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Arrival

Jenna Diaz '22
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A Frugal Memory

Jenna Diaz '22

For you
Miranda Perez '22

As the wind blows near
You soar the sky searching
for me.
You left something behind 

For only me to see,
A memory so meaningful 
That is ours to keep,

A bird so small
That visits me when I need
A hummingbird near to me.

4



Comfort in the Sound
Chloe Miranda '24

The highway is never quiet.

I listen to the sounds at night 

Until it is silent.

Raindrop
Chloe Miranda '24
 

It falls from the sky 

Landing on a new person or thing

Every time… 

One has an umbrella,

The other doesn’t.

Yet the rain still falls.

The rain always lands.

Each time it lands,

It starts again.

Miranda Perez '22
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Faith Rogers'22

Faith Hernandez'22
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A GRASSY HILL
Faith Rogers '22

 

     I briefly remember running my fingers through the grassy hill from

where I sat. Though at some point thereafter, I remember the grassy hill

surrounding my vision in a tunnel as I stumbled down it.

     I was already late for lunch with my father and all his uptight

business friends. I already knew that my father would be so mad that not

only I had run off again, but now he’ll be furious that I dirtied up my

dress. See, I wasn’t supposed to go to this hill. Father says it’s a fall

waiting to happen, and as luck would have it, he was right. Though there’s

something about this hill that always called me back to it. Perhaps it was

the serenity of it or perhaps it was the thrill of rebelling against my

father, but I always felt called back to this grassy hill.

     Now I had fallen down that hill that my father warned me about so

often and all I could think about was getting in trouble for getting my

dress dirty.

     For what felt like quite some time, I felt the roughness of the

ground scuff my knees and my hands be rubbed raw as I tried to catch

myself. Yet it seemed like I kept falling and falling, and the air around

me became increasingly hard to breath. By the time I finally made it to

the bottom, I was sure that the skirt of my dress was completely ripped.

The overwhelming awareness of that fact made me begin to weep. I didn’t

cry because of the wounds littering my body or the fact that I had just

fallen down a hill, but I cried because the beautiful dress my father

cared so much about was no longer beautiful.

     I hugged my knees to my chest and cried harder, not worried about

tears falling onto my already stained dress. I was pretty sure I must’ve

even bumped my head at some point because the crying gave my head a

terrible ache. Still, I was too consumed with guilt and anxieties about

the dress to care much. That was what my father would care about so that

is all I could care about.

     “Why are you crying?” A voice asked me, though I wasn’t sure from

where.

     My head popped up from where it was resting on my knees, quickly

surveying the area for the owner of the voice, but I saw no one. In fact,

the only thing I did see was a red fox surrounded by four smaller cubs.

They pranced and played around her, signaling to me that she was their

mother. It was strange. It seemed as if she was looking right at me.

     “I must be crazy to think this,” I began, brushing my hair behind my

ears as I remained gazing at the vixen, “but did you just talk to me?”
[con't page 9]
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by: 

Spaghetti Date
Amelia Parvin '22 
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A Grassy Hill 
[con't from page 6]

     The fox kits barked and growled as they played with each other while

the mother fox remained looking at me, replying, “You’re not crazy at

all.”

     “How are you...” I rubbed my eyes, completely dumbfounded at the

sight before me. “I don’t understand how you’re talking to me right now.”

     “Not everyone understands. This forest just works that way. How did

you end up here anyway, hun?” The fox replied, nuzzling one of her pups as

she glanced at me.

     “I fell down this hill and tore my dress and I’m late for lunch and

now my father is going to be so mad at me.” I was crying uncontrollably

and I wasn’t sure how to stop. Not to mention, my head was throbbing.  The

fox took another step towards me and asked, “Well, would you like to eat

lunch with me and my friends?”

     “I beg your pardon?” I asked through sniffles. Eat lunch with a

talking fox? And her friends? Was this all a hallucination from hitting my

head?

     “Just follow me, okay?” She asked me again, almost smiling.

     I thought for a moment. Father would be mad, but then again, he was

already mad. And lunch with a talking fox sounded exciting. I began to

follow her and her pups as she navigated her way through the forest at a

slow enough pace for me to follow. Finally, we made it to a big open knoll

and I looked around to see all sorts of animals frolicking around - from

deer to bears to rabbits, all laughing and talking to each other and

basking in the sunlight. I didn’t understand any of this, but it felt so

happy. It felt safe. So I went and I sat and I ate a lunch of berries and

fruit and I made a new family. A family that didn’t judge me for my ripped

dress or my clumsiness or my adventurous tendencies.

     By the time I returned home to my father, he was fast asleep on the

couch still clutching the neck of a bottle. I tiptoed to my room and hid

the torn dress, tucking myself into the warmth of my bed. I knew Father

would be infuriated in the morning, but I also knew that I would’ve

returned to that grassy hill and that whimsical forest before he got the

chance to scold me.
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WHY?!

Kierstin Salinas '22
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The Dark and Stormy Night
Alicia Calvo '23     

     “'It was a dark and stormy night...' Pretty stereotypical, huh?" said

Jaime as she read the story to the Jaxson twins.     

     The twins didn't want to go to sleep but Jaime promised their parents

she’d have them asleep by the time they came back from their anniversary

dinner. Emille and Ryan had so much energy and after watching

Halloween;they were convinced that Michael Myers was going to break in so

they couldn’t go to sleep - they had to stay awake and set up booby traps.

It was almost 11 pm and they still hadn't gone to sleep but luckily Jaime

got a text saying, “We’re going to be later than expected; we hope that's

not an inconvenience."

     Emille and Ryan made a huge mess up the stairs and at nearly every

door and window, Jamie managed to get stuck in one of their traps.

     “I guess if Michael does show up, we know the traps will work,”

laughed Emille.

     Jamie got annoyed so she had an idea to scare the kids to get them to

sleep. She cleaned up their mess, asked them to take everything down (a

difficult task itself, as Emille gets dramatic), turned all the tvs off,

and then sent the kids to their rooms while she said she'd get them milk

and cookies. Jamie's plan was to use the kids' supplies and dress up as

Michael, give them a scare and teach them it's just in the movies! She got

busy making a costume and searched the garage to find a prop.

     Though it was dark Jamie could see a shadow; she tried to not

overthink anything so she wouldn't fall into another one of the Jaxson

kids traps. She got what looked like a chainsaw - old and broken - and all

she needed was a good way to go through with the plan. Jamie called the

twins down and told them she’d be in the living room but she was hiding

somewhere else. Since all the lights were off they couldn’t see anything

and were calling.

     “Jamie, Jamie, we can't see you! Where are you?" Jamie started to rev

the chainsaw. Since it hadn't been used in a while the old oil was

spitting off of it and the kids screamed.

     “AHHH! JAMIE! Did Michael get you? Where are you?”  Jamie ran to

them, revving the chainsaw. 

     “JAMIE, WHERE ARE YOU? WE’RE SCARED!”

     “BOO!”

     “JAMIE, WHY WOULD YOU DO THAT?"  Jamie turned to find Mr. and Mrs.

Jaxson, watching their kids, scared. She was never hired again.
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Lauren Gutierrez '24

Dialogue

Trinity Gres '23

     Michelle and Derrick meet at Derrick’s parents house where he stays

whenever he comes back from college. Michelle comes in nervous not

knowing whether Derrick will be happy or upset to see her.  Derrick

himself was scared about whether Michelle felt the same way about him

that he does about her.

     "Hey, Derrick, I know we haven't kept in touch much while we have

both gone to college. I felt it was best to let you enjoy your time and

not have to worry about anyone else but yourself. Plus we would both be

so busy and everything is hectic already as it is. Also since we weren’t

going to the same college either..."

     "Michelle,I understand. I honestly do. But, I mean, we’ve known each

other our entire lives. I'm pretty sure we could have made time to at

least call or text maybe once a day. It’s not hard to just pick up the

phone you know and set a time aside for the both of us." 
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DIALOGUE
[con't from page 12]

     "Well, yes, you're not wrong, Derrick, but still, it’s college - I

mean we have been preparing for it throughout high school and have

dreamed of where we want to go. You wanted to go to NYU and my dream

school is UCLA. But, I mean, we had to give each other a little space so

we could both focus and do what we needed to do. We're here now and we

can finally talk about everything that went on while we were away." 

     "I guess you are partially right with that. It’s not like I didn’t

want to talk to you. Going off topic and onto college - it was amazing! I

loved being in New York! It being so loud and noisy mainly everyday; at

some points, I was even scared to go outside, whether it was the cold or

some type of animal I didn’t want to be around. Although it has been hard

trying to be more creative and to myself. I have some friends, but like I

said, I got scared and I really am just trying to stay focused and being

able to get ideas."

     "Well that sounds fun and concerning. For me being at UCLA has been

like a dream even though the weather isn’t my favorite thing, though.

Going to football games and getting to hangout with my friends and new

people I meet has been great. I was finally able to get out of my shell

and open up more. I was nervous having to meet new people and actually

interact with people. School has been pretty rough though. I have to make

myself stay focused during the weekend to do my own work. But I’m trying

to get myself to a point where I’m more organized."

     "That doesn’t sound like you, though, especially in high school. You

rarely ever went out; you were always on top of your work; didn’t ever

want to hang out either; and studied day and night. It just seems weird

to me that you changed and I’m not sure whether it was for good or bad.

As long as you're happy and set where you're at, then that’s really up to

you. I do have something I would like to express to you, though." 

     "I know, I know all of what I said doesn’t sound like me but I

didn’t like how I was. I never did anything to make myself happier. I

only did what people expected me to solely because of how much I

excelled. But I wanted to change the narrative for myself, you know? I

wanted to show that I can still have a good time and be on top of my

stuff. Although it hasn’t been working out for me well I will get used to

it. I do want to say something first, though. I met someone while I was

away."         [con't 15]
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Appearing Here

Jenna Diaz '22
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