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A Typical Sunday Morning
by: Victoria Schulmeister ‘18

 My mom pours herself probably her third cup of coffee that day and discusses her hectic 
Sunday morning to me. She did all the laundry, took the paper recycling to a disposal area, gro-
cery shopped at Mariano’s and Costco, and made it to to the 9am mass.
 She grabs the duster and vacuum and goes to town, killing all the dust bunnies, their kids, 
and future generations of the little guys. Eventually, she decides the house is clear of any and all 
types of germs in this world, and sits down. Just as she gets comfortable, we hear the ding of the 
dryer, signaling the clothes are dry and ready to be folded. My mom gets the vibe I’m not moving 
from my imprinted seat on the couch and shuffles downstairs to get the laundry. 
 My mom decides to hide herself in her office. This is where, for the past 14 years, she has 
written screenplays. As of now, she has finished a touching screenplay called “Hello, Beautiful”, 
drafted her second titled “Healed”, and started the process of working on her third. I swear you’ll 
see her walking the red carpet and accepting an Oscar for best movie sometime in the next ten 
years.
Today, she is in her office, with evidence of her hard work displayed across the walls: a Bachelor’s 
Degree, a new MBA degree, and her multiple honor society certificates she had earned. My mom 
wants to spend the rest of the afternoon down in the office writing, then rewriting, til it’s perfect.
 But, her peace is disturbed. My sister and I bombard her with last minute homework ques-
tions. So she teaches herself in about 10 minutes how to solve a derivative for my AP Calculus 
class. And she memorizes the periodic table to help my sister prepare for a quiz.
At some point during the tutoring session, she shifts to life advice. She tells us about my dad: how 
they’ve known each other since kindergarten, went to their eighth grade dance together, but didn’t 
date till after high school. She talks about how she knew that sometimes you have to be patient 
for good to happen to you. And she reminds us how, even if we don’t agree with the advice she 
gives us, it still ends up being the right advice because, well, mom is always right. 

“Mother’s Love” by: Summer Lawrence ‘20
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As my mom cleans the kitchen that night after dinner, I think about how I’ve been so ungrateful of 
everything she has done for me and my family. Forced thank yous, rolled eyes, and the countless 
arguments never made my mom lose sight of her focus: to make sure my sister and I live a life 
filled great memories and respect for our responsibilities. The amount of strength it takes for some-
one to continue to have the will to go on without receiving appreciation makes me even more proud 
of her. Even though she may not believe sometimes that her ungrateful, spoiled, brats for daugh-
ters don’t love her, she’s dead wrong. I mean, she even helped me pick out my outfits for every 
formal occasion I go to and what to order at restaurants because my mom knows exactly what I 
want to eat when I don’t. I look up to her, whether it being her drive for success or her passion for 
writing, she is a huge role model in my life. I’m so proud of everything she has been able to accom-
plish in her personal life and in our family. But, after each time she helped me, I still can’t believe I 
never said thank you or expressed my gratitude even though she deserves these words and more. 
Looking at the woman that I hope to grow up to be, I say,  “Thank you mom.”
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I believe in Beauty
by: Bridget Covarrubias ‘20

	 How	do	you	define	beauty?	Is	it	place?	Is	
it	a	person?	Is	it	your	art?	Is	it	the	way	your	mom	
laughs?	Is	it	the	way	you	feel	for	the	ones	you	
deeply	care	for?	Is	beauty	defined	on	our	skin	
color?		Does	beauty	mean	having	perfectly	blue	
sphered	eyes?	Does	beauty	mean	having	a	petite	
waist	and	perfectly	placed	curves?	Does	beauty	
mean	having	pompous	muscles	that	intimate	our	
foes?	Is	beauty	only	applicable	to	certain	things?	
	 I	believe	in	beauty.	I	believe	that	beauty	is	
an	intangible	concept	that	cannot	be	determined	
solely	on	physical	aspects.	I	believe	that	beauty	
seeps	and	sinks	into	every	crack	in	the	universe.	
Beauty	is	always	found	within	something,	any-
thing,	and	everything.	Beauty	embraces	and	
captivates	our	everyday	lives.	Beauty	comes	in	
all	forms,	sizes,	and	shapes.	But	today,	I	will	tell	
you	of	the	beauty	who	changed	a	life.	The	beauty	
who	saved	a	life.	This	Beauty	has	fists	like	boul-
ders	covered	in	ruby	red	flowers	that	shape	and	
mold	our	constant	thoughts	and	actions.	This	
Beauty	creeps	in	every	strand	of	rigid	hair,	every	
unique	iris,	and	every	pure	soul.	This	Beauty	is	
a	tall	figure	that	holds	the	most	truthful	smile	and	
the	most	harmonic	voice.	A	voice	that	leaves	
your	skin	rattling	with	protruding	goosebumps	.	A	
voice	that	leaves	your	mouth	hanging	wide	open	
in	inevitable	awe.	A	voice	that	leaves	the	ears	
begging	for	one	more	wave	of	beautiful	vibrations	
to	caress	its	eardrums.	A	voice	that	seems	to	
leave	behind	a	lingering	aroma	of	roses	and	lilies	
on	the	tip	of	your		button	nose.	A	tender	gaze	of	
mischief	and	certainty	.	A	shrine	has	been	built	
in	which	Beauty	has	enthroned	itself	to	prevail	
against	all	standards.This	beauty	is	filled	to	brim	
with	a	thick	and	strong	passion	for	helping	those	
who	don’t	believe	to	see	where	the	real	beauty	
lies.	This	Beauty	ripped	the	growing	flowers	in	
their	heart	to	give	to	someone	else	just	so	they	
could	see	them	smile.This	beauty	fights.	This	
beauty	strives.	This	beauty	leads.
	 I	knew	someone	who	was	skeptical	of		
beauty.	Mary	was	twelve	when	she	made	beauty	
a	stranger.

Mary	was	twelve	when	she	let	Anorexia	and	Bulimia	
wrap	their	arms	around	her	shoulder	like	an	old	friend	
would.	Then	they	opened	up	their	jaws	and	swallowed	
her	whole.	When	Mary	relentlessly	stepped	on	scales,	
she	knew	she	was	no	longer	aware	of	the	beauty	she	
had.	When	Mary	wished	to	see	her	sharp,slender,	
and	hollow	bones,	she	knew	she	was	lost.	She	be-
came	addicted	to	the	thought	of	her	body	resembling	
an	emaciated	woman.	Her	teeth	began	to	rot	from	
the	damaged	enamel	from	chronic	forced	vomiting.	
Her	shoulder	blades	began	to	resemble	bony	wings	
trying	to	slice	through	her	own	spine.	Her	under	eyes	
began	to	collide	purple	and	onyx	to	form	a	watercolor	
whirlpool	from	sleep	deprivation.	Her	lips	began	to	
slowly	wither	and	crack	as	the	vital	nutrients	fled	from	
her	frail	body.	Her	eating	disorder	began	to	be	like	an	
ulcer,	centered	somehow	in	the	stomach,	it	consumed	
her	from	the	inside	out.	She	confused	beauty	with	a	
drab	standard	that	her	mind	created.

The Wynwood Art District #1 by: 
Daniel	Gutierrez	‘20
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Her	mind	scrambled	and	mixed	up	what	was	a	
reflection	of	a	mirror	with	the	pure	beauty	that	
her	heart	beheld.	She	would	drown	herself	in	this	
deep	ocean	of	hatred	towards	herself.	Everytime	
she	restricted,	she	pushed	herself	further	and	
further	away	from		Beauty’s	grasp.	I	would	look	
at	her	and	see	the	pain	that	had	consumed	her.	
I	would	look	at	her	and	feel	the	way	she	drained	
every	last	bit	of	food	in	her	body.	I	would	look	at	
her	and	smell	the	stench	of	vomit	and	anguish.	
And	just	when	I	thought	all	hope	had	perished,	
she	saw	the	light.	She	saw	an	opportunity.	She	
saw	Beauty.	Beauty	had	become	a	shield	.	Beau-
ty	began	to	wipe	her	blood	stained	tears	and	heal	
her	skin	deep	battle	wounds.	It	was	as	if	Beauty	
caressed	her	life	and	well	being	.	Beauty	took	her	
gaunt	body	in	the	palm	of	their	hand	and	gave	
her	warmth.	All	the	cold	and	frozen	memories	in	
her	life	began	to	melt	as	Mary	saw	the	beauty	in	
her	life.	Mary	realized	that	beauty	is	more	than	an	
attractive	physique.
	 Beauty	is	not	a	number	on	a	scale.	Beau-
ty	is	not	a	size	on	a	clothes	tag.	Beauty	is	not	
silk	straight	hair.	Beauty	is	not	being	white,	or	
black	,	or	tan	,	or	brown.	Beauty	is	not	the	shad-
ow	muscles	form	under	a	shirt.	Beauty	is	not	a	
perfectly	shaved	face.	Beauty	is	not	snow	white	
teeth.	Beauty	is	not	a	sharp	jawline.	Beauty	is	not	
having	six	pack	abs.	Beauty	is		a	baby’s	jovial	
laugh.	Beauty	is	the	way	a	puppy’s	nose	twitches	
at	the	scent	of	bacon.	Beauty	is	the	elated	look	
in	a	mother’s	eyes	the	day	her	child	was	born.	
Beauty	is	the	way	christmas	time	smells.	Beau-
ty	is	the	way	the	mind	travels	when	reading	a	
good	book.	Beauty	is	how	a	person	looks	at	their	
partner	when	,	according	to	them,	is	their	worst.	
Beauty	is	the	way	a	confident	smile	looks	back	at	
you		in	a	mirror.	Beauty	is	the	way	a	70	year	old	
husband	still	takes	flowers	to	his	wife	every	single	
day.	Beauty	is	the	way	America	made	history	
when	legalizing	gay	marriage.	Beauty	is	having	
blue,green,hazel,gray,	or	any	other	color,	eyes.	
Beauty	is	a	small,	big,	skinny,	curvy,	scrawny,	
muscular,	or	any	other	body.		Being	beautiful	can	
mean	being	attractive	but	it	also	means	so	much	
more	.	One	is	more	than	they	way	you	present	
yourself	on	the	exterior.	It	can	be	words,	actions	,	
and	even	the	intentions	that	one	bleeds.	So	what	
is	beauty?	It’s	everything.
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Frozen bloom
by:  Roxanna Brozek ‘18

Chicago Layers
by: Marta Chuchman 
‘18
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Silence 
by: Kristy Foley ‘18 

In my room,
Complete silence.

I stare at the wall with a cross
That says “RIP SEAN FO”

With a picture frame of a poem about god next to it
Big enough to take up a good

Amount of the wall.
I stare feeling lost,

Scared,
Hopeless,
And hurt.

I feel complete numbness without you. 

At school
I yell deep down

Help,
Help,
Help. 

I walk around these halls empty
And hopeless

But, 
I go to a teacher or dean and yell

“I NEED MY BROTHER”
As I scream I feel my heart

Slowly tear apart. 
I continue to scream

“I NEED MY BROTHER”

You ask why I yell but,
I don’t even know myself.

I feel angry,
Sad,

Anxious,
And hurt all in one. 

I never understand why they attack me
But it happens and I have to deal with it.

It hurts deeply but god only gives his hardest 
battles 

To his strongest soldiers.

I start crying,
shaking,
Yelling.

You can say i’m a little crazy but
I feel so hopeless.

I just want someone to understand my pain.
I just wanna be helped.

I just want my brother back. 

Outside of school
Everyone stares,
Everyone talks,

Everyone judges.
No one understand the pain and the hurt I hide 

inside.
I’m trapped inside my mind

People really see my pain when 
I fight or flip out.

That demon look takes over my face.
I turn red

I black out
I’m a monster.

It’s all my demons. 
People look at me 

And don’t even recognize me. 

I wonder if you would still recognize me..
I wonder if you would still understand me.

I wonder if you would still try to talk me down.
I remember you always making sure I had a 

smile on me face.
But now I have no smile.
I feel lost and hopeless.

I’ve gotten worse from when you last saw me.
Remember how I was after grandpa passed?

Can you imagine after you passed? 
I still hope to see you one day again

But will you even recognize what I have be-
come?Photograph by: Marta Chuchman ‘18 6



The Swing
By: Ariana Herrera ‘18  

I have a series of good days and bad days. I like the good days way better than the rotten 
ones, but sometimes, I get confused and don’t know what I’m feeling. 
On a regular good day, there are lots of kids. Young ones, older ones, and sometimes even 
wrinkly ones. The sun gleams, the birds sing, and the children’s laughs and smiles make me 
glad to be what I am. When they sit upon me with such excitement, I urge myself extend high-
er just for them. I’m not sure what makes me so attractive, but with my green body and linked 
arms, I can go to the stars.
 On my bad days, it’s raining and cold. The wind blows the strong smell of water my way and 
the droplets douse me in moisture. The harsh breeze constantly sways me back and forth 
and I get dizzy sometimes. No one visits me on these days. There are no kids, no old people, 
no sunshine, not even a bird. It makes me sad and lonely. I prefer the bright sunny days with 
laughing and playing. But I attempt to enjoy the rain on my body anyway since it gives me a 
nice clean wash. 
 Today was different. School had begun again causing the park to be mostly empty. I 
remembered the lawnmower from the morning cutting the long uncontrollable grass into sym-
metrical blades. A red kite had flown overhead with a woosh and the school bell rang from 
around the corner. I heard the rustling of leaves from my friend, Tree, beside me. Only a few 
kids rested on me today, so it was a rather secluded day. I was absorbed in my thoughts until 
someone abruptly sat on me.
 I noticed she was an older girl but not a wrinkly one. It didn’t look like a bad day so I was 
confused when I felt the rain on my body. But it wasn’t raining. It was as bright as the hot sun. 
The salty, wet water were tears, and they were coming from the girl. I’ve only seen people cry 
twice and it was when a small boy had fallen and scraped his knee and when another had 
fallen from me. But this was strange. Then, with a push from her feet, I went into the clouds. 
The girl clutched my arms as if I were her lifeline and I was determined to see her smile since 
I had hardly seen one all day. I focused in on the sound of the birds chirping and the faint 
smell of flowers. Then after a few beats, I heard a small chuckle, then saw a huge smile form-
ing on her face. I instantly began to cheer up. After her wonderful laughter began to subside 
and after my swings began to lower, she stopped. She took a deep breath, stared for a few 
seconds at Tree, got up and started to walk away. But right before she left from my sight, she 
turned, and I could see her tears had dried and her smile had stayed on her face. Then she 
turned the corner. 
Today was a good day.
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Winter Woods
by: Marta Chuchman ‘18
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I cant be a better 
man than him

by: Joseph Sanchez ‘18
My dad always took my brothers and me 
to Six Flags. We’d stay out all day and all 
night until the park was closed. As we went 
on whatever ride we wanted, the sky turned 
from blue to black and we felt that it was 
more exciting to be at the park during the 
night. Dad always tells me that he wants me 
to be better than him, make better choices, 
follow my dreams, hook opportunities when 
I get the chance and more. However, he’s 
wrong...because there’s no way I can be a 
better man than my own father. 
I can’t be a better man than him, though, 
because I haven’t made the amount of sacri-
fices he has for not only me, but for my broth-
ers as well. He’s a motivational figure for me 
because he’s a hard worker, helps others 
who need it the most, is a great person to 
hang out with and cares about others more 
than himself. He sacrificed his weekends to 
get more money by working late or a day ex-
tra instead of taking time off with us. You may 
say that we’re spoiled, but truth be told, we’re 
not! Sure, we may not be poor, but we’re 
not rich either because we have to work for 
the things we need or want. My dad devotes 
his time to do anything for us when it comes 
to money for our doctor’s/dentist’s appoint-
ments, vacation, accessories and clothes. He 
even gives us advice as most parents would 
do when it comes to money, relationships, 
sex and other things from experience. His 
sacrifices have allowed me to make friends 
and put into practice what he demonstrates 
everyday. For instance, my family and I were 
at my aunt’s house with some other family 
members. My brothers, along with my aunt’s 

My brothers, along with my aunt’s kids, 
went to play basketball in the backyard 
when my mom noticed that another 
cousin of ours was sitting in the liv-
ing room. She called out to me to give 
an effort of getting him to come with 
us.  “You want to join us?” I asked. “I 
sprained my ankle during my soccer 
game!” he said. Unlike most people who 
would give up on the first try, I made 
sure he came out with us, which he 
did after I said, “You should come out 
anyway; you don’t have to play but you 
could watch at least.”  My cousin was 
glad that he came out and we all had a 
lot of fun.
I know that my dad wants me to be bet-
ter than him as he gives us a better life 
to live. He didn’t make sacrifices only 
because he needed to; he did it be-
cause he wanted to give us the things 
that he didn’t have when he was our 
age. I want to make sure his sacrifices 
are worthwhile by having a career that I 
love which can provide for my own fami-
ly, as well as my father someday. 

LOVE  by: Roxanna Brozek ‘18
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The Wynwood Art District #2 
by: Daniel Gutierrez ‘20
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The Wawelski 
Dragon

by: Isabella Pisanko ‘18

The most popular of the Polish 
legends, “The Wawel Dragon” is 
a story about an evil dragon that 
terrorized the city of Krakow. The 
king issues a reward for the prin-

cess’ hand in marriage if anyone is 
successful in defeating the beast. 
A peasant comes up with a plan to 
season a flock of sheep with lots of 
salt of pepper to make the dragon 

thirsty so it would drink a lake near-
by. The plan is successful and the 
dragon explodes from drinking too 

much water.

Rusalka
by: Isabella Pisanko ‘18

“Rusalka” is another well-known legend 
with unique and various origins. The most 
popular interpretation is that a “Rusalka” is 
created if a woman suffers a violent death by 
water and heartbreak. These beautiful mer-
maid-like creatures dwell in lakes, rivers, and 
streams where they seek to seduce and kill 
victims that engage with them. 
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Ocean Blues
by: Alexis Garren ‘20

Part 1 :
I stare at the ocean, finally out.

I stare at it hoping for a drought,
But high tide rolls in taking me back,

And every wave is a new attack.
They draw me in with their enchanting song.

They try to drown me, but I am strong.
They scream, they yell, they shout, 

They fill my mind to the brim with doubt. 
They say “You’re not good enough, just die!”

And “Nobody wants you, why try?”
But I don’t listen, I swim to the top.

I know I can’t quit, I know I can’t stop.
My feet touch the sand, I’m safe for now.

And I’m not really sure how
I ever let the ocean pull be back in, 

But now that it’s behind me a new life can 
begin.

Part 2 :
The ocean wasn’t behind me,

How could I ever think it to be?
And as punishment for my mistake,

I pray myself my life to take.
At this point I’m drowning,

Doing so much more than frowning.
I tell myself that I won’t make it,

It’s getting much too hard to fake it.
The only thought in my head,

“How much longer till I’m dead?”
I finally succumb to the waves.
I’ll be the girl that no one saves.
I’m drowning now in sweet relief,

Hoping there will be no grief. 
I know I’m wrong, I know there will,

But oh, isn’t death such a thrill?
I’m much too gone, it’s much too late,
I’ve accepted early death as my fate.

See my hand? It’s full of pills
Medicine that I pray kills.

I gulp them down one by one,
Never having felt such fun. 

And by the time that I am found,
I will have already drowned.

Easy Breezy by: Summer Lawrence ‘20
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Abstract by Elizzabeth Perez ‘18
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Miles Ink Portrait
by: Cielo Acevedo ‘21
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VHS Tapes
by: Isabella Pisanko ‘18

Pressing the ‘On’ button, I heard the familiar crackle of electricity racing from the wall socket and 
snaking its way into the thick TV. My tiny, five year-old hands fiddled with the worn, cardboard packaging of a 
film I’ve watched hundreds of times over. I shoved the cartridge into the rectangular opening. The mechanical 
whirring signaled what I could only hope to be the beginning. Impatiently, I watched the static on the screen 
as ‘Video 1’ displayed itself prominently against the sizzling background. The smiling faces of Tweety Bird and 
Bugs Bunny were illuminated on the screen before me, but I sighed with discontent. How could the visages of 
Tweety Bird and Bugs Bunny possibly upset a child? 

I sat in front of the screen with my thumb firmly pressed into the REWIND button, watching as the story 
spoiled itself for me. As I quickly grew bored of sitting and waiting for my film to rewind, I wished that there 
was something that would gratify me more quickly.

Today I carry a machine capable of giving me a world’s worth of information within my pocket. I watch 
the spinning wheel on the screen as the next episode on Netflix buffered itself to life. The traumatized faces of 
Sam and Dean Winchester are illuminated on the screen before me, but I sigh with discontent. How could the 
visages of the CW’s most attractive actors possibly upset a teenager? 

I scrubbed the video backwards, waiting for the loading wheel to finally roll itself to completion, wishing 
there was something that could give me the instant gratification I want. Yet, still I’m not satisfied. 

I’ve grown up in the boom of ‘smart’-phones, ‘smart’-watches, ‘smart’-tvs and ‘smart’- refrigerators. 
Constantly bombarded by the newest of features, the brightest of colors and smartest of devices, I always feel 
a certain type of nostalgia for the VHS tapes collecting dust in my home. 

It’s not the instant gratification I need. It’s the feeling of calm, the cheerful recollection of those simpler 
times. I found comfort in the rough cardboard boxes, the sound the machine would make as it accepted the 
chunky block of media, and the echo of the static within me once the film began to roll. 

I find myself returning to the cabinet in my living room that housed years of my childhood watching, 
listening and feeling the crisp edges of VHS tapes, the smell of the dusty memories. Nothing beats the sight of 
the trailing stars that encircled the Paramount Pictures mountain top as the warbled crescendo of the movie’s 
music plays over a dimming landscape. The whirring of the machine’s gears fills the empty dialogue of the 
movie, comforting the solo nostalgist watching. An occasional grey line would pass up the screen, a rainbow 
of pixels following suite to remind me what this piece of media is made of. Jumps between scenes show the 
tape’s wear and tear, much like half-cut newspapers clipped to recipe boards or taped on the lids of men’s tool 
boxes alongside portraits of their children. 

Next to my VHS tapes is a Tweety Bird and Bugs Bunny Scrapbook that houses years of my child-
hood. I flip through the pages, wishing there was something that could take me back to those simpler times. 
But, with empty pages at my thumbs, I know there are greater, brighter things ahead and memories to fill 
them. 

Photograph by: Marta Chuchman ‘18
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Overload 
By Rene Sarabia 18

You’ve got me switching lanes on the way home,
I’ve been tripping about some things I can’t change,
The way you’ve been acting is strange and I feel so out of 
range
Are you still there?
I’ve been falling and sprawling, still asking myself 
Are you alone?
Feel the love
Feel my love
Why you leaving love ?
I need your love 
No, I want your love 
But, nevermind I’ll just bottle it up

Thoughts in my head
The things you said
The text messages I read 
Another memory fades away 
I won’t forget the things you said 
Up, up, and away
In my head

I never knew you didn’t do love 
I shouldn’t let you get to me, but you do
Build me up, just to break me down
You know what you did to me 
Love?
Love?
No, you never did love

I believe in new beginnings
I want to be taken out of raw emotion 
But still, I feel the same 
How long must I be waiting here
Drowning in my own despair
Leave me alone 
Leave me alone 
I’m fading out till I disappear

You can’t stop it now
I’m in Overload tonight

Grasp On Reality
By Roxanna Brozek ‘18
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One in a Million
by: Summer Lawrence ‘20

Pig Man
by: Joseph Gussie ‘21
You house proud town house

Never shunned upon blaming one and all
With crooked pictures hung high

While cracks in his wall circle far and wide

Still small young and old are pushed upon
The broken steel fields.

For a reason we can not understand
But still no one takes a stand.

With his twisted smile reaching tall 
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The Wynwood Art District #3 by: Daniel Gutierrez ‘20
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Eagles Quill 

Staff

Jamie O’Toole ‘18 - Editor n’ Cheif
Jamie, co-editor of this magazine and a writing 
tutor in her spare time, is passionate about journalism, and 
is delighted to carry on her education at Triton College next 
year. She will then transfer to a four year university where 
she will finish her degree and work towards following her 
dreams.

 Isabella Pisanko ‘18 - Editor n’ Cheif
At Leyden, Isabella is involved with ACCESS, National 
Honors Society, Art Honors Society, Spanish Honors So-
ciety, History Club, Polska Club, and tutors middle school 
level reading and writing. In her spare time, she enjoys 
writing, binge-watching tv shows, and creating graphic art. 
In the coming fall, she will attend Loyola University Chica-
go with a major in Biochemistry on a pre-medical track.

Riley Deahl ‘19 - Copy Editor
Riley is part of the Class of 2019 here at Leyden. She is 
involved in Key Club, Book Club, Band, NHS, FHS, and is 
an ACCESS mentor. In her free time, Riley enjoys reading 
fanasty novels, listening to showtunes, and theorizing over 
tv shows and movies. This is her second year in Eagle’s 
Quill and she is looking forward to the year to come. 
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Jyllyan Mueller ‘20 - Copy Editor
At East Leyden High School, Jyllyan Mueller is apart of the 
Leyden Thespians, Academic Team, History Club, OCG, 
Think Tank, Book Club, and a Editor of the Eagle’s Quill. In 
their free time they create characters, listen to music, and 
watch a lot of anime. They have been an Eagle’s Quill mem-
ber since freshman year and plans on continuing to be one 
in later years.
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Honorable Mentions: 
Paulina Lozada-Cortez

Founders Note

Editors Notes
First and foremost we would like to thank Mrs. Coon for her patience, support, and 
dedication in this creative endeavor. This magazine has been an absolute pleasure 
to create and has made our last year together memorable. 
We would also like to thank our team of students, both new and returning, for all their 
hardwork and creativity into putting this magazine together. As well as the students 
who’ve submitted because without them, this magazine would not be in your hands. 
Even though we are moving onto incredible adventures in the future, we are pleased 
present a labor of love and creativity that we hope can inspire you the same way it 
did us. 
Many thanks, 
Isabella Pisanko and Jamie O’Toole Class of 2018

Wiktoria Przetacznik ‘21 - Copy Editor
This was Wiktoria’s first year in the Eagle’s Quill and she en-
joyed the communication and creative feedback from the other 
editors. She also helped with editing and choosing works for 
the magazine



Mrs. Coon

A Farewell 
Note:

These past 3 years with Eagle’s Quill have been inspiring, engaging, and educational. 
I’ve been inspired by the hundreds of entries of artwork, photography, prose, and poet-
ry we’ve received, I’ve been engaged by the fervent discussions and genuine passion 
shared between our staff members, and I’ve learned the ins and outs of In Design 
thanks to our two year Editor-In-Chief: Isabella Pisanko.
 I was intrigued when, our now three year member, Michael Barajas came to me and 
asked if I would sponsor this club he wanted in which students could publish their writ-
ing and artwork. When I addressed this interest with my department head, John Rossi, 
he encouraged me that this club could be the “new Prize Write.” It wasn’t long until 
Eagle’s Quill was formed and our staff was ready to improve on a magazine they nev-
er had the privilege to experience. And, thanks to time and technology, the “new Prize 
Write” finally can share student work in color (it’s the small things) and digitally, 
allowing more opportunities to celebrate student creativity.
Developing the reputation, style, and caliber of a literary magazine happens with time. 
I am so proud of our staff for the success they’ve had in this regard in our three years 
together.  It is my hope that Eagle’s Quill, under its new direction, will continue to allow 
students to share their writing and artwork with each other, our staff, and our school 
board. I’d like to thank our Co-Editor-In-Chief’s Isabella Pisanko and Jamie O’Toole 
for your dedication and leadership, our social media director Riley Deahl for your witty 
updates, and the rest of our staff for your contributions. 

With #Leydenpride, 

Mrs. Coon 
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