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Welcome Back!
Look around you. Even without the 
masks on, it’s easy to say that half of 
us wouldn’t be able to recognize each 
other. 
How has September and the start of 
the school year felt for you? For many 
of us, it’s a big transition, slowly 
getting back into normal life. For 
seniors, it’s safe to say that we had the 
advantage. Junior year online gave us 
the advantage to get more time in all 
our college application work. For ju-
niors, you had an easy year of virtual 
school, but now you’re stuck in your 
junior year, and may be unable to 
remember half the information you 
learned last year. For sophomores, 
it’s technically your first year, and your  year to step 
back into your shoes and get yourselves organized. And 
the freshman- coming into high school, after missing 
their final year of middle school, made you lose many 
opportunities to grow.  Freshman- you missed a crucial 
year of school built to help mature and shape you for the 
real world. But don’t worry too much, because there are 
ways to work through it, which we can talk about in a 
bit.
Last year, for those of you who were hybrid- the school 
may have always felt so lonely and empty. We’re slowly 
making our way back to how it used to be, and I’m sure 
for many of you, you’re excited. 
At the same time regarding how exciting it can be, it’s 
understood that it’s very stressful. We didn’t get the 

same education last year as we’ve previously received, 
or are receiving now. Even as seniors, it feels like we’re 
juniors again. No one said it was going to be easy, but 
there’s a way to not go so hard on yourself. 
Understand that you’re coming back into a whole new 
reality, after basically taking a break this year. You aren’t 
alone. Though the rules may seem strict at times, and 
it may be difficult to adjust- understand that following 
the rules mandated by the school and encouraged are the 
key to making your school year easier. 
Make sure you talk to your guidance counselor, peers, 
and the school for any help you need. People are in and 
out of guidance all day. It’s nothing out of the ordinary
If you are confused, people are always here to help you. 
see WELCOME page 2
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Even as seniors we get confused- its human 
nature. 
There are many sources in the school to 
help you adjust to getting back out there 
inot the normal school. There’s clubs 
(homework club meets every tuesday after 
school, and there are multiple clubs that 
are career, culture, and academic based to 
help you fit right in). 
Coming back isn’t going to be easy, and 
getting used to it isn’t going to be either. 
It’s your job to get out there and ask for 
help when needed. Don’t be afraid! Every-
one is here to help, and it can be promised 
that you’ll get through it. 

Meet The New VPs
By Amy Martinez 

Since the beginning of the school year, you may have been asking 
yourselves, who are these new staff members greeting us when we 
walk into school and reminding us to get to class on time? Well, 
they’re Parsippany High School’s new vice principals, Ms. Spencer 
and Mr. DeBlasio! 
    Ms. Spencer, formerly a supervisor of world language and esl in 
Dover, is looking forward to getting to know all of the students. 
Being able to connect with the students and staff at PHS is her 
goal for this school year. After seeing just how much  the people 
at our school care about each other as if they were a family, she 
decided that this school would be the right fit for her. Being a part 
of a student’s high school years, which she considers to be one of 
the most pivotal moments in a person’s life, is truly important to 
her which is why she chose to work in a high school. She wants 
everyone to know that you are important, you matter.
    From the David Brearley Middle School in Kenilworth, Mr. 
DeBlasio considers interaction with the students at Par High his 
favorite part of the job. He loves how family oriented and welcom-
ing our school is, something he and Ms. Spencer have in common. 
After having worked in both elementary and middle school levels 
of education, he decided it was time to tackle high school in order 
to get the full picture of the education system. He would like the 
students at PHS to know, have a positive mindset and always re-
member to be yourself!

Seniors, your vice 
principals would 
want each and every 
one of you to enjoy 
every moment and 
don’t take things for 
granted. Your lives 
are going to change 
very soon so finish 
this chapter of your 
life strong and always 
be willing to change. 
Take risks and enjoy 
life!

American 
Muslim Cultural 
Club 
(meets every Mon. 
in 512 after school) 
GC: uhrjslg
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Hawk’s Eye 
View Photos by: Aditya Ponde
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F I C T I O N

‘Mr. Wolfe, how do you plead for the death of Lorene 
Reds, Little Reds’ Grandmother?’ The judge says with a 
stern look at the young adult wolf. 
“Innocent” Mr. Wolfe pleads With his hands clasped 
together, hoping that at least one person would believe 
him. Though that was pointless. 
Everyone saw him as a murderer, a human-eater like the 
wolf he was. “Nobody is going to believe 
a big bad wolf over a poor innocent 
girl.” 
Wolfe wouldn’t blame them. He himself 
didn’t know if he did it or not. All he 
remembered was blacking out and wak-
ing up to the body of Granny covered 
in blood as he was being arrested. He 
didn’t know how it all ended up there. 
Still remembering the day starting 
pretty well, considering it was as nice 
and bright. It was an ever-go lovely day. 
Mr. Wolfe was watering his garden. Yes, 
most wolves often eat cat meat, but once 
Mr. Wolfe moved away from his family 
and decided to become vegan; he never 
really liked meat much when he used to 
eat it anyway so it wasn’t that hard for 
him to drop it. 
“Good morning Mr. Wolfe, watering 
your garden I see?’ An elderly woman’s 
voice says to the young wolf. 
“Yes, if I didn’t, how else would I eat?’ Wolfe responds 
the old lady laughs lightly. 
“How would you like to join me tonight? My grand-
daughter is visiting and I heard you make the best vegan 
pot pies” 
“Why of course Grandmother.” Wolfe says Mrs. Reds 
was known for having a kind heart towards all the 
residential animals in the woods they live in. Her being 

the only old lady around they all called her their Grand-
mother. “It would be an honor. what time should I 
visit?” The young wolf asks. 
“Whenever you can Mr. Wolfe ‘’ The Grandmother 
responds. 
“Have a wonderful day” Mr. Wolfe says waving off 
the old woman. He turns off the hose heading into 
the house to prepare the pot pie under Grandmother’s 
request. If he started now then he should be finished just 
before it hits 5 pm. 
Tying an apron around his neck and torso he gets to 
work. A young girl skips around the woods visiting her 

grandma. She wasn’t much of a woods 
person. She didn’t mind animals. They 
just weren’t as good as people were. 
As she traveled the woods in search of 
her grandmother’s cottage, she came up 
to a house. With a lovely garden filled 
With all kinds of vegetables. Her stom-
ach growled loudly.
 Walking up to the garden in front of 
the house she assumes it’s her grandma’s 
cottage. “Seems pretty empty. must be 
out for now.” The young girl sighs be-
fore grabbing a carrot from the ground. 
Her stomach growled once more as she 
held it firmly in her hand. “It’s rude to 
take food without asking: The girl jumps 
from the sudden voice. 
“A Wolf!” The girl exclaimed at the 
sight of the animal. 
“Mr. Wolfe actually but close enough” 
The wolf replies. “You must not be from 

around here, I don’t think I ever met you.” 
“Right, Right sorry I’m looking from my grandma’s 
house. I assumed this was it ‘’ The girl struggles to de-
fend herself. 
“It’s fine. I understand I’m Mr. Wolfe by the way.” Mr. 
Wolfe says introducing himself. “Your grandmother’s 
cottage is not that far from here, just follow the path” 
Mr. Wolfe points to the path. 
“Right right. I’m Little Reds. Do you have some food 

Little Red
by Anonymous

...the sight of 
Grandmother 
lying on the 
floor, also 
covered in 
blood, her body 
mangled and 
partly eaten.
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This page unintentionally left blank.

Seriously, this isn’t a good look for us. 

Write for The Drumbeat. 
Come say hello in room 612. 

What’s in it for you?
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I can eat? It’s been a long trip and I 
haven’t eaten in a long while.” Little 
Red asks. 
“Well I mostly have whatever you 
see here all planted and grown by 
me,” Mr. Wolfe says. 
“Just vegetables and fruits?” Little 
Red asks as she makes a little bit of a 
face before shaking it off. Mr. Wolfe 
nods, confirming her assumption. 
“I’ll just take this and wait till din-
ner,” The girl says. 
“Alright tell your Grandmother I 
said hello and that I’ll be there short-
ly once I finish my vegan pot pie,” 
Mr. Wolfe says to Little Red as she 
looks at him. 
“You will be joining us for dinner?” 
Little Red asks. “Yep. your Grand-
mother invited” Mr. Wolfe replies 
Little Red nods before smiling. 
“Perfect, thanks for the carrot by the 
way.” the young girl says, skipping 
away. 
Mr. Wolfe shrugs while walking into 
his cottage. his pot pie was almost 
finished as he expected. “Just a few 
more minutes,” Mr. Wolfe says, 
tapping his finger on his arm before 
looking at the clock. “And right on 
time like I expected.” He waited 
patiently for the time to go. 
Soon his pie was finished and he 
quickly took it out of the oven and 
packed it making sure he got into 
Grandmother’s while it was still 
fresh and hot because cold pot pie 
was not the way to go. 
He soon arrives at the cottage and 
knocks on the door. As he does so 
the door creaks open and he looks 
in, seeing it was empty. 
“Weird, I would at least expect Little 
Red or Grandmother to at least be 
here.” Mr. Wolfe says as he enters 
the cottage the smell of blood enters 
his nose alerting him though it was 

as if someone cut themself on acci-
dent kind of blood, it a very strange 
smell indicating that there was a lot 
of blood somewhere. 
“Is everyone okay here? Did some-
one get hurt?” Mr. Wolfe feels some-
thing hit him before blacking out. 
Mr. Wolfe stirs awake blurred vision 
as sirens sound in the background. 
A strong scent fills his nose as he 
looks around him. on him was blood 
and in front of him was the sight of 
Grandmother lying on the floor also 
covered in blood her body mangled 
and partly eaten. He looks in horror 
at the sight of the old lady he consid-
ered a grandmother. He looks at his 
hands seeing them covered in blood 
as well. 
*BAM* The door is kicked down 
and cops flood the building point-
ing their guns at him. Blue and red 
flashing outside the door they kicked 
down. “Put your hands up!” They 
scream at him, he quickly puts his 
hands up, obliging to what they were 
telling him. not wanting to get shot 
by any of them. 
They slowly approach him before 
grabbing his hands and handcuffing 
them behind his back and walking 
him out. 
“Maybe it was an act of instinct 
considering he is a wolf,” Little Red 
says, “It was bound to happen.” She 
shrugs lightly before shaking her 
head. 
“I knew wolves were nothing but 
evil,” The Lumberjack says, shak-
ing his head. “Little Red was lucky 
to be in the area or she might have 
become the next queen after her 
grandmother.” 
Mr. Wolfe sighs, almost wanting to 
cry. He knew he lost this case. “Mr. 
Wolfe it seems you’re clearly guilty 
but we will still give the jury a say in 

the matter.” The judge gestures to 
the jury getting the majority to put 
their thumbs down. The judge hit 
his gavel on the desk. “Mr. Wolfe 
you are guilty and being hanged 
for the death of Lorene Reds.”Mr. 
Wolfe’s eyes widen at the sentence 
as he puts one of his hands rubbing 
his neck thinking about how painful 
that must be. He was escorted out of 
the courtroom. 
Little Reds turns to the Lumberjack 
smiling. “Thanks for helping me 
when I asked,” Little Red says. 
“Of course, I was never a fan of Mr. 
Wolfe.” The Lumberjack says. 
“Hey, is it okay if I can eat some-
thing at your cottage, I don’t think 
I can ever step foot in my grandma’s 
cottage again,” Little Red says. 
The lumberjack smiles. “Of course, 
you can. and I’m sorry about what 
happened to your Granny,” the lum-
berjack says as the two stand up and 
head back to his house. 
The lumberjack was cooking soup 
for the both of them to eat. 
Little Red clutches an object in her 
hand, twirling it in her hand as she 
snickers to herself. “It worked, I 
can’t believe it actually worked.” 
She looks at the lumberjack who is 
occupied with stirring his pot. She 
walks up to him while he isn’t look-
ing and swiftly plunges the sharp 
object into his back. 
Later that night Little Red leaves the 
lumberjack’s house feeling full to 
her stomach, he was a big meal that 
was for sure. She quietly skips away 
during the night to head home, feel-
ing she overstayed her welcome. 



Homework 
club meets 
every 
Tuesday in MC 
after school. 
NHS members 
will tutor.

Page 7 Fall 2021The Drumbeat

ERASE Club
GC code: uvzli2u

TOTEM Rides 
Again
The TOTEM assembly returns this 
November. 

Get a head start by submitting your 
journaling, fiction, poetry and art to PHS’ 
coolest literary magazine.

We’ll be reading, viewing and tearing it 
up all year round. 

Don’t forget to wear a helmet!
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Don’t It Always Seem to Go

It’s taken a while to let the reality of crowded hallways 
and full classrooms settle into our new routines. After 
7 long months of monotony, I returned to school last 
April to half-empty classrooms. It felt strange. The time 
stretched the present, but now the months seem to have 
flown by. Now we’re all back, arguably in “the full swing 
of things.” 

I don’t miss the Chromebook struggles. I don’t miss 
waking up 5 minutes before class, just to fall back asleep 
after the google meet began. I wonder how many times 
the teacher has called on me while I had dozed off. I 
don’t think I want to know. 

I do want to know how I did it, with the regrets I still 
carry. I know I didn’t do as much as I could have, but 
there’s no use blaming myself now. 

I guess I can look at the little scar on my knee and think 
of how I learned to skate (kind of). I can reread the 
poems I have proudly written. I can sit at the new desk 
I got and look at the posters I put up in my room. I can 
pull out the take-out receipts I refuse to get rid of and 
let those little things define quarantine, rather than the 
regrets. It’s not like I was going to study for the SAT if 
Covid didn’t happen anyway.

I’ve resented coming back. It’s had its own struggles. 
The stories I’ve heard since have hurt. They’ve resonated 
with events I’ve seen unfold. They’ve surely hurt. So has 
some of the striking nonchalance. 

But I can appreciate the people who care. I can look at 
the painting I just proudly finished in art class. I can 

look at all the flyers for clubs I have hung up. I can think 
of the confetti on the screen when I submitted my 

college applications after some rough rounds of essay 
editing in English class. I can pull out all the sticky-note 
passes that for some reason I refuse to get rid of and let 
those little things define coming back, rather than what 
I resent. 

It’s nice seeing friends in classes. It’s nice being able to 
do assignments with pen on paper. It’s nice being able to 
say hello to people in the hallways, striking up conversa-
tions every now and then.

I’ve come to enjoy the very small talk I dreaded. I’ve 
come to be excited about small things, like highlighting 
printed articles and submitting handmade projects. I 
hope I’m not going too far, but even math homework 
doesn’t seem that bad anymore. Maybe the passing of 
time will revert me back to old attitudes, but for now, I 
can boldly say that things could be worse, and mean it. 

Still, it was nice not getting pushed and shoved at the 
intersection between the 200 and 300 wings. I guess you 
really don’t know what you have until you lose it; it’s 
not just a cliche after all. 
 
Regardless, I’m happy to be back with everyone else too.

By Krishna Parikh


