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MEET THE
EDITORS

ALEXANDRA SCHNEIDER - EDITOR IN CHIEF

Hello! I am a senior and this is my third year as leader of the Literary Magazine. Our club
was unable to create a publication until this year, so we are all very excited to display our
talents with the school. It has been my goal to create a collaborative environment for
writers at SHS. I have been a passionate writer all my life; I am hoping to pursue it in some
form in my future. I am elated that we have a publication, and I am proud of the team that
works with me. I thoroughly enjoy editing their work--it makes me a better writer. I am
also thankful for Ms. Monte for her hard work and mentorship, and I am thankful for Mrs.
Conlin for her support and efforts in making this magazine possible. Also, a huge shout
out to Mr. Jurkiewicz for creating our home on the Growl site! I cannot wait to see the

legacy we leave with this magazine. Enjoy, and thank you all for reading!

GRACE DOUGHERTY - CO-EDITOR

Hi! I'm Grace. This is my second year in the Literary Magazine. I love writing because it is a
great way to create a piece of art. Writing as a format provokes thought, and thatis some-
thing I have always valued. I would like to go wherever writing takes me in the future.

Please enjoy our work!

MS. DEIDRE MONTE - ADVISER

Hello, Everyone! My name is Ms. Monte and this is my first year acting as the adviser of
the Sonder Literary Magazine. Like the students included in our work, I too am passionate
about writing. Reading student work and providing feedback is such a wonderful
experience because it is rare that I see poetry and short stories in my regular classes. The
pieces here are so interesting and truly inspire critical thinking about life. I hope that you

enjoy the work of your fellow peers and learn alot about them!. Thanks for visiting!



ASHLEY ELLIS

Hey, Readers! I'm in 9th grade and enjoy
writing about seasons and nature through short
stories and poems. In this edition, you'll read
two of my attempts and capturing the essence of
Fall. Beyond writing, I enjoy film, photography,
and traveling which influence my work. I hope

you enjoy it!

DREAMS

Hi! I am Dreams, a sophomore at Springfield
High School. Natively, I am from Egypt and
speak Arabic. I am also fluent in English and
am working towards achieving the same in the
Spanish language. My art consists of realistic
sketches, quotes written in typography, poetry
and accompanying illustrations. I aspire to
publish a novel and composite of poetry of my
own one day. I also yearn to pursue a career in
the medical field, biology, or forensics. I truly
hope that you enjoy reading my work and
viewing my perspective on the many matters

and whims I discuss.

MEET THE
WRITERS

ANNABEL LEE

Hello! I am a 10th grader who enjoys writing
short stories and poems that make readers
think. Some interesting facts about me are that
I can read three books in a month and enjoy
dancing, watching informational YouTube
videos, and participating in Girl Scouts. I am

excited to share my work with you!

ANDREW LIM

My name is Andrew Lim and I am in 9th grade.
I like to write short stories that are mostly
about dystopian or strange environments that
either put my characters at risk or instill fear.
The reason I enjoy writing is because I like to
explore my thoughts and how I think people
might react to different situations.



LAURA

Hi, I'm Laura. I like writing, playing alto
saxophone, singing, and being a Girl Scout. 'm
now in tenth grade and have been writing fiction
pieces since middle school. Recently, I've gravitat-
ed towards short, thythmic poems. As a writer, I
believe, “It is ordinary to love the beautiful, but it is
beautiful to love the ordinary”- Anonymous.

ALEXA MIHAITA

Hello! I am a sophomore and have been writing
ever since I was in 5th grade. I typically use pictures
or videos as prompts for inspiration. Although I've
written for the school newspaper throughout
middle school and portions of high school, this is
the first time I've ever published my narrative

works. My love for art expands to music, as [ am

also a violinist, a pianist, and an avid music listener.

I’'m excited to share my work!

MEET THE
WRITERS

CLOUDY

Hello readers! My name is Cloudy. I am a 9th
grader that loves to write. I enjoy writing
poems and short stories about any topic
imaginable. I have an interest in writing, but,
other than that, I also like drawing. As a hobby,
I like to play sports, fish, sketch, and write. I

hope you enjoy reading what I wrote for you!

CARLYNE MCGURK

Hello, Readers! I'm Carlyne McGurk, a fellow
writer for the Sonder Literary Magazine. Here’s
some things to know about me: If you can’t
already tell, I love to write. In fact, I'm in the
process of writing a book, which is entirely
made up of poetry. Another thing I love is
photography. I like taking pictures of things
that may not be traditionally beautiful and
crafting them to highlight their wonderful
essence. Believe it or not, the cover for Sonder
Literary Magazine is one of my pictures! I hope

you stop by and visit us again!



Things Forgotten by Annabel Lee

The rest of English passes in silence. Even after the class ends, the students
are loath to talk. Some of the students anyway. Dahlia seems especially quiet, but
that might just be me imagining things.

At lunch, I find a surprising number of kids at my lunch table, including the
entirety of my English class. In fact, there’s a full-fledged crowd to push through.
A couple of them are sitting down, including Dahlia, but they’ve left me a seat.
Guess they want to make sure the guest of honour has a place to sit.

“Did you mean what you said in English today?”” Dahlia asks before I can
even set my lunch box on the table. “I’ve been thinking about it all day.”

“I can tell!” someone shouts from the crowd. “I managed to go a full half
hour without hearing your voice!” I guess [ wasn’t imagining her withdrawal af-
ter all.

“Anyway,” Dahlia calls above the laughter, “I think I may experience the
same thing. Amnesia. And from the turnout at your lunch table, I’'m guessing
we’re not the only ones.”

The hollars around the table confirm the theory. I look around in amaze-
ment. Every single face 1 see seems exactly as I feel: confused, excited, and, most
of all, relieved. You never know how heavy a secret is until it is lifted off of your
shoulders. I wonder how long this has been going on. I think my first time hap-
pened when I was in sixth grade. I’m about to ask when Dahlia beats me to the
punch.

“I think we need to collect some data. Everyone right your name, your
grade, your section, and how long you think you’ve been experiencing the amne-
sia. [ know this won’t be exact—I am asking you to remember when you forgot,
after all, but please try to be accurate.”

And so the data-collecting commences. After ten minutes, we have a list of
over fifty names long. There’s at least one student from each grade, but that’s
where the diversity stops. The start dates are all within a year of each other, and,
even more eerily, every single student is from Section E.

“What does it mean?”” someone shouts from the crowd, saying exactly what
I’m thinking.

“It means,” says Dahlia, “that it’s no coincidence that we all experience this,
and, more importantly, it means that Mrs. Shuster had a good reason to silence us
in English today.”



The kids seem a little skeptical. Some are starting to walk away when I
say, “But it makes complete sense!” They all stay put. “I mean, why else
would we all be in Section E? For that matter, it seems like Section E may
only have people like us. How could that be coincidental? And why would
Mprs. Shuster shut down that conversation so quickly?”

“Yeah, but what are we going to do about it?”” says someone.

“Don’t worry about it. I have a plan,” says Dahlia, “and I know exactly
who is going to execute it in English tomorrow.” From the looks around me,
I’m guessing she means me.

Before English the next day, I go up to Dahlia. “Are you sure this is a
good idea?” I ask her.

“Of course it is! We know what’s up, so now we have to do something
about it!”

“I know, but what is this going to accomplish? All that will happen is
I’1l be sent to Mr. Lam’s office and get a detention. How’s that supposed to
help anything?”

“You’re missing the most important part. You’ll be in Mr. Lam’s office.
There'’s surely some information about this conspiracy in there. Hell, if you re
lucky, you may even be able to get answers from Mr. Lam himself.”

“Fine. But why do I have to...” At that moment, Mrs. Shuster calls the
class to attention.

“Good morning students! Does anyone have anything they’d like to
share after analyzing yesterday’s conversation.”

I swallow hard as I stand up. “Yes, [ do,” I say. “Yesterday I revealed
that I, on occasion, forget significant periods of time. After an enlightening
conversation at lunch yesterday, I discovered-"

“Stop! You aren’t allowed to talk about that!” yells Mrs. Shuster.

“I discovered that many, if not all, of the students in Section E also ex-
perience these episodes of amnesia. Not only-"

“If you say one more word, I am sending you to Mr. Lam’s office

“Not only does this seem to solely affect students in Section E, it seems
that we all started having amnesia at around the same time. We want to-"

“Out! Now!”

“We want to know what is happening to rob us of our memories!” I call
as I leave the room.
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TO BE CONTINUED
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The blue of the console is gently illuminating the soft curve of
her,nose and creating the shadow of her eye lashes that is cast ele-
over her eyelids. The smiling corner of her lips casts a shad-
‘0w, too; this one'lies’on her chin, sharpening her jaw. Her hair is al-
. most black in the blue light,\and-it_grails down over her shoulder
= andonto her chest. The ambient yellow light from the surrounding
(S N hlghway casts the other half of her round face in it’s glow. Under
- t‘h%s"llght her lips are pink pooled with gold. The plane of her

‘ cheek glltters, and her eyelashes appear to be scattered with silver
dew. In this light, her hair shines with streaks of smooth orange,
~and the rest is colored a deep auburn that catches the light in ever
varying ways as we drive. My eyes struggle between her and the
road stretched out in front of me. The road only completely wins
my focus when she parts her still smiling lips, and softly murmurs,
her voice tinged with amusement,

“Eyes on the road, sweetheart.”
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Neptune and the Mermaid by Alexa Mihaita

I let myself open my eyes as the memory fades away, grounding myself back in
the reality of the wave forming in front of me. In such a moment, in the midst of the
vast shore, it’s difficult to focus on the feeling of the breeze against my skin and the
sand in between my toes. Instead, I can’t help but think of the way it felt when his fin-
gertips ghosted against my forearms as he pulled me into a warm and protective em-
brace, my head resting against his chest where I could hear his steady heartbeat.

Above me, the sun is covered by imposing clouds once again, and the feeling of
his fingertips on my skin is replaced by the nip of the cold breeze.

The wave is not far from me now, threatening to topple as it continues growing
taller. Suddenly, with a resounding crash, the wave capsizes against the shoreline, and a
rush of water speeds past my ankles. The wet sand softens beneath my feet, causing me
to momentarily lose my balance.

I shiver.

For the first time during the blissful year 1’d spent with him, I was afraid.

We rested on my leather couch together, his arm loosely draped around my shoul-
der as I laid my head in the crook of his neck, his free-hand closely intertwined with
mine. I forced my body to imitate relaxation, and with the reassurance of his protective
arm, it wasn t quite so difficult to pretend. Closing my eyes, I attempted to lower my
quickening heartbeat.

My thoughts ran rampant all the same.

Longing for any distraction, my eyes flicked about the room, eventually landing
on the piece of the ocean we’d drawn for our art class only months ago. It was covered
by the sheer glass and surrounded by a wooden frame, a blue ribbon rewarded for our
first place win hung from Neptune's glowing trident. I let my eyes ride the motion of the
wave, from its dark blue base all the way to the sea king s crown, and then I focused my
attention on the begging mermaid, suddenly sympathizing with her fear.

I gulped loudly.

“You're tense, ” he murmured softly, worry lacing his tone, “are you okay?” He
massaged my hand gently, attempting to calm me down. I appreciated the gesture, but it
did nothing to slow my heart rate.

“Yes.” I lied, not wanting to breach the topic, as it would ve surely disrupted the
reassurance his presence was giving me.

If I'd expressed my worry, we would 've fought.

He didn t take the bait, raising his eyebrow skeptically and tightening his grip
around my shoulders.

“Please, let me know what's wrong. You know I’'m always here for you.’
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His fingers ran down my hand, stopping at the silver ring and letting his pointer finger
circle it slowly. He'd gifted me the ring only a month ago, a reminder of the promise we’d
made mutually. At the time, I cried with joy when he gave it to me. Now, tears welled up in my
eyes for a different reason. No matter how much I wished to avoid the conversation, I could
never bring myself to lie to him.

I was going to break the promise.

“You know that agreement we made,” I began shakily, “where we said that after we
graduate, we’ll go to University of the Arts together?”

“Of course. Then we’ll get our majors in painting and drawing, and we’ll live in our
own little place with a studio all to ourselves.” He responded with a soft smile, reciting the
plan we’d created together.

He was the one to suggest the plan in the first place one month ago, and at the time, I'd
been more than eager to follow.

It was funny, the way life decided to change in as little as thirty days.

I prolonged the silence for as long as I could, but that look in his eyes, the look that
wanted so badly for me to express my troubles, was too much to bare.

“I got accepted into California Institute of the Arts.” I breathed out quickly, almost to
the point where he couldn t understand me, but when his face darkened slightly, I knew he’d
gotten every word.

“What?”

1'd never seen him look at me with such an expression, and my pulse dared to quicken
even more as his features began to suggest anger as opposed to the warm smile [ was used to.

“Ever since I was little,” I rushed to explain, stopping him from saying anything, “I’d
dreamed of going to college at California Institute of the Arts, just like my mother and father
did-"

“We made a promise,” he interrupted, his voice low.

“But when I applied in the beginning of the year,” I continued, beginning to ramble as
I panicked, “I never thought I'd make it, and then [ met you and you were passionate about
art too, so I thought that maybe settling down and going to a more local school was a better
plan-"

“This isn t just about the school. This is supposed to be about us.” His voice grew
louder with every word, to the point where [ was compelled to cover my ears.

“And then I got a large envelope from an address in California, and I was so happy
that I began to cry before I even opened it-"

“You made a promise!”” His voice finally rose to a yell, shocking me into silence, my
explanation falling flat. He stood up hastily, walking away from me and over to the piece
hanging on the wall. Grabbing it off the wall, he looked down at the wave, at Neptune's
crown, at the mermaid with the silky black hair.

When 1'd painted the mermaid what seemed like forever ago, I never thought I'd sym-
pathize with her expression of fear, but there Daniel stood, our painting tightly clenched in his

fists.

If it was even possible, my heart raced more.

To be continued...
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The Journey Home by Dan (Guest Writer)

The day,was almost upon us. Throughout this trip, I’m beginning to
forgettwhat home even looked like. My crew and I had been on this ship for
now; itthas become the only place we knew. The planet Mars was a
cold’irelentlessiwasteland that we were glad to get off of. Mars looked like a
iball{ofifirejand/it,was no home. My name is Captain Davis, at least that’s
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Let Go by Carlyne McGurk
Bare feet hit the cold wg.o’den ﬂoor,
through

creaking under heraw,
she hurried from roomitojroom.

A sparring amount/ofywhitellight spilled
the windows,
The wind blew the stalned cream curtains

causing them to hoyer inithe air,
looking like a ghostly figureli
ing{thoughts®
0
i

A sharp breath’
A sharp breath. "
She started to s1ng, _
gentle tears rushedto her eyes,
hair fell into her. eyes

creating a curtain.

Notes spilling offiher tongue
and poured into the air.
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It was just woman and son,
frozen in time,

clutching onto each other for life.
She held his head in her hands
tracing his face.

She leaned in and whispered
three small words,

eight letters

three syllables.

“I love you”

Then she let go.
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