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TThheemmee::  FFaannttaassyy  vvss..  RReeaalliittyy  

In a world where everything was turned upside down, Fantasy vs. Reality expresses the dreams we 
desire to hold onto, even if reality has the potential to take those dreams away from us.  Our theme 
describes these hopes that we all have and the real effort and work that it takes to achieve them.  This 
year’s theme expresses our courage and resilience, especially during this extremely unique time 
where we have been living through a global pandemic. Lastly, our theme shows the readers that we 
are never too old to dream of these fantasies, while remaining resilient and understanding the very 
real obstacles of our lives.   
  

MMiissssiioonn  SSttaatteemmeenntt::  
IInntteerrmmeeddiiaa strives to promote and foster the creative aspirations in the literary and artistic fields of 
all students in the Lewis F. Cole Middle School through a showcase of their works. IInntteerrmmeeddiiaa  
exhibits works of art and literature that our middle school students have produced over the school 
term. We accumulate the works of our pupils and compile them into a magazine, which our editors 
organize and bring to life. We provide our students with an opportunity to express themselves and 
inspire creativity in others. We bring values of happiness and success to our students.  
 

 

All layout spreads were created by our Art/Layout Editors: 
Elda Shuki ’21, Abagail Lee ’22, and Anastasia Liberman ’22. 

 
Cover Design: Anastasia Liberman ‘22 
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SSwwiittcchh  IItt  UUpp  
CChhaaeemmiinn  SSoopphhiiaa  YYeeoo  ‘‘2211  

Digital Art 
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PPaarrtt  11::  DDeessttiinnaattiioonn  UUnnkknnoowwnn  

JJuulliiaannnnee  CChheenn  ‘‘2211  
 

“We’re going on a vacation! We’re going on a vacation! We’re going on a vacation!” cried 
Tammy and Sammy, the twins.  
 Mom nudged me on the shoulder. “Come on, Timmy! Aren’t you excited?” 
 I sighed, “Don’t call me Timmy. It’s just Tim. And I don’t want to go on vacation!” 
 Dad gasped, “Why not? What do you even want to do here?”  
 “I need to recharge! School literally just ended! I’m not mentally ready to do anything,” I 
said, exasperated. “And besides, I don’t even know where we are going!”  
 Mom chuckled, “I can’t tell you. It’s a surprise!” 
 “Well then,” I said, “I’m not going!”  
 And I ended up going. Apparently, at age thirteen, one is not “trustworthy enough” to be 
left in the house for a week on their own.  
 In the car, the twins continued to chant their chant. “We’re going on vacation! We’re going 
on vacation!  We’re going on vacation!” 
 I grumbled, “I hope this is worth not having a fully charged social battery.”  
 Dad laughed, “Trust me son, you’ll like this.” 
 “I hope so,” I said. Then, I went to sleep.  
 When I woke up, we had made it to our destination. We were at the hotel. Hotel was a 
generous choice of words. It seemed like a strange mixture of a one-star motel and log cabin in the 
woods.  We explored our room and unpacked our bags. 
 “Hey Dad,” I said, “I’m going to take a walk around and get myself acquainted with the 
place.” 
 “Okay,” he said, “Have fun, and be careful!” 
 It looked to me that the backyard area was literally just a forest. I made my way through the 
trees, wondering what I would do with my summer break stranded in the forest. I could have been 
playing games! Eating pizza! Sleeping! But no. What were we even going to eat: bugs? Rough it out 
in the woods?  
 During my walk, I stumbled across a house. The house was old and the front steps were 
creaky. It looked like it hadn’t been cleaned in at least a century. There was a sign that read: DO 
NOT COME IN.  
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 So naturally, I went in.  
 I heard a crow caw. I spun around, but saw nothing.  
 I took a few steps and looked around. The house was abandoned. Ancient furniture was 
covered in dust and there was barely any light.  
 I went to uncover the windows, but that’s when I was ambushed. Spiders! 
 I screamed. I hated spiders! Those eight-legged creepy crawlies that never knew how to 
keep to themselves! I scrambled up the nearest chair I could find. Unfortunately, the chair was 
ancient. It broke almost instantly.  
 I was on the same floor as the hundreds of spiders! I screamed, closed my eyes and wished 
the spiders would just die already! No wait! Don’t die! Then I’ll have to deal with hundreds of 
spider corpses! 
 When I opened my eyes, the spiders were gone. I got off the floor, sweating and trembling. 
I wanted to leave, but then I heard noises. Laser noises. Video game laser noises.  
 I followed the video game laser noises. It came from a state-of-the-art television. I looked at 
the game, it was the brand-new version of my favorite game. I saw myself playing the game. I 
rubbed my eyes in disbelief. I saw an alternate version of myself sitting on the couch, playing the 
game! 
 Then I heard screams. My parents. The twins. “Save us! Please!”  
 The alternate version of myself didn’t move. But I did. I ran towards the direction of the 
screams. But it was too late. Dead. All of them. Their corpses lay on the floor.  
 “Woo-hoo!” screamed the alternate version of me, sitting in front of the television. “I just 
beat my high score!” 
 All I could hear was my own breathing. “No, no…” I muttered.  
 I burst out of the house, bolting towards the woods and scrambled towards the hotel.  
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DDeeaarr  SSkkyyssccrraappeerrss  
 

From the moment I first saw you 

My eyes squinted as you were standing 

Strong in the air 

Tall in the clouds. 

 

I walked through the streets 

In your shadow covering the hard work and pride 

Glass shimmering  

As the sun descends into the horizon 

Concrete rough and jagged as it forms the structure 

Steelwork that is pounded and bolted  

By thousands of hands and hammers. 

 

As you add into the skyline, the world goes on a roll 

The beauty you produce, it could never be sold 

The sky darkens, you brighten. 

 

People looking out of the lit windows 

Looking upon the small cars and roads that appear through the glass. 

The dots of lights in the horizon, oh such a sight 

As the city goes to sleep, it’s time for a goodnight. 
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The next morning as people rush to work 

Spaces for cars fill up, like dogs running to their bowls 

Leaving no space behind for others 

They occupy every elevator and rocket up 70 floors. 

 

As others chug through the streets and into the lot 

Searching for someone to spare a spot 

Leaving no trace of them anywhere 

They leave the region in despair. 

 

Me being lucky, I bolt through the rotating glass doors 

Running through the alleys hearing people’s roars 

Flying to the last floor,  

I look through the glass panes 

Seeing the dotted, bright lights in the distance, and the dark red cranes 

Once again, as the day comes to an end, the city goes  

to  

a  

halt. 

 

Waiting for the next day,  

for everything to go default. 

 

AAnnddrree  GGrriiggoorryyaannttss  ‘‘2222  
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TTrriipp  ttoo  tthhee  BBiigg  CCiittyy  
SStteeffffii  IInnaa  SSoonngg  ‘‘2211  

Color Pencil 
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DDaarrkk  PPaalleettttee  
 

Life has color 
The sun rules the clouds  

Until the work day comes to an end 
 

Color is around me 
The moon climbs up  

Seizing its chance to shine 
 

Color follows me 
Shadows blend together in the Night’s Canvas 

 
Color mimics me 

My shadow in on the Palette of Dark Colors 
Along with 7 billion other shades 

  

AAlleexx  KKiimm  ‘‘2211  
 

FFaalllliinngg  iinnttoo  DDaarrkknneessss  
CCeelliinnee  CCoollaakkyyaann  ‘‘2211 

Digital Art 
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DDuummpplliinnggss  aanndd  TTooffuu  SSoouupp 

I am from the soap dispensers on my sink 

from the pots and pencils 

I am from the cozy, sunny evenings 

and the smells of ramen from downstairs 

 

I am from the plant 

The philodendron on my bookshelf 

whose long-gone limbs I remember  

as if they were my own.  

 

I’m from making dumplings and creativity 

from Brian and April 

 

I’m from gossiping about the news and cooking for one another 

And from guessing what the weather would be like 

 

 

DDooooddllee  NNooooddllee  
SSeerraa  YYoonngg  ‘‘2211 

Digital Art 
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I’m from  

“stop smelling the blankets”  

and “I’ll be back home” 

And happy birthday 

 

I’m from gathering for New Year’s  

I’m from Texas and Korea 

Kimbap and Tofu soup 

 

From moving to America at the age of 16 

Changes in the work of my father’s father 

made my father move to the United States 

The blue sky and the soft sand with my family 

On top of my bed stand 

HHaavveenn  KKiimm  ‘‘2222  
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SSttoorryy--TTiimmee  
 
As far back as I can remember, around preschool,  
I loved you. 

I always had Mom, Dad read you,  
and in Kindergarten,  
my worst school year,  
I only behaved during story-time and writing time. 
 
My likes and dislikes changed time after time,  
but one thing that didn’t change was  
reading  
you.  
 
Every genre of you,  
actually, maybe not the nonfiction of you. 
 
How you take me to places that I wished to go  
and never imagined to go,  
how I saw and felt the character’s feeling,  
how I had fun and excitement during that time,  
I love it all. 
 
With you, I came to love many things,  
like school,  
since all the adventures that I learned about you in school seemed  
exciting.  
 
You challenged me to do the actions  
of the people in you,  
like cooking,  
being more challenging,  
and getting inspired. 
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Whenever I think of how many times  
I traveled to many worlds inside you,  
I can’t wait to travel back into old and new. 
 
I look up to the people in your world,  
and I will  
never stop  
reading you.  
 
I want to create one of your kind.  
 
You supported me from my lonely times, 
encouraging me to do many activities  
like auditioning for a musical.  
 
I never thought that I’d pass— 
advice about friends and school.  
 
Before I go, thank you.  
I will never separate from you.  
I’ll travel with you now.  
 
Let’s go.  
 
MMaannaa  YYaammaaddaa  ‘‘2222  
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AA  MMiilllliioonn  DDrreeaammss  
IIrreennee  BBuurrgg  SSeegguurraa  ‘‘2211 

Pen and Ink 
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TThhoossee  BBllaacckk  aanndd  WWhhiittee  KKeeyyss 

From the time I heard the sounds of music 

As I pressed the keys of the piano one by one, 

From pretending to play in front of a huge crowd 

I realized how beautiful the music sounded to my ears. 

 

As each note leads up to the final piece, playing the melody as you express,  

Your feelings into each note, I cannot stress 

 

And so, I practiced, hoping I could learn more and more,  

Trying my best to not give up, but to give from my core-- 

 

The roaring of the applause, as I bowed to the audience  

After the end of a performance 

 

These black and white keys have taught me about passion 

And love, And dedication 
 

MMiicchheellllee  PPaarrkk  ‘‘2222  
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 KKaalleeiiddaassccooppee  
SSoopphhiiaa  NNaamm  ‘‘2211 

Pen & Ink 
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IInntteerrvviieeww::  FFeeaattuurriinngg  MMrr..  AAddddeeoo  
VViivviiaann  WWeeiinnsstteeiinn  ‘‘2211  

Here at Lewis F Cole Middle School, we love to document how our year went. With a year as 
unique as this one, I chose to interview our guidance counselor, Mr. Addeo, to ask him about his 
experience in being a bridge between students and teachers. We appreciate all our educators 
during this challenging year of learning! 

QQ::  WWhhaatt  ddoo  yyoouu  sseeee  aass  tthhee  mmaaiinn  rroollee  ooff  aa  sscchhooooll  ccoouunnsseelloorr??  

A: I believe the main role of the school counselor is to support the students in all areas of 
development, which includes social-emotional growth, academic progression, and an 
introduction to career awareness.  I do believe that the pandemic has altered how these areas get 
supported, but the foundation remains the same.   

 

QQ::  HHooww  hhaass  yyoouurr  rroollee  cchhaannggeedd  ssiinnccee  tthhee  oonnsseett  ooff  tthhee  ppaannddeemmiicc??    

A: I think the biggest change in my role has been the amount of time spent this year working with 
parents, providing resources and support to them.  It makes sense because now the kids are home 
for longer periods of time and parents need to mesh into multiple roles.  It is hard on the parents 
without a doubt.  Working in a school as a counselor with such a diverse and large population of 
students, I have observed all spectrums of parenting.   

 

QQ::  WWhhaatt  aarree  ssoommee  ooff  tthhee  cchhaalllleennggeess  yyoouu''vvee  eennccoouunntteerreedd  aass  aa  rreessuulltt  ooff  wwoorrkkiinngg  rreemmootteellyy??  

A: This is a great question because I think it affects each person differently.  For me, I am a big 
personality who thrives on person-to-person interaction.  I love human interaction, 
including interaction within all emotions, and I think working remotely we don't necessarily get that 
to its fullest capacity.  I miss the loud school and all that encompasses what a school has going on 
in a given day.  As a former teacher, I thrived on that reaction and interaction to drive my 
day.  When I get a chance to teach a classroom lesson or do a group I find it extremely 
difficult.  Not seeing the kids' faces, some with their screens off, others just showing their 
foreheads.   
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Finally, on this question, I also felt it was important as a counselor to be present for all the 
students.  In the building that is easy to do, I can walk around, pop into the lunchroom, any 
classroom, talk to kids in the hallway, etc.  I am not getting that chance this year, especially with a 
new group of kids, so I have found it hard.   

 
TThhee  FFuuttuurree  LLooookkss  BBrriigghhtt  

AAbbiiggaaiill  JJ..  LLeeee  ‘‘2222 
Mixed Media 
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IImmppeerrffeeccttllyy  PPeerrffeecctt  BBaalllleerriinnaa  
 

With my hair a mess 

I didn't have a body fit for you either 

By no means did I think I would fall in love with you 

Falling behind  

I never thought I would catch up  

Looking at the older girls on stage  

I never thought I would be like them 

 

But I did fall in love with you 

 

I may still doubt my love for you 

But if I had none for you 

Then why would I go through so much pain for you? 

If I didn’t love you, why would I give you my all? 

Why would I keep trying? 

Why?  

 

You make me feel imperfect 

But I realized: 

That’s not bad 
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With you,  

I always have something to improve on 

Something new to experience 

And things to learn 

 

You might not be for me 

But you gave me new friends 

New experiences 

You gave me new feelings 

And a family I never thought I would have 

 

I’ve been driving the same route for ages 

Watching the sunset, 

Nervous, 

Anxious, 

Worried, 

 

But excited to challenge myself once more  

I didn’t want to fail 

But I did,  

and that’s okay 
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My hair is not a mess anymore 

My body might still not be fit for you 

But looking back  

At the girl who went to class only once a week 

That messy-haired girl would’ve been proud 

At how far I’ve come 

 

Maybe I’m still not the best 

But I know there is still so much to learn 

So many new things to experience 

With you, I will never get bored 

 
I’ve come so far 

I’ve decided to keep going 

I won’t let a failure stop me 

I won’t let it make me hesitate 

If I’ve already come this far, why would I stop 

 
Meeting you was a good decision 

I may not have decided to start dancing 

But I decided to keep going 

Thank you, Ballet.  

MMaarrggaarryyttaa  GGoommoozzoovvaa  ‘‘2222  
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DDaanncciinngg  DDrreeaammss  
SSaarraahh  WWoonngg  ‘‘2222 

Mixed Media 
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BBaakkiinngg  iinnttoo  LLoovvee  
 

 When I first picked up a whisk,  

I knew that I was obsessed. 

 

From the flour,  

to the eggs,  

to the sugar, 

There were endless ingredients to use. 

 

A combination of ingredients 

Would make the  

perfect recipe. 

 

Chocolate chip cookies were no longer store-bought Chips Ahoy 

It was MY creation. 

And ever since then? 

 There was 

  

NNoo  

GGooiinngg    

BBaacckk..  
MMiixxiinngg  UUpp  MMyy  TThhoouugghhttss  

JJoonnaatthhaann  NNgg  ‘‘2222 
Pencil 
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Although things in the kitchen can get messy, 

It is all worth it in the end,  

when you get to take a bite of your flavorful masterpiece, 

exploding with salt and sweet, 

creating the perfect combination 

 

When you smell that scrumptious scent coming from the kitchen, 

You know you did something right. 

 

The smell of warm baked-goods lightens the mood 

And it creates a positive light. 

As soon as I start to smell the scent of freshly-baked desserts, 

I know that it is ready to be taken out of the oven. 

 

At the time, I had no clue that these cookies would change my life. 

Those cookies built the pathway to my obsession with you. 

Before I found you, my life was missing a piece 

 

But now, I am complete. 

So thank you, for making me who I am today. 

LLiillyy  CCiiaarrddiieelllloo  ‘‘2222  
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WWiinntteerr  LLiiffee  
  

The town is asleep 
As it glows with white glitter  

I hear the bells ring 
 

As I see silver 
It’s the Winter Wonderland 

Snow glitters with glee 
 

The wind blows freely 
I can feel the cold winter 

Hugging against me  
 

AAlleexx  KKiimm  ‘‘2211 

 

 

HHoouussee  oonn  tthhee  HHiillll  
AAnnaassttaassiiaa  LLiibbeerrmmaann  ‘‘2222 
Acrylic Paint 
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LLeeeezzaa 

Outgoing, cheerful, funny 

Daughter to Ilana and Misha,  

sister to Thomas and Will 

 

Loves food, the ocean,  

and her family forever 

 

Sadness,  

happiness,  

and excitement  

all have roles in her life 

 

Car crash,  

sickness,  

and getting bit by a spider  

are her least favorite experiences  

that she hopes would never happen again 

 

Who achieves great grades,  

sets exceptional examples for her little brother, 

and always helps out when needed 
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She wants to be successful in academics and work one day,  

raise a happy family,  

and always look for the brightness in life 

 

She lived in Fort Lee, New Jersey,  

but only the future holds where else she might be 

Klochkov 

 

EElliizzaabbeetthh  KKlloocchhkkoovv  ‘‘2222  

 

 

MMyyssttiiccaall  MMeemmoorriieess  
EEllaaiinnee  GGuuoo  ‘‘2222 

Digital Art 
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TThhee  KKeeyy  ttoo  MMyy  LLoocckkeett 

Since the time I began to color, everything in the world was ccoolloorrffuull..  
 

Talking to my coloring books, smelling the wax of the crayons, 

I found something I didn’t realize before: you were the key to my locket. 

 

The art I expressed on paper flowed with inspiration. 

The art I expressed on paper flowed with show of emotion.  

The art I expressed on paper flowed with doodles of creations. 

 

Since the time I began to paint, everything in the world was bbeeaauuttiiffuull  
 

The only kid in the adult art program, the paint smudge on my nose,  

The compliments on my second-grade sailboat: the key to my locket. 

 

Since the time I began to draw, everything in the world was sshhaarrpp  
 

Doodling in my school notebook, drawing my life events, losing some pencils at school 

The key to my locket. 

  

Since the time I began to craft, everything in the world was iinnssppiirraattiioonnaall 

You opened up my eyes to the wonders of the Earth 
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MMaaddee  iitt  ccoolloorrffuull,,  bbeeaauuttiiffuull,,  sshhaarrpp,,  iinnssppiirraattiioonnaall..    

  

The days when I could smell the crayons, 

The days when I could feel the paint on my nose 

The days when I could see the colorful mess of the origami papers  

I will always remember because I'm still in those days.  

  
DDeebboorraahh  JJoooo  ‘‘2222  

 

CCoolloorr  MMyy  LLiiffee  
CChheerrrryynn  LLeeee  ‘‘2222 

Colored Pencil 
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DDeeaarr  BBooookkss 

As I remember the moments 

Where I visualized pictures after pictures. 

And looking at  

Different titles on the cover. 

I realized that: 

 

We were soon to be inseparable. 

 

As I remember  

Reading a book upside down. 

Not knowing what the story was about 

The atmosphere of the book felt as if I knew the whole story. 

 

I could imagine:  

the setting,  

the characters,  

the plot,  

and many other elements to a story. 

 

It felt like a world of its own, separated from reality 

And formed a new light in my life.  



 
29 

 

 

You built my character and made sure that I understood the true meaning of feelings 

Joy,  

excitement,  

sadness,  

anger,  

contempt,  

fear,  

and many other words that show emotion. 

 

You taught me to show gratitude, sympathy and honesty 

And without you, I would have been a completely different person. 

A person with no true feelings for anything or anyone.  

But with you, my heart “grew 3 sizes.”  

 

And with all this,  

You gave me adventurous stories and made me become a  

sophisticated person. 

Always making sure I was on track  

with the latest trends and fascinating food around the world. 
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Keeping me entertained whenever I wasn’t on my phone 

And keeping me obsessed with celebrity relationships. 

 

We both know that till the end 

I’ll always carry you around 

Whether on a plane or a trip to the beach 

And never forget the amazing times we have 

 
Love you forever 
 

DDaannnnyy  JJaanngg  ‘‘2222  

 

LLaanngguuaaggee  AArrttss  
LLeeyyllaahh  FFeerrmmiinn  ‘‘2211 

Colored Pencil 
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DDaavviidd  MMaammeeddoovv  ‘‘2211  
IInnsseeoo  KKaanngg  ‘‘2222  

AArriiaannaa  LLii  ‘‘2211  

RRyyoo  TTaannaakkaa  ‘‘2211  

HHeeaatthheerr  YYaanngg  ‘‘2222  

RRaacchheell  KKiimm  ‘‘2211  
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EEddiibbllee  AArrtt  
SSttuuddeennttss  ‘‘2211  &&  ‘‘2222  
Food Items 

EElliissee  LLaaww  ‘‘2222  

AAnnaassttaassiiaa  LLiibbeerrmmaann  ‘‘2222  

DDaanniieell  PPaakk  ‘‘2211  

NNiikkoo  SSaannggoo  ‘‘2222  

MMaannaa  YYaammaaddaa  ‘‘2222  
SSaammuueell  CChhooii  ‘‘2211  
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AA  SSiimmppllee  FFiinnggeerr  PPaaiinntt 

It all started when I was younger  

with vibrant finger paints 

and normal printer paper 

 

But the meaning of painting  

Has truly changed 

into something more meaningful to me 

 

YYoouu’’rree  ttrruullyy  iinnccrreeddiibbllee  

 

The ability to create 

Anything to your heart’s desire  

with just paint 

and to be able to express anything through 

this form of art, 

is  

truly  

amazing 

 

Painting creates goals for yourself, 

goals that make you want to improve 
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And the obstacles that come your way, 

only make you stronger  

And you can  

truly  

overcome them 

 

The true joy you bring, 

to people all over the world 

Is undeniable 

The sense of accomplishment and peace  

can bring a smile to anyone’s face 

 

It all started from simple finger paint, 

but has now become very important to me 

Even though, there are obstacles, 

I appreciate the joy you’ve given me 

YYoouu’’rree  ttrruullyy  iinnccrreeddiibbllee  

 

So finger painting,  

Thank you for being my inspiration 

 

EElliiaannaa  KKiimm  ‘‘2222  

BBeettwweeeenn  aa  RRoocckk  &&  aa  HHaarrdd  PPllaaccee  
DDaanniieell  HHaallffppaapp  ‘‘2222 

Tempera Paint 
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RRoooottss 

I am from pencil 

from paper and pens 

 

I am from the joyful 

bright, comfortable, cozy 

 

I am from trees, 

the beautiful and vibrant trees.  

 

I’m from New Years Day and cheerful 

From Sue Kim and Andrew Kim 

 

I’m from the love of dogs  

and the hobby of art  

and drawing 

 

From “Always be kind,”  

and “Treat others how you want to be treated.” 

and “Twinkle Twinkle Little Star” 

 

 

SShhaatttteerreedd  
JJuussttiinn  YYoooo  ‘‘2211 
Mixed Media 
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I’m from the Christmas, 

the joyful day full of happiness 

 

I’m from New Jersey and Korea 

Kimchi and meaningful rice cakes 

 

From the plane trip  

to the other side of the country with family 

 

The cheerful spirit towards the world from my dad  

The jolly feeling of important holiday days 

 

The extremely joyous memory of a trip to Hawaii with family, 

which has a special place in my heart 

  
EElliiaannaa  KKiimm  ‘‘2222  
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CCrreeaattiivviittyy 

I heard kids yelling at the field. 

There were cars passing by 

I didn’t like the noise.  

I drifted off, and there was a field,  

but there were no kids yelling. 

 

I tried drawing a horse. 

A perfectly white stallion, with wings so great that the sky bowed for him. 

Clouds moved in fear of breaking his stare. 

Defiance in his eyes as he tried to see how high he can fly, 

Daring the sun to challenge him. 

I drew.  

It looked more like a snail than a horse. 

My wings burned. 

 

After time it became a habit. 

I tried picking up a pencil, writing a simple tale, 

Or drawing a dog. 

After time they started looking the way I imagined them. 

The stallion flew again. 
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The stories became grander, more than just a white horse, 

Almost an entire parade in the sky. 

A slew of characters and backstories, art and music all created for them. 

As more pieces fell into place, symbols clapped and the noise grew louder. 

 

I closed my eyes and drew masterpieces,  

Hours of staring at the ceiling, creating songs, symphonies of worlds,  

Ranging from dragons and warriors 

To war torn countries and doomsdays. 

 

At times I should’ve just said something.  

At times I should’ve stopped, 

Instead of projecting my feelings onto characters that can never be there for me. 

They say too much of anything was bad for you and I used to scoff. 

But more and more I started to understand what they meant. 

And even though I loved you. 

I had to say goodbye. 

 

A while later I picked up a pen. 

Opened a new document. 

I wrote again. 

At first, scared, but then I remembered 

The way my hand would fly across the page. 
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Almost like a stallion in the sky. 

The flame was back, but it wasn’t burning my wings. 

It was warming my heart. 

 

And this time, when the pieces fell and symbols clapped, 

They created music, not noise. 

The characters that I thought could never be there for me taught me so much. 

 

But I knew how to put my pen down. 

How to stop using it as an escape but as an art. 

The stallion that could never be stopped, the one that flew too carelessly 

Finally bowed its head to the sun. 

And eventually 

I may start appreciating my own world a little more too. 
 

AAnnaassttaassiiaa  LLiibbeerrmmaann  ‘‘2222  

  

  

  

  

  

  



 
40 

 

  

 

MMoommeennttss  aanndd  MMeemmoorriieess  
DDaarriiaa  SShhyypp  ‘‘2211 

Mixed Media 
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AAss  IIff  TThheeyy  WWeerree  MMyy  OOwwnn 

I’m from home 

I am from the kitchen speakers 

From guitars and violins 

 

I am from the house of instruments 

Having joy when music flows through your mind, making you want to dance 

 

I am from the hydrangeas blooming blue, pink, and purple 

The maple tree 

Whose long-gone limbs I remember 

As if they were my own. 

 

I am from red envelopes and with hard work, determination, and happiness 

From mom and dad 

I’m from exercising and practicing instruments 

And from having a love for traveling and having fun. 

 

I’m from  

“study hard then you can play” 

and  

“don’t be naughty and too clumsy” 
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And from “My Favorite Things” from The Sound of Music 

 

I’m from tons of parties and beaches 

I’m from the Mount Sinai Hospital and a great-great-grandfather in World War ll 

 

Hot soup and pasta 

 

From little sisters getting stuck inside a play kitchen 

With loud cries and laughter 

 

To the joy of family and friends on a three-day camping trip 

From roasting marshmallows, sing-alongs, and dancing 

 

To biking, mid-night snacks, board games, and tons of fun here and there 

 

All these memories stored in a special place in my heart. 

 

FFiioonnaa  KKwwaa  ‘‘2222  

 

MMuussiicc  ttoo  MMyy  EEaarrss  
EElllliiss  MMaarrccuuss  ‘‘2222 
Mixed Media 
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IInntteerrvviieeww::  FFeeaattuurriinngg  MMrr..  DDoommiinngguueezz  
DDaannnnyy  JJaanngg  ‘‘2222,,  AAlleeeesshhaa  PPaatteell  ‘‘2211  

During this challenging year of school, we took time to interview our new Assistant Principal, Mr. 
Stephen Dominguez! 

 
QQ::    WWhhaatt  ddoo  yyoouu  mmiissss  tthhee  mmoosstt  aabboouutt  tthhee  ttrraaddiittiioonnaall  sscchhooooll  mmooddeell??    

A: I would say the student interaction, having multiple personalities in the building. That’s 
something that I think as a teacher we sort of look forward to. Just interacting with different people 
and I miss that aspect. 

 
QQ::  SSiinnccee  tthhee  sscchhooooll  ddaayyss  hhaavvee  bbeeeenn  ddiiffffeerreenntt  bbeeccaauussee  wwee  aarree  rreemmoottee,,  tteellll  uuss  wwhhaatt  aa  ddaayy  dduurriinngg  tthhee  
sscchhooooll  hhoouurrss  llooookkss  lliikkee  ffoorr  yyoouu..    

A: My hybrid days are normally me assigning teachers to classes when other teachers are absent. 
There are two things in the morning that I do which is checking the news and looking at the 
amount of absences. This lets me know how much time I need in the morning. After that, once 
everyone is in the building, I walk the halls several times just to make sure that the students are in 
the right places.  Mostly in the mornings I have meetings. Somewhere in there I try to eat lunch, 
but most of the time that happens when everyone is out. And then in the afternoons, I would say 
me and the other admins try to meet up just to talk about the day.  

QQ::    WWhhaatt  hhaavvee  bbeeeenn  ssoommee  ooff  tthhee  bbiiggggeesstt  ssuucccceessss  ssttoorriieess  yyoouu’’vvee  sseeeenn  oorr  bbeeeenn  aa  ppaarrtt  ooff  dduurriinngg  tthheessee  
ttiimmeess??  

A: I think one of the biggest success stories that I’ve seen is the way teachers are handling this 
current climate. I’m not sure that you guys know, but this is my first year being an administrator. 
And I say almost every day if I get a chance to that is no way that I could have taught in this 
situation. That every single teacher no matter how many years of teaching, everyone is new to this 
profession this year. That’s a big success story and this is something that we should look back and 
celebrate when this is all over. 
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QQ::  WWhhaatt  hhaass  bbeeeenn  tthhee  bbiiggggeesstt  cchhaalllleennggee  iinn  yyoouurr  ppoossiittiioonn??    

A: I think the biggest challenge has been the fact that I am overly ambitious. I’ve sort of calmed 
down from that and became less ambitious. 

 
QQ::  II  hheeaarrdd  tthhaatt  yyoouu  wweerree  aa  tteeaacchheerr  aass  wweellll!!  WWhhaatt  ddoo  yyoouu  tthhiinnkk  iiss  tthhee  bbiiggggeesstt  ddiiffffeerreennccee  bbeettwweeeenn  
bbeeiinngg  aa  tteeaacchheerr  vveerrssuuss  aann  aassssiissttaanntt  pprriinncciippaall??  

A: So the obvious difference is I’m not dealing with kids directly, not all the time. Unfortunately, 
the kids I’m dealing with are sometimes the kids who are not performing the right way. I promised 
myself that I would be an administrator that knows the good and bad kids. But at the end of the 
day, I’m now an educator of teachers. There’s different levels between teaching a teacher and a 
student. I’m probably helping a student with their learning or being more successful as a student 
and helping teachers with teaching. But at the end of the day, the help is all the same and comes 
from the same place.  

   
QQ::    HHooww  hhaavvee  yyoouu  bbeeeenn  aabbllee  ttoo  ssuuppppoorrtt  tteeaacchheerrss  oorr  ssttuuddeennttss  dduurriinngg  tthhiiss  ttiimmee??    

A: I have the opportunity of working with students who are less fortunate, who might need more 
extra support through meetings and tutors that we wanted to do with the district. For kids who 
didn’t have the internet we found ways to help them out. I helped teachers feel comfortable and 
supported.  

 
QQ::    DDoo  yyoouu  hhaavvee  aannyy  ttiippss  ffoorr  uuss  oonn  hhooww  ttoo  mmaakkee  tthhiiss  sscchhooooll  yyeeaarr  ssuucccceessssffuull,,  ddeessppiittee  uuss  bbeeiinngg  
vviirrttuuaall??    

A: For starters, don’t forget to separate home from school. Have two different spheres because just 
like I do--I promise myself one thing every time I come home: ‘one hour of TV’. I feel like a lot of 
students right now are struggling with making that disconnect between both. Find things that make 
your home a home, and find things that can make a school a school. 
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MMyy  LLoovvee  ffoorr  tthhee  GGaammee  
RRiicchhaarrdd  SShhiinn  ‘‘2222  

I still remember, when I placed my two little feet on the surface of the smooth cold ice rink. It all 
started when I saw other hockey players skating with a stick and a bunch of gear. I knew from first 

sight, I wanted to play hockey because of a spark of fire that you lit in my heart.  

I knew in my heart and mind: love at first sight.  

I skated around and around until I felt dizzy, and I practiced stickhandling the puck until my arms 
felt like falling off. I gave you my everything and you paid me back. 

I worked through all the sweat and pain. Not for anyone except you. I kept my feet hustling and 
hustling until I was going so fast that you gave me some breeze in reward. 

You gave me the passion for something in my life, and most importantly gave me a new path in 
life. You are the reason I have a purpose in life to work hard and keep a hunger mentality. 

Now I'm here as a 13 year old. Now I play for the national team for everything you and I have both 
got together through keeping each other's backs.  

 
As more time passes, I can’t wait for what else we’ll confront together in the future. And whether it 

is good or bad, I’ll be okay because I know that we’ll face it together. 
 

HHaatt  TTrriicckk  
SStteeffffii  IInnaa  SSoonngg  ‘‘2211 
Pencil 
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AAbbiiggaaiill 

Joyous, intelligent, extroverted  

Sibling to Tessa, Emet, and Ezra 

Who loves to spend time with family, loves to be with friends, and loves to worship Jesus 

Who feels ecstatic, overwhelmed, and grateful 

Who fears our violence, being left behind, and embarrassment 

Who changed the way that people perceive certain stereotypes 

Who wants people to see past what initially is present and wants to see the ones she loves happy 

Born in NJ and raised in the United States 

Lee  

  
AAbbiiggaaiill  JJ..  LLeeee  ‘‘2222  

 

 

PPiieecceess  ooff  MMee  
JJuulliieett  KKiimm  ‘‘2222 

Colored Pencil 
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##UUSSvvssHHAATTEE  
SSeeoowwoonn  JJeeoonngg  ‘‘2211 
Mixed Media 



 
48 

 

LLeett  tthhee  DDoovvee  FFllyy  FFrreeee 
 
“Returning hate for hate multiplies hate,  
Adding deeper darkness to a night already devoid of stars.  
Darkness cannot drive out darkness; 
Only light can do that.  
Hate cannot drive out hate;  
Only love can do that.” 
Says he, Martin Luther King Jr.  
 
“If we could change ourselves, 
The tendencies in the world would also change.  
As a man changes his own nature,  
So does the attitude of the world change towards him.” 
Says he, Mahatma Gandhi 
 
“We know all men are not created equal 
In the sense some people would have us believe— 
Some people are smarter than others,  
Some people have more opportunity because they’re born with it,  
Some men make more money than others, 
Some ladies make better cakes than others— 
Some people are born gifted 
Beyond the normal scope of most men. 
 
But there is one way in this country 
In which all men are created equal— 
There is one human institution 
That makes a pauper the equal of a Rockefeller,  
The stupid man the equal of an Einstein,  
And the ignorant man the equal of any college president.  
That institution, gentlemen, is a court.”  
Says he, Atticus Finch of To Kill A Mockingbird 
 
To Kill A Mockingbird 
In which mockingbirds 
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That represents innocence are shot and killed 
Where the species of innocence 
Become extinct to this very day 
Where history builds upon history 
Where animals labeled extinct cannot return forever 
Where the time has come for the future to yell 
“Don’t wash away my colors!” 
Because the color of innocence exist no more 
Hate turns to violence  
Where Lord of the Flies proves: 
At times, violence overrides civilization 
Meaning violence can override peace and love 
 
But the only way for peace to truly win,  
Love needs to be present, as Martin Luther King Jr. states 
We need to preserve the dove 
Which represents peace, love, and unity 
Without staying united, we are taking  
The last shot  
At the last present dove 
Causing the last streak of love to vanish altogether 
Our world will have the darkness of night 
Succumbing mankind 
Where our shadows become us 
Where we no longer shine as ourselves 
Where evil takes hold of man’s heart 
 
#USvsHate 
#SavetheDove 
#PeaceLoveUnity 

 

AAlleexx  KKiimm  ‘‘2211  
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SSttoopp  tthhee  HHaattee  
AAnnggeellaa  LLeeee  ‘‘2211 

Pencil 
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CCoolloopphhoonn  

AAlleexx  KKiimm  ‘‘2211  

Literary works in “Part 1: An Illusion of the Mind” were printed in Baskerville. “Part 2: The 
World We Will Create,” was printed in Delius Swash Caps.  
 
All issues were printed in Closter, New Jersey by GT Marketing which produced 100 copies of the 
magazine. The cover design was created by Anastasia Liberman, class of 2022 and our centerfold 
was created by Deborah Joo, class of 2022 as well.  
 
Through the years, Intermedia has accepted all literary genres, including various forms of 
poetry and prose, short stories non-fiction, essays, and short plays; often centered around a 
theme. This year’s theme, “Fantasy vs. Reality,” expresses the dreams we want to hold onto even if 
reality takes us away from them. As we come to accept reality, we too accept that fantasy will always 
be in the corner of our mind that may help us escape from the worries of reality. Exploring the 
theme of “Fantasy vs. Reality” during a time of an unimaginable school year due to a global 
pandemic has given us the time to grow to realize that we are never too old to dream of fantasy to 
help heal us of reality.  
 
Intermedia Art and Literary members met in November 2020, browsed books from previous 
years, brainstormed ideas, and then voted for the theme that best represented the students of 
Lewis F. Cole Middle School. In meetings throughout the rest of the school year, art and literary 
members discussed how the theme could be represented visually and in writing. Our theme 
shapes and divides the stories, poems, and artwork into two sections. 
 
From November through March, literary staff members and editors, in addition to spending 
meeting time after school each week virtually to write their own pieces, also evaluated the content 
of all submissions by providing written feedback and advice to each other using Google Classroom, 
Google Docs, and Microsoft Word.  
 
We continued to meet “online” due to the state mandated distance learning.  Many of the pieces 
were edited while students and advisers were working remotely through this distance learning 
period. Google Classroom, Zoom, and Google Meets were programs that helped us stay in touch, 
edit, and publish during this unique time period. 
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SSooaakkiinngg  RRaaiinn  
YYeewwoonn  LLeeee  ‘‘2211 

Acrylic Paint 
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 The path you’re on looks 
different when you turn 

around. 
                 – Cynthia Lewis 

(It’s time to turn your world upside. Flip to 
the rear for even more great work.) FFlliigghhtt  ooff  FFaannttaassyy  

DDeebboorraahh  JJoooo  ‘‘2222  
Watercolor Paint 
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DDeebboorraahh  JJoooo  ‘‘2222  
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PPart 2: The Truth Uncovered 
Julianne Chen ‘21 

 
In my frantic rush to get back to the hotel and get out of the house, I bumped into a 

man.  

“Woah, dude,” he said, “Chill out. What happened?” 

Right as he said that, my family came into the lobby. I rushed over to them and hugged 
them.  

“Woah! Are you okay?” my Dad implored when he saw my stricken face. He looked 
around the lobby and his face softened. “Say, I see you’ve met Mr. Harrison.” 

“Mr. Harrison? Who’s Mr. Harrison?” I asked. 

Mom laughed and pointed at the man I bumped into during my frantic return home.  

“Hello Mr. Harrison,” I said, “Might I ask, who are you?” 

Mr. Harrison laughed. “I am the owner of the Inwendo Summer Camp.” 

“Inwendo?” I gasped. “Like, Inwendo games?!” 

Dad chuckled, “Yes! And we signed you up for the camp! You will work on 
programming and by the end, you’ll have your own game published!” 

Mr. Harrison said, “In fact, our most recent creation is the psychological haunted 
house! It gets inside your head when you enter the door and creates the thing that would 
scare you most! Would you like to try it?” 

I laughed nervously, realizing it had just been a virtual reality game. “I think I just did. 
The person who invented that has to be brilliant. I was scared out of my wits.” 

Mr. Harrison laughed. “Ah, I see. THAT’S why you were so spooked when you ran into 
the building. Well, I’ll be sure to tell my daughter that she did a good job programming.” 

I spent the rest of the week at Inwendo summer camp. It was one of the best weeks of 
my life; just the right amount of productivity and relaxation. I met people who understood me. 
I would definitely be coming back the next summer.  
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RRuby 
Eliana Kim ‘22 

 
It was a spectacular day. The town was completely covered in beautiful red and green 

decorations. The day started off with a casual five inches of snow, which later turned into 
twenty-five inches! I really didn’t remember the news saying there would be this much snow! 
I was going on my usual nightly walk, and spotted something unusual. The path became even 
darker and so silent nothing could be heard.  

“Follow the path, and you’ll see what comes next.” said a deep and echoing voice. For 
some reason, I decided to continue to walk towards the dark and creepy path. The mysterious 
voice only made it more intriguing, but I should’ve known better. 

 As I continued walking on the path, it stayed dark and silent. A gust of wind quickly 
blew past me, sending a shiver up my spine.  

“Hello? Anyone here? Does anyone hear me?” I timidly asked. 

With those words, a little majestic creature popped out of nowhere and jumped right in front of 
me! The creature wasn’t creepy at all; it was so adorable elf with pointy ears, round eyes, and 
bright, festive garb.  

“Hey there! I’m Ruby, reporting from the North Pole!” said the mythical creature.  

“Hello.” I said in a low murmur while shivering with fear.  

“Ohhh don’t be afraid of me. I’m just an elf, see?” Ruby exclaimed. Ruby then twirled and 
POOF! We were in the middle of the icy and cold arctic.  

Before I knew it, I was with Ruby assembling toys in a workshop. We were assembling toys 
for little boys and girls. After a few hours, everything around me began to fade into darkness. 
What in the world is happening? 

 It was then that I woke up from my sleep on a beautiful holiday morning. Looking at 
the decorated tree glowing with twinkle lights, I spotted a present addressed to me peeking 
out from under the branches. The tag read: Thanks for all your help. Love, Ruby 



AA HHaanndd iinn tthhee HHoolliiddaayyss
TTiinnaa LLiinn ‘‘2222

Pencil



TThe Flight of the Rich 
Julianne Chen ‘21 

 
“We’re going to a what!?” cried Laura in 
disbelief.  

 “Calm down,” chided her mother, 
Sandra. “We are going to a ball. Relax, it 
will only be a few hours.” 

 Ten-year-old Laura pouted, “I hate 
dancing! I hate fancy dresses! And most of 
all, I hate socializing!” 

 Sandra sighed. This was her 
daughter Laura. Laura was a proud 
tomboy who hated socializing. It had 
prevented Sandra from finding a new 
husband at the events that she so loved.  

 Laura was angry. She couldn’t 
believe that her mother kept dragging her 
to these balls. She knew that her presence 
would make it extremely difficult for her 
mom to find a man. After all, Laura knew 
that she was a handful.  

 “Please, Laura!” begged her mom, 
“You’ve done this before, can’t you do it 
again?”  

 Sandra had told her this at least 
twenty times. None of the times had a man 
even given her mother his phone number. 
Laura didn’t understand why her mom 
would even try to bring her.  

 “I hate everything!” screamed 
Laura. “Including you!”  

 “Go to your room,” said Sandra. 
“Early bedtime.” 

 Laura scoffed as she slammed the 
door at her mother’s face. She huffed as 
she dragged the covers over her body and 
fell into an uneasy sleep. 

~~~~~ 

“Laura!” cried Sandra, “wake up!” 
Your father! He’s here!” squealed Sandra. 

 Laura groaned, “But he’s dead. You 
told me he died in a car accident a few 
months after I was born.”  

 “No!” she whooped. “He’s in 
Colubmizia! And he is royalty! We are 
going to our coronation!”  

 Laura had the vague feeling that 
this wasn’t how monarchies worked. Nor 
was Colubmizia a real country. 
Nevertheless, she pulled herself out of bed, 
managing to get up on the first try.  

 “Can I have some food?” Laura 
suggested instead. 



 After breakfast, the mother and 
daughter duo went to board an airplane 
that would take them to the distant country 
where they would be crowned. The 
airplane was huge and luxurious, filled with 
only the richest of the rich people.  

 “Welcome to Colubmizia 
airlines. I will escort you to 
your seats,” said the flight 
attendant. “You see, you 
must dodge all these 
poisonous thorns, then you 
have to step on very specific 
tiles to make sure you aren’t 
detonated. Here, like this, left, 
right, right, left, orange. Lastly, you 
must climb these incredibly tall 
stairs.” 

 The rich people chuckled as their 
butlers carried them through the death 
course. Laura was skeptical as she and her 
mother attempted to go through the death 
course like normal people. Her mother gave 
up halfway and requested a butler.  

 The death trap was, in all honesty, 
deadly. Laura was thrilled she was so 
athletic and exercised regularly in that 
moment.  

 The flight attendant made an 
announcement, “Now that you are all 

properly situated in your seats, we have 
given you each a handkerchief.” 

 Laura was really confused when 
she sat in her seat. Not only did she not 
know exactly where she was going or how 

long it was going to take, but 
there were absolutely no 

good movies available to 
watch in-flight! It was 
all boring adult stuff.  

 “If you drop this 
handkerchief, you will 

be immediately 
obliterated.” 

 Laura was handed a 
handkerchief. The sole reason she didn’t 
throw it out was because she didn't want to 
be obliterated into nothingness.  

 Laura couldn’t believe that she had 
forgotten her comic books at home. It was 
so unlike her, to go on a flight without any 
comic books. After what seemed like an 
eternity of sitting around and holding her 
handkerchief, Laura needed to know when 
the flight would end.  

 Laura decided that it was a good 
idea to go talk to the pilot. She got off of her 
seat, careful to make sure she held on to 
the handkerchief the whole time.  

She knew that 
dreams like that 

were supposed to 
have some sort of 

meaning… 



 Darn it, she thought. She had to go 
through the death trap in the plane. It 
started with the impossible stairs. She sat 
down at the top of the stairs with the 
handkerchief clutched tightly in her hands. 
She scooted off and landed on her feet on 
the next step. She had to continue this 
process twenty more times to get to the 
bottom of the staircase.  

Then, Laura saw the tiled floors. She 
knew that she had to get across the floor. 
The pattern that the flight attendant had 
taken was left, right, right, left, orange. She 
knew that she had to do the opposite when 
going backwards. Orange, right, left, left, 
right. Just out of curiosity, she took a 
pebble out of her hoodie pocket and threw 
it onto a tile. The tile opened up and the 
pebble fell out of the plane. 

“Well,” sighed Laura, “I guess I am 
not stepping on the wrong tile then.” 

Laura needed to do one more thing: 
go through the thorns. She sucked in her 
gut to avoid being poked. Then she crawled 
on the ground to avoid being scratched. 
Then she had to squeeze into small spots in 
order to avoid being touched by the 
poisonous thorns.  

At last, Laura had made it to the 
pilot. He was sitting in the cockpit and he 
was very focused on flying the plane.  

“Hello,” said Laura. 

“Hello there,” replied the pilot.  

“When’s the flight going to be over?” 

“In about an hour.” 

“Okay,” said Laura. “Can I have 
some pretzels?” 

The pilot handed Laura a bag of 
pretzels. Laura went through the death 
trap and back to her seat holding both her 
handkerchief and bag of pretzels. 

Laura ate her pretzels slowly. Then 
she folded the bag into origami. Then she 
stared at the ceiling. Her mom was having a 
very emotional conversation with her 
father on the phone. Laura tried to prepare 
a speech for her dad but it always boiled 
down to “Why did you leave us?” Laura 
decided it was better to just count the 
circles on the pattern of the plane’s 
carpeted aisle.  

The flight ended. It couldn’t have 
ended sooner. Laura was relieved. But alas, 
all of the other rich folks forgot about the 
handkerchief and the booby traps. Most of 
the rich folks were either obliterated, 
injured from falling off the stairs, dropped 
off an incorrect tile or poisoned from the 
thorns. Laura really couldn’t care less if it 



weren’t for her mother, who was about to 
step on an incorrect tile.  

“Noooo!” Laura cried as her mother 
was about to step on the wrong tile.  

~~~~~ 

 Laura woke up in cold sweats. 
There would be a ball today. With rich 
people. She remembered her dream. She 
knew that dreams like that were supposed 
to have some sort of meaning, but she 
couldn’t fathom what the meaning of that 
dream was.  

 Perhaps it was that rich people 
were usually idiots. Or maybe the message 
was that it was a good idea to risk your life 
for a bag of pretzels. Laura had no clue.  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sandra walked into Laura’s room.  

“I’m sorry mom,” Laura said.  

Sandra sighed, “Look, honey. I 
know this is hard for you; my quests for 
romance. I think you are old enough to 
stay with someone else while I go dance. 
And I shouldn’t drag you to these balls you 
hate. I should spend some more time with 
you instead of looking for romance.” 

Laura hugged her mother. So, this 
was the message of her dream. No matter 
how much Laura and Sandra had 
disagreed, they were still mother and 
daughter. And they still loved each other.



SStumped 
 
I’ve been writing some, 

I’m not really sure where I’m going with this. 

Or anything, as a matter of fact. 

I’ve been a bit slumped, 

Dumped, 

And most of all, stumped. 

I can feel my feelings clearly 

Yet my words explain them slurred, 

How can I explain the feeling when my gut shrinks in? 

Or when my body stiffens 

And my jaw clenches 

At first, I thought I was only stumped in this way… 

Not able to write my feelings down, 

But could it be, 

That life in fact is stumped? 

I don’t think I’m the only one 

In fact, I know I’m not 

But could there be something about this age that makes a difference? 

The only real-life experience of which I’m supposed to be living 

Is fantastically written, or finds its way into imagination. 



I am held back by it,

Dreaming and wishing,

Wasting every last breath.

How come the life I’m missing right now is the only thing I can think of?

Will writing this down in this way, clear my mind?

Is my writing capability stumped?

Or clogged?

I assure you, there is a difference.

IIrreennee BBuurrgg SSeegguurraa ‘‘2211

WWaannddeerriinngg tthhee WWoorrlldd
DDeebboorraahh JJoooo ‘‘2222

Photography



OOutcast 
 

Out and cast   
Put together makes outcast  

 
Out of the normal realm 
Thrown away by others  

 
Is it my fault? 
Am I wrong? 
I don’t fit in. 
Or is it those, 

Who don’t care to accept? 
 

Answers lie within our world 
The people we are surrounded with 

The personalities we are surrounded with 
 

All I see 
Are people 

Who are people 
 

None who wish to think 
Beyond the normal scope 
None who wish to accept 
Beyond the normal realm 

And none who wish to care 
Beyond themselves 

 
That is 

Why I can’t imagine a world  
Full of acceptance  

Full of pleasure  



Full of peace 
Without the word outcast

AAlleexx KKiimm ‘‘2211
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BBloom 
Tina Lin ‘22 

 
“April, come downstairs, I have a surprise for you!” yelled Jun. Jun was April’s mother, 

and she loved the Spring. 

 “Oooh! What is the surprise? Fast-food?” April asked excitedly. She ran downstairs and 
found her mother at the door. She was holding a shovel in one hand, and packets of seeds in 
the other. 

 “Surprise! This year, I’ve decided to start gardening. C’mon, we better get a move on 
before sunset,” said Jun.  

 “Yes! I’ve always wanted my own garden!” exclaimed April, excitedly. They went out 
the door and into the backyard. There was nothing much of their yard except soil and a few 
patches of grass here and there.  

 “I know it looks a bit bare right now, but after a few weeks, flowers should be blooming 
from every corner. All you need to do is dig a hole with the shovel, and drop in your flower 
seeds. Just don’t forget to come out here each day and water them. Plants need plenty of 
water and sunlight. Alright, let’s get gardening!” said Jun.  

 After an hour of digging and sowing, April was exhausted and sweaty, but that didn’t 
ruin her mood. Flowers were her favorite thing in the world, so it was worth it! April sat there 
patiently in front of the garden, waiting for her flowers to sprout and bloom. Ten minutes went 
by, but nothing happened. Then came thirty minutes; still, nothing happened. Finally, an hour 
had passed and April was tired of waiting for her flowers. The sun was starting to set, and she 
was very exhausted. April waited for a few more minutes, then went inside.  

 “Mom, I think something’s wrong with the seeds. It’s been more than an hour now and 
nothing has bloomed,” April said quietly. She took a seat at the dining table and put her head 
down. 

 “April, there’s nothing wrong with the seeds,” replied Jun, with a chuckle. She came 
over and sat down beside April. “Give the flowers some time, you can’t just expect everything 
to happen overnight! C’mon, let’s give the flowers a few weeks to bloom!” 

 April looked at her mother but didn’t say anything.  



  

A few weeks later… 

 It had gotten warmer, and kids started coming out of their houses to play. April on the 
other hand, had not been outside much since the day she planted her flowers. Then, Jun called 
her outside to the garden. 

 “April! Come here! It looks like your flowers are starting to bloom!” Jun called excitedly. 
April’s ears perked up and she ran outside. In the backyard, she could see little flower buds 
popping up from beneath the soil. She smiled and thought to herself, Maybe the best things in 
life really are worth waiting for.

Lush Valleys  
Haven Kim ‘222 

Acrylic Paint 



OOcean Desires 
 

The ocean remembers the olden days 
When the ocean was a mystical place 

When humans wondered what was in that open space 
 

 

The ocean remembers the olden days 
When humans felt and loved the ocean breeze 

As they were sailing across the seas 
 

 

The ocean remembers the olden days 
When it gave humans the fish they earned 

And the humans thanked the ocean, in return 
 

 

But now, the ocean is just a giant garbage can 
Filled with garbage like bottles and plastic cans 

 

 

But now, the ocean breeze has the smell of oil and trash 
Because of people who just wanted some cash 

 

 

But now, the humans are stealing from the seas 
And are ignoring the ocean’s pleas 

 

The ocean longs for the olden days. 
And I, 

I do too. 
 

Eugene Hwang ‘21
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LLiiffefe iiss CChhaannggee && TTooggeetthheerrnneessss

All the seasons change
People's lives change like seasons

Life means embrace change

Embracing change? Yes.
But life has togetherness

Life is destiny

Life has legs
When you walk, life walks with you

When you run, life runs with you

Life only runs away from you,
For death

Life runs to help newborns when you die

Life is a phoenix
Burnt to ashes at death

But reborn for the new life

Life is Change & Togetherness

AAlleexx KKiimm ‘‘2211
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PPhoebe and the Melting Snow 
Julianne Chen ‘21 

 
Phoebe had always loved the snow. 

She loved it for all of the nine years of her 
life, even when she was a baby. No one else 
understood why she loved it so much. To 
other people, snow was useless, cold and 
boring. But Phoebe disagreed. The snow 
was beautiful to her. It highlighted the 
natural beauty of the world. The world 
seemed to glow with life.  
 At least, for Phoebe.  
 Some people really hated snow. 
They hated it so much that they wanted to 
change the temperature of the world so 
that it would never snow again. It was 
called “global warming.” Phoebe hated it.  
 What would anyone have against 
snow? Phoebe thought to herself that night. 
It’s wonderful! And besides, why would 
anyone hurt the planet? What did the 
planet ever do to them? It’s our home! 
 That night, Phoebe went to bed with 
these thoughts plaguing her mind.  
 Phoebe and her mother were 
watching the morning news on the 
television. The news was devastating. 
According to the weatherman, this 
snowstorm would be the last 
snowstorm.  Not of the year. Not of the 
season, but forever. Phoebe was miserable. 
This would be the last time she would see 
her beloved snow.  

 “So, they’ve done it,” Phoebe sobbed 
to her mother. “They have finally made it 
too warm for snow. Global warming has 
prevailed and we have failed to stop it.” 
 Phoebe’s mother was an anti-snow 
person. She was one of the many people 
who hated snow and never understood 
why Phoebe loved it so much.  
 “Ugh, Phoebe,” scoffed her mother, 
“look on the bright side, you will never be 
cold again. We will never feel the chill 
again.” 
 Phoebe could practically feel the 
tears welling up in her eyes. No snow. 
Forever.  
 “Fine,” groaned Phoebe’s mom. 
“You can go outside and say goodbye to 
your precious snow.” 
 This raised Phoebe’s spirits just a 
little. She loved playing in the snow. 
However, nothing would really raise her 
spirits now that she knew that snow would 
be gone for good.  
 After her meal, Phoebe put on her 
jacket and winter gear. Not even playing in 
the snow seemed to cheer her up. She 
would have cried, but it was much too cold 
for tears. And besides, her tears would melt 
the snow.  
 Phoebe wasn’t allowed to eat 
snowflakes anymore. She had been, once 
upon a time. When she was four. It tasted 



so different. But an interesting kind of 
different. It tasted like nature, refreshing 
water, and ice pops-all at the same time. 
Now, the snow was too toxic to eat. Phoebe 
hated the government officials who never 
even tried to help the environment.  
 “Phoebe!” cried a voice. It was her 
best friend Jack. “I heard the news. We 
need to do something!” 
 “It’s too late!” protested Phoebe. 
The tears had come now. “There is nothing 
we can do anymore! The earth 
is warm and there is no 
going back.” 
 “Well,” Jack 
suggested, “maybe we 
can’t fix the environment. 
But we can hold on to 
the good things in life.” 
 “What are you suggesting, 
Jack?” Phoebe asked.  
 “Let’s stuff some snow into our 
freezers!” Jack announced. “Imagine the 
fame and fortune we would earn. Imagine 
the newspaper article! ‘Local Kids Have the 
Last Natural Snowball!’” 
 Phoebe laughed. She didn’t care 
about fame or fortune. She would just be 
happy having snow. She would tend to it to 
make sure it never became ice.  
 Jack continued, “Of course, we’d 
have to put it in your freezer. Your freezer 
is bigger. And my parents need all the 
freezer space. They love frozen food.”  
 “Let’s do it,” Phoebe said.  

 The two children started stuffing 
their pockets with snow. Jack shivered, but 
Phoebe wasn’t going to let anything stop 
her from saving the snow.  
 After about five minutes, Jack was 
almost pale with cold. He sneezed.  
 Like all moms, Jack’s mom had 
magic mom senses. She ran over to Jack.  
 “Jack!” she gasped. “I can’t believe 
you! Why would you stuff snow into your 
jacket?! Ugh, now you're going to catch a 

cold! Come on, we are going 
home!” 
 “Nooo!” Jack screamed. 
“Phoebe!! Continue the 
mission! Avenge me!!!”  

 “Jack!” his mother chided. 
“You aren’t dead. You don’t need 

any avenging.” 
 Phoebe knew that Jack’s mother 
would soon sense that she too had snow 
inside her jacket. She took off running.  
 “I shall avenge you, Jack!!” Phoebe 
screamed as she ran off.  
 Jack’s mother sighed, “Kids these 
days. Always going off to avenge their 
friends when they aren’t even dead. And 
Phoebe didn’t even come in the right 
direction! I’m right here!” 
 But Phoebe had other plans to 
avenge Jack. She wasn’t going to avenge 
Jack by prying him from his mother’s arms. 
She was going to complete the mission. 
And she needed to do it fast. The snow was 
melting, and quickly.  

She was going to 
complete the 

mission. And she 
needed to do it fast. 



 Her jacket pockets were wet and 
everything seemed to get warm. In a 
moment of panic, Phoebe grabbed the last 
snowball that she could find.  
 She hopped onto a horse-pulled 
carriage. They were called Taxi-Corns. 
Phoebe always thought that name was 
dumb, but today she was glad they existed.  
 Phoebe yelled, “Giddy up!” the 
horse and set off. She guided the horse to 
the direction of her house. The snowball 
was melting. 
 In a few more moments of panic, 
she grabbed snow off of branches. She 
grabbed as much snow as she could.  
 The horse stopped. She was home. 
She was about to open the door when she 
heard someone scream. 
 “Stop! Thief!” 
 Phoebe stopped. She could have 
sworn that she didn’t steal anything. All she 
had was her snowball.  
 “My Carriage!!!”  
 So that’s what she forgot. She forgot 
to ask permission to use the carriage and 
she forgot to pay. She couldn’t worry about 
that now. Her snowball was melting. She 
opened the door. 
 She entered her house, desperately 
running towards the freezer. It hadn’t even 
taken her five seconds to get to it, but when 
you had the last snowball in your hands, it 
felt much longer. As she tried to shove it 
into the freezer, it broke apart and fell onto 
the floor. And it melted, like all her hopes 
and dreams.  

 She knelt and wept. She had failed. 
She couldn’t believe it. The last snowball, 
gone.  
 Phoebe woke up in a cold sweat. 
She had a vague feeling that she dreamt 
about something.  
 She went to eat breakfast, but 
accidentally opened the freezer instead of 
the fridge. And she saw it. A snowball. All 
of the details of her dream had come 
rushing back to her.  
 “Mom! Why do we have a snowball 
in the freezer?” Phoebe asked.  
 “Well,” said her mother, “the local 
grocery store was selling snowballs. I 
thought you might have wanted one.” 
 Phoebe chuckled. Even through all 
of their disagreements about snow, her 
mother really did care about her.  
 After breakfast, Phoebe went to call 
Jack.  
 “Jack!” she said, “You’d never 
believe the dream I had!” 
 “I bet my dream was way weirder!” 
replied Jack. “So, you see, yesterday I read 
this book called Saved  by Jules C. Maria 
and I had this dream about being chased 
around by killer gummy bears….” 
 Phoebe tuned out. She opened her 
computer and searched up “how to help 
prevent global warming”. Phoebe decided 
that she wasn’t going to just grump around 
about global warming, but she was going to 
do everything she could to try to do 
something about it.  
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BBlind Eye 
 
Blind eye, blind eye, what do you see?  
Do you see a person, shot and killed for the color of their skin? 
And the people that are saying they deserve to be dead? 
And the news saying it’s one less mouth to be fed? 
“Nothing happened here, no siree! 
There is nothing here to see.” 
 
Blind eye, blind eye, what do you see?  
Do you see a girl walking home alone in the dark? 
Only to be kidnapped, captured or killed? 
Do you see people saying ‘she deserved it’?  
‘She should’ve been more careful’,  
‘She was asking for it’? 
“Nothing happened here, no siree! 
There is nothing here to see.” 
 
Blind eye, blind eye, what do you see? 
Do you see an elderly person? 
Peacefully taking a walk outside, 
Only for someone to walk up to them and slap them, 
 and punch them,  
and call them a virus? 
“Nothing happened here, no siree! 
There is nothing here to see.” 
 
Blind eye, blind eye, what do you see? 
Do you see a child, abandoned by their family?  



Who were unaccepting of their gender or sexuality?
Do you see them bawling their eyes out?
For the parents they thought loved them? 
“Nothing happened here, no siree!
There is nothing here to see.”

Blind eye, blind eye, open up and see!
Look at the world, hidden from us!
Look at the lives other people lead!
Do you see it? Do you?
“I see it, yes siree.”

Sighted eye, sighted eye, what do you see?
“I see people coming for us.
They say our words are lies,
They want you to agree,
That there is nothing here to see.”
Well, they must open up their blind eye,
They must learn to see. 
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UUnnddeerr tthhee SSaammee RRooooff

Is it I and only I,

That wonders this?

Is it I and only I,

That asks these questions daily?

When waking in the morning

And sleeping at night time…

Is it I and only I,

Who wonders this,

On lonely nights?

When will we know,

That we’re not alone?

Use your voice,

And shout, I AM NOT ALONE!

In this dark, broken world

I’m not alone anymore.

The world is under the same roof noww

We all live, and we die

Why is it now,

That we realize this?

Why do we now and only now,
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Realize that we are 

Cousins of cousins of brothers and sisters 

Whose father has a mother 

Whose son has a wife 

Who is the mother of your aunt 

Who has an uncle whose sister is your grandmother 

Who has a friend 

Who has a daughter 

Who has a cousin 

That’s your cousin 

So why is now and only now 

That we realize we are, 

And have always been in the same home, with the same roof? 

We must fix that roof, which is falling on the others 

Then they will surely follow and fix your roof too 

The same one you’re all under 

Realize now, 

We have always been, 

And forever will be under each other’s roofs 

  

Irene Burg Segura ‘21



FFootprints in the Snow 
Harry Li ‘22 

 
When I saw the footprints, I thought they were the neighbors’ but then noticed they 

were entering the woods, so I decided to follow them. I retrieved a knife from the kitchen 
drawer for protection and started on my journey. I marched in the woods and followed the 
footprints until they disappeared. Wondering where they went, I saw movement in one of the 
bushes. Creeping closer to the bush, I pulled out the knife.  

 Suddenly, someone jumped out of the bush and I was so startled, the knife fell swiftly 
from my hand. My friend fell over with a laughter so hard, but I was furious.       

“What do you think you are doing!?” I shouted in his face. 

“I was delivering a letter to you, but I didn’t want you to know where I lived; so I went to the 
woods first, then turned back to go home,” he said. 

“I could have killed you!” I screamed. 

“You were going to kill your best friend?” he asked. 

“No, but do not do that again,” I said to him. 

“Go back to your house and there you will find a card and a gift. I hope you like it!” he said 
while walking off. 

I picked up my knife and put it in my coat pocket. I walked home and found a letter and a 
package. How did I not see it before? The letter said: Have a Merry Christmas. Hope you are 
well and are having a good time with your family members. I brought you a gift and I hope 
that you will like it. Merry Christmas, Kevin. Tearing open the package, I came upon a silver 
flute. Kevin knew that I loved music. I called him to thank him and forgave him startling me.  

 I removed the flute from its case and played some notes. It sounded pretty bad, but I 
knew that practice would make me better. I practiced every day and soon gave him a 
recording of me playing “Jingle Bells.” He said it sounded awesome and that he will always be 
my best friend.
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AAll the World’s A Stage: A Monologue 
Julianne Chen ‘21 

 
A stage, a stage. The world is a stage. I am going on the stage. The stage is my world. 

The world is looking at me. Watching. Staring. Listening.  

 I’m scared. I’m scared of the stage. I’m scared of the world. The world is scary. No! 
Stop! Don’t look at me! Stop staring! Don’t listen.  

 They keep staring at me. They won’t stop looking at me. I can imagine they want to 
boo at me. They probably want me off the stage. Off the world. Out of the world. Out of their 
life. They probably want me gone.  

 The stage is bad. The audience is bad. The world is bad. I am bad. Everything is bad.  

 I want to run. I want to hide. I want to run. Run. Run. Run. I cannot be here. Not 
anymore.  

 Silence. Quiet. Nothing. They must hate me. They all hate me.  

 I want to cry. Run. Scream. Disappear. No one cares about me. That’s okay. I don’t 
care about me either.  

 I am about to run. Run off the stage. Run off the world. Run away from the stage, 
world, myself. Run. Run. Run.  

 I hear something. Someone. My friends. My family. People.  

 “You can do it.” 

 It’s just a whisper but it is enough.  

 I take a deep breath. I don’t need to be scared. I don’t need to run. I don’t need to 
hide. I don’t need to be silent. The world is a stage. The audience is waiting for me.  

 I speak.  



PPixies 
Lauren Tse ‘21 

 
Her eyes slowly open to a myriad of 

brilliant colors, multi-colored light dancing 
before her eyes like diamonds reflecting 
their prism-like surfaces. Sounds that she 
should hear fall below her register, only 
leaving a quiet, muted hum.  

On the contrary, everything else 
comes at her with a sensory burst, jumping 
out at her with their sparkly wonder. She 
can feel the tickling sensation of grass 
beneath her bare feet and the pull of 
gravity weighing her down to earth. A 
gentle breeze warms her skin and the sun 
sends streams of light across a never-
ending ocean of vibrant blooms. 

In a trance, she stands, mindful not 
to trod upon the blossoms that lay beyond 
the small grassy spot she previously laid 
upon. Immediately, her attention fixates to 
immaculate, glistening tones of shell-pink 
and cerulean blue: small, clustered petals 
that form delicate, perfect florals. 
Everything is colored in a rainbow array; 
lilies, peonies and tulips stretch as far as 
her eyes can see. Bliss bubbles in her chest, 
and a thrilled grin spreads like wildfire 
across her face as she looks upon this 
fantasy world. She starts gently extracting 
one of each flower in order to make a 
bouquet, taking wide, dancing steps as the 
flowers lean back and patches of grass 
flatten to accommodate her naked toes. 

Petunias... 
Marigold... 
Violets... 

She spots exotic flowers she can’t 
even recognize, unfamiliarly shaped buds 
that fan out in odd ways. She sees radiant 
blue-purples, the loveliest shades of 
goldenrod yellow, and strangely-shaped 
patterns on blooms that smell just as 
exquisite as the brilliance of their petals.  

The girl reaches out to add a small 
luminescent flower with verdant leaves to 
her collection, when a glimpse of something 
reminiscent of a dragonfly catches her 
attention. Her arm whips back in 
apprehension, and she moves a couple 
steps away, hugging her flowers to herself.  

The thing she sees is not an insect. 
It has iridescent wings that almost look like 
a butterfly’s in shape, beating about a 
million times a second, a tiny body, and 
intelligent eyes. 

Childish delight gleams in her eyes, 
and she thinks: Pixie! Her mother reads 
about them in her storybooks all the time, 
although this creature is a far cry from the 
elves in flower dresses and magic wands. 

“Are you real?” she breathes 
curiously, finger held out to try and tap the 
pixie on the head. 

The pixie doesn’t answer, flitting 
away from her with what she thinks might 



have been a smile and towards a larger 
group of the luminescent flowers--and 
suddenly, she can see them all at once, 
their opalescent dragonfly wings brushing 
against her arms and chittering soundlessly 
into her ear. Facets of color again appear in 
her line of sight in tones of bright, gleaming 
turquoises and rubies. 

They weave her 
flower-crowns as wind 
ruffles her messy hair 
and accompany her 
as she continues 
journeying the flower 
field, spending time 
with her for what feels like 
hours on end as she adds new 
flowers to her bouquet. The whole time, she 
is beaming from the beauty of the 
wildflowers and the company of the pixies, 
warmth sinking through her skin like the 
comfort of a fluffy blanket. 
 There is nothing extremely evident 
to alert her that she is being awakened 
from her paradise. It is slow, almost 
unrecognizable. It starts with the slow, 
fogging up of certain scenes, the flowers’ 
lovely radiance dimming with each passing 
second. Next is this incessant feeling of 
grounded; a spark of awareness to her 
surroundings. It only really occurs to her 
when she can hear again: the soft pitter-
patter of Momma’s slippers from the room 
over, the clinking sounds of cleaning pots, 
the trickle of water filling the coffee pot. 

 Her vision blurs, only to have her 
Garden of Eden disappear with each 
fleeting moment. When her eyes readjust, 
she can only leap to her feet and race for 
Momma, words bubbling from her lips as 
she describes with a giddy grin the vivid 
things she’s seen in her world. 
 “Well, you’ve been blessed with the 

gift of imagination,” her 
mother teases, eyes 
creasing with 
affection. “If only I 
could remember 

my dreams like you 
do, Poppy.” 

 Poppy grins, tongue poking 
from her teeth. “I’m going to be a florist, 
just like you one day, Momma! I’m going to 
grow beautiful flowers!” 
 Her mother smiles again, leading 
her daughter towards the window, past 
their greenhouse--brimming with seeds 
and slowly-growing buds, accommodated 
and nurtured with growing conditions to 
protect them from the wet, cool, April air. 
 “I’ll be counting on you then, 
sweetheart.” 

~~~~~ 
 She awakens to the sound of rain, 
her head rested on the pane of cool glass. 
Small water droplets dot the outside of her 
window, gathering into small pools before 
streaming down. 
 An overhead light flickers outside, 
illuminating the wildly swinging wooden 
blue sign from downstairs, hinges flying 



about as the wind and water knock it 
around. The lamp just beside the bay-
window she’s resting on blinks on after she 
flicks the switch, hugging her pajama clad 
shins to herself. A yawn escapes Poppy’s 
mouth as her eyes survey her mother’s 
flower shop--no, her flower shop. A tiny 
smile adorns her face, and she hums to 
herself, glancing outside the window. 
 It is late April, where the last of the 
rainstorms are passing through to prepare 
for May, and all the new orders for fresh 
blooms will start pouring into her little shop. 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“Don’t forget to water the roses!” 
sings a little voice in her head, echoing the 
instructions of her mother from years past. 
A small glass vase sits on her dining table, 
yellow roses radiating warmth and 
happiness. 
 Reverting her attention back to the 
outside world as the wind dances 
throughout the dim streets, Poppy closes 
her eyes, still smiling, and listens to the 
enchanting whispers of pixies singing of 
sunshine and the promise of spring. 
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SSpring Anticipation 
Rachel Liao ‘22 

 
“It was one of those March days when the sun shines hot and the winds blow cold; when it is 

summer in the light, and winter in the shade.” - Charles Dickens 

Spring is a wonderful season to welcome all nature into our world, when all citizens and 

farmers can grow crops and plants. During this season, children look forward to picking 

flowers from the ground and drop the petals one by one, while the parents take pictures of the 

most unique of trees: the cherry blossom. However, it has not come time for Spring to begin 

yet. In fact, I have been anticipating its arrival. When the birds will come out of their nests, 

and the flowers will bloom. I took a break from reading one afternoon and looked out the 

window, realizing that the snow had begun to melt, leaving puddles on the ground. Spring’s 

almost here! I thought in excitement. I was so happy that, grinning ear to ear, I ran outside.  

The trees were still bare, and the green grass was still beneath the thawing ground. Something 

caught my eye-a small daisy with paper thin petals. But something didn’t look right. Why 

would a flower bud be leaning to its side? I took a closer look. At first, I thought my eyes were 

deceiving me, but it was true. The only bud to be seen that was about to bloom had been 

smashed by the footsteps of people. I plucked it from the ground and carefully cupped it in my 

hands, holding the promise of Spring. 
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“It was one of those March days when the sun shines hot and the winds blow cold; when it is 

summer in the light, and winter in the shade.” - Charles Dickens 

Spring is a wonderful season to welcome all nature into our world, when all citizens and 

farmers can grow crops and plants. During this season, children look forward to picking 

flowers from the ground and drop the petals one by one, while the parents take pictures of the 

most unique of trees: the cherry blossom. However, it has not come time for Spring to begin 

yet. In fact, I have been anticipating its arrival. When the birds will come out of their nests, 

and the flowers will bloom. I took a break from reading one afternoon and looked out the 

window, realizing that the snow had begun to melt, leaving puddles on the ground. Spring’s 

almost here! I thought in excitement. I was so happy that, grinning ear to ear, I ran outside.  

The trees were still bare, and the green grass was still beneath the thawing ground. Something 

caught my eye-a small daisy with paper thin petals. But something didn’t look right. Why 

would a flower bud be leaning to its side? I took a closer look. At first, I thought my eyes were 

deceiving me, but it was true. The only bud to be seen that was about to bloom had been 

smashed by the footsteps of people. I plucked it from the ground and carefully cupped it in my 

hands, holding the promise of Spring. 
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MMemory of First Snow 
Abigail Y. Lee ‘21 

 
No two snowflakes are the same. 

Her pink cheeks seemed to glow in the 
midst of the clean, white snow that 
enveloped the dirt ground beneath her feet. 

From her peripheral vision she spotted the 
small object making its way down the wind 
that moved it along. For a girl like her, it 
wasn't unreasonable to expect her to go 
chasing after the snowflakes, attempting to 
catch one and see for herself. 

Which she did. Precisely, for the next 
twenty-two minutes. 

And as much as the snowflakes melted in 
her vivid red-knit mittens, she kept chasing 
after them. She kept chasing after them, in 
futility. 

Until she bumped against something a tad 
bit taller than she was. 

In her innocence, she let out a squeak as 
she plopped to the ground. Who put that 
there? 

She looked up from her position on the 
ground, and there stood a boy. Having felt a 
small bump against his back, he turned 
around.  

He looked as though he was in high school.  

Apart from the plaid cashmere scarf 
wrapped loosely around his neck, his attire 
could hardly be considered warm enough 
for the freezing temperatures in which the 
flurry thrived. A knit V-neck sweater vest 
overlapping a long-sleeved white shirt, over 
gray sweatpants. But a handsome face. 
One a naive seven-year old girl (such as 
our protagonist), would love. 

“Sorry, little girl. Are you alright?” His deep 
voice warmed up her whole body, 
practically frozen from playing in the snow 
for so long. And his smile. She had never 
seen anything like it. 

He cleared his throat quietly, snapping her 
out of a momentary daze. She suddenly 
noticed his hand stretched out towards her. 
Wait, towards her! Squealing, she gladly 
took his bare hand with her snow-covered, 
frozen mittens. A warm smile drew on his 
face as he looked down at the girl. 

Then, a voice caused both heads to turn. 
The girl’s eyes met with another’s, young 
but demure, who was approaching with 
fast steps. Greeting the boy with a hug, she 
smiled at the little girl. 

“Hello, little girl~” in a lovely tone. 



Maybe if this new acquaintance was ugly, 
our little girl wouldn’t have cried.

The couple looked at one another, 
perplexed expressions drawn on their faces
as the little girl ran away to her
grandfather, sitting on a park bench and 
reading a book.

“Let’s go home.” She said quickly, tugging
on his coat sleeve, tears staining.

“Why? What’s the matter?” The only thing 
she seemed to be capable of doing was to 
keep tugging his sleeve. She sniffled as he
picked her up and turned her to face him

“What happened, princess?” She just shook 
her head, turning back to look at the high-
school couple, whose backs faced her as 
they left the park. Her lip quivered, partially 
because of the cold, but mainly at the sight 
of their intertwined fingers that seemed to
fit perfectly together.

This was the beginning, and end, of our
little girl’s first love.

She turned to her grandfather and huffed, 
but could not conceal her sadness as she
muttered the inconvenient truth.

“Snowflakes melt fast.”
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JJust How It Is 
 

You are five years old. 

How many of you question when the teacher asked for strong boys to carry the chairs? 

No one. 

Because that’s just how it is. 

 

You are six years old. 

Who questions why girls play with princesses and boys play with cars? 

No one. 

Because that’s just how it is. 

 

You are seven years old. 

Who questions the phrase “Boys are mean to the girl they like”? 

No one. 

Because that’s just how it is. 

 

You are eight years old. 

Does anyone question the classic Disney ending with the prince and princess living happily 
ever after? 

No. No one does. 

Because that’s just how it is. 

 



You are nine years old. 

Do you question why all of the characters of your favorite cartoons are white? 

No. Of course you don’t. 

Because that’s just how it is. 

 

You are twelve years old. 

Do you question why girls have to wear makeup? 

Do you question why it’s okay for men to call out to girls and women on the street? 

Do you question why a black person can get shot for the same crime a white person would 
only get fined for? 

Do you question why your peers bully another child for being openly gay? 

Do you question any of this? 

Yes. This time you do. 

And people respond with “Because that’s just how it is.” 

 

You are thirteen years old. 

You don’t understand. 

You question things. 

Why are women said to be inferior? 

Why are black people wrongly prosecuted against? 

Why is it unnatural to be gay? 

It’s not right. It can’t be just how it is. 



You are fourteen years old. 

You still haven’t gotten a good answer. 

You are going to do something about this. 

You are going to fight for equality. 

Because this can’t just be how it is. 

This has to change. 

JJulianne Chen ‘21

Who I Am  
Jelane Allimadi ‘222 
Mixed Media 



CColophon – Part 2 

 

Alex Kim ‘21 
Microsoft Office Suite, Microsoft Paint, and Microsoft Photoshop were programs used by 
the art and literary staffs. When final texts are accepted, our literary editors were 
responsible for copying and forwarding these pieces to the art staff as well as typing and 
proofreading these works before the publication was sent to the printer. The art staff 
created pieces to complement our literary works; and the art/layout editors were 
responsible to organize the entire magazine. 
 
All spread designs were created by the art/layout editors. We are also very proud that this 
year’s magazine was completed, even while we were learning virtually in our homes.  Our 
advisers met with our Intermedia students consistently so that we could all create a 
magazine that we would be proud of. 
 
Our school is comprised of 343 seventh graders, 315 eighth graders, 45 full time teachers, 2 
part time teachers, 2 secretarial staff members, 2 guidance counselors, 3 full time Child 
Study Team members, 1 school nurse, 1 media specialist, 9 paraprofessionals/student aides, 
and 3 full time custodians. 
 
The editors, staff, and advisers would like to thank the Fort Lee School District, faculty and 
staff, parents, and friends. These people continually provide us with their unconditional 
support. Thank you also to Mrs. Gina Ruesga, our Interim Principal, Mr. Stephen 
Dominguez, our Assistant Principal, and the Fort Lee Board of Education for their 
encouragement and support of this publication. 
 
The publication is distributed to members of the Board of Education, Superintendent of 
Schools, and Middle School Faculty and Staff. Students who are published in the magazine 
who wish to obtain a copy may do so at the end of the school year. There is no fee charged 
to obtain a copy of the book. Art and literary excerpts from the publication are also made 
available through the Fort Lee Board of Education website.  
 
Last but not least, the editors and staff wish to extend their thanks to everyone who 
submitted their work for our 49th Intermedia  publication.



PPandemic  
SSydney Bisono ‘211 
Digital Art 



Mrs. Anderson, Ms. Yoon, and Mrs. Cevasco wish 
to thank the staff and editors of IIntermedia 2020-
2021  for their patience, perseverance, and diligence 
throughout this hectic, creative process. We lived 
through our scariest nightmares, and you kept us 
enchanted with your optimistic dreams on the journey 
we call Intermedia. You have showcased hidden 
talents in your artwork, and your writing has left us in 
awe. The emotions expressed in your art and literary 
work are palpable, and we hope your family, friends, 
and the community enjoy this magazine as much as 
we enjoyed working with each and every one of you. 

 Congratulations to our graduating 8th grade 
class! May you find happiness along your paths in life, 
wherever they may take you. When you find that life 
becomes difficult, think back to your middle school 
days and find the strength to go forward. Best of luck 
to you always! 
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