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The Dark Side of Police Departments
Joy Lee 

“People who are African American are twice as likely to be killed by a police officer while being unarmed 
compared to a white American.” (Vittana.org). 

People of color are often the target of police brutality. George Floyd's death is just another example of this 
unfortunate reality.

When George Floyd was initially apprehended by the police for trying to use counterfeit money (a meager 20 dollars 
at the local deli), the police approached him with alarming intensity. George Floyd was pinned to the ground in a while 
Derek Chauvin knelt on his neck for 8 minutes and 46 seconds, leading to his death. Videos indicate that George Floyd 
pleaded multiple times to the police officers to stop.  If we look into other cases with white men involved in more serious 
crimes who attempted to flee (i.e. homicides), almost little to none were choked or shot to death. Comparatively, for every 
white person who is murdered, there are 3 African Americans who have been murdered. What does this show? It's 
simple--racism. 

This incident, which will undoubtedly be followed by others, teaches us multiple things: it shows the racism and 
aggression African Americans face; it shows the injustice they face by the very authorities who are supposed to uphold 
justice. 

George Floyd’s death does not stop with his 6-year old and 22-year old daughters’ grief. George Floyd’s death 
represents the dangerous effects of racism all people of color have faced for centuries, and it’s erupted in the form of riots. 
Mayor Frey, the mayor of Minneapolis, notes that the events of “the last two days [the riots at Union avenue] and the 
emotion-ridden conflict over the last night is the result of so much built up anger and sadness.” This injustice is further 
highlighted as people compare the lives of African Americans to their white counterparts. It begs the question- Would 
things have changed if Floyd were white?
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The Dark Side of Police Departments
Joy Lee 

Such incidents created by reckless police officers are not limited to just George Floyd; Eric Garner (2014), along 
with numerous other African Americans, were also murdered. Garner and Floyd were both choked to death by police 
officers. As they were getting choked, they both begged the same thing-  “I can’t breathe”. 

Although these victims pleaded for air, the police did not stop. Historically, police officers have been able to get 
away with either a light fine or resignation. Chauvin, who murdered Floyd, for example, had 17 complaints filed against 
him previously. Floyd is number 18. 

Another example of this is Ezell Ford. Ford was mentally disabled, and the police shot him, claiming that “he was 
hiding drugs.” Camera footage later revealed that Ford was not in possession of any drugs.  Yet again, the police officer 
involved did not get charged with anything, and his investigation was simply stopped. Tanesha Anderson was a victim 
who had bipolar disorder and schizophrenia.  She was also shot and killed. Anderson and Ford are one of the many 
whose lives were lost because of racism, and one of the many who lost their chance for justice. 

In 2015 alone, police have murdered over 100 unarmed African Americans. In 2015, only 13 of those cases 
resulted in the officer getting charged. Of those 13 cases, only four police officers were actually convicted and sentenced. 
In all four cases, none served for more than four years. 

The ability to get away with head locking and murder shows the excessive authority and power the police hold. 
This situation makes civilians fear the police, leading to distrust in the form of riots. As more policemen cause such 
incidents,  more people begin to take action. George Floyd’s death has led to the burning of houses, breaking of property, 
etc. during riots in states like Minnesota or New York. As riots continued, police responded with tear gas and violence, 
endangering the rioters, who were simply pleading for equality. 
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The Dark Side of Police Departments
Joy Lee 

All these cases are so similar, yet they keep happening. The root of this problem lies within the unfair justice 
system. If police officers get charged and are punished, there is a higher chance that police brutality can be reduced.  
Police officers must receive discipline, stricter regulations, and punishments. The justice and legal system must become 
more just and transparent to protect all people. 

We should also help people who are victims of police brutality.  
If racism stems from stereotypes, what are the ways
we can challenge our own biases and beliefs?
What are some ways we can help African Americans 
financially? How can we promote equity? 
Can we expand the presence of African Americans 
in wider public arenas through increased access to quality
education and more equitable hiring practices?
If we support one another, we can all be satisfied 
with each other. We can all live in a country 
where it’s safe and just.

Realistic Eye
Shamel Fatima
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But do I 
though?
Do I love you?…

What is love?
Is it a feeling
 like hunger 
or sadness?
Or 
Is it an art, 
like music. 
Like dancing.
...
I wish 
I didn’t have to say
I loved you.
It’s such an intense word.
It can't be what I’m feeling.
The thing is...
Words 
don't 
work
Languages aren't 
a thing 
of beauty. J. Kim
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Mayu Fujita

In the awkward silence that surrounds the room, 
Where everybody’s eyes are focusing on that one girl 
like apex predators aiming for the shaking prey
A seven year old version of me stands just beside the 
predators
Hiding and shaking in their shadows
Enduring the abiding  time 
Back when, the classroom felt like the whole world to 
me 
There was a small shy girl that always stared at her 
book that felt as if it was thick as a dictionary to my 
young mind that was only capable of reading books as 
thin as summer clothing
Who I secretly imagined as a small elf that often 
appeared in fantastic worlds 
The young elf was treated as if she were something that 
you can’t see but still exists, just like the thin air of the 
mountain top

I was looking for the perfect words that would fill the 
deep valley between the elf and me
But I did not notice the quiet footsteps of the predators 
that were closely approaching 
The paper airplanes that were thrown attacked the girl 
like predators sinking their teeth into the prey’s flesh
I will tell you as many times as you want 
The world is much bigger than you think 
Having a place in school is not your life
Just say that one word 
Just one single word to stop the blood from spilling 
from her eyes
The words that stopped at my throat and had no choice 
but to swallow
Please say 
Stop

Stop
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London Tea Time
Leah Yechezkell

As I walk into the lobby 

I can hear the clanging of the spoons against the cups. 

Walking to the back, 

soft conversations buzz in my ear. 

White gloves set the pot on the shiny marble table. 

I pour the hot liquid

Steam fills up the chilly London air.

Two cubes hit the hot beverage.

I sip the sweet drink, 

As it hits my throat like delicious lava. 

Small, rectangular pieces of bread,

Wake up my tastebuds.

A queen of the afternoon.
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Brady Sansotta
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*Award-winning story!
The Day I Won an Argument (With My Mom)

Andrew Hong

“Do I really have to play soccer?” I asked Dad.
Dad started, “No-”
I couldn’t hear the rest of his words because of Mom’s shouting.
“YES, absolutely,” Mom cut in.  “it’s necessary for your health.  You haven’t done anything athletic in 

years!  You’re even having trouble picking up your laptop!  If you don’t play soccer, what else are you going to 
do?”

I thought, “Sleep, or read, or anything else other than play a sport!  I vividly remember baseball,” and then 
said,

 “I’ll figure it out later.  Anything is better than soccer! Remember my first game?”

Thoughts of the game flooded my mind.

It was 3 weeks ago, and my team was on the field, in the middle of our first soccer game.  Except for me. 
And my attention.

I was thinking, “Honestly, I wish I could be sleeping instead of sitting here in this stuffy uniform, with all of 
these shin guards and stuff-”
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The Day I Won an Argument (With My Mom)
Andrew Hong

WHAM! Someone from the other team ran straight into me, sending my skinny body  soaring through the air, 
and landing on the grassy earth with a thud.  In retrospect, I think I might have flown 8 or 9 feet through the 
air.

“Well, now I know why I need the shin guards,” I realized.  “I can’t believe I’m playing soccer.  Maybe if I 
fail my parents will think I’m too bad at soccer to keep playing.”  

I heard the piercing shrill of a whistle being blown.
“Are you okay, son?” The referee asked.
I looked at the ref, and slowly realized that he actually wanted me to answer.

“Yup, I’m alright.” I quickly muttered.  
I gathered my dignity and stood up painstakingly slowly.  The ref looked around, then blew the whistle 

right in my ear,  giving me more injury than the guy who plowed through me, and the game resumed.  The 
splitting headache and hearing loss didn’t help things either.

Within a minute, I had the same guy who had floored me earlier bearing down on me with the ball at his 
feet.   

He was coming closer.  Time seemed to stop.  I was so close I could see his bloodshot eyes, counting the 
viens: what did George Washington or whoever say?   Something about the whites of his eyes.  Unfortunately, 
there are no whites in his eyes to look at.
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The Day I Won an Argument (With My Mom)
Andrew Hong

I had to make a decision.  I could feel the flabby muscles in my body tense up… and…
No way in heck was I standing in the way of that guy!  I dived out of the way, and the guy went on 

to score easily on the goal.  

I heard a voice say, “Everyone makes mistakes. I’m sure you’ll improve.”

I am snapped out of the past, back into the middle of the conversation.
Dad commented, “I don’t know, he seemed pretty bad-”  Mom cut him off with a glare sharper than 

daggers.
Dad revised his life goals, and stammered, “Oh, you can definitely improve.”
I glumly said, “I don’t think there can be much improvement in that area…”
Mom suggested, “Failure is necessary for improvement.  You’ve just got to grit it out.”  Inwardly, I rolled 

my eyes.  How many times has my mom said this? 100? 200? No, at least 1,000 times.  Grit, failure is good, 
success, yada yada yada…  BORING!

I replied, “Uh huh, suure I can.  Just like football, and basketball, and baseball, and lacrosse, and-”
Mom sternly informed, “You only had to quit because you got injured.  You were on the cusp of 

improvement, I know it!”
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The Day I Won an Argument (With My Mom)
Andrew Hong

Dad said, “On the bright side, you get along well with the other players on the team though…”

The memories of the practice after the game seep into my consciousness…

I stepped out onto the field, where my team was awaiting the instructor’s criticism.  The team was sitting 
around in a circle, chatting.  I inwardly cringed, ready for the upcoming bombardment of complaints and angry 
comments.  What I was met with, surprised me.

I stepped out onto the field.  The entire team simultaneously stood up.  This in itself was weird, but 
WAIT! It gets weirder!  

Instead of being bombarded with negative comments, all of my teammates actually crowded around me, 
giving me encouragement, like, “You’ll get ‘em next time!” or, “Nice try!”

I was soo confused.  Instead of acting like, I don’t know, RATIONAL PEOPLE, they were being super nice 
for no reason!  I was just standing there confused, until the coach blew the whistle in everyone’s ear, and I 
faded back into reality…
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The Day I Won an Argument (With My Mom)
Andrew Hong

I said, “Not really, they were just being nice because I had failed.  They won’t be so nice next time.”
Mom said , “I believe that with just a little more time, you can improve!”
Dad glanced at Mom with a skeptical expression, and I rolled my eyes.
I offer, “Sure, Mom.  I can definitely improve, especially after the Incident.” I exaggerated the last few 

words, and Mom sighed.

‘The incident' ‘s memories revive themselves in my mind...

It was the next soccer game, and everyone had encouraged me to do better next time.  The game was in 
full play, and I really wasn’t paying much attention.  To me, everyone was just running around, chasing a ball 
on the other side of the field-

“HEY! They’re about to score! What ARE YOU DOING!” the coach screamed at the team.
I blinked, and realized that the other team was bearing down on me, reminiscent of the last game.  They 

had somehow gotten halfway across the field!
As I scrambled into position, a teammate to my right yelled, “Here’s your chance Dillan! We believe in 

you!”
I thought,  just don’t screw up.  Anything but that. 
I sprinted towards the ball, hoping I wouldn’t trip over it.
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The Day I Won an Argument (With My Mom)
Andrew Hong

There was someone dribbling the ball towards the goal, and apparently I was doing a good job, because 
he stopped and started to move in a weird, squiggly way after seeing me.  Having learned from soccer practice, I 
moved along with him in the exact same way.  I was putting up a great fight, and then I saw an opening.

I saw the ball.
I kicked the ball.
And guess where it went? Into my own goal.  Whoops.

A stern voice pulled me back into reality...

Mom conceded, “Alright, I admit that was bad, but failure is a way to improve from mistakes.  Failure leads to 
improvement, which leads to success!”  I looked over Mom’s shoulder to see Dad, sitting there, with a spaced 
look in his eyes.  

I say, “I really don’t think I can improve.  I mean, I scored in my own goal! RIGHT, DAD?” I stress to dad.
Dad snaps his head up, and says, “Yeah! Yeah! Whatever he said!”
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The Day I Won an Argument (With My Mom)
Andrew Hong

Mom sighs, and glares at Dad, but then, grudgingly says the words that I had been straining to hear for weeks:
“You don’t have to play soccer anymore.”
Inwardly, I cheered.  Finally! I won an argument with my mom!  She just says, “because I told you so.”

 I thought,  “I wonder, what else can I quit next?  Maybe gym class? Extra Math? 
or...
How about Piano lessons?!”

Kitty Lachanaris
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The Ipad to the Bookshelf
Arpi Halajian

They told me that I would grow to 
outshine you, 
that you would become obsolete 
and unused.
They said that eventually she 
would have to turn to me,
leave you be, can’t you see? She 
had no
choice.
She’s always cherished you, 
lovingly stroked your titles,
crammed her new aquisitions into 
you. 
But she always could always leave, 
she could always retrieve more, fill 
you anew.
Now she is trapped and your 
outfacing spines are dusty,

long-finished tomes resting on you 
heavily.
Don’t you see? They were right,
but not how they wanted to be.
She uses me, but only 
Because you are no longer an 
option.
Closed is the library,
doors shut tight, 
and now,
she has to turn to me.
I’m sorry. 
She’s sorry.
We’re sorry.

Art Experience 
Robin Suh
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Sunflower
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Circus       
Katarina Lambert 27



Clouds Are Like Poems
Tomás Fabbroni

Clouds are like poems,
Two people look at one,

And see
something different.

Clouds are like poems,
they paint,

Abstract pictures,
In our minds.

Clouds are like poems,
Only allowed

Into our minds
By imagination

  Some clouds are gray,
Some poems are dark,
Some clouds are puffy,

Like some poems are fun.

One cloud gives lightning,
The other, a rainbow!

This remains the same,
All the places you go. 
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what they don't tell you
is that the love
is more painful
than the rejection
or the heartbreak

seeing yourself live out a love song
realizing
something is finally!
almost!
perfect!
and then 
realizing
it’s temporary
being scared to lose the love
is more painful
than
the loss

the knife in your heart,
that's not pain
it's your emotions
finally
reciprocated

            Katherine Kaminski

What the Eye Perceives
Mallia Ahmed
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Haiku Composed December 19, 2019

Shining through the star
Beautiful experience
Makes our eyes feel blessed

Heoewon Park

Icy wonderland
Reminds me of Arendelle
Did Elsa visit?

Blake Rubach

Shimmering ice coat,
On lonely winter branches,
Sun's out, crystals rain

Sarah Coven

the ice encases,
a frozen recollection
of the rain that was.

Katherine Kaminski

The glistening trees
like many shiny cities
Blind a man's vision

Emanuel Bohorquez-Velasquez

Icy trees frozen
Flashing ubiquitous
Every direction

Julien Forester
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The Quivering Quail
Dylan McKenna

The quivering quail sat on a nest made of hay,

Unaware that this was his very last day. 

It wavered and wobbled in a nervous fit.

It could not contain itself, 

It just could not sit. 

Suddenly it burst, in an explosion of feathers. 

Boom! Bam! Bang! 

The sound of thunderous weather.

As the plumage cleared, there was nothing to see.

Just a few burn marks and a scorched tree.

My Dog, Buddha
Pranav Suresh

The glorious, fluffy puppy
You make our day brighter
With a little love

When I feel sad
You are there to comfort me
To make me be the happiest in the world

When I am glad
You are there to cheer for me
And bark my name out loud

When I am furious
You are there to mollify me
The best diplomat

At all times
All day
Hanging around

You are there for me
And make me feel special
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Shoes  
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The String to the Balloon
Ella Shevchuk

You bother me.
I always have to carry you,
Hold on to you,
It's a burden.
You frustrate me.

I rely too much on others,
I cannot help it.
I try to not be a burden
But yet sometimes,
I feel so selfish.

When I let you go,
You flew so high
And I forgot the other things we had,
Because I had hidden them inside.

I am sorry.
I was wrong.
I now feel regret.

I couldn't hold on any longer 
As the breeze became stronger and 
stronger.

I miss what we had
But it's too late to take back
Next time I won't be so foolish
As I will remember the good times,
Instead of the bad.

The Bag and the Hand
Jack Pada

You carry me around, 
And I carry things for you

I think sometimes you love me,
And I think I love you, too

You bring things out of me,
That I never knew were there

You make me see things I never have,
As you swing me through the air
Sometimes I think you’ll take too 

much,
But I know you wouldn’t do that

You even make me feel better,
When I think I’m too fat

I’m the best I can be
I’m better than free,

I’m the best, because you’re with me.
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Kobal, Demon 
Monster
Lois Kwak
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Social Distancing
Kiran Muttiha
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Dear Unappreciated Item,

Although you aren’t something I can physically describe, you 
are something that goes far beyond any object or item. You 
come from the heart, and the brilliant mind

 from only those that are capable of creating such 

things. Your words have so much force, they can knock 

anybody off their feet and into a fit of laughter from just 

hearing them.

Unlike a physical item, I cannot grasp you. Somehow, I can 
almost taste the edges of your letters, and feel the gears 
shifting in their minds before rolling out

 of their mouths. At times, the harder I try to 

understand, the swifter the words trickle out of my brain. 

Only gifted poets and writers can handle such intensity. 

Over time, I realized your ability to brighten anyone’s day, 
particularly mine. Your joke can be compared to the greatest 
of poems, thoughtfully pieced together to

 fit perfectly as a puzzle. 

While you are something that lasts for a few valuable 

seconds, you find a way to leave a permanent smile on those 

fortunate beings. How lucky we are, to experience such 

cleverness.

Unfortunately, I have noticed that you are PAINFULLY 
neglected. So if you ever forget, I beg of you to remember that 
you’re what I look forward to the most everyday.You
 have allowed me to feel the emotion of genuine happiness, to 
crack a smile when I had been feeling nothing but grief. 
Imagining a life with none of these puns is something I 
couldn’t even try doing. Oh, how empty and boring life would 
be without you, similar

 to bland meals with no spices or sauces. You are so 

precious to people throughout the ages, and without you, 

humor would be meaningless. 

Sincerely,

Amber Lee
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A Seedling to a Corpse
Katarina Lambert

I could feel your weight pressing down on 
me,
Months of suffocating, slowly, ever so slowly 
lessening over time
I had always been here on the ground, 
Small, unimportant, trampled by those more 
powerful who walked over me,
But this was different, constants, yet this 
time was different
Long ago you’d fallen on me, completely 
helpless,
I felt your unmoving weight but I didn’t 
resent you, 
The world saw you as even more feeble than 
me,
The wind, rain and troubles that passed our 
way stripped you down every time, 
Yet despite this you protected me from the 
pain of the outside,
You shielded me and allowed me to grow,
And you nurtured me, sacrificed yourself to 
let me grow,
And I had never appreciated what you gave 
me, feeding off you greadily like others had 

Now, after the countless nights we spent 
together, I finally was able to see your beauty
Now with your defensive layers stripped I could 
see you for who you truly are,
You glistened in the moonlight slick with dew, 
given up everything for me,
Finally, I understood, and I decided you may be 
defenseless now but I will now protect you,
I wrap myself around you, weaving through what 
is left,
I had once been small and trampled, but thanks 
to you I’m now strong
You helped me flourish, saving me from the brunt 
of the world that has held me down,
Now, I will hold you close forever, 
I will protect you from the wind, rain and snow,
I know it is too late to let you grow but I can 
preserve you and keep you safe from the 
predators of the world,
And I now embrace the pressure, it’s a soft 
comfort that reminds me of our days together,
If you can stand getting a little dirty in my grip, I 
promise you I can help you, too.

Pointillist Flower
Shamael Fatima
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Doraemon
Lois KwakBaby Yoda

Dylan McKenna

Bendy Beast
Emmet AllensonThanos

Stephen Yoon
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G.O.A.T.

Kobe was a GOAT, 
Everyone thought he was immune
But at the age of 41, he was taken way too 
soon.
His mentality stays with everyone, 
influencing the world.
His passion was an inspiration to us all
It was a tragedy to every man and woman
No one could see this coming
On the court he was tall, but he believed 
he was the same level as every man.

Along with him nine others passed, 
including his daughter
On the court he was a star 
But off the court he was better by far
His work ethic was uncanny, like no one 
has ever seen before
To him, his selflessness was worth more 
than how much he could score.
Heroes are remembered,
But legends never die.

Yuval Guttman
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I was inspired to create these 
drawings as a way to make 
learning language arts fun—by 
combining famous authors with 
video game characters. So I 
combined Mark Twain with Mario to 
get Mario Twain; William 
Shakespeare with Luigi to get 
Willuigi, and Charles Dickens with 
Princess Peach to get Peach 
Dickens.

--Brady Sansotta
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Vincent Scolaro Shamael Fatima 

Pommes Cubistes
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It’s over
When I say it is

I don't want to lose you
To lose myself

Stay in my arms
I'll keep you warm

Until I say you can leave
Do you think you can just 

go?
And take my whole world 

with you?

Katherine Kaminski

Not Feelin’ It
Mallia Ahmed
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Bubblegum
Olivia Dogan
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Trapped
Brady Sansota

Outside the town’s middle school is a beautiful and expansive park. It is filled with hundreds of trees, 
with old and wrinkled bark leading up to branches full of leaves. Bugs fly about in the crisp air, squirrels climb 
the trees and chase each other, and the crickets chirp merrily. The happy chatter and laughter of children can 
be heard, as well as the crinkle of colorful leaves under foot. 

But hidden in the trees, above the crickets, above the squirrels, above the happy adults and children, 
and even above the bugs was a lonely red balloon, out of breath, dangling from a branch above them all. He 
must have felt so dizzy, hanging upside down from such a high height.

He came from the town’s community night from the night before, an annual tradition with rides, games, 
food, and balloons. A child, an eight or nine-year-old boy, won the balloon when the clown gave it to him. The 
boy loved the balloon. But he was dim-witted, so he wondered what would happen if he let it go. The child cried 
himself to sleep that night, upset that he no longer had his red balloon, while the balloon was trapped in the 
darkness.

The balloon was not alone. There was another balloon with him, holding on to him: a beautiful golden 
balloon. She wasn’t doing so badly. She was full of air and right side up but struggled to let go of the branch. 

She got to the branch the morning after red got there. Her dreams had always been to travel upward to 
the unknown, to the moon, Mars, Pluto, or even another galaxy. She could imagine the headline: “Gold balloon 
is the first to reach Mars. Discovers inhabitants and calls them ‘Martians.’ Wins the Nobel Peace Prize for 
negotiating peace between Martians and humans.”
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And she was about to do it, too, until she found the uncomfortable red balloon. She was flying up until 
out of the corner of her sight, she saw the color red. But not a leaf: a balloon. She couldn’t believe this. Even 
though she had waited her whole life (ten hours) to start this journey, she could not leave this helpless balloon 
to freeze. So she decided to grab on to the branch and comfort the balloon.

If she could only bring red with her. But instead, together they sit in the tree. Hanging on to the branch, 
shivering and watching as time passes by.  Clinging to each other.

Abstractedness
Alexander Klein
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wade

through black jade.

   Of the crow-blue mussel shells, one keeps

   adjusting the ash-heaps;

      opening and shutting itself like

 

an

injured fan.

   The barnacles which encrust the side

   of the wave, cannot hide

  there for the submerged shafts of the

 

sun,

split like spun

   glass, move themselves with spotlight swiftness

   into the crevices —

  in and out, illuminating

 

the

turquoise sea

   of bodies. The water drives a wedge

   of iron through the iron edge

  of the cliff; whereupon the stars,

The Fish
Marianne Moore
1887 - 1972

pink
rice-grains, ink-
   bespattered jellyfish, crabs like green
   lilies, and submarine
  toadstools, slide each on the other.
 
All
external
   marks of abuse are present on this
   defiant edifice —
  all the physical features of
 
ac-
cident — lack
   of cornice, dynamite grooves, burns, and
   hatchet strokes, these things stand
  out on it; the chasm side is
 
dead.
Repeated
   evidence has proved that it can live
   on what can not revive
  its youth. The sea grows old in it.The Fish
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Cry Out Loud
Sarah Lee

“Stop crying and toughen up. Men don’t cry!”

Now this is commonly said to young boys which makes them feel like they cannot show any emotion or signs of 
weakness. They are told to present a stoic side to them while girls are told that they should present femininity. But who 
made these norms? People assume that crying is for the emotional, but they don’t know that crying is actually 
beneficial for the mind and body.

Encouraging boys to constantly suppress their emotions and present a more stoic side to them can have damaging 
consequences for their mental health later in life. Not allowing young boys to cry is like a weight put on top of their true 
emotions and it can really hold them back. This “art” of manliness is what boys are taught to heed, no matter how old 
they are. From a young age, boys are guided to exude masculinity but this male gender stereotype sticks in boys’ brains 
damaging their self esteem and self image. 

For example, in the book Bridge to Terabithia by Katherine Paterson, the main character Jesse, is often told by his 
father that he should be a real man; his father gets angry when Jesse acts feminine. He is told to enjoy more manly 
hobbies and to not hang out with girls. His father does not realize until the end of the book that his son was in so much 
pain to the point where he had to run away from home because he did not feel loved.

Is it written anywhere that showing emotion is a sign of being feminine?

Traditionally, men are told that they are weak if they show themselves crying. Hence, there are expressions like, “Man 
up!” It has always been more acceptable for girls to cry which is why instead of making them feel embarrassed for 
crying, they are comforted.
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Although the stereotype of not showing emotion is placed more commonly on young boys, it is still prevalent 
in young girls. When girls cry, they are invalidated and they are told that they are being dramatic. This can 
make girls feel as though we should continue to hide our emotions when we are hurting. They constantly try 
to avoid any negative backlash from their peers; and that constant spotlight of the expectation of perfection 
can be damaging.

Crying is a natural part of our bodies and not allowing someone to use their bodily function is ridiculous. It 
was always shown as a sign of weakness from the media, but why is that? It represents more than just being 
sad--it is the foundation for progress!  When crying, we are able to breathe deeper, and we are able
to physically release our stress and sadness. It helps us 
take a step back and actually think about what might be 
wrong, and how to fix it. It is a wave of burdens and 
emotions leaving our body. They are not harmful; they are 
good for us the way that death is good for the earth--
it ultimately leads to growth. The worst thing someone can 
do when they are sad is to suppress the crying because if he/
she just buries the emotions, eventually, the emotions kept 
hidden will explode in an unhealthy way. 

I remind you that crying is not a sign of weakness at all. 
Don’t forget that you are human. Just cry your heart out,
then refocus on the much better things you have in store 
for you in the future.

Forest Creature
J. Kim
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Vibing
Alex Ng



Never Forget
Maya Dishon

Seventeen million people were brutally murdered. They were burned alive, shot, put in gas chambers, starved, 
frozen, and left to die. There are the camps--Auschwitz-Birkenau, Buchenwald, Dachau, and many more--and the 
survivors with scars. There are witnesses and perpetrators who have admitted their crimes. There is every possible 
evidence. Yet some people still deny the Holocaust's existence-- or they don't even know about it. We cannot forget 
about the Holocaust, the mass slaughter of European civilians and especially Jews by the Nazis during World War 
II, especially not now when there are so few survivors left in the world. In a couple of years, there will be no one to 
tell their story, so we must listen and learn, lest the world forget.

Imagine living during the 1940s, when the Holocaust had just begun. If you are not white, you are most likely 
going to die. If you are Jewish or have Jewish ancestors you are most likely going to die. If you are homosexual, 
you are most likely going to die. If you are disabled in any kind of way, you are most likely going to die, and the list 
goes on. Still, twenty-eight percent of the people in the world think the Holocaust is exaggerated. Can you imagine 
denying something that obviously happened? 

Four percent of people in the world deny the Holocaust's existence, while 41 percent of people are not educated 
enough about this terrible event. Some TMS students may be in that 41 percent, but I hope that no one believes 
the Holocaust is exaggerated or fake.  

People denied the Holocaust from its beginning, when people refused to believe Jews and other people were treated 
so inhumanely, and those who did believe, didn't care. Of course, German leaders and soldiers left Jews to rot 
while keeping the gas chambers and the concentration camps a secret. Holocaust denial was perpetuated.

53



     Never Forget  Maya Dishon

For the deniers, the Holocaust is nothing but a myth. They even say Adolf Hitler liked Jews and would never even 
think of hurting them. Those who deny claim that the Jews falsely documented their own deaths, which never 
happened. They believe Jews made up the story of the Holocaust to get money from Germany. Some even think that 
the victims all died of disease. 

But what would make people deny the Holocaust when there is already so much evidence? To start, the Nazis 
wanted to keep the killing operations a secret, so they did not talk about it on any public documents such as 
newspapers. Instead, like most of us did in elementary school they had a “secret language.” They used codes like 
"special treatment," which actually meant killing and "action," which referred to a violent action against Jews. Most 
deniers, however, learned their ways from none other than their parents. In addition, during the Holocaust people 
behaved like ostriches burying their heads in the sand to avoid dealing with the sad truth of the inhumanity. It is 
no surprise that after the Holocaust, many Germans were embarrassed for ignoring the brutality that surrounded 
them. They thought denying the Holocaust was the best way to preserve the moral standing of their country. 

The saddest thing is that some people don't learn from past mistakes. Today, there are similar events that not 
enough people know about. Take China, for example. Almost a million Uighur Muslims are held in concentration 
camps, and no one is doing anything about it. Chinese leaders denied the existence of these camps, but when they 
were exposed recently, leaders described the camps as “re-education centers.” They are making the Muslim minority 
labor against their will. They make them violate the practices of their religion, especially during Ramadan, and if 
they refuse, they are sent to work camps as a punishment. Wherever there is injustice and brutality, we must tell 
the story and not, ourselves, deny the facts that amount to persecution, death, genocide.
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We need to take action against current ills and we need to ensure that the Holocaust is never forgotten. We must 
spend our time with survivors while we can so that we don’t keep making the same mistake. Every year, I go to 
meet Holocaust survivors so that they can tell me their stories. There is a program called "Survivors Speak;” this 
organization lets you talk with Holocaust survivors and gives voice to their stories. There are many programs like 
"Survivors Speak" around the United States. Every teen should experience talking to a Holocaust survivor at least 
once. The stories they tell you about their experience are priceless, and if we won't listen to them, who will? How 
will their stories be retold, remembered? These people have gone through a lot. Many lost their families while 
many lost friends. Listening and remembering with these survivors makes them happy and fulfilled knowing that 
someone cares about them and that their stories will remain alive when they are no longer. 

One story that I heard was from a woman who was sent to Auschwitz to a place where they tested twins.  She and 
her twin sister were tested on every single day, like animals. She told me how the Natzi’s would put all the twins 
in a small room naked and inject things to their bodies to observe whether the other twin would react to it. 
Luckily, both of them survived Auschwitz.  This story is very similar to the one of Eva Mozes which I heard on 
YouTube. I spend some time on YouTube listening to survivors’ stories. This helps me hear more stories in a more 
efficient way. It helps me remember.

This is not hyperbole: seventeen million people were murdered.  If we want to live in peace, with no wars, and no 
more slaughter of innocents, we need to remember the Holocaust and learn from it. There is no going back; the 
Holocaust happened, innocent people have already died. The future is ahead of us, and we are responsible for it. 
In the name of the survivors and for the future good of humanity, it is our responsibility to tell future generations 
all about the Holocaust, and to never forget. 
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Owl Winning
Kevin Santos

A Peaceful Day
Emmet Allenson
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Are You Okay? 
Sarah Forde

“Hey, are you ok?” Chances are you have heard this question hundreds of times, “Yah, I’m fine,” was likely your 
response.

But did you say that because you truly were fine or because that is the default, go-to answer no matter how you are 
feeling?  Without often realizing it, people hide their emotions on a daily basis, and many don’t realize the 
consequences. I'm sure we can all agree that hiding your emotions is not something you would suggest to others, 
then, why do it yourself?

There are numerous reasons why people hide their emotions. One of the biggest  reasons being that: people tend to 
believe that by hiding their emotions, they are protecting themselves. They feel that letting others in shows weakness 
and in turn makes them feel inferior to others. So they resort to hiding their emotions and keeping up a front to shut 
others out. Protecting yourself by hiding your emotions is like putting “professional air guitarist” on your resume for 
college. It doesn’t help.

You might think by hiding your emotions you are protecting yourself,  but in reality you’re doing quite the opposite. 
Hiding your emotions can have negative effects on your relationships, and can leave long and short term effects on 
your mental and physical health. Bottling up your emotions is like filling a well with water. Over time the water will 
rise until there is no more room. Then it will overflow creating a mess that you and the people around you will have 
to clean up.

A 2013 study by the Harvard School of Public Health and the University of Rochester showed that people who bottle 
up their emotions are 30% more likely to die prematurely, and are 70% more likely to be diagnosed with cancer.     
Not to be the bearer of bad news, but that’s not all.   The stress from keeping your emotions hidden from
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the people you are close to, can increase your risk of diabetes and heart disease, it can make you more 
aggressive, and it can lead to problems with anxiety and depression, and the list of adverse impacts goes on.

By now you should realize that there are no good outcomes. So don’t bottle all your emotions or feelings or 
thoughts inside. They're easy ways you can change this mentality of protecting yourself by hiding your 
emotions. 

One easy way to change your mentality is to allow yourself to react …  when the moment requires a reaction. 
It’s okay to feel.  We all have emotions and just letting them out (not on others, though) can often be relaxing.

Another way is to realize that people are trying to help you. When people ask you about how you're feeling, they 
ask because they care. Often you should remind yourself that people aren’t always against you. There are 
people looking out for you and your best interests. It’s those people who you want to reach out to as they will 
help you in more ways than one.

Lastly, you can take some time to just think about the problem as a whole. Like many things in life, dealing 
with your emotions can be a daunting task, so divide and conquer. Break it down bit by bit and you may find 
the source of the problem. Then you can start finding ways to deal with it.

Don't be afraid to tell someone you are feeling vulnerable. Don't be afraid to tell someone you are feeling sad. 
Don't be afraid of not being "fine" all the time. I would like to conclude with the scenario, if you saw a friend 
crying… would you help them? If you were that friend crying, would you accept help? Hopefully now your 
answer is yes.
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Forecast
Zsofia Von Gordon Faulise

snow covers the highway
like the dress of a bride
a frosty blanket
a cold smile
the car is old but faithful
black streaks on the worn silver paint,
scars left by dirt and wind
in the backseat a small girl and a large blanket 
rest
the blanket is blue, spangled with yellow and 
green flowers
it's almost as dirty as the car but
the girl doesn't complain
she's silent
like the soft kiss of the snow on the windshield 
the small roads are quieter than the I-85
with its blindingly bright billboards
the car passes one for chip's diner,
a "family restaurant since 1966"
when the once-silver car exits the highway
all is quiet again
until

we turn a corner and swerve into the driveway
of a house
an ugly ranch house, but still welcoming
light flooding through windows
like the brown walls can't hold it in
I throw open the door to the car
launch myself out 
blanket lying forgotten on a seat that was once 
comfortable
we ring the doorbell and wait.
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Time of Your Life

Jack Turpin

I never expected my life to change so drastically.  This pandemic has had an impact on me, my friends, and my 

family and will change the world forever. I am sure every single one of us has experienced some type of change in 

lifestyle due to COVID-19. COVID-19 is like an exotic animal: we can’t learn to tame it until we understand its 

behavior, so we have to adapt.  COVID-19 has changed me as well; it changed my education, changed my lifestyle, 

changed my social life. We lucky ones are safe and home a lot. Through this long, rough time, I’ve been thinking 

about my life and wondering,  “Should I really be spending my time on foolish activities?” This time to reflect has 

caused me to reassess my values and goals.  It taught me to be productive. I don’t want to see people wasting this 

valuable time. We have all this time to use, so why don't we use it wisely?

We are all faced with a problem we can’t fix, this pandemic restricting our capabilities, but at this moment, we can’t 

just waste our time on counterproductive activities or just plain laziness. There’s the illusion that we have so much 

time but we don’t know what to do with it, and we humans have a natural tendency to become lazy when we have 

extra time. We need to manage our time so that we will benefit. I had a problem: no school and no sports was 

making me dull and lethargic. In fact, I never realized how much I wanted to go to school. Sports had kept me in 

shape and active, but I was becoming lazy.  I felt like there was a block of cement tied to my feet. I wanted better 
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grades, but I didn’t do anything to earn them. Until I realized that, with all of this time, I could be studying and 

getting ahead of my peers. I don’t want to waste my time; there is only so much, and it runs out fast.  I started to 

think about what I want. I want all of you to really think what you want. 

I also recognized that I was building bad habits, and if I continued living like this, I would be skating on thin ice 

and eventually plummet to my emotional depths. I would be very unhealthy. After completing my work, I just 

played games and ate, which is not a good way to spend your time. Now, after “school,” I eat and workout, read, 

and then play sports.  After that, I play some games with my friends and shower and sleep.  I was able to follow a 

healthy schedule by making a list of daily positive activities to do.  It gives me the maximum amount of 

productiveness. I recommend setting a schedule and just maintaining a positive attitude. You don’t want to be a 

lazy turtle; you want to be a cheetah--fast! You want to chase after your goals. Maybe you remember how busy 

we all were and how hard it was to do the things you wanted to do. Now we have all this time, so identify a goal 

and work toward it. My goal is to be healthy and keep up with my work, and that is what dictates how I organize 

my time.

Time of Your Life  Jack Turpin



Guqin Player
Melinda Zhang
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It’s a rough time for all of us. I want us all to try and 

get up and help each other to stay healthy and 

productive. If we are productive we can accomplish 

our goals. Make a schedule to plan out your day. It 

will help you keep a positive attitude throughout this 

time. A positive attitude is key, for happiness isn’t 

just granted to you; you have to go out and get it. 

When I say go out, I mean get out of your lazy mood 

and be vigorous and adventurous.  Go out and 

gather the gifts God gave you.  We’ll get through this, 

together. Stay safe, stay inside, stay on a schedule to 

achieve your dreams.

 Time of Your Life  Jack Turpin



Away from The Tomb
Tomás Fabbroni

Away from the tomb,
Away from the thought.

The rope that once tied you,
Has now been cut.

Away from the sadness,
Away from the blue,

Remember the good times,
Bring just that with you.

Away from the loss,
It’s time to push through

After all, you’ll see more things,
Just widen your view.

Brady Sansotta
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If someone 
found a time machine,
And went back a couple of almost 
endless years, 
They would spot me making many 
mistakes in my life.
In my past, there are moments where 
some would coo,
While others could look in disgust,
While others could just secretly judge.
Yeah, you
Remember all the small “mistakes” 
you claim to have done,
Remember the way you used to laugh,
Remember how happy and euphoric 
you were,
Remember you were a naive sweet 
little girl,
Could you stay the same if you hadn’t 
grown up?

Guess what,
Friends leave, 
Things don’t always go how you want 
them to,

Memories turn into nightmares,
Your future haunts you
Now, now, don’t be scared of what you 
turn out to be,
I’m here to tell you,
What I had wished to have done 
differently.

Laugh, smile, cry
Don’t fake everything in life,
Be genuine in your lifespan,
Continue to make mistakes, 
Continue to love what you love,
Continue to make memories that 
make you laugh,
Never stop being you.
Live with no care in the world,
Embrace yourself as a person,
Stay alive and be free,
Don’t let pain affect what you can 
achieve,
Be the person you want to be,
Never let anyone come in your way,

It’s going to be scary,

New hardships are going to pop up 
without you knowing,
Different opportunities will be given to 
you either good or bad,
Sadness will consume you if 
something doesn’t go your way,
Your pride will slowly start crumbling 
away,
You may never feel one hundred 
percent all the time.
But get up,
Stand proud and strong,
Think of your life that awaits you,
Have faith in your future self,
Any doubts and feeling towards 
yourself--release them,
Sense hope in your life,
Overcome, what haunts you.

You can cry, scream, be in pain,
But at the end of the day,
It is so beautiful,
Every tragic and hopeful memory,
All turn into a flower of life,
Waiting to be lived by you, only you.
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Yuna Choi

"Life that has been lost 
cannot be brought back 
again. That very truth is 

what shows us 
the meaning and value 

of living."
-Roy Mustang 

 Fullmetal Alchemist


