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A Letter from the Editors 
 

Dearest Speakeasy readers, 

 

Whether you are a devoted Speakeasian, or someone 

picking up this newspaper for the first time, welcome! 

This is the first issue of the 2017-18 school year, and we 

are so excited to be sharing it with you. 

Within its pages, you will find a diverse collection 

of autumnal works, all submitted by your fellow ACLC 

learners. From poetry and drawings to our famous horo-

scopes, weôre sure that there will be something for every-

one to enjoy. 

As the days grow cooler and the leaves change 

color, we hope that Speakeasy will find its way onto your 

list of fall staples, right alongside those fluffy scarves 

and giant bags of Halloween candy. So take a deep 

breath, relax, and open a copy of Speakeasy. We promise 

you wonôt be disappointed. 

 

Much love, 

The Speakeasy Staff 

 

Club Lavender 
By Josie Whittock 

 

 The night air was cool as the two men walked on, 

alone with naught except each other. One man was visi-

bly anxious, almost never seeming to cease fiddling with 

his cufflinks and tie; the other more relaxed, his confi-

dence almost seeming to ooze out of his business loafers 

with every step he took. 

 ñRelax, sir, you look so tense.ò The first man 

shuddered as he heard the second address him by name. 

 ñIôm t-trying, itôs just that... well, I know you s-

swing that way, but Iôm your b-boss and all-ò 

 The more jovial man stopped in his tracks as he 

let the statement sink in, and then laughed, a belly laugh 

that made the first man, however unconsciously, relax his 

shoulders. 

 ñNo, no, nothing like that, Henry. Can I call you 

Henry? This is purely platonic, I assure you.ò 

 He paused to check his nails, though without rea-

son, as they were as perfectly manicured and spotless as 

they had been three seconds ago.. 

 ñThink of it as... a business meeting.ò 

 Henry sighed. ñIôve told you, Corey, I have no 

chance of getting moved up soon, the department is al-

ready full. Besides, I know my position is already high 

enough, so I canôt complain.ò 

 The other man, Corey, showed no malice when he 

smiled and shook his head. 

 ñAlright then, letôs ignore that topic altogether. I 

just want to get to know you a little bit more.ò 

 The two men continued to walk, chattering idly as 

the chill night air blew around them. One could not say it 

was a windy night, for the men's suit jackets were barely 

rustled by the breeze, but they still shivered from the 

cold all the same. The walk lasted for about ten minutes, 

before Corey stopped them both at a dingy alleyway. 

 ñHere we are. Club Lavender. Itôs not very well 

known, but the best bar Iôve ever been to. Come on in.ò 

 Henry looked a little nervous about going in, since 

the door itself was covered in graffiti of all stripes, but 

Corey looked so confident about going in that he had to 

oblige. However, appearances were deceiving, for the 

interior was so spacious it seemed like it wouldnôt fit in 

the building they had just seen. The club was mostly lit 

by blacklight, casting an ethereal purple glow over the 

scene before them. There were comfy-looking seating 

areas scattered in a circle around the packed dance floor, 

almost every single one thronged with people. Most of 

the loveseats and couches were plush white leather, but 

there were a few metal chairs here and there. Beyond the 

tables was a very well-stocked bar, which was also ex-

tremely busy, the bartenders making and serving drinks 

at a speed nigh impossible. The music throbbed, the base 

so deep Henry could feel it in his chest, pulsing away 

like a second heartbeat. The dancers moved expertly to 

the beat the DJ was playing, a writhing mass of bodies so 

packed you could barely see where one body ended and 

another began. Designer heels clacked repetitively on the 

dance floor, which itself was alternating squares of glow-

ing blue and violet. Corey steered Henry awkwardly to-

wards the bar, assuring him that the place was tamer than 

it looked. 

Continued on page 3 > 
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Answers: 
1 - True                    6 - b. 

 

2 - d.                        7 - True 

 

3 - b.                        8 - True 

 

4 - True                    9 - b. 

 

5 - c.                        10 - True 

FALL FUN  

AUTUMN 

CIDER 

COZY 

LEAVES 

SWEATER 

CHILLY 

It is your duty to locate the following: 

 

Riches, glory, and splendor 

awaité 
 

...when you submit work to the newspaper!  

 

Send in your articles, artwork, stories, puzzles, po-

ems, and comics to  

speakeasypaper@gmail.com 

 

You wonôt regret it! 

Halloween Quiz 
By Charlene Li 

 

1. Halloween had its beginnings in an ancient, 

pre-Christian Celtic festival of the dead.    

(True / False) 

 

2. Another name for Halloween is:  

a. Samhain                b. All Hallowsô Eve  

c. Hallow Eôen           d. All of Above 

 

3. What were the first Jack-o-lanterns made 

from?  

a. Squash                b. Turnips  

c. Apple                   d. Watermelon 

 

4. Besides orange, pumpkins also come in white, 

blue, and green. (True / False) 

 

5. The worldôs biggest pumpkin is weighed:  

a. 562 lb                b. 1780 lb           c. 2096 lb 

 
6. Samhainophobia:  

a. The fear of costumes b. The fear of Halloween                                                  

  c. The fear of haunted houses 

7. In Sandusky, Ohio, it is against the law for an-

yone over the age of 14 to go Trick or Treat. 

(True / False) 

 

8. In many countries, such as France and Austral-

ia, Halloween is seen as an unwanted and overly 

commercial American influence. (True / False) 

 

9. What were the first wrapped penny candy in 

America?  

a. Lollipop        b. Tootsie Roll        c. Gum 

 

10. In Alabama you're not allowed to dress up as 

a priest or any other member of the clergy on 

Halloween. (True / False) 
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Club Lavender 

 
> Continued from  Page 1 

ñNow, the drinks here are a little weird, so let me order for 

you. What kinda stuff do you like?ò 

Henry stammered a little at Coreyôs request, but the atmos-

phere was getting to him. He felt a little relaxed, respond-

ing positively to the relaxed body language of all those 

around him. He figured he might as well relax, after all, 

tomorrow was a Saturday, and he hadnôt gone out in... a 

while. 

ñAnything is fine, just n-nothing too strong. I donôt want 

to...ò Henry swallowed. ñGet drunk too fast.ò 

Corey cocked a single eyebrow, as if amused. ñAlright 

then. Youôre the boss.ò 

The younger male caught the attention of one of the bar-

tenders, waving him over so they could place their orders. 

ñCan I get a Gamblerôs Shot for myself, and...ò 

He scanned the menu avidly, his eyes lighting up when he 

found the drink he wanted. 

ñAn Imagining Paradise for my friend here.ò 

The bartender nodded, but Corey wasnôt finished yet. He 

leaned towards the dapper worker, a strange glint in his 

eye. Henry chalked it up to excitement, for the night had 

only just begun. It was only natural that he feel a little jit-

tery. 

ñOh, and use the good ginger ale this time, eh Mark?ò 

The bartender chuckled good-naturedly and winked before 

turning around and grabbing various bottles off of the 

shelves. Henry turned to Corey, confused. 

ñWas that a joke?ò 

ñYeah, inside joke. Iôve been coming here for ages, I think 

an Imagining Paradise was the first thing I ever ordered. 

The ógoodô ginger ale just means alcoholic, as opposed to 

virgin.ò 

ñOh.ò Henry chuckled. ñHow long have you known Mark 

for?ò 

ñI told you, ages.ò Corey leaned back slightly in his 

barstool. ñMark was the guy that served me when I came 

in on my first day. We became fast friends, you know how 

it is.ò 

Henry had always been the pariah of the classroom, the 

unpopular kid, so no, he didnôt know ñhow it isò, but he 

smiled and laughed anyway. 

ñYeah, I guess. What did you order for me, anyway?ò 

ñAh, itôs just ginger ale and fruit juice. Orange and red 

grape, I think. A pretty good starter for first timers.ò 

Henry nodded. That didnôt seem too bad. He had plenty of 

time tonight if he wanted to try something heavier. 

ñAnd whatôs a Gamblerôs Shot?ò 

Corey smirked and waggled his finger, as if chiding a 

child. ñThatôs a secret between me and the club, Henry, I 

canôt tell you just yet. Just trust me when I say itôs good, 

okay?ò 

ñO-Ok.ò 

Henry wasnôt used to feeling like the subordinate; he 

thought he had left those days behind long ago. It was an 

unwelcome feeling, this younger, more handsome man, 

who was still in a lower position than him, being more ex-

perienced, knowing exactly what to do, what to say, what 

to order. He had lost control of the situation, and he knew 

it. 

ñYour drinks, sirs.ò 

Mark served them each a glass filled almost to the brim 

with liquor. Henryôs cocktail was served in a martini glass, 

with what looked like a slice of ginger as a garnish. The 

drink itself was a dark pink, smooth and almost glossy 

looking, but what Henry was more concerned about was 

the mist. 

ñU-um, is it supposed to be.... foggy?ò Henry whispered to 

Corey, more than a little startled. Corey just chuckled. 

ñYeah, itôs just dry ice. Donôt get your feathers rustled, 

boss, this is supposed to be fun.ò 

Henry swallowed thickly, before taking his drink and swal-

lowing a large gulp of it. It was chilled, which was a wel-

come contrast to the thick, hot air of the club, and tasted 

largely of the ginger ale and orange juice. The red grape 

hit him strongly as an aftertaste at the back of his throat, 

which was a surprise. He set his glass back down and 

looked at Corey, who was studying his own pale yellow 

drink thoroughly. It had been served in a coupe glass, and 

had been garnished with a long, curving strip of lemon 

peel. It reminded him of something gruesome he had seen 

on a website once; a lady who had grown her fingernails as 

long as she could in order to set a world record. They had 

been painted a bright yellow, just like the peel, and had 

curved downwards in short, looping spirals. It was an un-

pleasant image, comparing the two, and Henry had to turn 

back to his drink in order to clear it from his mind. Corey, 

beside him, took the drink in his hand and sipped it ginger-

ly, his mouth puckering slightly at the taste. 

ñWhat was it?ò Henry asked, taking another sip himself. 

Corey swallowed and cleared his throat. 

ñLemon juice, vodka, simple syrup. Pretty standard, but 

itôs one of my favorites, I have to admit.ò 

Henry nodded before draining the last dregs of his cocktail 

from the glass. His head was starting to feel pleasantly fog-

gy, which he supposed was the desired effect of alcohol. 

He couldnôt complain, it was nice to have a break from 

some of the thoughts cluttering his head for a while. 

ñYou doinô okay, big guy?ò Corey chuckled, his drink 

barely drained. Henry nodded, surprised by his own an-

swer. 

ñC-can I have another?ò 

ñSure. Itôs my treat, I promise.ò Corey placed an order for 

another Imagining Paradise and took another sip of his 

own drink. 

The rest of the night passed in a haze of alcohol and 

thumping beats, with Corey having two drinks and Henry 

three. The people around them were cordial, though not 

over-curious of them and their affairs, and the atmosphere 

transformed from an intimidating social scene to a warm, 

welcoming environment. The world around him almost 

seemed to glow, though it might have just been a combina-

tion of the purple lights and the drinks. Henry was pleas-

antly buzzed, while Corey still acted sober. Henry just as-

sumed it was because of his alcohol tolerance, and he 

found himself thanking Corey as the other man called a 

taxi for him. 

ñTonight was fun.ò Henry smiled, a little more sloppily 

than he would have liked. He wanted to do this more often, 

he didnôt really go out much. Too many responsibilities, 

not enough time. Corey just smiled and shook his hand. 

ñI had a good time as well. You get home safe now, 

okay?ò 

Henry nodded before climbing into the taxi. Corey paid the 

driver and gave him directions to 267 Lyndon Street, Hen-

ryôs address. Henry wasnôt drunk enough to have lost total 

control of his senses, Corey knew, heôd get home just fine. 

He watched the car disappear into the night, the taillights 

fading into the smoky darkness, before turning around and 

heading back inside Club Lavender. He strode through the 

crowds of people back up to the bar, where his second 

drink still sat, largely untouched. 

ñThe poison will start working at around four, correct?ò 

He said to Mark, who nodded, as stoic as ever. 

ñYep. Everyone will think it was just blood pressure.ò 

 

Continued on Page 5> 
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RECIPES 
 

 

Pumpkin Spice Blondie Cookie Bars 

By Molly Boyle 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ingredients  

2 ı cups all-purpose flour                                         

2 İ tsp. baking powder                                             

İ tsp. salt                                                                  

1 Ĳ cups packed brown sugar 

Ĳ cups butter or margarine, softened 

3 eggs 

1 tsp. vanilla extract 

1 ӏ cups pumpkin spice morsels 

 

Preheat oven to 350F. Grease 15x10 inch jelly-roll pan. 

Combine flour, baking powder, and salt in small bowl. 

Beat sugar and butter in large mixer bowl until creamy. 

Beat in eggs and vanilla extract. Gradually beat in flour 

mixture. Stir in 1 ӎ cups morsels. Spread into prepared 

pan. Sprinkle with remaining ӎ morsels. 

Bake for 20 to 25 minutes or until top is golden brown. 

Cool in pan on wire rack. Cut into bars. Store tightly 

covered. 

Buttermilk Pancakes 
by Annika Rehling 

 

 

25 m 

12 servings 

219 cals 

 

Ingredients: 

1 cup all-purpose flour 

1 tablespoons white sugar 

1 teaspoons baking powder 

1/2 teaspoons baking soda 

1/4 teaspoon salt 

1 cup buttermilk 

1/6 cup milk 

1 egg 

3 tbsp butter, melted + 1 tbsp oil 

1 serving 

Pumpkin Pie 
By Mai Corkins 

Pie Crust 

 

Ingredients 

 

2 cups flour 

2 teaspoons sugar 

1 teaspoon salt 

İ cup of vegetable oil 

ı cup of whole milk 

 

Mix flour, sugar and salt in medium bowl with fork. 

Measure oil in measure cup, add ı cup of milk to oil, 

whisk until well combined. Add oil mixture to flour mix-

ture, stir with fork until flour is mostly combined. Work 

flour in well, form into two disks ӏ - Ĳ in. Roll dough 

and place in 9-inch pie tin. 

 

This crust can be partially baked for 15 minutes, line 

with tin foil and pie weights, bake at 425 degrees for 15 

minutes. Add pumpkin filling. 

 

Pie Filling 

 

Ingredients 

 

1 Ĳ cup pureed pumpkin 

1 Ĳ cup whole milk 

3 eggs 

ӏ cups brown sugar 

2 tablespoons white sugar 

1 ı teaspoon cinnamon 

İ teaspoon powdered ginger 

İ teaspoon nutmeg 

ı teaspoon cloves 

Pinch of salt 

 

Whisk eggs until frothy in a medium size bowl. Whisk in 

milk, then add pumpkin and seasoning. Pour into 9 inch 

pastry shell, bake at 425 degrees for 45-55 minutes. 

Prep 15 m      

Cook 10 m 

 

1. In a large bowl, combine flour, sugar, baking 

powder, baking soda, and salt. In a separate bowl, 

beat together buttermilk, milk, eggs and melted 

butter. Keep the two mixtures separate until you 

are ready to cook. 

 

2. Heat a lightly oiled griddle or frying pan over 

medium high heat. You can flick water across the 

surface and if it beads up and sizzles, it's ready! 

 

3. Pour the wet mixture into the dry mixture, us-

ing a wooden spoon or fork to blend. Stir until it's 

just blended together. Do not over stir! Pour or 

scoop the batter onto the griddle, using approxi-

mately 1/2 cup for each pancake. Brown on both 

sides and serve hot. 
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FICTION 
 

The Growl 
Anonymous 

 

She stood at the top of the hill, her eyes surveying 

the thousands of winking city lights. The night was cold 

and the sharp wind was biting her bare arms, but she bare-

ly noticed. All her mind could see was the beautiful view 

below. It reminded her of the many Christmas lights she 

saw during the winter. But the holiday everyone was cele-

brating at that very moment was Halloween. All her 

friends and siblings were out trick-or-treating, but she de-

cided to stay home and climb the hill right in front of her 

house. She wasnôt much for dressing up anyways. 

 While standing in the cold, she heard a low growl-

ing noise coming from the houses beneath her. She con-

centrated and spotted her house. But something wasnôt 

right; the windows in her home were dark, unlike the usual 

warm glow they gave off every night. Maybe I should go 

back now, she thought uneasily. So she made her way 

down the grassy hill to her front door. 

 Creeeeeeeek. The house was silent and the lights 

were dimmed. Her parents were home when she left, but 

no one seemed to be inside. She wasnôt gone that longé 

She took a cautious step inside. Suddenly, she heard the 

same deep growl, vibrating inside the house. She tiptoed 

silently farther into the house and peeked in the living 

room, and thatôs when she saw a womanôs silhouette. 

There was someone standing near the window, with their 

back to her face. Very, very slowly, the figure started to 

turn around. She gasped. It was her next door neighbor. 

The woman looked completely relaxed and smug. Her 

eyes were small and cold, her mouth upturned in an evil 

grin. Then, even more slowly than before, she began to 

change. Hair grew from her face and arms. She grew taller 

and wider as her eyes turned wolfish and vicious. Sharp 

fangs grew from her mouth, and the familiar deep growl 

was emitted from it. The woman was a werewolf, at her 

highest peak, ready to kill, ready to eat. And that is the last 

thing the girl ever saw. 

Club Lavender 

 
> Continued from Page 3 

Corey smiled and sipped his Gamblerôs Shot, the citrus scent 

refreshing in the still-lingering, cloying haze of Henryôs co-

logne. He had put on too much, as usual, and Corey could 

still smell it. Disgusting. Mark eyed his drink suspiciously. 

ñIôm guessing you got lucky.ò 

Corey nodded. Beside him, a few stools away, a woman 

dressed in gold sequins started coughing violently, her glass 

falling from her hand and shattering on the ground. Two at-

tendants picked her up by the arms and led her to a back 

room, unfazed by the hacking and seizing. Mark turned his 

attention back to Corey, who was smirking. The cool, confi-

dent look on his face had sharpened to one of a madman dan-

gerously close to teetering off the edge entirely. He still had 

that business charm, as always, but now he looked more like 

he had the power to fire your entire family and smile while 

doing it. Like vodka laced with broken glass. 

ñWhatôs life without a little risk? Itôs called the Gamblerôs 

Shot for a reason.ò Corey placed his drink down and batted 

his eyelashes mockingly. ñBesides, I know youôd never poi-

son me. Cyanide was the choice for tonight, correct?ò 

Mark took a step back. ñWoah there, darlinô, you werenôt 

supposed to know that.ò 

ñOh, please. Corey knows everything.ò 

Corey turned to his left to see a glamourous woman in 

navy blue receive her cocktail from of the bartenders. It 

was layered in cool blue and violet, with what looked 

like a puff of cotton candy as a garnish. Her hair fell 

around her face in luscious black curls. 

ñMiss Milena Chiviac. What a pleasure to see you here 

tonight.ò Corey bowed in his seat, to her laughter. 

ñOh, stop with the formalities, Corey. Itôs too late for 

that. What brings you here?ò 

Corey ran a hand through his hair. ñGetting rid of a 

coworker. Iôm next in line for the position and he was... 

in the way.ò 

ñHow devious.ò Milena smiled as she dropped the cot-

ton candy into her glass, watching it dissolve into inky 

goo. ñIôm personally here because I needed to trade in a 

weapon I had no use for, but I figured I might as well 

have a little fun.ò 

ñDid you get a fair deal?ò Mark asked, inquisitive. 

Milena nodded. 

ñYes, and I got some little toys for Xieren as well. 

Theyôve been wanting some fancy knives for a while, 

and I just canôt refuse them when they give me the doe-

eyes. Paid for the whole thing with a few gemstones.ò 

The woman chuckled and stirred her glass with a care-

fully painted finger. ñTheyôll kill me for using the ru-

bies, theyôre their favorite, but I did tell them to be con-

tent with the opals and sapphires. Iôm not completely 

heartless, you know, but I do have to settle my tabs.ò 

She laughed softly, twirling a lock of her curls around 

her other forefinger. 

ñYouôve been together for, what, three months now?ò 

Corey asked, pleased when he got a positive response. 

ñI knew it! You two are adorable together, I always 

knew you would be.ò 

ñHush now, Corey, itôs rude to shout.ò Milena chided, 

but her eyes revealed that she was just as pleased with 

the whole endeavour as he was. Mark just watched 

them all as he fulfilled other peopleôs orders, smiling at 

the ridiculous conversation topic. 

ñAnyhoo, Iôd love to stay and chat some more, but itôs 

almost one, and I have to take care of business tomor-

row.ò Corey stood from his barstool and stretched, be-

fore leaning over the white marble countertop to give 

Mark a kiss on the cheek. ñCooking for four people is 

hard, especially when your boyfriend refuses to help.ò 

He shot a pout towards Mark, who chuckled. 

ñIôm going to be tending the bar all night, itôs only fair 

that you make dinner. Donôt complain, youôre the one 

who wanted to have the stupid dinner party in the first 

place.ò 

ñFair enough.ò Corey yawned and shook Milenaôs hand 

again. ñGreat seeing you, Milena, we must have lunch 

together sometime, maybe work out some deals be-

tween the two of our companies.ò 

ñIôd love that.ò Milena took a delicate sip of her drink 

and smiled. ñSee you around, you cold-blooded killer.ò 

ñSame to you, dirty thief.ò Corey laughed, before slip-

ping a few bills onto the counter, throwing his jacket 

over his shoulder and striding out of the club with a 

smart kind of confidence, the kind you see in a business 

owner after theyôve just made a particularly lucrative 

deal. 

He couldnôt wait to see the news tomorrow. 
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POETRY 
 

Wait 
by Amaya Rehling 

 
Footsteps creep along the hall 
Eyes watch the figure from the wall 
Eyes following his every move 
Belonging to the dead 
 
Portraits hanging on the wall 
Eyes follow me down the hall 
My footsteps near my destination 
How was I to know what waited? 
 
Scenes of destruction, 
Devastation I feared awaited 
So, carefully I opened the door... 

Inspection of a Gray Wednesday Morning 
By Noah Spitz  

 

I notice the indentations in the grass 

left by the footsteps of many beings prior. 

Iôm drawn to the distinct scent of the freshly cut blades; 

It invites me to become closer 

with the scene before me. 

 

There were guests today; 

the baseball diamond is occupied 

by the geese guarding centerfield. 

This scene is to not be disturbed; 

I do not wish to impede on their temporary residence. 

 

I focus my attention now on the playground, 

drawn to the shrieks of the children. 

I watch as a child imposes their rule over another playmate 

asserting imaginary control 

over a small segment of the oddly-shaped structure. 

 

The constant din of construction 

serves as a backdrop 

to the peaceful scene before me. 

The neverending whir of engines and the beeping of horns 

fuses with my thoughts 

Existing as a soundtrack 

that plays while I observe. 

 

The scene before me is at war with itself, 

the landscape a plethora of greens and oranges and blues. 

It is a peculiar mixture of peace and commotion 

congealed into a singular setting. 

Untitled 
By Kayley Ryan 

Where the Monsters Go 

Anonymous 

 

There is a world where monsters go 

They moan and roar and howl and shriek 

There is a world where monsters go 

Humans have never seen a peek 

 

There is a world where monsters go 

The witches, the goblins, and the trolls 

There is a world where monsters go 

Eating rotten apples, slimeworms, and moles 

 

There is a world where monsters go 

Full of mists and bogs and forests too 

On All Hallowôs Eve the monsters go 

Out of that world to look for you 
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 GALLERY  
Some Alien Designs 
By Charlotte Lindgren 

030 Spoopy 030 
By Susanna Tsay 

Mr. Skeltal 
By Callum Edison 

Untitled 
By Kayley Ryan 


