




Equinox 
October Edition 

JW Mitchell High School 
2323 Little Road, Trinity, FL 34655 727-774-9200 



 

 

 

 

 

i 

Table of Contents 
Editor’s Note 

POETRY  

“Wishing”  ······························································································· 4 

 Niamh Kirkwood 

Leading Star ··························································································· 5 

 Alicia Laping 

“The Hunter” ··························································································· 6 

 Laura Thapaliya 

“Shrine”  ······························································································· 7 

 Gabriella Hunsaker 

“Holding On” ··························································································· 8 

 Rebekah Martin 

“No Stars Left” ························································································· 9 

 Madi Dobson 

“Worm on a String” ··················································································· 10 

 Chloe Vecchioni 

REVIEWS 

Review of W.W. Jacobs’ “The Monkey’s Paw” ··············································· 14 

PROSE 

“Fallen Angels to Make a Devilman Cry” ······················································· 20 

 Madi Dobson 

“Jacko the Different” ················································································· 21 

 Kaia Allison 

“Constellations” ······················································································· 22 

 Catherine McWee 

YOUNG WRITERS 

“Waiting for a Wish” ·················································································· 26 

 Emma Davies 

“Wishes”  ······························································································· 27 

 Taz Lambird 

“To Wish upon a Star” ··············································································· 28 

 Elizabeth Whaley 

POET’S CORNER 

“This is My Villan(elle) Arc” ········································································ 30 

 Allison Lennox, Senior Poet Laurette 



 

 

 

1 

Editor’s Note 

Our Literature Magazine has been looking for a perfect name 

since the school year started. The Youthbeats team came up with many 

great options, honorable mentions being Hearth and Embers, and the 

meanings and connotations of each and every idea have been 

deliberated to no end. It was then that Equinox came to us. Defined as 

the time, twice a year, when the day and night are equal, it does 

nothing but evoke an astronomical sense of transition and change. This 

clearly breaks from the Mustang mold, something we had agreed on 

would leave the most room for our expansion moving forward in the 

long term of our production. 

One thing we are continually working towards is building a 

connection with writers outside of JWMHS. In this magazine, a new 

selection of pieces from our very own Seven Springs Middle School in 

the “Young Writers” portion will begin this process. We are very excited 

to share these authors’ hard work, and are enthusiastic about the 

participation we received overall in just the second edition of this school 

year. 

About our chosen theme, “Wish Upon a Star,” meant many 

things to us and you. To some, it carries a more childlike, fairy-tale 

connotation. To others, it is a look into a better future, aspiring with high 

hopes. Each and every submission we got had a different perspective 

of this idea, which our editing team had a blast reading. Next Edition, 

we turn our sights from the future to the past with the broad theme of 

“Expectations.” Once again, thank you for participating in this edition of 

the Equinox Literary Magazine, and we hope to see you in November. 
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Wishing 

By Niamh Kirkwood 

Getting tired of it. 

People judging my mind. 

Without knowing the basis, 

Of what’s inside. 

 

Wishing others would wait. 

Minimum of two weeks. 

Rather than taking a glance, 

Opinion already having its fate. 

 

No conversations held, 

Just a straight up blockage. 

Wanting to show them the real me, 

Yet there seems to be a stoppage. 

 

I am more than how I look, 

At the end of the day... 

The most vital thing, 

Are the words, rather than the book. 

 

Often, I find myself, 

Holding up a wall. 

Only for a select few, 

Do I let it fall. 

 

Wishing for a chance. 

To hopefully prove, 

I am in fact- 

More than a first glance. 



 

 

 

5 

“The star is leading her into a brighter future, and 
she is wishing to leave her past behind” 

Leading Star 

By Alicia Laping 
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The Hunter 

By Laura Thapaliya 

The last time I saw Orion was months ago. 

Three stars in a line, all aglow. 

And when I do see Orion next, 

I'll let him know that I'm perplexed. 

 

“There is no North Star for me. 

It's you. It’s been you; can't you see? 

Out of all the stars in the entire sky, 

You three managed to catch my eye. 

 

The only stars I've ever wished on were you. 

And who am I? I wish you knew who.” 
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Cracking from our sensitive shells 

We are birthed in crusty soil, 

Growing into turmoil, 

Yet we flourish here anyway. 

 

We play and sing  and pray 

For newfound joy we can never attain. 

So is the life we have gained 

Yet we flourish here anyway. 

 

As time passes we calm. 

Laying here under the stars, 

We watch with all that we are 

Yet we flourish here anyway 

 

For someday we will go far 

And shine just as those stars. 

Shine 

By Gabriella Hunsaker 
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Holding On 

By Rebekah Martin 

Witnessing you deteriorate faster  

Then a tree withering as it degenerates 

Wishing you could be filled with life,  

 

Not seeing you is immense pain,  

Wishing to see a healthy dad  

Desiring a star to save you  

 

Yet this star shoots across a dark  

Path, guiding me down a slippery road 

As you drift away from my life 

 

I pray that your health is optimal  

Yet I am not God nor am I a star,  

Trusting in faith is difficult yet  

 

I look up to the north star,  

Desiring direction like a lost traveler,  

My soul requires direction to you,  

I wish for resilience to handle this. 
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Each time I wish on a star, 

It vanishes from the sky. 

Now there are no stars left; 

I used them up wishing for you. 

 

Wishing for you to be 

Wiser 

Kinder 

Better 

 

Wishing you would 

Stay 

Leave 

Return 

 

As I watch another star appear, 

I realize they remind me of you. 

 

They never stay. 

No Stars Left 

By Madi Dobson 
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Worm on a String Haiku 
By Chloe Vecchioni  

My sparkly boy 

Looking with those eyes 

My grooving little buddy 
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Make Your Own Poem! 

Have you ever wanted to make a poem for the 
magazine, or just for fun? Well here is a space for 
just that! 

_______________________________________________

_______________________________________________

_______________________________________________

_______________________________________________

_______________________________________________

_______________________________________________

_______________________________________________

_______________________________________________

_______________________________________________

_______________________________________________

_______________________________________________

_______________________________________________

_______________________________________________

_______________________________________________

_______________________________________________

_______________________________________________ 



Reviews 



 

Review Section Contents 

 
Review of W.W. Jacobs The Monkey’s Paw ··· 14 

W.W. Jacobs ‘The Monkey’s 
Paw’ was published in 1902! 
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THE MONKEY’S 

PAW 

By W.W. Jacobs 
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Without, the night was cold and 
wet, but in the small parlour of 
Laburnam Villa the blinds were 
drawn and the fire burned brightly.  
Father and son were at chess, the 
former, who possessed ideas 
about the game involving radical 
changes, putting his king into such 
sharp and unnecessary perils that 
it even provoked comment from 
the white-haired old lady knitting 
placidly by the fire. 

"Hark at the wind," said Mr. White, 
who, having seen a fatal mistake 
after it was too late, was amiably 
desirous of preventing his son from 
seeing it. 

"I'm listening," said the latter, 
grimly surveying the board as he 
stretched out his hand.  "Check." 

"I should hardly think that he'd 
come to-night," said his father, with 
his hand poised over the board. 

"Mate," replied the son. 

"That's the worst of living so far 
out," bawled Mr. White, with 
sudden and unlooked-for violence; 
"of all the beastly, slushy, out-of-
the-way places to live in, this is the 
worst. Pathway's a bog, and the 
road's a torrent. I don’t know what 
people are thinking about. I 
suppose because only two houses 
in the road are let, they think it 
doesn't matter." 

"Never mind, dear," said his wife, 
soothingly; "perhaps you'll win the 
next one." 

Mr. White looked up sharply, just in 
time to intercept a knowing glance 
between mother and son. The 
words died away on his lips, and 
he hid a guilty grin in his thin grey 

beard. 

"There he is," said Herbert White, 
as the gate banged to loudly and 
heavy footsteps came toward the 
door. 

The old man rose with hospitable 
haste, and opening the door, was 
heard condoling with the new 
arrival.  The new arrival also 
condoled with himself, so that Mrs. 
White said, "Tut, tut!"  and 
coughed gently as her husband 
entered the room, followed by a 
tall, burly man, beady of eye and 
rubicund of visage. 

"Sergeant-Major Morris," he said, 
introducing him. 

The Sergeant-major shook hands, 
and taking the proffered seat by 
the fire, watched contentedly while 
his host got out whiskey and 
tumblers and stood a small copper 
kettle on the fire. 

At the third glass his eyes got 
brighter, and he began to talk, the 
little family circle regarding with 
eager interest this visitor from 
distant parts, as he squared his 
broad shoulders in the chair and 
spoke of wild scenes and doughty 
deeds; of wars and plagues and 
strange peoples. 

"Twenty-one years of it," said Mr. 
White, nodding at his wife and son. 

“When he went away he was a slip 
of a youth in the warehouse. Now 
look at him.” 

“He don’t look to have taken much 
harm,” said Mrs. White, politely. 

I. 
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"I'd like to go to India myself," said 
the old man, "just to look round a 
bit, you know." 

"Better where you are," said the 
sergeant-major, shaking his head.  
He put down the empty glass, and 
sighing softly, shook it again. 

"I should like to see those old 
temples and fakirs and jugglers," 
said the old man.  "What was that 
you started telling me the other 
day about a monkey's paw or 
something, Morris?" 

"Nothing," said the soldier, hastily.  
"Leastways nothing worth 
hearing." 

"Monkey's paw?"  said Mrs. White, 
curiously. 

"Well, it's just a bit of what you 
might call magic, perhaps," said 
the sergeant-major, offhandedly. 

His three listeners leaned forward 
eagerly.  The visitor absent-
mindedly put his empty glass to his 
lips and then set it down again.  
His host filled it for him. 

"To look at," said the sergeant-
major, fumbling in his pocket, "it's 
just an ordinary little paw, dried to 
a mummy." 

He took something out of his 
pocket and proffered it.  Mrs. White 
drew back with a grimace, but her 
son, taking it, examined it 

curiously. 

"And what is there special about 
it?"  inquired Mr. White as he took 
it from his son, and having 
examined it, placed it upon the 
table. 

"It had a spell put on it by an old 
fakir," said the sergeant-major, "a 
very holy man.  He wanted to show 
that fate ruled people's lives, and 
that those who interfered with it did 
so to their sorrow.  He put a spell 
on it so that three separate men 
could each have three wishes from 
it." 

His manner was so impressive that 
his hearers were conscious that 
their light laughter jarred 
somewhat.  

"Well, why don't you have three, 
sir?"  said Herbert White, cleverly. 

The soldier regarded him in the 
way that middle age is wont to 
regard presumptuous youth.  "I 
have," he said, quietly, and his 
blotchy face whitened. 

"And did you really have the three 
wishes granted?"  asked Mrs. 
White. 

"I did," said the sergeant-major, 
and his glass tapped against his 
strong teeth. 

"And has anybody else wished?"  
persisted the old lady. 

“The first man has his three 
wishes. Yes,” was the reply; “I 
don’t know what the first two were, 
but the third was for death. That’s 
how I got the paw.” 

“it’s just an ordinary little 

paw, dried to a mummy.” 
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“A very eerie 

read that I 

would highly 

recommend 

flipping 

through during 

a nice 

thunderstorm” 

“The plot and 

tension go 

hand in hand 

as they both 

begin slight 

and slow, 

before shifting 

at the end” 

Scan to Read!! 

The Monkey’s Paw 
by W.W. Jacobs 

“To all mild horror 

enjoyers, you’re in for 

a treat” 

“The idea of obtaining 

anything you want is 

something that humans 

in our day and age 

would pounce on 

within seconds” 

“Jacobs neglects the 

foreshadowing he built 

in the beginning, 

subsequently causing 

his story to fall 

stagnant” 

“It replaces clichés in 

horror with logical 

decision making” 
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The definition of Prose is 
“written or spoken language in 
its ordinary form, without 
metrical structure.” 
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Fallen Angels to Make a Devilman Cry 

By Madi Dobson 

His arms wrap tightly around 
her heavy, unbreathing form. 
He cranes his head up to the 
sky, tears brimming his eyes, 
as he pleads to the stars, 
“Please! Please bring her 
back!” His grief consumes 
him, his cries escaping his lips  
without hesitation. Just as his 
tears fall, so do the stars in 
the sky. 
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Jacko is  fairly different from the world 
around him, so he uses the stars to 

escape and pass time.  

He likes imagining that he’s floating in a 
bright plane of space. 

Jacko the Different 

By Kaia Allison 
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Constellations 

By Catherine McWee 

Diana remembered a time when she would sneak away to 
watch the stars. Each night she embarked on her silent quest to the 
roof where she would lay quietly for hours mapping the constellations. 

Hercules 

Perseus 

Orion 

She centered herself on the North star, the one fixed point in 
her life. No matter how the darkness tried to close in, it remained 
stubbornly bright, stubbornly shining in the same place each night, day 
after day, year after year. 

She found that point now, slightly higher than normal. She tilted 
her head back and it came into focus. 

Sagittarius  

Cancer  

Gemini 

She recited them now, her eyes tracing the same pattern from 
her youth. It had always been her escape, escape from a world where 
everything seemed to be against her, where she was beaten down for 
her femininity. 

Her mother always said the freckles on her face reminded her 
of the stars. She taught Diana to read the night sky like an open book, 
to look between the space separating the stars and see the lines that 
connected everything. Solitary dots turned into a symphony of colors 
the longer she looked. 

Red 

Blue 

Yellow 

White 

Her mother said each had meaning, though now she could not 
remember. 

She found the lines that connected the stars again, reciting the 
constellations again and again, her lips moving just barely, a whisper in 
the night. 

Ursa Major 

Minor 

Ares 
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A breeze blew through the clearing and she closed her eyes. 
The grass around her swayed, tickling her bare arms and legs, lifting 
the smell of wildflowers and bonfires. She relished in the coolness of 
the night, of the calm breeze as it caressed her face and sang its lovely 
song. 

“Diana Grey, you stand before us to answer for the crimes you 
have committed against the people of this town on the 17th of October. 
You have been accused of practicing witchcraft and you shall answer 
for your crimes by burning at the stake, may you return to the hands of 
the Devil, if he shall have you.” An old male voice rang out into the 
night. 

But Diana wasn’t there. She was not bound to the corpse of a 
large tree, arms bound tightly behind her, ropes biting into her arms and 
legs, there was no one piling wood under her feet. There was only the 
sky, so blue it turned black, so full of stars there was almost no need for 
the sun, a breeze so calming she could fall asleep to its lullaby, and 
grass so soft she had no need for a bed. 

She recited the constellations again and again: 

Scorpius 

Hydra 

Draco 

Her eyelids erupted in reds and oranges and yellows, the same 
colors she had admired in the stars, the same colors her mother had 
taught her to see. 

She opened her eyes and faced the crowd, her face calm and 
serene. A flash of white caught her attention as it streaked through the 
crowd. A dark hood was pulled over it as the figure fled into the woods 
and Diana sighed in relief.  

She would be safe, that was all that mattered. 

She met the eyes of the old man, the one who had become 
judge, jury, and executioner in her trial. His eyes glittered black in the 
fire light, smoldering with vengeance as they had when he burned her 
mother too many years ago. It was a shame he hadn’t caught her 
sooner, a shame she wouldn’t be around longer to watch his body fall 
apart as the curse she had placed on him worked through his body. 

She didn’t cry as the flames licked at her skin, as it caught in 
her clothes and rose up her body. The wind had mercy on her, blowing 
the smoke away from her face and kept it from her lungs. 

She kept her eyes locked in the old man as she burned. 
Watched as the vengeance in his burned eyes turned to fear.  

Her clothes would burn, but her body would not. 
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Looking up at the night sky, 

Waiting for something 

I’m ready. 

 

I see a glow 

From the corner of my eye, 

And it’s there; 

 

The first star tonight 

Is here now,  

Watching over me, 

I like to call it mine. 

 

I look up at my star 

And wish, 

Closing my eyes, 

Imagine the possibilities. 

 

Tonight I’m lost in my own dreaming, 

For I have wished upon a star. 

By Emma Davies 

Waiting for a Wish 
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To wish upon a shooting star, 
Is to wish upon something unexplainable, 
That it becomes explainable, 
Something so unattainable, 
It becomes attainable, 
 
To wish upon a shooting star, 
Is to leap at the sky with a lackluster success but to try by and by, 
To reject failure, 
To burn your hand, 
And to scorch your skin, 
 
To wish upon a shooting star, 
Is to let something on a mission, 
Carry your thoughts with them, 
It’s to yell at the sky without response, 
Stupid as it may seem, 
 
To wish upon a star, 
Is to be free, 
Without the world as your witness, 
It’s to feel without judgement, 
Joy without the persecution by a jury of your peers, 
 
To wish upon a shooting star, 
Is not to wish on a fairytale-well, 
And it’s certainly not to wish for control, 
Don’t just ponder and dwell, 
So trust me when I say, 
 
To wish upon a shooting star, 
Is the see the light in the pitch of night, 
To see flowers in the desert’s dry, 
To live and to love without limits, 
But above all else, 
 
To wish upon a shooting star, 
Is to make the snide laughter of peers, 
A symphony that which you lead, 
In the story you wrote, 
“All About Me.” 

By Taz Lambird 

Wishes 
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 Once there was a little girl who lived in a small town in North 
Carolina, her name was Emma, she was only 8 at the time when she 
found a very special toy. 

 Earlier that day Emma was walking outside on the town streets 
on the way to her favorite bakery, The Bread Place. When she was rid-
ing her bike home that day Emma saw an oddly shaped toy on the side-
walk, so she picked it up. It looked like a kitten, so she took it home. 

 When Emma got one, she showed her mother what she found. 
Her mom thought it was weird that such a nice toy was just laying on 
the sidewalk. When Emma went to sleep that night after dinner—she 
always made one wish, hoping that one day it would come true—she 
sat by her window and wished, “I wish I had a little sister.” Emma went 
to sleep with her new toy, after it was washed of course. 

 After a couple of days Emma was surprised to hear the news 
that her mom was pregnant! Of course, Emma never would have 
thought her toy could have granted her wish. 

 Nine months later her mom gave birth to her new sister Emily! 
Emma was so excited to have her wish finally come true! Now it was 
the day before Emma’s birthday, so she was going to try and make an-
other wish. So, she wished, “I wish I had a puppy.” Just like last time 
her wish came true. Emma was so happy, but she wondered how all 
her wishes were coming true. She started to winder if maybe it was that 
toy she found sitting on the sidewalk. 

By Elizabeth Whaley 

To Wish Upon A Star 
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Poet’s Corner 
This is my Villan(elle) Arc 

 Despite being one of my personal favorite forms of poetry, the 

Villanelle is frequently underrated. In fancy complicated terms, a 

villanelle is five tercets and a quatrain, with two alternating refrain lines. 

They can be somewhat difficult to write, as extremely structured poetry 

oftentimes is, because the impact of the refrain lines ideally changes 

with each delivery. 

 This is difficult to convey without seeing it done yourself, 

however. A great example of a well-done Villanelle (that also happens 

to be one of my all-time favorites since I first read it in ninth grade) is 

Dylan Thomas’ “Do Not Go Gentle Into that Good Night.” But why leave 

all the fun to Thomas? Go ahead and write a villanelle of your own! If 

you’d like, come and say hi to the YouthBeats poetry guild (meetings 

2
nd

 and 4
th
 Thursday mornings in room 330) and read ones we’ve 

written ourselves, as well as get feedback on your own. 

 Hey, if you like the outcome, why not submit it for the next 

edition of Equinox? See you there! 

By Poet Laureate, Allison Lennox 
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Next Zine’s Theme 

“EXPECTATIONS” 

Some fitting prompts to itch your 
creative writing endeavors: 

Write a story where a character wakes up and 
one expectation they previously assumed as 
fact has been subverted, e.g. The sky is green, 
instead of blue. 

Reflect on how other’s expectations of you have 
shaped who you are in a poem. 

Write a piece where your narrator is not human, 
how do their expectations differ from ours? 


