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Leaves
by Paritosh B.

 
Trees, they sit in a stalemate.
They wait for an unset timer.
They drop green velvet with no remorse.
Wind, it howls uncontrollably.
It pulls what it can carry and pushes what it can’t.
It breathes like a beast hunting its own prey.
Clouds, they act with no actions.
They lay as a background for the scene.
They hold the burden of filling in what’s empty.
Temperature, it quivers and trembles.
It speaks volumes without a voice.
It burns and it chills, without thinking twice.
Leaves, they live like pawns.
They hold on and labor for the bark they support.
They’re torn down and forgotten like another page in the book.
A book they didn’t write or illustrate.
A book they didn’t author or lead.
A book that held them like just another leaf.
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A Look Back 
by Sidak C.

 
A hand is at my back, pushing slightly as we get to a brick building.

It’s rough, uninviting, too frightening for me.
But the hand whispers comfort into my ears, convincing me to take a step inside.

The hand waves away as I begin to unpack, my hands and heart shivering.
 

I become used to the setting of my new movie, where I’ll be for two more years.
I tell myself that I can do this and find solace in other people with the same doubts.

But eventually, I grow to embrace the roughness and although I don’t love going, the hand
doesn’t need to guide me anymore. 

My heart has finally stopped shivering, and has found a way to beat normally. 
 

But suddenly, very suddenly, I have to leave.
My feet are skipping away from the building, because they think I’ll only be gone for a week or

two, 
That this will be a brief intermission in what should be a blockbuster. 

But, I think we all know that this particular movie didn’t do well. 
 

I stayed at home for more than a year, moving through the stages of confusion and grief. 
I look back on the first few weeks and see my optimism. 

I look back on the middle of this and see my hopelessness. 
And now?

 
Now, I know not to be naive. 

I know that things cannot be magically solved, but that doesn’t mean I have no hope. 
Because we are in this together, working with each other to get back to what we can. 

I see people trying their best and that helps my heart beat a little faster and a little happier. 
 

So at the end of the movie, I think we can confidently say that it may not have been the best. 
Maybe the star-studded cast was too much in the audience’s eyes, or the special effects were a

little tacky, 
But the message we got was unforgettable:

Keep looking forward, because things will get better. 



ARTWORK
 BY CHARLENE C.



One With the Shadows
by Varnika A.

 
   The forest was quiet. There was a slight breeze, courtesy of the late night July weather. The pine
trees towering high above the grass were ever so slightly swaying, as if they were dancing along to
the wind’s rhythm. It was a rather peaceful setting, but rather unfitting.
   With the occasional chirping of a cricket to break the silence, a pale, scrawny young girl slowly
trudged along the forest floor. Whatever twigs were in her way, she snapped. Although the girl was
small, she walked with unmatchable aggression.
    The woodland creatures watched from the trees, the bushes, the rocks. Every one of them sensed
the girl’s mood, being careful to stay hidden from her line of sight. None of them knew where the girl
was going, or why she had chosen their forest. Perhaps for sanctuary, or perhaps more sinister
reasons.
    A group of woodland creatures scurried behind the girl out of curiosity, while trying their best to
stay quiet. The girl seemed to calm down after walking for a bit of time in the forest. The wind lulled
her, as it did to many.
   To the animals’ surprise, the girl finally stopped at a sizable, mossy boulder to sit down. The girl
tucked her knees into her chest, her shoulders shaking up and down. The animals couldn’t help but
watch for a while, feeling the girl’s pain. They did not know why she was hurting so much. They did
not know what to do besides bystand the dilemma.
   The girl seemed, in a way, not completely opaque to the eye. Maybe this was her paleness, or the
way that the moon reflected off of her delicate body. The animals blinked in confusion, wondering
how this girl was becoming one with her shadow.
   When daybreak finally arrived, the animals knew that they needed to go back to the large boulder
and see the weeping girl. No matter how fast they got there, though, they could not beat the sun’s
theft.
   The girl had disappeared.
   As her faint weeps got carried away with the daytime breeze, the animals had known this girl was
no more than a mere shadow all along, waiting to disappear. Although they could not understand
her sorrow, they let her be, within the forest.
   Where she could be much calmer. Happier.
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Closure
by Paritosh B.

 
There are so many things we wait for.
Birthdays, graduations, and achievements. 
At some point, we’ll reach the expected ones.
And disregard the unreasonable ones. 
Those goals may be too large for your stature.
Or too heavy for your strength. 
Time will give you leeway to forget. 
To turn away from what you couldn’t achieve. 
But it’s still there to see. 
To watch and wait for. 
To look and want more. 
But closure is a luxury.
It’s found in heights of what you could not expect. 
It’s a concept that’s undefinable. 
It’s a goal that’s unachievable.
It’s a word that’s unreadable. 
It’s a gift that’s unseeable. 
It’s a vacation that’s unenjoyable. 
It’s a memory that’s unrememberable. 
It’s a thing that we cannot wait for. 
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The Test Run
By Manan R.

 
      Most comic books or science fiction films falsely educate people by stating how by traveling
back into the past, they can potentially change the future if they, say, accidentally step on the
wrong tree branch or steal the green bike instead of the red one. Here’s the catch. The time
traveler is only going to be creating a new future; a new timeline. It will not affect the original
timeline’s future. So this new timeline is a new universe freshly birthed from this traveler’s first
step in the past or future. 
      All my life, since I was a child I had been obsessed with the concept of traveling through
time. Once my research was complete and I had successfully completed the construction of the
Chronoship, I had to take it out for a test run. I had to travel back to some time meaningful so I
chose the first time I had arrived home from the hospital in a casket with my parents. I went
back and landed the Chronoship in the public park about two blocks away from my first house
while it was camouflaged. I walked the familiar streets and sat across the street on the bench
that I remember seeing through my window everyday as I gazed upon the world from my
room. I sat there with a newspaper hiding my face awaiting the old silver-gray Honda to pull
up the driveway. I walked up to my parents as they stepped out of the car and wished them
congratulations on their new baby. Then I withdrew left with nothing but the new memory
and a wide grin on my face. I returned back to the exact time I had left.
      Yes, I am the world’s first time traveler but I keep this a secret. If the Chronoship were to fall
into the wrong hands, it could be weaponized. I don’t know what my plans are in the future
but I do know this: I have achieved my goals and dreams. The test run was triumphant.
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Untitled
By Nikita S.

 
Well, people, I’ll tell you:
Life has been the tallest mountain
It’s steep,
Jagged,
Harsh,
Vast.
And it may seem like you’ll never get up there
Invincible.

Although,
I keep on climbing
Where there’s ledges,
And cliffs,
And sometimes I couldn’t go on
Where it was too steep to climb

But you have to keep on climbing
And don’t go back down
You have to make it to the top
And once you quit it will be harder to get back up
Keep on going-
Because life is like the tallest mountain

 



ARTWORK BY RIYA P.

PHOTO AND ARTWORK BY
NAKSHATRA R.



This May Be A Compositional Risk
by Jessie S.

 
     My teacher told me I took compositional risks.
     I wasn’t sure what that meant, but I took my grade with a smile, packed up my papers, and
logged off of the Google Meet.
     Later, I searched it up. Compositional risk.
     A compositional risk occurs when a writer uses language in an unusual way to obtain a desired effect on
the reader.
     I looked over the ten thousand or so words that made up my writing portfolio with suspicion,
eying a story half written in playscript and a page with nothing on it but a song lyric that had
been stuck in my head at the time.
     Unusual, huh?
     Successful risks are highly desirable and improve the overall score on the writing piece on the state tests.
     The thought of someone “scoring” my writing repulsed me. How could a singular rubric able
to evaluate every snatch of prose fairly ever exist? How could a judge able to assess the merit of
every poem without bias ever be born? Writers were too unique, too diverse, too innovative to
be scored by some sad state examiner. Their writing was too unique, too diverse, too innovative
to be defined by some simple soulless number.
      Everyone tells me that I’ll knock my college essays out of the park. But what if the admissions
official doesn’t drink enough coffee the day they look over mine? What if my compositional risks
blur into each other in their bleary eyes, one after the other, until all they can see is an
indecipherable mess of anecdotes and analogies? What if, in their sleep-deprived state, they
decide I’m not highly desirable?
     What if? What then?
     Examples of compositional risks. Rhetorical questions. Use of italics. Humor.
     Well, do you think I’m funny?
     Directly addressing the audience.
     Oh, I did it again.
     Unusual topics.
     Again this word. Unusual.
     The website didn’t elaborate. It was a shame. Although I figured my twenty-five page
portfolio fit squarely in the realm of unusual, I wondered what they would think about it.
     Was the Romeo and Juliet spin-off unusual?
    Was the poem about my brother’s snoring unusual?
     Was the story about the Hershey’s kiss unusual?
     Were they successful? I asked my teacher in my head. 
     No response. The school year was over.
      Still, I couldn’t help but wonder: is it a compositional risk to write what I want to write?
      Is it a compositional risk to live how I want to live?



ARTWORK  BY RAINA J.

ARTWORK BY EMAN F.



Reflection on Reflections
by Sonia K.

 
When you look in the mirror,
what do you see?

Do you see yourself?
Your eyes, your hair,
your nose, your neck,
your arms, your legs.

Or do you see that one thing?
That one thing
you blame for making you
not pretty enough
not professional enough
not good enough.

Does that one thing turn into two,
multiplying like cells in a lab?
Do you wish you were a robot?
Somehow, you know you wouldn’t want that.

But then you look into your eyes,
the windows to your soul.
You smile and say,
“I know I’m not good enough,”
and you start your day.



The Indigo Witch 
by Andie Z.

 
     I didn’t hear my sister until she was an inch away from my ear, her amulets
clinking together like windchimes. 
       “You’re in trouble,” she crooned. “Azabella found the maps you’ve been hiding in
the fireplace. Ingenious, I must admit, but alas not good enough. She’ll be storming
up the stairs in about ten minutes.” Miriam smiled wide, partly amused and partly
resigned. Something flickered in her basalt eyes - wicked enjoyment perhaps. Or
possibly tears.
      It felt like a smooth, cold drop of mercury was running down the curve of my
spine and I shuddered violently. Dead-eyed, I nodded my thanks and swept out of
our chambers through the narrow slit of the window.
     The sky was darkening steadily as the clouds rolled in from the four corners of the
world and congregated right above the red peaks of Thaumaturge Manor. The
winds had no direction. They circulated through the ravine, caressing the moss-
covered palisades that surrounded us like a sheep’s pen. The pungent scent of rain-
soaked earth and tree bark hung heavily in the air, undisturbed even as the wind
tried to push it away. I unfastened my cloak and let it pool at my feet in satiny
ripples. I tried not to think about what I had sacrificed to earn this piece of fabric,
but the long buried memories rose from the dead as I thrust the cloak into the river. 
     One small girl lost in the forest. One beautiful sister pledged to be married that same
evening. One wrong step towards the edge of a cliff.
      Behind me, the rumble of a tolling bell sent tremors through the ground beneath
my feet. My time was up; Miriam had delayed them as long as she could. With a
shuddering sigh, I waded into the water and sank beneath its murky surface. 
     Two screaming girls hurling towards the earth. One kindly witch with far reaching sight. 
      I could feel the reverberations from the bell even as the dark currents swept me
downstream.
     Two young survivors saw much too much. One world opened as the old one slammed shut.
Two poor souls whisked to a castle, concealed. Never again to see the sun.
     Air rushed into my desperate lungs as I surfaced a few feet after the riverbend.
The tolling had faded away, but that only meant the coven would be patrolling the
skies shortly. I reached for my broom, but, of course, it wasn’t there. Neither were
my abilities. They had all sunk to the bottom of the river along with the cloak.
     That once small girl was still lost in her woods - surrounded by power she could not
comprehend. She gave her own heart for an ounce of far sight...
     And now it was gone.

      As the winds behind me began to swirl into a funnel, the silence lifting as shrieks
of my name split the air, I could only see what was before me - the familiar face of
that white stone cliff. And as I dragged myself inch by inch back up the precipice
from which I had fallen all those years ago, I had never felt more human. 
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All artwork and writing created by Somerset County teens.
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