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[able of Contente

Front and Back Cover - Dezarre Boone: watercolor ard ik shetohes
Lditor s Messape - Lawren Sanchez
Page 7. Sofia Paredes: sitver gelatin prit & Alexandra Sanchez: photogran
Fage 2. Nlira Arteapa: photogran & Dunicle Fortithh: photograph
Paﬂae J. faﬁa Follwan: poen & /Vaye/?' % ,oe/(a// cheleh
/Da/e 4 Nochitit! Duwean; 3&4(700/‘5/%/‘5 & fof/'a Follwan; commeriiyy
Fuge 5. Vistoria Komero: pichote photagraph & Alesandra Swnchez: sither gelutiv print
Pa;e 6. Kuwven Porez: aa//a;e & &f/& Foltwan; poen
lpa/e 2 z%//ef /@(;«mf: /&/(a// sheteh & Arna Surovio, /e/(a// sheteh
Pa;e S, Ba/%'q'aaé fmgaﬁwr: awy/?'a@ & Queen Kumirez, poen
FPage 9. Dezarre Boone: colored pencits, Alyssa Garza: acrylies, &

Katarina Guzman: colored pencite and watercolor prict
Fage 70, Kaelive Flatt: aorylios, Deomna Trevivo: eyanotype prict &

Aedan Kiohter: charcoal wnd pastels

Paﬂw 77, Ellen Walluce: eyanolype print
Fuge 72, Clarissa Fetter: percil sketohes & Magpie Glae: pencil sketohes
Page 13, Ms. Burbara Alvarez: a sative
Pa;«e 74 ¢d//"/&/& [ revio: /&/ra// cheleh
Page 15. Iris Sweet: pencil sketoh & Clarissa Fetter: pereil skeloh
Page 16, Theresa Aeosta: a short story & Madison Withwr: a sither getutin prict
)Da;e 77, Queen Fumirez: poen & Me, Cluie Fumirez: /.aa/(a// sheleh
Page 78, Caradee Fresses: a short story
Fage 79, Mebuie Punirez: pichole phatograph
FPage 20/21, Arastasia Christitles: oreative writig
Puge 22, Bianca Suchez: awryliss & Lawren Hothes: pencit skeloh
Puge 23, Bianea Lertuche: selfportratt & Lawren Swohez: penel shetoh
Puge 24, Ainber Aputar: photopraph & Madison Withar: photagraph

Elitm ¢ Mssage

The theme of thie year 8 2D SHIRT was inspired by
aprip - the season of rebinth and growth, [he Frovets —
the artists, the photopraphers, and writers have grown fron
writing a .f/h;oé poen, e&foé/}(; a @/3;0& pretare, or M/{}
a selffie lo oreativy Uterary and artistic masterpicces that
chowsase Their tabonts and creativity, Like spring, our
sohool blooms as a commanity throaph laphter, tore and
ﬁ‘/ﬂ(dfi/faj the sisterkood and ot of Providence contiraes
lo bloom, We haope you exjoy 777 D SHIT,
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Happivess iis nelther virtue nor ploasare nor thic thing ror that

bat sinply growth, We are hppy when we are prowin.
~Willam Buttor Yoats




fof/& FParedes
Class of 2076

Aboxandra Sanchez
Class of 2075

Nina /f/otea”aza
Class of 2076

Daicle Fortithh, Ctass of 2074




O Music
O music, you lift our spirits when we despair of all hope
in our darkest hour.
O music, you tell of our hopes, fears, dreams, and secrets,
what the past was and what the future could be.
O music, you are created in different styles and
inspire people to make more.
O music, you inspire people to create, write, and sing.
You teach people to appreciate life as it is.
O music, you heal pain, see the truth for what it is,
and do what we can to make the world a better place.
O music, may you continue to be in our lives these many years.

— Sofia Follwan Class of 2078
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Nockit! Duran  Class of 2077

Denial: My Life
“Your application to Juilliard School has been denied. The school board already has the needed percent-
age of Hispanic students. Sincerely, Juilliard School Board.”

Of all the words that are printed on the denial letter in my shaking hands, the only one that reg-
isters in my mind is “denied.” There is a swirling cloud of anger and confusion in my head that is quickly
gathering fuel. What had I done that Juilliard had thought was enough to deny me? As quickly as I think
it, the answer comes to me. The fact that I am Hispanic.

What did it matter that I am Hispanic? I numbly hunt around my room for my Marian Anderson CD. She
is my role model, because even though she was African American, she braved a sea of racism to have a
successful singing career. Had hoped that by going to Juilliard I would follow in her footsteps and inspire
people just as Marian had inspired me. That dream was no longer a reality.

I sink onto my bed as I press the play button on my boom box. The rich tone of Marian’s voice soothes
me as I try to calm down and think. I had done nothing wrong. “I did nothing wrong.” I said aloud. It felt
good to say that out loud. I knew that, so why didn’t the school board know that? They were too con-
cerned about insignificant factor on my application: my race.

Up until now I had thought that racism had ended when President Kennedy signed the Civil Rights Act.
Discrimination was illegal. I hadn’t realized that affirmative action didn’t fit into the category. Affirma-
tive action might have worked once, but all it did now was hurt people. The school board probably con-
sidered the fact that it helps some more that the fact that it hurts more. If Juilliard had the law on its
side, how can I stop racism from hurting me again?

There is nothing, nothing that I can do. I close my eyes as the dark realization of racism hits me

for what won’t be the last time.
— Sofra Follnan, Class of 2078
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Vietoria Fomero
Class of 2076
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Kwen Porez, Class of 2074

| I’m Running, Running
\ I'm running, running
From what I don’t know
Does it even matter
It feels so good to just let go
Not to worry about what will happen
But to focus on what is happening
Where am I going
This doesn’t matter either
What will happen will happen

Whether by my hand or not
Would that be better than to be distressed about what did, is,
or will happen
Alesardra Sanchez All T know is that I'm running, running.
Class of 2075 — Sofia Follwan, Class of 2078
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Awa Surovic, Class af 2079

Nature is all around us,

It wants to speak to us.

All we need to do is listen,
Then we will discover, _
Only to find true wonders.

The wind is helpful to the lost,
Pointing us home.

Cooling us in the heat,

We are never truly lonely,

For the birds sing their melodies.

Each one is like a person,

Every single one has a personality.
While some are harsh and loud,
Others are sweet and soft,

Singing to us for they are never lost.

Buitiegh Creiphton, Cluss of 2078

Nature

Each tree is a shelter,

Providing for animals and people alike.
Trees give homes to the homeless,

It is a network of life,

And a shelter from the sun.

All animals are beautiful and majestic,
Each in their own special way.

No matter the physical looks,

The beautiful, ugly, and hideous,

All have one thing in common.

Each is capable of love and compassion It
is all connected,

Nature is the hub of life,

So we are connected to one another.

In the way of connection, we are all one
family.

— Gueen Rumivez
Class of 2075




Aedan Klehter, Clhss of 2075

Deonna Trevins, Class of 2074
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9 Katariva Guzwan, Class of 2074
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/%”/'e f/éwe, Class af 2079
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