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This is a film that perfectly captures
the summer of innocence before high
school. In the film, you form a special
- connection with the characters, and go
t'hrough the Iiteral journey With, them.
The way that this film is so simple but
carries a complex story is unique and
makes the film so much more engaging to
- the audience. It is hard to give this |
film a specific genre, which is the
beauty of the film. The film has elements
of comedy, thrill, and everything else
that makes a great coming of age story. |
think that everyone should watch this
-~ film at least once in their lives.

Review byi Amy S.



Artwork by Keira Santoso
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By Billy Park
d’here must be somethindg iimalgo mles, ttohimakse we
tay in a burning house; ther® =mtuay bHer somet

n t hiMgnt'ag, Fahrenheit 451, Ray Bradbury

Il n a world where books are burned and humans
fireman named Mont a¢ uque sntgi @rod itctye PAdo K i r st

his job; he goes to houses containing books
meets a peculyearl degiemlt eemamed Cl ari sse and a
stayed in her burning house rmwdalhi zbeoso ktish,athe s
there is so mucthamoil® 6arleiefne . I recommend

fans of dystopian novelosranofpedel! &l wiee amjdc
Gi vRkRead this book to find out more (and don'

Illustration by Tony Stella from https://www. br|ghtwalldarkroom com/2018/07/02/burn the- ashes/



“Not all those who
wander are lost.” -
J.R.R. Tolkien
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Oqtcast Boy

| watched the ovtcast boy
out of the corer of my eye
as my friends praﬂzled on

Seshwlalr;nﬁ ostentatiously
oblivious

the ouvtcast bm/ had no nante
buk these appoiated to him
in the cruel mocKeries

of countless vile voices

hateful
the ou&ﬁ Iooy li“‘ecl his heaol

his eyes met wine
| caw Hmmuf)h his Facade
| saw 8 tormenked Wid

desperate
My Sranclmo‘cher died lask year

When | was twelve she {D!ol me
there is always more

than meeks the eye
IooK closer

| sat next to the outcast boy

a Sinsie footFall was the lovdest
noise | had ever heard

i the silent hall full of lost people
astonished
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| never Eound out
in the gubse'zueﬂt Vears
What my oukcast |00\/ ha& clore

to warrent his exile

an accident?

Perhaps he wore the lurn-',S c\o(:.res
said the wrong Hnr\j

uPSel qu wrms Fe"ﬁm

it doesn’t matter

sbandoned

in 5 way | wade myself

an outeast, too, but | have no reﬁgeks
| 3ainec1 more than | lost hecavee
there was very littie to loge

a revelation

My 5randmother Wag rasnt

H\eﬂe 1S alwm,s more
to \ife
{han ‘/00 V’i'ow

So readh out
and find it

bAO2tS bSAfasSy



LttdzaGNY a2y

0é



