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ghtest blend of colors, they ran for the shore-
line. The coastal seaboard was empty then, the waves gently drenching the sand
with their touch. Years ago as children, they had pinky swore to always keep tradi-
tion, visiting the coastline annually to experience nesting season. Turtles were the
girl’s favorite, and the boy wanted nothing more than to keep her happy.
They hurried towards the endless expanse of seawater, the boy glancing at the girl’s
beaming expression ever so often. She had a deep love for life and all of its forms
and that’s what he loved most about her. As they made their way towards the beach,
he held a small picnic for them firmly in his hands, as always. The boy loved sur-
prising her and every year, whilst watching the sunset, shed happily enjoy whatever
it is hed made for her. Tapping his shoulder, she pulled out her camera and sighed
contently, pulling him from his thoughts. Theyd made it.
Seashells cracked under the pressure of their feet as they trekked across the sand.
She reached for his hand and interlaced their fingers without saying a word. He
couldn’t help but smile. Lost in thought once more, he began observing the move-
ment of their feet. They moved at a synchronized pace, as if they were coordinated
to do so. He now watched as her feet slowly came to a stop. As quickly as she had
held his hand, she had now let it go. Confused and slightly alarmed, the boy looked
straight ahead and quickly understood why. The turtles were missing.
The young boy and girl had been sitting at the shoreline for what seemed like for-
ever, quietly watching the waves pull themselves up towards the sand. “Where are
the turtles?” the boy pondered. He slowly looked over at the girl, hoping shed be
okay. He noticed that shed tucked her camera away, breathing quietly and heavily.
She looked at the sun with glossy eyes, and he realized there was nothing he could
say that would make her feel better in that moment.
He slowly grabbed her hand and lifted her up. The boy intended on figuring out
why the turtles were gone, hoping a valid reason would make the girl feel less dis-
concerted. He led the way to a ticket booth nearby, hoping that maybe someone
would have an answer to the endless questions running through their minds. The
boy looked down once more, hoping to distract himself with the coordination of
their movement, but he only noticed that their feet were no longer in sync. Had the

disappearance of the sea turtles really hurt her? Perhaps they had come too early,
too late, too quickly. “If you're happy, I'm happy.” hed always tell her. The turtles
would be there when they got back, he was sure of it. Maybe then the girl would
be happy again.

The booth had a single light bulb shining overhead, and an unaccompanied em-
ployee watched as they walked towards him. The boy gestured at the girl, reas-
suring her that hed figure everything out. She looked at him with a deep gaze,
slowly gripping his hand before letting it go. The boy made his way towards the
employee and asked about the turtles, hoping for a swift and reassuring answer.
Their conversation was quick, and as the boy made his way back to the girl, he
began to fidget with his fingers. He pulled her aside and relayed the employee’s
response to her: Most of the turtles had died, the rest being treated at a facility
nearby. The girl’s eyebrows were furrowed now, expressing her untold confusion.
The boy tried to explain it to her as simply as possible, but he knew the truth
would hurt. The coastline endured crowds of bustling beach-goers every sum-
mer, and the vast amounts of people meant vast amounts of waste left on the
sand. There were people who dedicated their time to cleaning up the beach, but
even they couldn’t collect all of the trash at once. Small amounts of garbage and
plastics washed into the ocean over time. The general public wouldn't worry over
a small amount, even if it meant this small amount would begin to build up over
the years, slowly spreading across the shoreline. Eventually, the plastics began to
get caught around the turtles’ necks, in their noses, on their shells. The boy told
her what the employee finished with before ending their conversation: It seems
people prefer to leave their problems for someone else to solve, rather than walk
20 steps towards the recycling bins and toss their waste themselves. Upon hear-
ing this the girl quietly gasped, tears rolling down her cheeks. “Who would do
such a thing?“ the girl wondered. The boy slowly wiped the tears from her eyes.
Seeing her affliction made his heart ache.

Bringing her a picnic was something hed loved to do. When theyd finish she
would thank him for dinner and slowly make her way across the beach to take
pictures. This would leave him with the task of clearing the area. It was simple
and went unsaid. All hed have to do is take their supplies and discard them in the
recycling bin nearby. Hed quietly groan, wanting to spend as much time with her
as he could. Growing impatient, the boy would do what he thought best: shove
their supplies into a plastic bag and place it near the boardwalk. The idea stayed
well-kept in his head. “Someone will come pick it up, they have people for that,”
he thought. Thinking about it now, he felt a sharp sting in his bothered con-
science. The boy looked in the girl’s direction, the sound of his heart pounding
in his ears. She’s still crying and he wanted nothing more in this world than to
comfort her, but how could he? He, like many others, was guilty.

-Agsa Tanveerl |
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L onely

By S ytlney Vz-m De Putte

Feeling lonely when yoﬁre not alone is the worst { eeling out
there. You have no reason to feel like this, yet it still enters
through a bacl{ (loor. Even though you know People are there,
something inside doestt want to tell them. You dort want to
bother or hasslem distract them or even worse have them pity
you. After a while you I)egin to believe that they in fact (lo,
but even if they doxi, notlling can change your mind. S o you
suppress all your thoughts and { eelings and continue to feel
lonely. You let it consume you until a new day arrives, then the
cycle starts all over again. That f eeling never leaving even
though there is no reason for you to feel this way. You dort want
to tell anyone in case they run away like the others. They pity
you, there is no changing your mind there. The thoughts
consume you again as you sit in the dark waiting for a new (lay,
a new beginning where all of this may en(l, but the cycle
continues. Feeling lonely yet Being surrounded

l)y PeOPle YOU know.
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Christina Maimone

. As | walked home after a long day, | feel that it is beginning to rain,

but | did not prepare for this. So | run to find a place to stand. When |
finally find shelter under an awning, | look and see the sky, it seems to
stay black forever. | go on my phone and call a Lyft, 20 minutes away.
| stand under the dry area and look around. The birds are hiding in the
trees trying to stay safe like me, but the trees seem to be happy. They
seem to be reaching for this each drop of rain hoping to get wet. Then
| see the flowers doing the same. They seem to like the rain, love per
se. With that | look and think, people are running past me but why. |
see that I'd like the plants, people seem to disagree. They are running
from the droplets of life, dare | say. | mean just think about it. These
droplets take what looks like rocks and turn them into amazing things
like trees and flowers. There is an entire ecosystem based off of this
thing that many take for granted. The wreaths, fish, dolphins, whales
all gone because H20 doesn't exist. People, villages, travel miles and
miles to get this one thing to hydrate, even though it is not safe, but it
is all they have. You and | can turn the single knob just to get this liquid
life. Hot or cold, but always clean. So I'd be scared of these droplets,
embrace them. | go onto my phone and cancel the car. | brace by
self and begin my walk home through the liquid life.
-Sydney Van De Putte
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Basketball in a Nutshell
| like basketball

The warriors are winning
R.I.P. the Knicks

My Diet in a Nutshell
| like food a lot
Pizza is so very good
R.I.P. diet

"~ 2016 Election in a Nutshell
| Trump is president
Hillary won the pop vote
He won the college

Steven Ferstenfeld
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World of

Secrets

~-Anonymous

Sorry that I sent 7 texts in a row
It's just that | am real scared for you to be alone

You hear lots of stories on the news and on the phone
0f a little girl or boy missing from their home

Now listen up ladies and gentleman
Moms and dads

It's hard to let our kids out in this world when they have so much to loose
A future, a life, anything after school

But the thing that you don’t get
You all may regret

Is the fact that warning them make them wonder what's out there
Scared to trust the world from a very young age, mayhe something bad is in the air

So welcome to the world of secrets and sins
To a big game of high school, no outs and no ins
To a game of what we want and what we can't have

But the game seems easier to the people who cheat
The ones who can pretend like it's a game they can compete

But no you can’t ask for help, because then you have to restart
From the beginning when it is scary, and your still pieced apart
So you start from yesterday and wait for tomorrow

Let your heart lead the way

Remember this life you're just here to borrow

What did they just say

Are they looking at me

Not an attention game

More like a scared scream
Remember to be strong and stand tall

Because you never know who’s coming none-or them all
Lets not forget the most heautiful things get taken away
A gift or a curse-anyways

If we just all looked from above, where everything is still, pretty
Instead of going deep inside, and seeing the real city

We look at the view then we walk inside to see the truth behind the beauty

The real behind the secret insecurity

The lies we wear on our foreheads everyday
To pretend we win the game of the life in a way

What did they just say

Are they looking at me

Not an attention game

More like a scared scream

Remember be strong and stand tall

Because you never know who’s coming none- or them all
Let's not forget the most beautiful things get taken away
A gift or a curse - anyways

To pretend we know our secrets behind our sins
To win the lifelong game of high school, through outs and ins

To get what we want and what we will have
So to the people who cheat instead of compete
To The ladies and gentlemen scared to just be

To the stories of the girls and boys missing from their homes
And the calls about them on the phone

And to those 7 texts | sent in a row
Itis as I've said, I'm scared for you to be alone

& Sins
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-Julianna Christern

I live on a farm in France with my mo@ father. I'm thinking about Alex and
what we're going to do tonight when she sleeps over.

“I don’t feel like going into the woods tonight.” The doorbell rang. | ran to the door,
and | saw my friend Alex.

“Hi, Alex!”

“Hi, Jules!”

We both talked and laughed for hours. Then | dozed off... | could only hear mum-
bling because my ears were ringing. The man looked at me one more time and
disappeared into the dark cold shadows. | felt the ground around me. | felt leaves
and twigs, and the damp, cold soil underneath my shaking hands.

“Jules. Jules! JULES!” screamed Alex.

| jumped. “ What? Sorry, | dozed off.”

“Still having the flashbacks?”

“Yeah, | am.”

We didn’t talk about it for the rest of the night. Until later that evening. The sun
was setting while Alex and | were riding our horses.

“So, have you ridden Autumn since the accident?” Asked Alex.

“No, | have not.”

Once again | dozed off... It was cold and dark. | was taking the horses in, until
my horse, Autumn, started neighing, and bucking. Right away | knew that this
was a very deplorable moment. | tried to calm him, but his head hit me over the
head. Everything got blurry, and then went black. | slowly started to snap back
into reality.

“Why am | going so fast?” | realized that Autumn was cantering.

“JULES! THERE ARE SHADOWS SURROUNDING US! WHAT DO WE DO?!”

“l DON'T KNOW!” The world slowly started spinning. Everything went black. Not
even the smallest flicker of light could be seen. Alex kicked my leg.

“Jules!” “Wait. What? Where am 1?” | realized | was still on a horse.

“It's getting late,” | said. “ We should go.”

It was dark and cold. You could see the white steam of hot air as you exhaled.
Every step was an eerie sound. The crunching of the frosted grass and the crum-
bling leaves.

“It's not even below freezing! How can there already be frost on the ground?”
Alex asked.

“I'm not sure Alex. Today is no ordinary Halloween...”

As we rode the horses back into the crimson barn | could hear whispers of
people.

“What was that?!” Alex said.

“I'm not sure. Let’s just put the horses back into their rooms.” As we were
walking back to the house we felt a shiver down our spines. A cold harsh breeze
brushed our faces.

“We should go.” We both said in a scared voice. We ran to the house.

“It's a bit late isn't it?”

“Sorry, mom. We'll get ready for dinner now.” Alex and | ran up the stairs to get
to my room. | slammed the door.

“Ok. Jules. What is going on?!”

"I don't know! Let just get ready for dinner and forget about this.” As we fin-
ished up our dinner, we got tired very quickly.

“Are you girls alright?” Mom asked.

“Yes, but we are just very tired right now.”

“Well, you girls should go to bed then.”

“We will mom.” We were walking up the stairs, but we both looked at each oth-
er. We both look out the window and all we could see was a single light in the
middle of the black forest and we both ran. The clock struck 2:00. It was 2:00
am. Alex and I could not fall asleep. I slowly rose from my bed which was warm
and had the fluffiest blanket. I looked out the window, and I saw something I
never thought I would ever see again.

“Alex? Come here. Now!” Alex came to the window.

“What on earth is that?!” I dozed off... He had a candle. The flame was flicker-
ing, and all I could see was the burning amber flame, in his pitch black eyes.
“Jules?... What is that?”

“That Alex is someone you really don’'t want to meet. And whatever you do.
DON'T LOOK AWAY!”

“Ok. I won't look away.” Alex said shakily.

I whispered under my breath. “Oh no! Watchers watch, and...” | stood up
straight and said out loud

“Catchers catch! Alex, we are in big trouble right now!”

“AHHHHHHHHHHH!" | heard Alex scream | turned around to see a tall black
figure coming right for us. But Alex’s scream made the Catcher stop and we
ran right out the door, and we went outside. We kept running. We ran into the
woods. Alex grabbed my arm.

“Where are we?”

“We are in The Forest of Darkness.”

“How do you know?”

“Trust me. I know.” I saw Ripper. I dozed off... I remembered the flickering of
the amber candle in those dark black, and evil looking eyes.
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faint sounPof water rang thr?h my ears as ?owly woke up, | Pg on a

cold hard rocky ground. | clenched my eyes as a sharp pain started pound-
ing my skull, like a hammer smashing a piece of iron on an anvil. | cringed
in pain and grabbed my head, how did | get here? Where am 2 What
happened to my head? | tried opening my eyes, the dark, dark room was
covered in dust and cobwebs, with small puddles of dirty water dotting the

concrete room. | tried as hard as | could to remember anything, even just &
the slightest detail about how I got here. Fragments of memories began fill-&
ing my head. Panic began running through me, my lungs begging for more-

and more air, tears welling up in my eyes, as cohesive memories finally b
gan to reach my mind. The party, the kidnapping itself, it was all too much.

&3

It felt like | couldn’t breathe, the vivid memories running through my 4§ nd,
| fell back into a fitful slumber.
| woke up with a jump, gasping for air, sweat covering my tattered
The dark grey of my surroundings and cold floor beneath me imn
reminding me of where | was. However something was differén
light radiating down in a distant part of the room. I quickly rose ¢
ignoring the pain still gripping my head. A way out! | approach'
every step bursting with every increasing energy, however, thi
vanished as | saw where the light was coming from. It came from a small
squarish hole in the ceiling, at least 35 feet up from where | s 0od. Tears
welled up in my eyes as the realization of what this meant fully hi
There was no way out. | would spend the rest of my life in a dlsgust? e
eating mice and mushrooms and drinking from the dirty puddles that dotted
the depressing landscape that | now would reside. | began thinking about
my mother, my friends, my little sister, my cat, all of those | loved and cared
about. It was at that moment | realized that | can’t give up. No matter how
hard it would be, no matter how long it would be, | had to get out.

It took nearly a week but I've finally done it, | had finally figured out a way
to escape. The makeshift rope made up of the filthy rags that had once been
clothes was wrapped around my waist. It connected me to a stalagmite
which jutted from the wall around 15 feet up from where 1 stood. | took a
deep breath, wiped the sweat and dirt off my face and scuttled up a large
boulder leaning against the rocky wall, the cool surface of it sending shiv-
ers down my spine. Wrapping the excess rope around my waist and taking
another deep breath, | jumped off the bolder in a sideways motion. My eyes

%racklng of rock sent shi
as the rock holding my rig
~ing, my other arm shot up

hard ground. However, to my delight, it held. For the first time
‘been down here | smiled. It worked! It actually worked! I slowly
the wall, putting practically all my weight on the rope.

cand finally relaxed my aching muscles. Now came the truly hard
ed up to the hole, the only route to escape which while closer, still
edibly distant. | flattened myself upon the rock and then slowly

scaliing the jagg'
» head other than

and grabbed the ledge of the hole. Then, the
Jown my spine. | Iooked down in sheer panlc

the rock was broken. | de

_ Thoughts of those | loved cycled through
my mind. No. Not like this. r getting this far. Using strength | didn’t

know | possessed, | kicked ag

d on my back and looked up to the clear blue
sky above me, and sm|_|‘ had never really been a fan of the outdoors, but
right now it seemed like"heaven. The warm blades of grass rubbed against
the skin, as | extended my arms out to soak up the warm sun. I slowly rose to
my feet. The blades of grass still poking my feet as I stretched out my back.
| glanced down at the hole, thefrocky prison where | had just resided now
seemed so distant. The awful memories of its confines were just that, mem-
ories. | turned away from the hole and walked away, thinking of my friends
and family who despite not physma]ly being with me, | wouldn’t have been
able to escape without.

Wes Acciarito

| was out. It was over. | rol
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The Stranger in the Photo of Me

“If you didn’t snapchat it did it really happen?” This is a common saying among teenagers today. Photos are some of the best objects to own. They capture moments in life that help
jog memories. They are the jumpstarters fo our memory motors. You may not remember a certain day or activity, but seeing a moment captured from them can help you. If you were too
young to remember a certain event, a photo can help you learn more about the story of your early life. This may be one of the many reasons as to why parents, especially of younger kids,
document almost every moment of their child's day.

| had a very blessed early childhood. We went o Cape Cod, Massachusetts almost every summer, visited family in Australia
every four years, and we even went to Disney a few times. My sister and | spent practically every moment together, giggling,
not yelling af each other, neither of us having a care in the world. Our inner thoughts were about the present, always in the
~ moment. Our biggest worry if Troy and Gabriella would get back together. Now my thoughts are full of worry, from grades and

~ college to work and my body image. Looking back on photos, to me, is looking back at an easier fime, a time without cares and
full of pure joy.

During this fime in my life | was always happy. Watching Disney movies, playing with dolls, having fun with my family. |
did not care about anything people thought of me. Even a few years after this photo was taken | was the sume way. Happy as
a clam. Living my best life. Using my imagination to make up obscene worlds. Dressing up as a princess, playing teacher, even
forming a “band” with my cousin. Life was the best it has ever been.

It was time for our family vacation, and my family picked our favorite place, Cape Cod, Massachusetts. During the time of this
photo we were taking family photos on the beach at sunset. | was as happy as a clam, spending the day af the beach, swimming
and building sand castles. My mother put my sister and | into coordinating orange outfits. While waiting to be called over by my
mother for our pictures, | wandered off, playing with the sand, carefree. | went over to the shoreline to wash my hands in the
ocean, my mother called my name in the process and snapping this photo of me. | was happy with everything, no lingering cloud over me.

What caused this cloud to form? Was it the societal pressures of going fo college? Was it all the advertisements | have now been exposed to ever since childhood? There are many
possibilities as to how this change came to be, but the only answer | can give you is that it has drastically affected me.
The change was a gradual one. One that may have started earlier than expected. It begins with seeing all sorts of advertisements and television shows. Seeing the “ideal women” of the
time and comparing yourself to them in the mirror. Then you realize that you do not look like the other girls in your classes or the school. Once social media comes in to play you start to
compare yourself more and more to people you don't even know.

You know that these comparisons are stupid and should not mean anything, but you still do it. With all the body positive and loving ourselves campaigns, you would assume that
you wouldn't feel this way anymore, but you still do. You continue fo compare even though you know the times are changing, and you have trouble learning to love yourself.
Then you are pressured by teachers and family to do well on at first spelling test which then turn into finals then the SATs. You then feel the need to go fo an amazing school and find an
excepted major like one in the STEM field, even though you what you are extremely interested in is a very unpredictable career.

As a child, life was easier and | was happier. | could care less about my appearance or grades, but now thats all that consumes me. It is a darkness | know | can overcome, but have
yet fo do.
-SYDNEY VAN DE PUTTE




Jacqueline Guel

water is clearly a mystery to me,
A sold?

A hiquid?

A gas?

It's all

Freeze it

warm it

Boil it

You'll see.

water s clearly a mystery to me,
—Justin wWaters

The beachk is yoyful
Hot sand under people’s feet
Big waves crash the shore

Smell of salt water
People Aaving Fun with friends
Children swim all day

TAe sun's rays are bright
Mmany people play all day

Away from worries

Mmarissa Wagner



dreams
Maya Wicki

stay put and do not go.

your life will be in ruins if you
go out into the world.

your only chance in life is to
never try anything and settle
for the path of least resistance.
you will be miserable if you

try new things.

you should always

give up on your dreams.

it will be pointless to take risks.
remember to always

abandon all hope.

because it is wrong to

follow your dreams

(Now read it bottom to top.)

Robert Kraus




Cat

My cat is a pest Broken Pen
Hides under my bed waiting My Pen is broken
Will attack my hand The button doesn’t work the same

It is my white spring
Jeremy Valentin

Jeremy Valentin

My pen is a flunk

It’s been braking at all times
looking at the spring

It seems assuredly smashed
My pen is distinctly sunk

Kevin Soutar

HAIKU



The sun sets and the moon rises
RIS sl TN Sun and moon so alike yet so different
IRy v Sust hike Priends they come in all shapes and sizes

-----

) A Aumble Father of Four puts Food on the table
Y Unbeknownst to the kids of his hard labor
% TAQY know Ae's the man of the house with rno label

All in all the moon goes to sleep

: And the sun rises yet again

" feady to start all over without hesitation
 After a long year's work the kids kick their
d Flip—Flops on and g0 on vacation

.....
.......

. ®
=ew "

michael Giordano

PAilip Calderon



Amanda Caprio

Colorful buildings
Streets filled with many tourists
Lots of sights to see
Cars and buses driving through

Lights shine as the sun goes home
-Lily Lin

Jo love my mot/ze’z
S/w is so sweet and [oving
She /las a waim /zea’zt

/4rw{ Lnows /zow to make gooc/ j[ooc[

Wy mom keeps me Sa][(;
- Adelina Dika
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An excerpt from: Who inspires me?

The person who inspires me is my mom. She inspires me in so many ways. It is hard sometimes to think about her inspiration because I lost her last August. She will always
be my favorite person ever. | love everything about her. To begin with, | love her smile. She had the best smile- all she did was smile, and it was like she was never sad. She
also had a amazing personality. Her voice is amazing. She gave the best hugs and kisses. Her happiness always made other people happy. This is how she continues to
inspire me. She inspires me to get good grades in school and be a good student. | know that's what she wants. She also inspires me to be happy and to love life everyday and
not live in the past. Her strength inspires me because it shows that you shouldnt give up because something is hard to handle. Because of my mom, | want to inspire others.

-Malya McHugh
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Mackenzie Zuercher

My Surgeon

You who revoked me from the hands of death,
The one who saved me when | needed help.
You stroked my back slowly. | took a breath.
Shot me in my vein, didn't let me yelp.
Slowly fell to sleep, while you cut me deep.
Used the clamps to open my skin swiftly,
Your nurse was ordered to observe me sleep,
She obeyed your orders very quickly.

As you slowly pulled the tumor from me,

| felt a heavy weight lift from my chest.

You closed me up and | was filled with glee.
After a while | became unstressed.

As | woke up, | became emerged in,

Your handsome face, | love you my surgeon.

-Zahra Mohammad




Nicholas Ezzi

-Paud Greco

By Jazlene Gerena
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mﬁ&ﬂ 4"“"‘9“73“”9 T = [They have both black and white fur
He is MMW £o us there are so many seashells § And both have short tails
Buf is very cufe the water is cold = They don't like to use stairways
He means a lot €0 my mom the sand is hot and shiny = They bark when I come home
W,Ifonﬁimmmmﬂ people are playing frisbee §
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The rivers flowed down Beautiful sisters
Rivers with cold, cold water Sisters with hearts of pure gold
With bright blue colors With such sweet faces

My friends are called fam Washing the rocks clean of dirt Beautiful Mountains

- o Who make my heart jump with joy
| don't like green eggs and ham owing and moving downstream Snow capped peaks shine in the sun

They and | are family

Garbage goes in trash Birds fly over head
Raymon never carries cash Robert Kraus Deer play in crevices Jack Stanley
Boonton High is a great place The vastness is astounding
Raymon Cabrera Ryan Delaporte




Kirsten Kraa



Robert Kraus







I want to go home
| want to take a long nap
Taking naps i1s fun

-Ethan Berman

o,

The weather outside
Humidity is around
Clouds are very dark

-Uzair Khan

The moist snail slides by
But danger comes in its way

@ ~,__I1'_Then turns to rock-—=ss

-Kerry Connors
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Trisha Grajo Olivia Ochs Charles Le Zama Chasquibol




David Fitzgerald Mackenzie Zuercher



H3 d03 loves me so
He is My best friend

Wrestling is the best He Luiﬂﬂle?a when \ come home Brotty colorad trets
Ttis rewardinq andﬁm \ look to h'lm ‘QOV COM‘('\Oﬁ That are orange, red’ ye”nw
Tt helps demeanor He is Vgr\\_j protective In the autumn air
7ind everything else useful An old barn by the water
Can’t beat achieving your goals . With a white fence around it
oe Cannizzaro Bﬁ' Emnlﬂ Baker o
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In the dark night sky
May the owls speak loudly
The birds scavenge for food to eat
The city speaks with yellow
machines of destruction
Cats roam the streets with a light step
The park filled with people playing games
The red and blue lights zooming
past the museum
From the rooftops may the
city be the show
The water be filled with floats
May all this go to rest

Ty Poskitt

I cry, but
Ildon’t know why.
ks fill my eyes and

AIUS own my face as my
head fills with thoughts.
It’s so loud
but | couldn’t get out.
Nowhere to go.
Nowhere to hide.

Noe matter how hard | try,
they’re always by my side.
Breathe they say.

Calm down they say, but how?
How do you expectime!
tol stay calm?

Mayberthis

BellaVii




Photograph

by John muttel

It was a summer rght

Everyone was feeling right

we sat around the campfire

| was toasty and warm

until it began to storm

Indoors we began to swarm

The girls had after getting wet
The girl | liked was cold

| gave her my sweatshirt

She said ,Thanks | said, ,No sweat"
on the stone we made hot cocoa
The Flavor made everyone so loco
TAere was a smile on all our faces
It was a great night

A great one For sure

—Mmatt Mmaggio




SUMMER

SUMMER

Hot SUMMER

Humip SUMMER

|DVAS S IVAS VNS SUMMER
SALTY, HOT, SUNNY@SOTIIO
THOSE ARE JUST A |y t\8
BEAUTIFUL SUMME}]

RELAXING SUMMEY

CRYSTAL CLEAR POOL SUMMER
SPLASHY, WET, SANDY SUMMER
CRAZY, CHILLY, TOO.

(ORANGE SUMMER

FuN SUMMER

DON’T FORGET LATE NIGHTS SUMMER
LLAST OF ALL,

BEST OF ALL,

I LIKE HOT, SUNNY SUMMERS
-DENISE PLATA

KEVIN SOUTAR



pleclogroploy by roberl bros




| COLORS OF TIME...

TRULY PRESNELL

SYDNEY VAN DE PUTTE







”.......................................
g
Lot

.: ¥ :J !‘- -
3 I i s w e - Ay
"_”"""'*_L: b |
= =

Sunlight in my eyes

Playing outside all day

Rabbits hopping around
Imagine the leaves on the trees

New activities everyday
Getting ready to have fun

-Kira Vrahel

John Muttell



Going to the beach
May twenty-ninth I'm sixteen

We celebrate there
-Mohammad Abuawad

= e K In the cold weather x5
£ ~ Snow pouring down on the rocks
b A < 1 Z . 3
: ?( , Flowers are blooming K Bei—lzf;mglbperna:‘_mn .
y & Rainbow colors are on the ground Lites s
Y/ Beautiful colors
¥/ it/ -Dilan Mustafa N\ /
/) \ . e
- ~Long hot summer days y P
~ People swimming al the beach " ;T‘]»ﬁ_/
i, Kids running oulside sl [ ,-"r /|
,/”f,’ 1 o ‘;r‘ ﬂ gl —Maran Lezans .
L ¥, 4‘1 Food is delzcwus: v e ) ¥
/4 Fast, Chinese, Jtalian et e e S --‘_-"""."—.$-- B
y Chinese is the best. - e
l/; -Kira Vrabel : & N’ \’ K N
X/ wd &ch =N /‘f;,../_ W,
He leavea fmz Zﬂaﬁé’/ _;./‘ -
:@ Plata.
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. STEPHEN KANEFKE

MADELYN ERRICHIELLO

ROBERT KRAUSE



DEVYN CAMMAROTA

BISMA TANVEER

DELENA CAIRNS
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