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Mission Statement

The mission of this magazine is to create an online publication that showcases the talents
of the students of Hammonton High School. Students have an outlet for creative expression
as they may submit written and visual works for publication. A1l students are encouraged
to electronically submit work such as prose, poetry, essays, photos, paintings, and
sketches. Twice a year, a team of dedicated students acts as an editorial board that chooses
and edits their peer’s submissions. By creating this magazine, students have the

opportunity to share their creativity with their community.
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Pretender
Ama Benjamin

What once was 1ight has turned to darkness
What once had substance seems so heartless
The only healing there is, is through way of pain
The disruption of peace of mind, is the only method of keeping sane
Though residue of joy still exists
The misery and grief still persists
To fight this feeling would only result in surrender
Therefore I put on a smile and pose as a pretender
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The Lake

Chiara Donio

He reached down and stuck his hand into the
burlap sack slouched against his lawn chair
perched on the deck, feeling around for his
binoculars. The flashlight, the hand lens, the
little bottle of ibuprofen he keeps for his
headaches’l aha! The binoculars.

He readjusted his chair on the deck, then
himself on the chair. He looked into his binoculars
out into the lake in which the deck 1laid atop of. On
the other side were children and their mother
returning from a long day of kayaking. Come on
chickens, he imagined she would say, let’s get you
dressed and back inside.

He took the binoculars off, feeling slightly
guilty that he had just watched them. The mother
talked in his own mother’s voice, and used his own
mother’s nicknames. He thought about a time he saw
his mother.

In this moment he wasn’t thirty but twelve. It
was an autumn day like today where the air was
crisp and the sky looked happy.

He and his brothers were outside playing one
of their made up games. It was tag, essentially, but
with rules and stipulations that made the game so
complex he would win every time just by simply
knowing the rules.

“Ohhh ¢’mon Jack” his younger brother Keith
whined, “How are we supposed to remember all this
crap?”

“These are the rules and they make it more
fun. Isn’t it more fun when you know exactly what to
do?” He responded.

“No its not!” Joey, the youngest of the boys
interjected, “I hate rules! They’re dumb and so are
youl!”

Joey ran crying back into the house. “See
what ya did?” Keith said, “Mom is gonna be pissed” He
ran back after his 1ittle brother into the house.

Jack was alone now. He walked down his
backyard to the deck on the lake, dragging a lawn
chair from the shed. He moved the lawn chair to the
center of the deck, and plopped himself down.

A few geese were swimming in front of him,
loudly quacking and squawking.

“Can you shut up?” Jack said, angrily.

One goose looked at him, and then flew away.
The rest followed.

Jack’s eyes welled up, and he started crying.
Why am I crying right now, he said to himself, I feel

like a baby. Or like a stupid girl. I shouldn’t be
crying!

But that only made him cry more. The sun
began to set and Jack didn’t notice.

After what seemed like an eternity, he felt
the touch of a warm hand rest on his shoulder.

“What’s the matter chickie?” His mother’s
sweet, calming voice cut him out of his stupor. She
crouched down next to the lawn chair and hugged
her son.

But what was actually the matter? Jack’s
crying stopped and he stared silently into the lake
while his mother embraced him. A few moments passed
and he still said nothing.

She released him from her embrace and looked
at him right in the face.

“Jack, this is hard. This is really hard. I
work all day while you boys go to school. Then I
come home and make you all dinner. Then I have to
clean everything. Then I have to put you chickens to
bed. I don’t know where your father is during all of
this but I can bet you he’s at a bar. Oh somewhere at a
bar drinking all of his problems away’l You know
this.”

Jack was stiff and cold.

She sighed. Her eyes became glassy, “I know
we have this nice house on the lake and I know
everything seems okay but I know it’s not and I know
that the younger two don’t realize but you realize,
Jack, you're so smart, you're smarter than I was,
you’re smarter than I am, don’t do what I did, don’t
marry young, don’t get a girl pregnant young, don’t
do anything bad and please follow the rules because
I just want you to be okay and not have to live
through this!” Tears rolled down her face. And she
hugged him again.

He was frozen in his chair. He stuck the
binoculars back into the sack. He felt his phone
vibrating in his pocket, and remembered he had a
conference call to make in exactly a half of an hour.
He began to sit up and collect himself and his
things, took an ibuprofen, and checked his phone. He
received a text from his boss, John, great work on
that statistical report you put together. You were
right- the company is growing exponentially it
seems ©

John dragged the lawn chair back into the
shed of his late mother’s home, and left.
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Beyond Capable

Neil Massaro

A1l of you inspire me

and maybe that’s not what this speech is supposed to be

but what I see is different from what you see

Cause when I 1look into this crowd I see a dying generation

I see the sweet adolescence of today with a lack of reconciliation
and It’s not only in this room it spreads across the whole nation
it’s 1like a war amongst the human creation

And I can’t bear to walk another day

in this world that’s headed the wrong way.

every single night I pray and I pray

That for once people will listen to what I have to say

Cause You see I'm not asking for fame and I don’t want your money
I’'m just trying to spread a message to people that feel crummy
and you can laugh all you want but to me it’s not funny

Our world is so dark it’s no longer sunny.

I’'m so sick and tired of it

every corner I turn and everywhere I look

each person is like an unwritten book

Because we are so worried about what other people think

and when we try to be ourselves our ego just shrinks

so we alter ourselves to reflect the norms of society

all we do is value propriety

and our sweet lives have become nothing more than dubiety.
People just struggle with depression and anxiety.

And maybe you're sitting there thinking, psh what does he know.
But you see I've dealt with depression and I've dealt with self-harm
I can’t even count the scars on my arm.

But please, don’t be alarmed.

I was just another high school kid running from my problems just 1like everyone else.
So Please don’t think I value myself

cause I'm a nobody

I’m just flesh and bone headed to my grave

and on my way I had encounter with grace

so that this day’s faults and failures takes the guilt of yesterday’s far away as I stand on stage
and preach and pray

and beg people like you to listen to what I have to say

Cause change is possible and it can start today.

And maybe my inspirations don’t make much sense

But Sense is what I'm trying to make of why we tell are kids they were born on accident
Jjust a by—-product of evolution big bang imagine it

and so that kid goes home and lays on his mattress

wondering what’s the point in living if I’'m here on accident?

And you wonder why I stand up here so passionate

cause listen to me you are far from an accident

you were created by a creator who cared to carefully craft you into the creation only he can
contrive

And that’s truth, it’s no lie

you are here for a reason

and so am L.



But that’s not all

because we would rather debate gay marriage like what’s right and what’s fair
are tattoos wrong? Really bro who cares

get out of your chairs

there’s a dying world right outside your stained glass windows

depressed people, poor people, addicts, and widows.

Yet we would rather sit on the couch and scroll through twitter
But I'm not going to be a quitter

and trust me I won't jitter

I’d rather die than live see you act like you’re just a piece of litter
Because your self-worth is so much more than people make it seem
and that’s why I carry such a dream

That each one of us gets a boost of self-esteem

Al11 of you inspire me

because I see opportunity

to be who you want to be

and overcome all of the negativity.

Perhaps everyone can live beyond what they are capable of.
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The Room
Robert Brothman

The 1light coming in from the windows of my bedroom were an exceptional grey. The gloom of
it all- the blandness of my room, the pale 1light coming from an undeniably depressing sky, and
the hand I’'ve been so mockingly given. I suppose a person’s room being a reflection of themselves
is not so far off. My white walls made grey by the receding darkness, my one window that let in
little 1light, my grey rug and black sheets and comforter—- my room was awful bland, and so was my
life. I am wont to hope and dream, but their fruition is a farce. To think I could amount to
anything is an utter farce. But, I still seem to dream those ridiculous dreams, and the more I do
the more pain it causes me. I want a 1ife of adventure— I wouldn’t mind sailing the seven seas and
treasure hunting, I would love to be a knight fighting for honor and glory, or be a king, or a
hero, or a leader, or even just liked- but those ring hopeless. Hopelessness is all I feel lately.
But, I think I might of always felt this way. How could I not when all hope seems to fall to just
the suffocating air of this place I spend the brunt of my time. My very home, a pitiful wasteland.

I’ve given up trying something as fruitless and pathetic as cheering myself up. My world
has only taught me that cheer is the disguised cry of denial and unripe despair. There is no love
in this room. There is no hope. I just 1lie awake every night, screaming and crying out for my
liberation. Hoping just one person would hear. My hands shake at just the thought. The 1light at
the end of the tunnel keeps getting smaller and I ask— no I demand- to know when this damned
sick game will end. Then I realize my eyes were just shut for a while, and then I open them. But
only the visuals change. The room isn’t a room. The prison behind my eyes is a state of mind. A
state of mind I'm learning to conquer. And I hope with all my heart others will too. Thought is
the most dangerous thing to such vulnerable creatures as human beings. And most dangerous is
the thought of not being able to win against those thoughts. But, I assure you, you are stronger.
This is for those suffering of depression. Those who don’t know that there is a way out of the
TOOM.

But, first, you must let others in.
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What Society Expects

Jaden Fairbanks

Growing up we are expected to do what society puts out there. We are expected to know what
we want to do for the rest of our lives and know who we truly are by the age of sixteen. Society
tells us that we can't be pretty without makeup and if you are skinny your life will fall right
into place. When will people realize that body positivity is not by encouraging obesity it's
about allowing people for once in there life to accept their body without being ashamed or
guilty. Society has made you feel like a prisoner in your own body. If you aren't under a size
five you are considered “fat.” Society comes at young girls the most.

If a young girl makes a mistake with a guy, she is labeled with the word “easy”. If a guy
gets a girl to himself, he is “the man.” In magazines, they don't show you the stretch marks and
split ends that the whole world can see. They show you what they want you to look like. You aren't
pretty enough if you don't get over hundred likes on a picture. You can't solve your problems
from what you see on your phone screen.

Society expects us to get straight A’s and get the best job out there. Our opinions don't
matter in this world anymore, we are crazy to fall for someone who will never fall for us back
because we are brainwashed into thinking only perfect people can be happy and fall in love. We
are expected to just man up, move on, and fake a smile when we get heartbroken.

The more time goes by the move we forget what it feels like to have passion, excitement, and
desires. You only get one shot at life, yet we spend so much of it picking ourselves apart trying
to be perfect and please everyone. We 1ive in an age where there is so much opportunity yet we
take advantage of it. We need to take risk because you never know the outcome. The problem is
with that is that we are scared to deal with the hate we receive.

Twenty four hours in a day and we spend half of that staring at a phone screen; we get
sucked into the negative comments on social media and then we rethink everything we do. We as
people are expected to be perfect and to do everything right. Society has made such a bad impact
on so many people that we forget who we are.

You are beautiful and that is what's beautiful.
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A Letter That Can't Be Sent

Anonymous

Everyone hates you. Some people don't care about you. But for some reason I can't stop
thinking about you. Every time I look in the mirror, at a guy, or at one of my friends you just
always seem to pop in my head. You make me hate myself, you make me hate others, but I mostly hate
you. I think about you every day and every night. I ask myself why can’t everyone just get along
and not hate you? I've always wondered why with you comes such an image everyone is compared to.
I see tweets about you that don't stop my mind from thinking about you.

You make me angry. You make me sad. You make me everything but happy. You make me look at
myself in depth making me hate my body. I just gotta ask why? Why are you so important to me? Why
do people either hate you or don't care about you? Why is it that you're always on my mind? Why is
it that every time I think about you I cry? You have ruined my life. I'm not happy. You make me
wear this mask in public that makes me out to be someone so happy and positive but I come home to
be someone so sad and sappy. But I hope you're happy.

You may be my enemy, but to everyone else you're just known as society.
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