth was timed so that
the shifts of  nurses changed between his unlikely arrival and the
completion of  his birth certificate, and a nurse, still bleary eyed
because she had been happily sleeping only an hour before, com-
bined the intended name of  Jonathan Steinberg with the Geoffry
J. Rowe re-run that was droning from the staff  lounge cracking
some joke about lakes. 
Despite the unhappy creation of  his mismatched name, Jethro has
succeeded through a few happstances of  dumb luck; every answer
he guessed on the SAT turned out to be correct and his 1600
brought him to graduate from Harvard University as Valedictorian
because the rest of  the eligible candidates were caught up in a pla-
giarism scandal. As he stood to deliver his speech, his mismatched
features slouched as meaninglessly as the words he tripped over on
the paper before him, which happened to be a philosophy essay he
had grabbed instead of  the speech he had labored over. But no
harm, no foul, as the overeducated audience merely viewed him as
a pontificating philosophical genius instead of  the complex acci-
dent that he had always been. 

Viviane Edwards, grade 11

RONI KORIN, GRADE 10

Why are we keeping it a secret? 
Why are we hiding? 
Why won’t we confront it?
Why do we keep denying? 

These little demons, running through your mind.
Hurting you so much, it’s hard to stay alive. 
These awful creatures, making you want to scream and cry.
They’re bad during the day, and worse at night.

But I want to ask you, for one important thing; don’t you ever
forget that you’re valid, don’t you ever let them win.

’Cause there are people who love you, and there always will be.
Because a beautiful soul like you deserves to see everything
this world can be. 

Look around you, others know this feeling too. And when
you’ll try and speak up, they will follow you. Because we’re
stronger together, and together we stand, and I’m sure you’ll
agree with me, that together isn’t that bad.



PO E TRY 5

YOONJEE LEE, GRADE 12

The Ballerina

From step to
to step, in the serenity that
that follows the violin bow’s sudden stagnation, through
through the astonished stage, more lightly than
than her body’s weight, which once again
again gets ready for its next step.

Arabesque. Or even less than arabesque,
less, because she’s injured, lacking
lacking muscles, lacking them so much
that she can’t lose the opportunity
to tread on resentfully debilitated
exposed determination alone.

Grounded lift,
attractive flexibility,
and luminous pirouette. Do you see
how she prepares to peck the stage; do you know
how she dances en pointe on toe
against her very being; do you know, do you see
how accurately she shapes herself  through her own painful body
and works to satisfy this inquisitive universe
by throwing herself  into the light of  plenilune -
absolutely artistic arabesque which beautifully impresses
at this very impressive moment that’s just impressed.

SOLE SONG, GRADE 9

Life. How precious is that?
Not long enough for a chat.
Death. How frantic and hopeless,
A God that never asks for access.
Destiny. How abhorrent?
Avoiding for a traitor,
Who destroys his plan
And betrays his man.
Man of  inferno
Plan as domino,
Failing one, failure to all.

Camilla Ricci, grade 12
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SUPER CHEN, GRADE 12

Clair de lune 

Lighter than a feather, it falls
Above a million wondering faces. 

Released deep inside, each memory recalls 
Infinite forgotten trails, traces. 
Sight approaches where it cannot reach 
Searching for desires, wishes, and their
footprints over the flooded beach. 

Ages flow by under the Clair de lune,
Heart alone dares to shine, 

like scattered glass, the
forgone tune. 

Fiona Poda, grade 12

SOLE SONG, GRADE 9

George Orwell “1984” 

“He sat back”

He sat back, staring at the
boundless battleground
thinking of  the tragedies that
never come to an end; 
From the miseries of  the Second
World War,
to the crisis of  the economy.
Why couldn’t they ever put down
their spear,
and fight for their own autono-
my?
When it never comes to an end,
everybody hopes for a weekend
as students hope for a rest;
a rest that is warm as the nest,
warming everybody’s heart
but killed when the conflict
starts.

English

There is none in my heart, except me,
While, maybe some objects.

I felt no one knows my existence
I felt loneliness 

Sometimes I will be sad
Sometimes I will be surprised

Sometimes I will read the book, to answer why I am alone
Sometimes I will look forward, to see if  I still have hope

Here, there, anyone except me,
Because I chose to be isolated for my whole life… 

STELLA  SONG, GRADE 10

Loneliness

中文

我的心里没有任何人，除了我
有可能会有些物品陪伴在我左右
不过我觉得没知道我的存在

我觉得好孤单，
有时候我会觉得好伤心，
有时候我会觉得很惊讶。

有时候我会看着书，问自己会什么会孤单
有时候我会看前方，看看我还有没有希望

在我的世界里没有任何人，
除了我还是我，没人会知道我的存在
因为我选择了孤单一辈子。。。
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Cambelle Bowers, grade 11

CHIARA HAMPTON, GRADE 12

Pinball Machine

Your freedom to choose and to suffer 
Endowed by the law of  centuries past
Made tangible in the gaping chest of  a child
And then 
Plastered by the glue of  the green across every
highway
Every town sleeping with its eyes open 

What to do?
I whispered with my palm on a button
Peering through the dusty glass 
Upon technicolor stickers and ramps and all
those bells and whistles
The trigger not yet pulled
But I’m already living inside

I see the men and the drunkards 
The school-skipping street rats
They’ll use their last nickel and lose their next
meal
In an empty room
To a silver shot 

Now they’re rolling in the big guns
The flippers and the solid-states
Humpty Dumpty 1947, Checkpoint 1991 
Asking us to
Take a shot for ourselves 
Cash in those peeling tickets cut from pages of
script and blood

I’ve got an old man staring at me
Shouting to remember NYC circa ‘42
Saying that a choice can be made, so why don’t I
make it?
But I know 
That those with empty hands have heavy hearts 
I can walk out but I’ll always be inside  

I followed the fool’s advice and went back to
school
Brought my supply list to the local Walmart
Will need: sharpie, ruler, silencer, spiral notebook  
If  you needed a reminder that you’re still living
inside… 

MADELINE SEELEY-HACKER, GRADE 12

Adulthood

As I move
Toward the Great 

unknown 
looking at 
the unavoidable canyon 

Between doll houses 
And houses of  my own 

There’s no escaping the
Inevitable descent into 

SUPER CHEN, GRADE 12

Seniors the best

Singing through the hallway,
Echoed by the charming walls. 
No one can avoid hearing us say, 
It’s the last of  our burdened falls. 
Over the calendar “2018” appears, 
Recalling that this is the moment we sought. 
Students will have no more overnight fears, 
Teachers can relieve their last worried thought. 
Hearing the school bell ring once more,
Even louder than any time before.  
Barely alarmed by our unpredictable futures,
Expecting only more delightful and memorable adventures. 
Still sing through the hallway with no rest
That we “Seniors, the best!" 
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STELLA  SONG, GRADE 10

A Favorite Beautiful Word

For a beautiful word or a phrase, in the Chinese Languages there are a lot of  them. They have
thoughtful meanings and beautiful sounds. A word that I really love is the word “love” in
Chinese. Because of  its structure and meaning, I would like to discuss this word. In the Chinese
language there are two types of  writing; one simplified and one traditional. Now most of  the
population uses the simplified one because it is much easier. Go back to the word love, the sim-
plified love looks like this 爱, and the traditional one is 愛. If  we look at them very carefully we
can see that in the traditional one it has this simple between 心, which means the heart. To make
it more simple Chinese took away the word heart. At the same time the concept also changed.
Just imagine when we love something we use our heart, without heart we could say it’s a true
love. The same as this word, the simplified type had taken away the word heart, which had
changed the original meaning of  the love. After this short explanation, which heart you like bet-
ter? The traditional with the heart 愛, or the simplified without the heart 爱?

Rachel Lee, grade 11
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MONICA MOHAMMED, GRADE 11

“The Glass Menagerie” - Tennessee Williams

When I met you,
You reminded me of  the time you broke my heart.

When I loved you,
You showed me the cruelty of  being unbeloved, crushing my heart.

When I prospered you,
You tore my dream apart, you shattered my heart.

When I moved you,
You celebrated my death by puncturing my heart.

When I jilted you,
I smashed in a million pieces your heart of  glass as revenge for my heart.

Brian Rodriguez,  grade 12
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Flaminia Falcone, grade 12

ANONYMOUS

Power Slide

Steadfast, hard and hungry
Love of  war
Love of  country
Inspiration came from battle
Came from battle
Came from pride

Rise through ranks and glory
Love of  King
Love of  story
Inspiration came from bounty
Came from bounty
Came from greed

Rest atop the laurel
Love of  Self
Lack of  moral
Inspiration came from power
Came from power
Came from fear

Fall amidst invasion
Love of  life
Lack of  mission
Inspiration from survival
From survival
To the death.

FISSON TIBBO, GRADE 11

Fast-Forward

When I was in 8th grade, the strangest thing happened to me.
I was known to complain about doing my house chores and
one afternoon I was doing the dishes when I dropped a glass
cup onto the ground. A piece of  glass flew into the air and cut
my head and the next thing I knew I was sitting on an old
rugged couch. 

I was in an old apartment that was collecting dust. The doorpost
of  the entrance was falling apart. The room was filled with paper
and cloth everywhere. There were even cobwebs in the corners
of  the room. My first thought was, “Where am I?” Then it was,
“This must be an abandoned house or something.” When I
looked down at my hands, they were wrinkled and that was
when I realized that this was my future. 

From a distance, I could hear my mother calling, “Oh my
goodness, Max! What happened? Are you okay? Wake up!”

I woke up to her jostling my shoulders. She quickly
wrapped her arms around me and sighed, “Oh thank
god.” 

I realized that if  I was going to complain
about what I needed to do, I would be

living alone in an old rugged house. 
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She keeps her hand out of  car windows to feel the breeze
and to experience the jolt of  life given by that fresh, dan-
gerous, but at the same time short moment; but she does-
n’t mind how quick it goes, she’ll take in every possible bit
of  life unafraid of  hitting anything along the way. Life’s
too short to be afraid of  the future; we already don’t have
enough time to notice the bittersweet taste of  present.
That’s what has never tired me of  her; that unconscious
ability to teach me what life is through just a simple, unin-
tentional action. 
She’s the source of  my addiction of  everything that she
represents: her hair, her smell, the imperfect lineaments of
her face, and even the very defects of  her body. Despite
any misconception, this drug of  mine doesn’t tear me
apart but rejuvenates me. It heals every part of  my being:
my bones, my skin, the blood that runs through my veins
like torrents freed from a glacier after being hit by hours
of  scorching sunlight. 
I guess this all means I’m alive and not just awake.

Ouxi YIng, grade 12

STELLA  SONG, GRADE 10

“Wipe away tears, looking forward,” Time will not
wait for you, it passed. None will know your pains,
none will understand your feelings. In this huge
land, only you, know yourself, love yourself. If  you
feel sad, just cry out. After crying, you still have to
continue your life, your way… 

“擦干泪，向前走”，时间不会等你，过去了就
没了。没有人会知道你的痛楚，没有人会明
白你的心。在这世界上只有你，懂自己，爱
自己。难受了，流点眼泪就好了。流完了，
还要继续你的人生，你的路。。。
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ANONYMOUS

Fashion Trends

What’s the buzz? 2017 has been the year of  bold new
trends that boggled our minds. Everyone loved every-
thing about the trends of  2017: the special materials used,
the unique styles, and the extra creative designs. 

According to the so-called “fashion people,” fashion isn’t
supposed to make sense. Cut out a random hole here and

there, sew in colorful patches, write in marker all over
your clothes, and voila! You have a stunning masterpiece
that has incorporated creativity, sexy, and chic, all in one.
Who knew fashion was so easy? If  you still think it’s hard,
let me give you a hand and take you through some of  the
most mind-blowing fashion trends of  2017.

1. “Super Fun-Sized Bags”
One of  the greatest fashion trends of  the year has been
extra small bags that are only meant for your phone, small
pieces of  gum, and if  you’re lucky, a tube of  lipstick.
These trendy bags can usually be seen with embellish-
ments such as crystals and rhinestones so that the bag
won’t pass unnoticed, as there is a high chance that an arm
would cover the entire bag. To your outfit, a fun-sized bag
is the sun. It’s that sparkly.
Minimalism has been emphasized throughout the whole
year, as people have focused on increasing space and mak-
ing use of  every corner they have. People absolutely love
minimalism. Taking that theme into consideration, this
fun-sized bag is a perfect fit. Fashion people are no fools;
they take into account what people are interested in, an
excellent marketing strategy that may seem obvious, but is
actually quite hard to carry out. Look at one of  these tiny
bags for instance. It might fit the whole minimalistic cat-

egory, but what use does it have if  you can’t fit your wallet
in it? What a waste of  money.

2. “Clear Plastic”
When the word plastic pops into one’s head, it’s normal to
think of  a plastic cup or plastic water bottle: anything that
is clear. Well, clear and high-end fashion paired up in

2017, and produced unimaginable items. First are clear
pants. In fact, clear pants were a number one trend on
social media. These pants are unique in the sense that they
are just like their name: totally clear. They cover absolutely
nothing, so shorts are a must when wearing this fashion
item. Clear pants have the useful purpose of  keeping your
legs from getting too warm. They are a must in every girl’s
closet. Next are clear boots. As the name suggests, these
boots, like the aforementioned pants, are also clear. As a
matter of  fact, Chanel produced its own line of  clear
boots in 2017, which could be used as rain boots as well
due to their waterproof  material. They’re like a new ver-
sion of  jelly shoes, only a lot more worse for the environ-
ment since they require more plastic. Oh, and did I men-
tion that plastic traps heat? Think of  it as a greenhouse
for your feet. Start to sweat a bit, and the boots become
your stalker, always sticking to your skin. Fashion doesn’t
take that into consideration. Clear boots, a showcase for
your toes, a magnet to heat and sweat has been one of  the

Brian Rodriguez, grade 12
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top trends of  2017. A love-hate relationship would
undoubtedly be present, but beauty is pain. Overall,
“Clear” is a style of  design that awed many, as it had never
been put out into the fashion world before.   

3. “Mud-Stained Jeans”
People have been buying jeans with mud-stains, taking a
plain white t-shirt outfit to another level. Just saying, these
jeans are fashionable and add a pop of  color that makes
it look like you’ve taken a mud bath. Even though they are
sold for the ridiculous price of  $425 at Nordstrom, you
can DIY this item at home with only $10. Get yourself
brown paint and a pair of  thrifted jeans, paint away, and
you have your own mud-stained jeans. These jeans pro-
vide the impression of  a very hard worker. If  you’re into
the ‘construction worker’ look, these jeans are rated
10/10. 

4. “Fur-Nails”
Last, but not least, are fur-nails. Instead of  nail polish,
fashionistas have opted for long colorful fur. It’s a great
way to add warmth to your look as well as texture. Here
is a clip of  an interview with one our own editors who
attended Paris Fashion Week:

“Claire, could you explain to our viewers what faux-fur
nails are and if  they’re worth it or not?”

“Fur-nails are definitely worth it, as they are made of  cel-
lulose or synthetic fibers designed to obviously resemble
real fur. In order to get the look and feel of  actual fur,
materials such as silk and mohair are used along with
polypropylene. It’s Instagram-worthy and pretty. I think
everyone should try them. The first time I saw them was
at Paris fashion week, which was amazing because when
the models came out with faux-fur nails, I could hear the
audience gasp and there was a whole buzz of  conversa-
tion after about how creative it was.”

The fashion industry is unpredictable. Unpredictable pro-
vides people with surprises and raises expectations for the
next drop. Fashion is a way to escape the strict reality of
work-life. It’s a way to express yourself, to show your true
colors. At work, in class, and even at home, what you wear
is what makes you, you.  

Madeleine McCarthy, grade 9
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FRANCESCO GRISTINA, GRADE 12

Letter to the National Honor Society

After receiving the letter of  eligibility for the National
Honor Society as a young tenth grader, I felt excited and
honored; it was tangible proof  of  my academic achieve-
ments and hard work. I eagerly filled in the application
form, answering questions I had never been asked, not
knowing how they would be assessed. After completing
every section of  the application as extensively as possible,
I handed it in, happy I had qualified but not expecting to
be accepted. And in fact, I wasn’t.

The following year, I received the same letter, filled in the
same form and completed the same sections. I was once
again optimistic and attributed the rejection of  the previ-
ous year to lack of  experience and diversity in my applica-
tion. Being one of  the few male students in the junior
class to have received the invitation to apply, I was quite
confident in the outcome. Yet I was rejected once again. 

Although I was sure my application had considerably
improved and that my attitude toward the school environ-
ment had grown into a more mature and hard-working
one, I could not give myself  an answer to the question:
“Why?” But the main problem was that not only was I
unable to find an answer, but nobody affiliated with the
organization was either willing or competent enough to
give me any sort of  concrete explanation. Looking into
the matter, I soon discovered that the process of  accept-
ance to the NHS was unclear, unfair and unreliable. 

The National Honor Society is a selected group of  well-
rounded individuals who are supposedly perfect speci-
mens of  the student body. The main purpose of  this
organization is to group together the most elite student
representatives connected by outstanding academic
achievement and an abundance of  extracurricular activi-
ties. Although unknown to most, the criteria for accept-
ance to the NHS is theoretically quite strict, while the
requirements to remain part of  the organization are quite
loose. 

Today I will discuss three different aspects of  the NHS:
the criteria for acceptance, the teacher panel and the lack
of  motives for rejection. I want to start by stating that the
National Honor Society is completely corrupt. But why?

“We are dedicated to promoting trust through the honest
and free exchange of  ideas and opinions, showing that
differences can be resolved through communication,
compromise and understanding.” This comes from the
student-parent handbook, which lays out the principles
the school body should abide by. While many aspects of
AOSR respect these ideals, the NHS is a specific example
of  a hypocritical component of  the school community.
Superficially, this corrupt society pledges to respect moral

values of  integrity and trust while simultaneously main-
taining a certain lack of  transparency that cannot be
denied. Over the years, there have been dubious accept-
ances of  students who have transferred from other
schools while failing subjects at the time of  application.
These students received acceptance due to their past
enrollment in the organization. Considering acceptance to
the society a grand competition for students with a suc-
cessful academic GPA, there should be clear criteria. Like
any contest with a fair set of  requirements and guidelines,
the NHS process of  acceptance seems to have vague and
abstract bases for its admission. Furthermore, since the
prerequisite for receiving an application form is a GPA of
3.5 or higher, shouldn’t the admissions council take into
account academic success, weighing both GPA and sched-
ule workload? The obscure criteria for acceptance to the
National Honor Society make it more of  an admission
process based on chance. 

A major influence underlying the flawed acceptance
process is the mysterious teacher panel. This council, a
secret group of  teachers supposedly changing every year,
reviews application forms and fairly discusses the admis-
sion of  each student to the National Honor Society. The
teachers in this panel are obviously human beings just like
the rest of  us and may have premature judgments, just like
the rest of  us. Because the applications are not anony-
mous, any prejudices that the teachers on the panel might
have against certain students are brought to light, hinder-
ing the possible acceptance of  the student. The lack of
anonymity is a factor that plays an important role in the
subjectivity of  the admission process, causing rejections
for unclear reasons. The lack of  transparency surrounding
the matter as a whole undermines the ideal that each stu-
dent should have an equal opportunity to be accepted,
and places students with more likable personalities above
others who might have stronger viewpoints or characters
of  a different nature. Recognizing that enrollment in the
National Honor Society is a great boost for a college
application, these unfair and unreliable processes of
acceptance may also hurt a student's potential admission
to university. The corruption of  the teacher panel is not
only detrimental to students but to staff  as well. A sense
of  confusion surrounding the process of  acceptance to
the NHS symbolizes a lack of  moral values in staff  that
may invoke a bad reputation among students. This nega-
tive reputation may in turn cause students to feel as if
their teachers no longer carry a sense of  trustworthiness,
seeing them as inadequate role models. 

Perhaps the most important factor determining the cor-
ruption of  the National Honor Society is its failure to jus-
tify rejections. After spending a great deal of  time striving
for academic success, filling in the application form and
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waiting for results, rejection can be quite unpleasant.
Infuriating, however, is the fact that rejection comes with-
out any apparent justification. Instead, a copy-pasted let-
ter tells every student the same thing: you have not been
accepted, try again next year. Because of  the lack of  moti-
vation in administering a rejection, a cycle of  corruption
is created wherein no one knows their reason for having
been rejected or accepted and people simply keep believ-
ing that the values an individual should have to be eligible
are unspecific. This is wrong and should be reformed, as
giving reasons to rejectees is the only way to break this
vicious cycle of  corruption in the National Honor
Society. 

Although heavily flawed in its entirety, the NHS is mostly
associated with a sense of  grandeur and outstanding per-
formance in school. Many of  the people selected to be
part of  the group are responsible, bright individuals who
reflect the values of  a hard-working, well-rounded stu-
dent. Many times, the organization does choose great can-
didates to represent the student body in a positive manner
and these candidates usually do demonstrate the attitude
that an ideal student should have towards the school com-
munity. In this context, the NHS is quite a respectable
organization even considering its negative aspects.
Although it does show some trustworthy components,
the society is still immensely corrupt because of  the pos-
sible candidates it does not consider due to a faulty
process of  admission. Many students at school could be
just as suited to represent the student body as the best
representatives in the National Honor Society currently
but are not considered because they are placed below
more likeable students that may even have weaker mind-
sets. The acceptance process is flawed and is greatly detri-
mental to the National Honor Society, as the organization
could be much more upstanding if  it underwent certain
reforms.

Overall, it is not the principles of  the National Honor
Society that are flawed but the way in which they are
applied to the admission process. A lack of  transparency
and accountability leads to a distortion in the selection of
the students who make up the organization. If  there are a
series of  rejections one year due to the corruption of  the
organization, it jeopardizes the reputation of  the society
and will not motivate students to improve their academic
profile. The corruption eventually leads to a selection of
students that are not the most qualified ones, forever
hurting the name and efficiency of  the National Honor
Society. 

Marie Pascaline Boutonnier, grade 12
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MADELINE SEELEY-HACKER, GRADE 12

Just Call It Privilege

Entertain the thought of  a Mexican family who legally
moves across the border to America. They are full of
hope that they can settle there, fit in, and make a life for
themselves, but are immediately affronted with prejudice.
Picture that people automatically assume that they are in
the country for illegitimate reasons. See how they are
unabashedly stared at wherever they go, and hear how
they are followed by whispering remarks on the color of
their skin and their race. Notice that they walk into a
department store, and when they ask for assistance they

are only laughed at for their accents and ignored. Imagine
that when they go into restaurants, they are given a
‘Mexican menu’ which lists different items at much more
expensive prices. Observe that when vendors at local
farmers’ markets see the family coming, they turn around
price signs to show numbers two times greater. Realize
that they are pulled over by police officers and ticketed for
more money than usual because of  what they look like.
Feel the embarrassment and rage when their young chil-
dren are catcalled: “Mmm-mmm, you pretty little Mexican
thing...” 
Now, my question for you is: would these people be
racially disprivileged? The answer would be an over-
whelming yes. But take this story and place it in the con-
text of  a white American family that moved to Thailand,
and you’ll have the story of  my childhood. My family was
the one that was stared at, laughed at, overcharged, ticket-
ed, and catcalled because of  our race. Yet, as an econom-
ically well-off  white girl, I would be told that I can never
understand the struggles of  this Mexican family because I

carry an invisible knapsack of  white privilege. 
I don’t share this to point out the injustices against whites
in Thailand; on the contrary I love and belong to Thai cul-
ture like it’s my own. I share this because I want to dispel
the idea that being white means that one can’t experience
or understand racial disprivilege or discrimination. By
extension, I want to show that being privileged does not
mean that one cannot empathize with disprivilege.
Empathy is the inherent capacity to understand, validate,
and appreciate what others are feeling and is found at

least to some degree in every human being. Before anyone
gets too offended, I’m not going to deny the existence of
privilege - it’s definitely there. Instead, I am here to decon-
struct the language surrounding this social justice issue.
The way that we speak about privilege not only discounts
privileged people as unable to understand the plight of
the less fortunate, but also marginalizes more disprivileges
than the language sheds light on.
“White Privilege” – that’s a hot topic in today’s society. It
is on the news, taught in schools, and campaigned against
on the American college campuses many of  us will be
joining soon. But think about how illogical that is! If  the
disprivileged want privilege, why are we campaigning
against privilege? Why don’t we campaign against dispriv-
ilege? And regardless of  whether those fighting for social
equality are demonstrating against privilege or disprivi-
lege, why does it always seem to be “white” or “male” or
“rich” privilege?  I know that these popular and high pro-
file privileges dominate the discussions of  American soci-
ety today, and that naming something gives you power

Callie Bowers, grade 11
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Issis Marquez, grade 11

over it, which explains why our culture has attached these
names to privilege. But these ‘super privileges’ obscure
the countless other ways that disprivilege plagues people.
Disprivileges can be crucially impactful - being economi-
cally destitute in a world where money means obtaining
basic necessities, procuring a good education, and open-
ing up a slew of  opportunities; or they can be more
insignificant - being short in a world of  sports that favors
height. Disprivileges can be commonly discussed - being
a woman in a world of  patriarchal norms; or they can be
often ignored - being fat and ugly in a world that worships
beauty.
Adding adjectives such as “white” or “male” or “rich” to
privilege does two things. Firstly, it actually marginalizes
these unspoken disprivileges by creating an immediate
word association between privilege and race, gender, or
socioeconomic status. Secondly, this language convention
subtly undermines the ability of  those who are described
by “white” or “male” or “rich” to be associated with any-
thing other than privilege. In turn, this cultivates an
atmosphere where these people are assumed as unable to
know anything but extreme privilege, and ignorant and
incapable of  empathizing with the struggles of  those less
fortunate.
Now, in a utopia, everyone would be given a perfectly

equal shot at life – privileged enough to be able to achieve
greatness, but not too privileged as to promote laziness
and discourage hard work. It would be great to live in this
Goldilocks’ world of  privilege. But in reality, the world
can never be fully equal because sometimes life’s just not
fair. But what we can hope for, and change for, and fight
for is a society of  empathy and respect. A society where
prejudice is minimized, and all those who are disprivileged
are acknowledged and given the tools they need to over-
come disadvantages: education, motivation, a hard work
ethic. Moreover, we can work towards a society where
those who are privileged are taught and trusted to
empathize. A society where I would not be told that I
couldn’t fathom the disprivilege of  that Mexican family
just because I am white. 
I am not saying that privilege doesn’t exist, that it’s not
important, or that it shouldn’t be loudly addressed. What
I am saying is that we need to end the negative connota-
tion of  privilege, and the hostile attitudes that meet it. No
one, no matter how blessed, should be silenced and
robbed of  credibility by being told to ‘check their privi-
lege.’ Privilege will always exist; someone will always have
an upperhand. So we need to stop fighting each other to
be equally privileged and instead start fighting together
the injustices at hand. 
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CHIARA HAMPTON, GRADE 12

Remembering the Obamas

Presidents of  the United States can be remembered for
enumerable reasons. Policy, war, scandals, propaganda,
and nicknames all comprise the collective legacy of  lead-
ers. Most of  these identifiers, however, are not aimed at
posterity. During a term, a president must often respond
to crises instantaneously, unable to consider how these
actions will be viewed by the public three generations into
the future. Unsurprisingly, a tradition exists that allows
presidents to determine at least a small portion of  their
history, to send a deliberate message to the nation as they
depart from the White House. This legacy is the presiden-
tial portrait. After their unveiling earlier this year, Barack
and Michelle Obama’s portraits drew record crowds, evi-
dently evoking strong reactions from the general public. 
Barack Obama’s portrait deliberately challenges conven-
tion, both in its form and rejection of  artistic norms.
Created by Kehinde Wiley, the work demonstrates consid-
erable awareness of  Obama’s position as the first black
president to be represented in a portrait gallery filled with
images of  white men. The artist, himself  an African
American, is known for depicting young black men in
European aristocratic settings, a statement of  revisionist
history that recalls works such as Faith Ringgold’s
Dancing at the Louvre. It is no coincidence that the pres-
ident commissioned an artist who specializes in depicting
individuals in settings from which they have historically
been excluded. The White House portrait features Obama
in a role no other African American has assumed. Unlike
many of  Wiley’s previous works, however, Obama’s por-
trait does not incorporate a traditional neo-classicist back-
ground. The president is instead surrounded by an ornate
and vivacious spread of  blooming flowers: blue lilies for
Kenya, jasmine for Hawaii and chrysanthemums for
Chicago. These symbolic representations of  his heritage
remind viewers of  the perspectives he introduced to the
White House and maintain the theme of  race in the work.
The decision to include a representation of  Kenya, an ele-
ment of  Barack’s heritage which has unfortunately been
subject to painful scrutiny, is a declaration of  the impor-
tance of  immigrant, and more specifically African, roots.
The bright coloration and print-like appearance of  the
flowers draw the eye away from the president himself,
asserting their importance. Presidential portraits convey
the subject’s desired legacy and Obama emphasizes the
importance of  his personal characteristics. Unlike previ-
ous portraits, which have depicted stoic, collected leaders,
Wiley represents Obama as pensive and engaged, staring
intently at the viewer as if  listening. Even after retiring
from office, his focus on the state of  American democra-
cy remains intent. 
Stylistically, the photorealistic representation of  Obama is
juxtaposed with the fantastical natural background. The
three-dimensional man and chair appear to protrude
through a two-dimensional space occupied by the flower
print. Symbolically, this may intend to convey Obama’s
humanity in different environments. The presidency is

Keegan Everitt, grade 12
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often dehumanized online and subject to aggressive
scrutiny in a digital sphere. Regardless of  the dissonance
between figurehead and person, this work characterizes
Obama as son, father, husband and politician simultane-
ously. The floral background also challenges conventional
notions of  masculinity, particularly among men in politics.
The portrayal of  African Americans in both positions of
power and emotional vulnerability is an important step
towards achieving the diverse representation and visibility
they merit in American culture. 
Like her husband, Michelle Obama chose as the creator of
her portrait an African American artist known for depict-
ing black subjects. Obvious similarity between the two
works ends there. Whereas Kehinde Wiley elected to rep-
resent the former president in a vibrant photorealistic
style, Amy Sherald depicts the first lady in ghostly pastel
tones. In accordance with her characteristic style, she
paints skin in a grayscale suggestive of  racial ambiguity.
Far from an attempt to diminish black identity, Sherald
has stated that this stylistic choice seeks to differentiate
color and race. Any association between the two is deter-
mined arbitrarily by an external observer and is thus dis-
connected from the subject. Additionally, representing
Obama as transient or dreamlike paradoxically evokes a
sense of  permanence; she will remain eternally in the
realm of  presidential history while assuming new qualities
according to the reflections of  posterity. As first lady,
Obama was subject to massive public scrutiny and, by
necessity, cultivated an image as a domestic figure. Rather
than possessing a sole identity, she has assumed various
projected ones, and this multifaceted, shifting nature is
reflected in Sherald’s work. 
Michelle’s dress occupies an overwhelming amount of  the
frame and is equally laden with symbolic importance.
Michelle Smith, the designer and a notably outspoken
opponent of  Trump, described the geometric print as
modern and futuristic, peering forward rather than relying
on the past. Interesting, Sherald does not appear to share
this interpretation, instead connecting the print to quilts
made by the African American community of  Gee’s Bend
in the 19th century. Both connotations of  the piece
reflect Obama’s unique position and legacy. She is a pio-
neer in multiple senses, being both the first black first lady
and the first member of  her family to sit for a portrait,
and is thus an emblem of  the future. Simultaneously,
however, she recognizes the importance of  acknowledg-
ing the many previous generations who have not been
afforded such opportunities. Referencing the Gee’s Bend
quilters (many of  whom were descendants of  slaves) after
occupying a White House built by slaves poignantly signi-
fies change while remembering and recognizing the short-
comings of  the past. 
The emphasis on Michelle’s dress within the painting’s
composition could also be interpreted as a statement
regarding the subject’s desired legacy. If  clothing and
regalia are seen as visual representations of  roles, the

dominance of  the dress conveys Michelle’s desire to be
remembered not for personality, but for her accomplish-
ments in the role of  first lady. This sentiment is equally
expressed through the depiction of  her person as a con-
ceptual rather than realistic likeness. Sherald does not rep-
resent Obama photorealistically, nor does she endeavor to
capture her every unique trait. Instead, she allows
Michelle to represent more than an individual, to assume
through conceptual art a position as a more general role
model for women, particularly girls of  color. The first
lady can be remembered for her principles, whether they
be health, parenthood or benevolence, rather than her
individualism. 

Rachel Lee, grade 11



20 STO RIE S

JESSICA JONES, GRADE 11

Bittersweet Stars

Airplanes dove in the sky, miles above the Earth. They
exchanged fire, but at their altitude, not a sound could be
heard on the island below. 

At the edge of  the dark forest, in a misshapen shelter
under the open sky, one littlun lays awake, surrounded by
snoring boys. Henry can’t sleep. He’s thirsty and it’s too
hot in the stuffy shelter. He feels a cool breeze enter
through a crack in the side of  the structure. Perhaps he’ll
be more comfortable outside.

Henry carefully steps around the sleeping boys, moving
slowly in order to not wake anyone. Once he reaches at the
large opening in the wall, he looks back at the others.
“There are so many of  us,” he thinks. “And we’re all so
young.”

Turning to face the cool night air outside, Henry spots
something moving in the sky. He brushes it off  as though
it were nothing, and makes his way across the beach to a
small stream with fresh water. It meets the ocean at the
edge of  the forest, and is completely clean a few meters
upstream. 

Crouching at the edge of  the water, Henry cupped his
hands, bringing the water from the stream to his mouth.
It was cold and refreshing, unlike the lukewarm water he
got from the tap at his family’s cottage outside of
Manchester. 
As he tilted his head down for another drink, he saw a
streak of  light reflected on the stream’s surface.
“What was that?” he wondered.
When he no longer felt thirsty, he moved away from the
stream, towards the middle of  the beach. Sitting down, he
squinted up at the immense dark sky. There was no moon
or stars to be seen, and everything was silent, except for
the sound of  the waves against the sand.
Suddenly, a bright light streaked across the sky. Then
another, and another. 
Eventually, there were almost a hundred lights, filling the
night sky. They zipped across, illuminating the clouds that
hovered over the island. 
“They must be shooting stars,” Henry whispered to him-
self. “What should I wish for?”

Madeleine McCarthy, grade 9
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He spent a few moments, earnestly wondering what he
wanted most at that moment. To be at home, sitting on
the kitchen counter while his Mom baked sugar cookies?
To take a long, warm shower, and scrub off  the layers of
dirt that had cemented themselves to his body? To play
football with the neighborhood kids again?
Then, his mind wandered to the last time he saw shooting
stars. Henry and his cousin Oliver were camping in
Henry’s garden. The light from the shooting stars illumi-
nated their faces, highlighting the birthmarks his cousin
had on his face. They like to explain the marks as stains
from all the berries they used to eat off  of  the blackberry
bush in their Nana's side garden.
Oliver had been on the island, but the other boys said he
had been taken away on airplane.
“That’s it,” Henry realized. “I’ll wish to go camping with
Oliver in my garden again.”
Closing his eyes, Henry wished as hard as he could,
unaware that the brilliant stars he was wishing on were
actually the light of  gunshots in an overhead air battle.

There was no noise to be heard, so Henry continued to
believe the lights were shooting stars.
Once he finished wishing, Henry finally felt the exhaus-
tion of  the past day. Overcome by his need for sleep,
Henry slowly closed his eyes. He was too tired to go back
to the shelter with the other boys, so he settled into the
sand, preparing to sleep.
That night, Henry dreamed he was in the kitchen at home,
stealing the cookie dough from the bowl as his mother
mixed it. Then there was a knock at the door. Oliver was
there for the camping trip the boys had planned. They
laughed as they clumsily set up the tent, and later prepared
to watch the sky for any shooting stars. 

Keegan Everitt, grade 12
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RACHEL LEE, GRADE 11

Time

It was a hot summer day. I remember sitting
down on a bean bag at home, next to a large
window with frilly curtains flapping slightly
in the warm summer breeze, the buzz of
voices creeping through. My body absolute-
ly sagged with boredom. It’s amazing what
boredom can do to one’s mind, how it can
drive one nuts. I always thought it was
another form of  torture, or at least a less
painful sort of  misery. Anyways, my eyes
rolled around the room until they fixated on
the toppling tower of  comics my mom had
stacked in the corner. Dragging my heavy
body to the huge stack, I picked out a flimsy
comic. I lazily flipped through the pages,
carelessly skimming the words until I came across a head-
line reading The Mobius Strip. The magnified ants, the
stair-like trail, the horizontal-eight shape, and the hues of
green and grey captivated me. My view sharpened as my
eyes came into focus. Through the text, I learned that this
strip was non-orientable. If  the Mobius Strip was made big
enough for a person, one could go round and round that
path for an infinite amount of  time. Little me was intrigued
by this new concept. What exactly was infinity? 

Infinite: limitless or endless in space, extent, or size;
impossible to measure or calculate. That was what Google
spat out. As I grew older, I understood that infinity
couldn’t be expressed by any number. It was equivalent to
time. Little me used to feel like she had so much time ahead
of  her. Enough time to not worry or plan for the future.
The chains of  time were loose back then. I could move
freely, like a bird, not susceptible to any sort of  pressure or
deadline. However, one by one the chains began to buckle
around me, suffocating me as the years flew by. In the blink
of  an eye, I went from being 8 to 10. With another blink, I
became 13. With another, I was 16. 

In the media, sixteen is portrayed as the perfect age to
chase your dreams, hang out with friends, and try to make
sense of  your life without ending up on the streets. It could
be one’s best memories as a teenager; it could also be one’s
worst nightmare. I believed in the typical ‘sixteen year old’
stereotype until the clock read midnight on April 18th and
I was no longer fifteen. As if  on cue, the chains around me
squeezed tight. Sixteen meant that I was old enough to
start making decisions for my future, but it also was a
reminder. A reminder showing me how quickly time was
passing. This reminder frightened me, and still does today.
Whether you spend your days dwindling at home or study-
ing until late at night determines your future. After sixteen

years of  life, I finally came to realize the value of  time.
Time is truly remarkable, as it can change form depending
on your use of  it. Mold it well and thoughtfully and time
will slow to miniscule seconds, and in those seconds, one
can pull out the best of  oneself. Every second wouldn’t be
wasted, and that individual would be rewarded with satis-
faction and accomplishment. However, if  handled careless-
ly, time will warp itself  so that the days seem to pass by like
a wrecked piece of  film. Days feel like weeks, and the body
starts to feel weighed down by the amount of  time put in
the bin. For me, time is a part of  one’s personality. It
shapes itself  into the person itself, and that is why everyone
perceives time differently. We are all in our own separate
dimensions of  time. 

As the concept of  infinity is equivalent to time, time is
equivalent to society’s value of  money. The basic idea is:
spend it well, you are rewarded; spend it foolishly, you pay
a cost. Go a bit deeper, and you’ll see that society has three
different types of  people, each with a different value of
money. First, there’s the affluent. These people can choose
to spend money like leaves falling off  trees. One little whiff
of  something new or fresh and they will take their wallets
out. Time for these people passes quickly. Their days are
black and white as they can buy anything with their fast rate
of  cash flowing out. Next are the commoners. Being a
commoner myself, I would have to say that time passes in
both directions. One has to catch time and recognize it’s
worth in order to live to the fullest. Last are the underpriv-
ileged. Time passes extra slow for these people. Their days
are in bright shocks of  color; their life is unpredictable.
They spend every second in deep thought or worry. They
know how important time is. They know that every extra
minute could allow them to earn at least one more penny,
which could change the course of  their lives.  

Ryugo Nakata, grade 10
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Likewise, time is our own personal counselor as well as
mentor. It guides us through our childhood, adolescence,
and adulthood. It is what allows us to become better ver-
sions of  ourselves and develop into more mature individu-
als. Time gives us the chance to experience countless num-
bers of  things and the chance to learn from mistakes. It
also opens our eyes and causes us to view the world in a
different way. Once you grasp the movement of  time, you
appreciate your family and friends more than before.
Second thoughts pass in your head before you make deci-
sions, and your priorities line up straight. 

Countless numbers of  psychologists, scientists, and
mathematicians have tried to solve and come up with a
solution as to how time works. I believe there is no such
answer to this question, as people all live in different
dimensions in their separate worlds. Figuring out your time
dimension may be the ultimate goal, and someday maybe
I’ll be free from the chains around my body.

ANONYMOUS

Parler 

Parler.
What? Parler! 
Just another gibberish word to add to my list to make people giggle. It's a blend of  syllables glued together like a typical
Kindergarten collage creating a sound. If  you say it slow enough, air enters your mouth and tickles the top of  your bumpy
tongue, sliding through your pearly white teeth, emitting a whistle. “P-A-RR-le-R,” I whisper mysteriously into Emma's ear
while assembling the Empire State with boring blue building blocks during playtime. The smell of  waxy playdough pene-
trates the air. Emma covers her mouth with her miniature sticky fingers to magically conceal her squeaky laugh and answers
back hesitantly. “La-Bla-Bluu.” The meaningless strings of  letters keep shooting out until the stick tower falls to the floor.
Playtime is over.
Parler. The stairs to the French room are toppled together to create an exhausting adventure. My lungs fight for a breath
of  air. Parler. My heart is simulating a pacer test and my stomach is a cage infested by butterflies. Parler. The strong static
sound of  the old crusty bell is sprinting towards me, only so many “tic-tocs” left to determine the percentage scrawled
across my next spelling test. Parler. Sweat drops are skiing down people's necks while the odor of  middle school P.E takes
over. Just one last definition to tattoo in my brain and tick off  the list. Parler. It is time; my faith has been determined. 
Parler means speak. Parler means stamp your feet. Parler means stand proudly. Parler means swim against the current.
Being one that has been trapped inside the bubble of  shyness, one to bite my lip twice before making an oral addition to
the conversation. One to crawl into a corner. One to hesitate. Parler to means speak. Don’t go unnoticed. Don’t let others
fish words out of  your mouth. Don’t stop. Don’t listen. In a world full of  silence my bubble has popped.  

Ouxi YIng, grade 12
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GEORGIA SANTULLI SANZO, GRADE 10

Ablaze

He stretched out the very tip of  his finger to touch the
soft moss growing on the tree beside him. The smell of
the damp earth was suffocating.
“...becoming uncontrollable.”
He quickly snapped his head to the right to look at Simon.
He forgot he was talking and zoned out as he usually did.
Simon was sitting in front of  him, crouched on his knees,
picking at bright green, newly born seedlings resting on
the surface of  the soil as if  seeing the sun for the first
time. 

“We have to do something to bring back order,” he
continued.  George looked down. He knew he was right. 

“There’s nothing to do. Did you see the others? Did
you see Jack? Roger? Those guys are scary. There is no
way we have a chance against ’em. They can easily push us
away and make fun of  us in front of  everybody! Even if
we try to talk to ‘em, they’ll never listen. They will think
they know what they’re doing and won’t care of  us. We are
the weak ones. I really want things to change too. I really
want ‘em to listen to us for once.” 

George opened his eyes. 
Simon’s body was laying on the shore in front of  him,

drenched in water, lifeless. He was paler than ever. His
face didn’t seem like his anymore. George looked intense-
ly in his eyes, feeling both invasive and vulnerable. He was
on his knees, feeling desolate, abandoned. He couldn’t
believe this had happened to him. 
“Simon, I’m so sorry.” That safe and serene energy he had
transmitted when he was alive had disappeared complete-
ly. Meanwhile, fire crackled behind them.

“It’s true. What you said. There’s a beast in every sin-
gle one of  them. The beast is inside us, Simon. I saw it.
I saw it in their eyes, their souls. Jack became a monster.
Everybody became monsters! 

“Jack and the others are hunting down Ralph.
They’re trying to kill him too. I know because I’ve been
watching. I remember, from the day they left me in the
big fire, when they thought I was lost or dead and com-
pletely forgot about me. Scared! I was scared! Then, I
understood they mostly cared about themselves instead
of  the well-being of  us, the group. Jack, he became so
self-centered and arrogant. He’s not the only one
though. 

“Simon... while they were busy trying to hurt each
other, I lit up the fire. They don’t know. I did it because
I wanted to avenge your death. Everybody participated
in killing you, including Ralph and Piggy.” Piggy and
Ralph’s faces transformed into terrifying and contorted
forms, hitting Simon, atrociously and gruesomely.
“There was evil in their eyes. No one like that should be
worthy of  living – especially after what they did to you.” 
He stopped to take a breath. He didn’t realize how rap-
idly he was talking. He turned around, and heard the
boys’ shouts in the midst of  the blazing and sizzling giant
eating up the forest. He was getting bigger, heavier.
George turned his head to Simon’s disfigured face.

“The forest is burning. I don’t think they’ll survive. All
this time I was hiding, secretly watching, being invisible,
being no one. I payed attention though, looked at every
movement, every action of  the powerful ones, of  Jack
and Ralph. I felt so small compared to them. I strived and
longed everyday to be like them. To feel dominant. And
now, I am the one who is directly influencing their lives
and deaths. 
The heat of  the fire was becoming unbearable. He felt a
trickle of  sweat leaving his forehead. Talking was starting
to become more challenging too, with all the smoke encir-
cling him.

“Maybe I am going to die too, I don’t know. There’s no
escape from such a fire. But it doesn’t matter. Without
goodness, without purity, without someone like you,
Simon, there’s no point in living. Life will only consist of
savagery and evil. And every single one of  them killed
you. They killed their chance and opportunity long ago.
They are always arguing about how to leave the island.
Now is their time to leave it, to leave their own life behind
and finally abandon this island, in the fairest way com-
pared to what they’ve done to you.”

He started to hear voices. An adult. An adult?! Can it
be?! No, no. It wasn’t only that. Crying. Boys were crying.
The unsettling awareness of  how strongly and frantically
his heart was beating made chills run down his spine. 
He slowly turned his head over his shoulder. 

Hovhannes Jijyan, grade 12
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ANONYMOUS

The Incident 

When every day progresses the same, life becomes slightly meaningless. When the difference that dictates our days is so
minimal, they suddenly unite to create a sedentary routine. We confront the loud noise of  the alarm clock, followed by the
minty mist of  the shower and the scratchy sensation of  our sophisticated uniform. Our clock smiles for us when work
hours are over, then every night ends with the crunchy sourness of  soggy cheerios and slightly expired milk radiating
through our palate. Then, we wake up and start again. But, if  as in the case of  Rebecca Watson, this now ancient repetition
that we call “life” is crumbled to pieces, “life” can no longer progress circularly. 
It was Saturday June 27th, another working weekend. The air in Rebecca’s apartment on Saxton Street was sticky and
humid, just like all middle-class Britoll condos in the summer. She woke up, ready to tumble over to the shower. Her mouth
was dry and pasty, making her like the children in the news dying from dehydration. Soon after, at 5:30, she was engulfing
cereal in her scratchy airport security uniform. At 6:15 she was on the train over to Crisville. Crisville was a town surround-
ed by wildlife. The majority of  the population was over the age of  60 and carried their tacky leopard suitcases around the
single gate, single flight CV airport. Rebecca was the one and only member of  the CV airport security, not that they even
needed her. She was extremely excited for the interesting day at work. The light of  the metal detector was always green,
partially because their leopard suitcases were stuffed with peanut butter bars.
At 19:40 Rebecca was on her final shift as the last plane of  the day was about to depart. Suddenly, she saw a young adult
approach her. He wasn't like anyone she had seen before. He was tall with a scratchy looking beard on his face, he carried
a round a clean detergent smell and his complexion was pale as a ghost. Rebecca immediately thought, “Is he from here?”
No, of  course not. He lifted his bag onto the roller and that's when Rebecca lost attention. She  inferred that the light
would turn green, just like it always does. Rebecca's heart shivered up to her throat when she was greeted by a sound she
had never heard before. The light was red. Rebecca rested her back on the chair, surprised, unsure of  what to do in this
situation. She got up, feeling light-headed, and carried the black suitcase over to the checking stand. The man gazed at her
blankly, with a dumb smirk. She unzipped the suitcase, ready to greet another peanut butter bar. She smelled something
highly unsettling. When she opened the suitcase, she saw a stream of  pruning red blood drip to the floor.
Her ears were whistling; her heart was beating dangerously fast. That's when her instinct acted for her. She could already
hear her mother’s words in her ears as she confessed to her crime. “What have you done? You released a criminal. You a
committed a crime. You're a disgrace to this family. Why would you do this? Who are you?” She zipped up the suitcase.
Slid it over to his cold white hand. Lastly, she watched his shoes walk away with the suitcase following their every move.
What had she done?  

Emilia Jellousheg, grade 10
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EDOARDO YIN, GRADE 11

The Truth

“Kill the beast! Cut his throat! Spill his blood!”
Rain poured down in buckets as the chant continued to
resonate. Lightning struck the trees in the forest behind
them, its flickering light and the crash of  thunder almost
unbearable. The smell of  burnt toast as the campfire
crackled permeated the beach. The chorus showed no
sign of  weakening, the boys incessantly dancing around
the blaze like a pack of  mad lunatics.

“Kill the beast! Cut his throat! Spill his blood!”
Staggering, Simon slowly but steadily made his

way toward the beach, the good of  their society in mind,
his legs giving out beneath him. The beast isn’t real. I have
to tell them. I have to. The squalid, slimy mud at his feet
and the torrential rain from above slowed his step, but as
he neared the shore, the downpour eased more and more
until it came to a stop.

By this time, the boys at the beach were exhaust-
ed. With the rain slowing and the sky clearing, the undying
chant slowly died out, and the boys’ spirit of  savagery
dwindled. They laid resting on the sand, warmed by the
fire in the center — even Ralph and Piggy were worn out
from the dance. Their rest was abruptly interrupted by an
indiscernible scream coming from the forest. Up on their

feet almost in unison, they turned to see a small and blur-
ry figure emerging from the thick jungle, running towards
them, waving its hands madly.

“Ralph! Jack!” cried Simon, now visible, as
everyone assembled around him. “The beast isn’t real!
What Samneric saw was a dead person stuck in the trees
because of  his parachute! I saw it with my own eyes, I
swear!”

Dead person? Parachute? Murmurs and panic
propagated through the group, especially among the lit-
tluns.

“Alright, everybody calm down,” said Ralph.
“We’ll figure this out together.”

“What do you mean the beast isn’t real? Of
course it’s real! We’ve been hunting it all this time! The lit-
tluns have seen it, and Samneric know what they saw bet-
ter than you do,” Jack exclaimed angrily.

A couple mumbles of  agreement were uttered
on each side.

“Let Simon explain what he saw,” proposed
Piggy. He reached behind him, almost as if  grasping for
the conch, only to remember that they had left it back at
the other end of  the island.

Anonymous
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Simon took a deep breath, recovering from his
struggle to the beach. “I— I can’t explain it. You have to
see it for yourselves. All of  you.”

Whether it was out of  pure curiosity, a desire to
close the books on the beast, or the eagerness to prove
Simon wrong, the boys unanimously agreed to go and see
the “beast.” And so they set out, with Simon at the head
and Ralph, Jack, and Piggy close behind.

When they arrived, their reaction was first disbe-
lief: Was this really what Samneric confused for the beast?
Then there was astonishment: How did he end up here on
this island? Both questions remained unanswered, but
ultimately the dispute about the beast was settled, and
their peace of  mind reinstated.

The boys decided to leave the other camp
behind, and head the other direction: towards the original
place, where it all started. Jack, who had used the beast as
a means to further his own agenda, lost credibility and
support among the boys. Their society returned to its ori-
gin, with Ralph regaining the boys’ approval, and Jack los-
ing his power, maintaining his influence only on the
hunters.

Days passed, weeks even. Their civilization now

seemed to be incorruptible, each doing his own job, fear-
ing nothing, savoring everything. With peace and civility
restored, the boys were once again enjoying their liberty
on the island, playing around in the lagoon, with the
conch left on the rocks nearby, unattended.

Rachel Lee, grade 11
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n't hurt him. But I had to do something. I could tell he was
thinking the same thing. I grasped my stick, hoping it would
make me brave. Only a few seconds had gone by, but it felt like
a lifetime. Without any more hesitation, Ralph lunged. 
His stick stuck in my ribs. I gasped for breath and fell down
onto the vines and into the mud. Pain burned through my ribs
and down my arms and legs. It seared through me like Jack’s fire
burned the trees, destroying everything in its path. I closed my
eyes, hoping that when I opened them I would be home, hop-
ing that when I opened them, this would have all been a dream,
hoping that my mom would be waking me up for school,
singing as she made breakfast. I wanted to open my eyes and be
at school watching Jack and Ralph play tag on the field instead
of  fighting and killing. I wanted to be in a million different
places, except for where I was: laying on the ground, covered in
blood and paint and mud. 
I opened my eyes. Ralph stepped over me and disappeared into
the trees, followed by a group of  biguns. No one stopped to

look down at me. They all were focused on catching Ralph, on
hunting and killing and fighting. I wondered if  they even
remembered me. I wondered if  they even remembered their
homes or their moms and dads. The smoke from the fire
swirled above me, showing me pictures of  people and places I
would never see again. My parents’ faces stared lovingly down
at me. Was I brave for you? I asked. Are you proud of  me?
Mom nodded silently. Just a little longer, she whispered, be
brave for a little longer. My dad smiled. I’ll see you soon, he
whispered back, Be brave just a little longer. I heard the horn
of  a boat. Maybe they’ve come for me, I thought. Maybe now
I can go home. I felt my eyes close. The fire that had burned
where the stick had stabbed me had left and all that remained
was a feeling of  warmth. I couldn’t feel the mud underneath me
or the smoke in my eyes or the paint on my face anymore. I felt
silence. I felt my parents’ arms around me again and I wasn't
scared anymore. 

ANNA DOWNS, GRADE 10

They Told Me to Be Brave

They gave me a stick and told me to fight. They told me I had
to be brave, even though I was scared. Before our plane got hit
by the bad guys, Mom would always tell me the same thing.
When dad had to go fight, she would tell me not to be scared.
When he sent a letter telling us that the bad guys might get him,
Mom said that I needed to be brave for him. When we buried
him, she said I needed to be brave like he had been. I didn’t
know that this was what she meant. 
The other boys made their sticks extra sharp as Jack stood on a
big rock. “I want warriors!” he yelled, “not little boys fighting
with sticks.” He swung his stick like a sword, yelling, “Find him,
and kill him. Whoever does that is the bravest boy on this
island.” I didn’t want to be the bravest. I wanted to go home. I
wanted to see my mom. 
When the boys ran for the trees, I crouched in the shade under
a mossy rock, where I thought they would never find me.
Hands grabbed my ankle and pulled me out from under the
rock. Roger and some other biguns stared down at me. They
threatened to hurt me like
Roger hurt Piggy if  I didn’t
go hunt, but I didn’t feel
brave. I didn’t even feel like
a little boy anymore. I felt
like a wild animal, living on
an island, eating fruit, and
hurting my friends. Roger
didn’t listen. They dragged
me to the edge of  the
woods. They pulled out
some red paint and covered
my face and theirs in it.
They said it would make me
a warrior. They said it
would make me brave. They
handed me a sharp stick,
and told me to fight.
Arms shoved into a patch
of  brambles and trees. The
plants scratched at my arms
and legs and smacked me in
the face. Bugs bit at my
ankles and mud squished
under my bare feet. My eyes stung and I could barely see where
I was going because of  all the smoke. Jack had started a fire.
Maybe a boat would see it and I could go home to my mom. I
tripped over a large root and the vines of  the tree it came from
tangled around my foot, but I pulled myself  back up. I had to
be brave like my dad. I had to be brave for my mom. 
The paint the biguns had put on my face dripped into my eyes
and I rubbed my face so that I could see where I was walking.
I wanted to find a spot to hide in, to wait until they got Ralph,
so that things could go back to normal. I wanted to hide until
a boat came for me. I rubbed at the dirty, dripping paint on my
face. Suddenly, I heard a twig snap under someone’s foot. I
looked up. Ralph was staring back at me.
He was bloody and bruised and his hair was in knots around his
face. He was holding a sharp stick like mine and looking down
at me. He looked hungry and tired. I wondered if  he missed his
mom, too. I wondered if  his mom would miss him if  I killed
him like Jack wanted us to. My hands shook and I knew I could-

Sophie Barber, grade 11


