
Serendipity 
(n.) finding something beautiful 

without looking for it 
 



 

Serendipity Needs YOU! 

Attention writers and artists!  Those who 

want work submitted into this magazine can 

do so by giving it to Miss Ferraiuolo in Room 

202 or by emailing it to 

serendipityrmhs@gmail.com 

Anyone is still welcome to join! 

**Please state if you want your work to be 

submitted anonymously. 

**If submitting poetry, state if you allow the 

format to be manipulated. 
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The Legend of Toast Rider 

Humza Majid 

     In a place far from here, in a land of mischief and of peril, 

there lived a man known only as the Toast Rider. All day and 

night he roamed the streets delivering bread for the local bakery. 

All the while he had big ambitions and even bigger dreams. He 

wanted to use his gift for good. He wanted to use his ability to 

control chains like a charmer controls snakes to save the land. 

However, there was one problem Toast Rider faced, one small 

issue that he and others thought would crush his dreams. No one 

was in danger, the kingdom was safe and no one knew harsh 

times except, of course, for Toast Rider who was in hard times 

because times were good so to say. But then a new problem arose, 

one that no one else except for Toast Rider could solve (mostly 

because no one else cared).  

     One day, while Toast Rider was asleep on his horse, he was 

awoken suddenly by a paradoxically loud but faint noise. He 

thought nothing more of this incident than the birds calling. But 

then it happened again and Toast Rider was startled awake only to 

fall asleep once more. This continued all the way until morning. 

By the time the first strand of sunlight pierced the sky, he had 

little more than an hour’s sleep. He tried to do his day job of 

delivering the newly made bread but ended up dropping almost all 

of the loaves because he dozed off. He wanted to tell the baker 

that he had been awoken many times the night before but 

couldn’t. This was because he himself could not speak. His horse 

could speak, however, but didn’t hear the sounds that awoke 

Toast Rider and just said that he fell asleep on the job. Toast 

Rider may have been fired from his day job, but he found, in the 

process, something much more valuable (at least to him), a reason 

for adventure.  

     Toast Rider went to the local shop and stocked up on food, 

chains, and a couple of apples for his journey. He then set out of 

town in the direction of the noise he had previously heard. After 

traveling some distance down the old cobblestone road, he came 

across Pseudosville. He rode into town and found it not too 

different from his own, at least the way everyone moved about 

and the way the houses looked on the outside. He rode his horse 

to the outside of the local inn and tried to “talk” to a local 



townsperson. The previous days when he was on his horse riding 

down the cobblestone road he had written down on a piece of 

linen the story of the sound that had awoken him and how he 

swore revenge on whatever made the sound. However, when he 

had tried to show it to his horse, he remembered his horse could 

talk but was illiterate. He had to find another man traveling down 

the road, give it to the man so he could read it to his horse, and 

only then could the horse realize what was happening. The horse 

asked the townsperson what the sound could have been. 

     The townsman, when asked about the sound turned stiff, his 

face turned pale and his hands trembled. “The noise that had 

come from the mountains,” he said in a low fearful tone, as if he 

was being watched, “the noise that you heard was none other than 

The,” he paused, “The Living Lobster.” 

     “The Living Lobster?” asked the horse. 

     “I've said too much already,” replied the villager before 

scurrying off. Toast Rider rode throughout the town asking, well 

his horse asked, about The Living Lobster. However, all he could 

gather through the fearful tone of the villagers was that, in order 

to reach The Living Lobster, he must first cross The Chasm of a 

Thousand Chasms of a Thousand Chasms. But, when he crossed 

he would be met by the Endless Tower of Endless Torment. He 

must then climb up the tower to face the mighty Living Lobster. 

     Before he left the town, Toast Rider was told he would need 

equipment, lots of equipment. He was given a bag of garlic, 

stakes, silver bullets, a bag of ash, three four-leaf clovers, fifteen 

bottles of holy water, a mask with three eyes, forty-seven 1-ounce 

bottles of moisturizer and a sword that was too big for anyone to 

hold comfortably. The townspeople assured him that in order to 

defeat The Living Lobster he must use all of the items given. He 

spent the last of his money buying this bag of equipment and 

finally set out for the Endless Tower of Endless Torment. But a 

foreseen complication greeted Toast Rider, our hero. He had 

come across The Chasm of a Thousand Chasms of a Thousand 

Chasms and the only way across was a rickety bridge. He realized 

that the bridge could not support both him and his horse, but also 

that he could never dismount his horse for fear of hurting himself. 

But in his moment of peril, he had an epiphany; he summoned all 

of his strength and he lifted up the chains on the bridge using his 



psychic powers. He rode along the bridge but every step his horse 

took drained his energy.  When he crossed the bridge, he had to 

climb up a hill to see further; he thought he would never cross 

The Chasm of a Thousand Chasms of A Thousand Chasms if 

what the villagers said was true. 

     But alas, what the villagers said wasn’t true, the chasm was but 

only one bridge long. He climbed over the snow-covered hill and 

found The Endless Tower of Endless Torment. But, again, Toast 

Rider was greeted by another deception, The Endless Tower of 

Endless Torment was not endless; it seemed to be only one story 

tall. Toast Rider entered through the snow-filled entrance and 

climbed the set of five stairs up to the door of the tower. Toast 

Rider broke down the door and was face to face with The Living 

Lobster.  

     “What are you doing in my house!?!” asked a skeleton as he 

put down his paintbrush. 

     “We’re looking for The Living Lobster,” said the horse. 

     “I guess that's me,” said the skeleton 

     “But you’re not alive or a lobster,” said the horse, puzzled. 

     “That's my band's name,” said the skeleton, also confused. 

     “Is there anyone else in your band?” questioned the horse. 

     “Nope, just me,” said the skeleton back. 

     “Were you the one making those noises the other night?” 

investigated the horse. 

     Yep, that was me,” responded the skeleton. “I was dooting my 

horn.” Upon hearing this, Toast Rider flung to action and took off 

the skeleton’s head in one fell swoop of his great sword. The 

sword, after breaking on contact, was shattered leaving only the 

handle. “You can’t kill me like that; I’m a skeleton,” said the 

skeleton. “Also what did I ever do to you?” Toast Rider tossed the 

skeleton’s head into the chasm he had previously crossed. Toast 

Rider may have defeated The Living Lobster, but now his greatest 

challenge yet faced him—going down the steps with his horse. 
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Drip Drop 

Sebastian Zhao 

Tears fly off the eyes 

Drying into sodium chloride 

The tears flutter through the skies 

Turning into condensed liquid 

Flowing in the air 

Pouring from the clouds 

This is the process of life 

Not for humans 

But a necessity of life 
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Water 

Fatima Hijazi 

 

Water. 

It’s the basis for everything. 

It’s what we search for 

To determine the existence of life 

On other planets. 

It’s what we theorize 

To still flow on Mars. 

It’s what makes Niagara Falls, fall. 

And it’s what we consume 

For our body to properly function. 

 

Water. 

It can be menacing as well. 

It’s the source of destruction 

With its vapor creating violent storms. 

It can kill without any help 

With its pressure caving in. 

Frozen, it can shatter glass 

And tear holes in roofs. 

Too much consumed, 

And a life will die. 

 

Although it can do bad, 

It can do so much good. 

Water gave Earth the gift of life 

And it’s a debt it’ll never be able to repay 

For as long as life exists. 
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Tiny Dancer 
 
Jennifer Higueros 
 

The dancer moved gracefully as she danced through the 
dark room. She could feel sweat forming on her forehead as her 
legs begin to feel sore. She had been dancing for what felt like 
years, but continued as if she wanted to win a competition and 
be known as the greatest dancer in the world. She continued 
forming different steps, trying to make sure her dance was 
graceful, and she had a beautiful finish. As more time passed, she 
finally stopped the dancing and came to a halt, wondering why it 
felt like the darkroom was closing in on her. The dancer couldn’t 
really remember how she had gotten into the dark room; the 
only memories she had were of her dancing all day without 
stopping. The dancer had not even tried to escape the dark room 
as she enjoyed dancing and liked staying in the room, dancing all 
day. While she sometimes wished she could take a rest and lay 
down after long hours of dancing, she did not question anything.  
 

During a rather normal day for the dancer, she started to 
notice that when she would look up to the dark ceiling of the 
room, she saw a small glimpse of light coming from a larger 
room. She decided to ignore it and kept dancing.  What she 
didn’t realize was that the bigger room belonged to a little girl 
who opened a music box she had gotten for her birthday with 
the tiny dancer inside of it. The little girl admired the dancer as 
she kept dancing gracefully to the music from the box. The little 
girl even started to wonder why the little doll looked so realistic, 
eventually causing her to shake her head and dismiss any 
questions she had. She continued to open and close the music 
box just to see the dancer keep dancing to the smooth music. As 
she grew bored, the young girl put the music box on the counter 
next to her bed and decided to go play outside. 
 

Meanwhile, inside the music box, the dancer was 
breathing heavily from dancing so much for the little girl's 
amusement and she looked around the room again. The room 
was dark and quiet once again. Her mind could not wrap itself 
around the fact that she was just a little doll made to dance for a 



child’s amusement. She started to question everything as she 
could not imagine how she did not realize where she was sooner. 
This caused the dancer to feel very weak and vulnerable, which 
made her sit down for a long period of time. This resting time for 
the dancer was disrupted as she saw the glimpse of light again. 
She knew it was the little girl as she saw the surrounding of the 
girl's room again. “Hello, can you hear me?” asked the dancer, 
trying to get any sort of answers from the little girl. But the little 
girl could not hear her. 
 

The little girl stared at the music box and began to open 
and close it, continually. This caused the box to start playing a 
distorted song instead of the smooth song it used to play. The 
little dancer also began to dance at a slower rate. The little girl 
wondered why this was happening then realized the music box’s 
batteries were wearing out and she would need to replace them. 
Not finding any batteries in her house, she just left the music box 
at the bottom of her bed, which she soon forgot about.  

 
Years later, the young girl finally found her music box 

again while spring cleaning. Not realizing what it was, the girl 
opened the box and saw the dancing toy once again; the music 
was still distorted which scared her as it sounded like a scary 
movie. She still could see that the toy had trouble dancing as the 
battery was dying. She decided that she had enough of the music 
box so she decided to give it away. She packed up the box and 
took it to her friend's house who lived across the street. She 
knocked on the door and waited for it to be opened. “Hi, I got 
this old music box with a little ballerina toy in it if you want it. 
You just need to put some batteries in it and the ballerina will 
dance for you,” said the young girl to her friend. Her friend 
agreed and put the box in her arms and said goodbye. The girl’s 
friend then took the box into her room where she found new 
batteries to put into it. The ballerina started dancing again; the 
girl would always replace the batteries which meant the little 
dancer would dance her whole life. Her bones would be sore but 
she would keep on dancing forever.  
 

 



By Ashley Sorto 

By Alyssa Neitzel  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                By Julio Luna 

By Madelyn Suarez 



By Wendy Seoyeon Kim 



 

 

By Nicole 

McDermott 

 

 

 



By Ashley Sorto 



By Emily Moreira 



By Kayla Santiago 

 



 

By Alyssa Neitzel  

By Andrea Kitchener  

 

 

 



By Anthony Guerra 

 

By Victor Suarez 



By Wendy Seoyeon Kim 



Uncertainty in Strangers and Papers 
Andrea Kitchener 

 
 You and I are really different. I’m words on a page and 

you aren’t. I have powers and you don’t. I wish you did. That way 

I wouldn’t have to worry about your wish. Sadly, I can’t grant my 

own wish. I can only grant yours. The thing is, you have no way 

to tell me what your wish is. That’s the big problem. I have to 

exist here, with all this potential and power, but no way to share 

it.  
 I am very common. There are plenty of people out there 

like me. They may not be able to grant wishes like me, but that 

doesn’t mean they can’t make your life easier. There are tons of 

people out there who want to take some of the burden off your 

shoulders. Some of these people will be your close friends. Some 

may be your colleagues who work with you. Some may even be 

in the person you pass as you cross the street.  
 I could say “Be sure to not judge a book by its cover” and 

that’s good advice. Even so, the point was to talk about me and 

how powerful I am. Let’s just forget about the whole, “only 

words on a page,” part, okay? Thanks! 
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Pride 

Panos Stavridis 

 

I am 

Prideful, Fun, Understanding 

I care very much about other people like me. 

Diversity is important to me. 

Love is vital to me. 

Respect is crucial to me. 

Hate is bad and is good to avoid. 

The world can be vengeful at times. 

A huge majority of people can be hateful towards others like 

me. 

I am proud of who I am. 

This is me. 
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Power of Love 

 

Sebastian Zhao 

 

You touched my heart with your love 

Take my worries out of my soul 

Never give up on our future 

Always remember, always together 

Never leave our close bond 

Close up the holes in your heart and let me heal your 

wounds that haven't been healed 

Take my love and be wise 

Let me love you for days to come 

Let this love be lasting until our death and beyond 

This is the power of our love 
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The Bridge to Nowhere 

Venita Nandlall 

 He was having the same nightmare on the same bridge 

once again. They were both wearing multiple layers of clothing 

and he could clearly see her reaching out for his help. He looked 

over the edge of the bridge and watched as she fell, blending into 

the fog. The last thing he saw through the fog were her electric 

blue eyes staring up at him.  

Aiden sprung forward on his bed, trying desperately to 

get rid of the memories that began to flood back into his head. 

Cold sweat started to make its way down his neck as he rubbed 

his eyes, attempting to push away the urge to sleep. He glanced 

over at his calendar and noticed the date: Saturday, October 10th, 

1998. He rested his head on his hands as her face kept 

reappearing in his head. He blamed himself for that day; it was all 

his fault she was no longer there. Aiden threw his blanket off 

himself and walked towards a mirror to examine the damage that 

sleeping had done to his auburn colored hair. He looked into his 

dark brown eyes and saw nothing but bags that filled the space 

underneath his bottom lashes. Unlike normal sixteen-year-olds, 

Aiden tried his very best not to show any emotion. The only time 

emotion was expressed in his eyes was when he thought of her. 

The bridge in question was called the Bridge to Nowhere. 

Despite the name, the bridge led to the city where the majority of 

San Gabriel Valley lived. While Aiden’s previous friends live in 

the city, he does not talk with them anymore. They all thought 

that he was a ticking time bomb waiting to go off; whenever they 

talked of the bridge he would break down. At that time he could 

not help it, he did not know how to control his emotions. Now, he 

just stopped feeling things. Aiden refused to go into the city while 

he could travel by boat, by car, or even a plane anywhere else. He 

would do anything but cross the bridge. The wooden 

transportation device was filled with nothing but pain and agony. 

Aiden genuinely did not know how to get rid of his fear. He had 



even visited therapists and specialists who work with patients 

who have PTSD. Aiden, however, did not know if he could call 

his immense fear PTSD. Each and every specialist told him the 

same irritating phrase you only hear in Disney movies: Face Your 

Fears. Now, three years after the incident, he was willing to try 

anything to forget about the bridge and the horrid memories that it 

held. 

Aiden had everything planned out; he would visit the old, 

creaky bridge at night. This way, his parents would be unaware of 

the fact that he was at least trying to get his old life back together. 

It would be absolute torture if his parents knew that he intended to 

“fix” himself. He could already see the look of worry on his 

father’s face. He could hear his mother’s voice saying, “Maybe 

it’s time to see Dr. Robin again.” Aiden rolled his eyes at the 

thought of seeing Dr. Robin, the therapist, again. Dr. Robin wore 

small glasses that were always at the tip of her nose and her eyes 

always held a judging look. His parents were both busy with work 

so he had the house to himself. He could have gone to the bridge 

at that very moment, but he wanted the timing to be the same as 

when he was there with her. Aiden got himself ready for the day 

and did nothing but wait around for the right time. 

It was exactly 8:45 when Aiden had started to make his 

way to the front door, until he heard his mother’s voice, “Where 

are you going, A?” She used the nickname that he was given as a 

child. He answered with the excuse that he had come up with 

when he was home by himself. “I’m going for a walk through the 

forests.” It was not a complete lie; to get to the bridge he would 

have to walk through a rather large forest. His mother nodded her 

head and let him leave the house without any other questions. 

Aiden stepped outside and savored the sweet scent of crisp leaves 

laying on the earth. The moon had disappeared in the night sky 

and was replaced with stars which were scattered at random areas 

of the sky. He began the journey from his house to the bridge. As 

he walked, he pictured his little sister walking right next to him 

with a Cheshire cat smile on her face. He knew he was just 



imagining her, but seeing her smile made his eyes shine with a 

mix of joy and sadness. She was always happy, like a little ray of 

sunshine. Jamie was her name; she was the cutest six-year-old 

that you could ever meet. She had jet black hair and she had 

inherited blue eyes from their father’s side of the family. She had 

a set of freckles which lightly dusted the middle of her face. 

Jamie was the little sister that Aiden always had dreamed of. 

Around this time, she would have been nine years old. Just by 

thinking of her, Aiden felt that familiar little sting of sadness 

appear in his eyes. In other words, his eyes began to water a little, 

but he managed to hold the tears at bay. 

Reminiscing about her made the walk seem rather short 

because the next thing that was in Aiden’s line of vision was the 

Bridge to Nowhere. His breath had caught in his throat as he 

stared at it and felt a sense of nostalgia. It had no change in it 

even now, three years later. Fog had surrounded the bridge 

making the night sky look almost invisible. The only thing that 

could be seen through the fog was the top of the tall trees. As he 

looked at the bridge, he started having flashbacks of the day he 

could remember so vividly… 

Jamie was pulling on his hand trying to get both Aiden 

and the horse to go faster.  

Aiden took a step towards the bridge and was now 

touching the sturdy rope that held the bridge in the air.  

When living in the country, horses were quite easy to get 

ahold of. It was the day of Jamie’s birthday and the one thing she 

wanted, was to ride a horse across the bridge and into the city, 

like a princess would. So, Aiden made it his duty to make her wish 

come true.  

He filled his lungs with air as he put his feet onto the 

bridge. First his right foot, then his left foot, and he stood still 

watching ahead. 



Jamie was practically jumping up and down in 

excitement, as Aiden helped her climb the horse who was 

standing at the very beginning of the bridge. Aiden’s first mistake 

was standing in front of the horse as they all walked onto the 

bridge. The front gave him the perfect view of everything behind 

him. 

Aiden closed his eyes and grabbed onto the ropes that 

were on each side of him. The ropes were supposed to keep 

people from falling into the rocks and water far below. By closing 

his eyes, Aiden would not have to look at the bridge at all. He had 

stopped walking when he felt the bridge groan underneath his 

foot.  

As Jamie and the horse stood directly in the middle of the 

bridge, Aiden stood a little ahead and turned around so that he 

could see the smile on her face. When Aiden turned around, he 

saw an owl quickly fly closely to the horse’s face. In effect, the 

horse got scared and got on its hind legs causing Jamie to go 

flying off the bridge. 

Aiden stood in the middle of the bridge where she had 

once been. He opened his eye only for his vision to be blurred by 

tears. He already knew how this story ended, and he did not want 

to remember it again. Aiden decided he would finish crossing the 

bridge. For Jamie. He made it to the imaginary finish line and sat 

at the end of the bridge where the city began. It was as if three 

tons had been lifted off of his shoulders. He sat down, feeling 

light as a feather and cried. He cried for Jamie and he cried 

because he had made it. 
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Winter 
Kelly Wang 

 
First droplets of ice crystals 

Fall in front of your eyes 

Such a beautiful sight! 
Drinking hot chocolate with your loved ones 

Feeling the cold breeze against your face 

Able to wear layers and feel warm 

Have fun with the snow 

Perfect for beautiful photos 

Winter is a great season. 
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Opposites Attract 

 

Sebastian Zhao 

 

The sun sizzles while 

The moon shines on thee 

The flowers bloom with the shining rays 

The children sleep with the moonlit skies 

Fury holds in our souls 

Time may never hold 

Water be still 

Ice be frill 

The moon shines 

The sun blooms 

The light dies 

The darkness overcomes 

Heroes clash 

The world falls 

A faint light appears 

Brightens slowly 

Hope arises 

Our eyes alight 

Our evils get washed 

We become pure 

Life is ongoing 

Into the future 
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Darkness Vs. Light 

Kelly Wang 

 

I appear when he dies, but I still remember  

When someone dies, I shall be sad but know you are safe 

We fight with each other every single day, But we forgive each other 

When you leave for the day but never come at night, I still forgive 

Although we might hurt each other, We go back to our old selves 

I might never answer you, But I strive to make sure you answer 

There are reasons to fight you, But also love you 

I am darkness, I am the light 

   Don’t forget Who I am 
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