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Outside
It is not your backyard
That is not what I’m saying
I speak of the thick forests
Fields of wild flowers
Rushing waterfalls
And snow capped mountains
Live your fantasy
I know mine…
Jump off that high cliff into water clear as crystal
Water so fresh you could slurp up the whole lake
Run, run barefoot in the dirt, the sand, over the rocky shores
Run through the hills. and stop when your chest is about to burst
And your throat feels as though it is bleeding
Stop only when you can go no further

Writing and
Photography
Genna
Mosher;
Grade 8

Let your feet crust up with dirt
And wash them when they turn black
Let your hair feel filthy with sea salt
Let your face feel hot by the gleaming sun
Let your pants tear as you venture through thorny brush
Legs cut as you walk through large boulders and rocks
Because that is life, my friend
Breathe the fresh air
Stare at the millions of stars that shimmer within the sky, so black at night
Let the waves of the ocean roll in, like blue silk folding itself over
Be hypnotized by it, don’t be afraid to let it put you in a trance
Let the current take you, but only so far
And then glide over the waves as if dancing with them
Sink into sand, let it stick to you
Only for an excuse to jump back in the water
I know I would die without adventure
I would die if there was no such thing as pain
If there was no such thing as seeking
Finding new places, and learning new things
If there was no such thing as to roam in areas that are forbidden
Swim where I can look down
Be a little scared by the fact I cannot see the bottom, but liking it
I ask you not to take the road less traveled
But to take the road never traveled
Take the road that others have never seen before
Take the road that feels right to you, that makes you most happy
Take a new road, or even no road at all
Build your own path as you go
And live, not outside, but within the wild
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A Tribute to Stephen Hawking
Liliana Hopkins; Grade 8
In the beginning of time, the universe exploded
The race to explore it’s oblivion had begun
Losing the ability to control my motion
may be the greatest countdown I outrun
Every day I may die,
and every second I may crumble
and so does the universe, one day it shall crinkle
but it’s too beautiful to let go undiscovered
My fingers don’t listen anymore,
and neither do my feet
My mind is racing against the clock
I will not allow my frozen body to become my defeat
The stars wink at me
They explode and they birth
without consulting humanity
It seems they’ve taken pity
on the only boy that can see
the pulsing black holes
that reside in the hearts of galaxies
Some day I lose the will to open my eyes
Soon enough they too will become paralyzed
In my heart, I search for the stars who pulverize
They are the ones who grow beyond explanation
I am immobilized
But they’ve come to my darkness,
they’ve travelled light years to enter my sky
I no longer need to open my own eyes
to discover the beauty of our cosmos
A lonely life it is,
to never leave my own head
But to be at the head of the race
to the search of the equation of all space,
to the answer of the question before time itself
is enough for me
It will have to be.
8
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My Resentfulness, by Warmth
Denise Chloie Borbe; Grade 6
A light that behold a brilliant flame underneath
The illuminating hold in the plainly driven magnolia
A crescent with a silver lining could be compared to she
As who she was, my ambition
A person who was a bittersweet taste of love
Almost as though the smell of a dark chocolate
The passion that we shared among all
Came back to me, resentful and despondent

The melancholy spring took me back
To the time my nostalgic tears cut chains with me
How that spark of light between passionate fires of love
Was always a facade for the features hidden behind she
A light that was a superior to match a passionate vestige
Dilapidated walls only she could repair
How she was my compulsion for everything
Now is she is the source of my mourning
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The Dark of Night
Carla Prichinello; Grade 8
As the dark of night took over the sky
The bright shining stars sparkled in her eyes
She watched the prominent moon begin to raise up high
She thought of the long day ahead that lies
She thought of all the days she’s been through
And thought of how lucky she was still here, like you
As she watched the navy blue sky swiftly move,
She worried about the future and what it had in store
She feared it and was happy no more
But in the end, she reminded herself to think of the good that
there was
The happy thoughts overpowered the bad, as it always does
She smiled and her eyes closed slowly, sending her into sleep
And her mind brought her vivid dreams she could keep
The shining stars still passed on by
As the dark of night took over the sky
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Sunsets
Diyar Ertas; Grade 6
Sunsets, a fiery blaze of color
Burning our sky
Into a bombardment of orange
Almost every night,
The sky is streaked with purple
It is almost like a painter,
Splashing the mixture
On a white untouched canvas
But every sunset is different,
Not a single would be the same
The orange,
The eternal scorching of the sky,
Like a warm fireplace during winter
The purple,
The celestial space beyond the sky,
In the depth of space
The red,
Like cherry drink,
Spilt across the horizon,
Staining red and crimson across
The pink,
Like a gem on a ring,
When a man would propose to his love
But every sunset is different,
Not a single would be the same
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Sunsets, not just streaks of color and beauty,
But their qualities
The smoothness,
The colors blend with each other,
Making a cocktail of color
The fluffy clouds,
Beginning to fade from our eyes
The flame,
The sunsets begins to burnout,
Like a candle with no flame
But every sunset set is different,
Not a single would be the same
The void,
After the sunset dies, is shown
The black,
Like the ashes of the sunset that has fallen
The purple,
Like a distant shadow of a familiar figure
The void itself,
The endless vacuum where the sunset is sent,
Just like a criminal to a prison
But every sunset is different,
Not a single would be the same
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Inside
Nistha Patel: Grade 6
Eyes closed I stand
Listening for the wind
No one knows what happens deep within
Powers above imagination
Something no one would suspect
The greatest power and gift
An playful imagination
Those who have this gift
So rare, so true
Are misunderstood by their world too
Escaping reality seems so fake
But there is no reality for our sake
Inside
We stand
Stronger, taller, better
Inside we are who we aren’t outside or above
We aren’t who we think we are
And we aren’t who we are
The greatest power and gift in the universe
A playful imagination
That brings us deep inside
Until we question everything
And until we are lost for
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A Tear
Genna Mosher; Grade 8
I treat a tear like a stain
It is only water
Yet its print remains
Its memory burns into your skin
The pain will only begin
Pools of blood in your eyes
Thunder goes silent in the stormiest of skies
A voice trails through your head
Lies next to you
Breathes in your ear as you lay in bed
Makes a knot around your mind
It screams
Yet is sweet and kind
After the roughest of the storm
Your thoughts have been reborn
Your heart feels as though it is healed
Yet in the pews you kneeled
I lay alone in a darkened room
Left to smell sorrow’s rotting perfume
Though the stars may shine bright
A black tear trickles
And with utter fright
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Music
Genna Mosher; Grade 8
Thank god there is music
Honestly, it makes you feel so many things
What would I do without these feelings?
I love to fill my ears with it
You know with my headphones
Make it the only thing I can hear
Fill my head with it
Feel exactly what the person who wrote it felt
You never realize how beautiful music is
Until you find a song you absolutely love to death
It may be a song you dance to
A song that made you smile, laugh, cry
A song you want to listen to as you stare at the ceiling
A song you want to sing, scream, spread
You think you know what music is…
You never know what music is,
Until you find yourself connecting with a song,
On a level you thought was impossible
I have a song I listen to when I’m on the verge of tears
A song for when I’m bored and want to liven up my day
A song that makes me happier when I thought it was impossible...
For me to be any happier than I already was in that moment
Someone out there feels exactly what you feel,
So they decided to put it to music
That’s what I think makes it so beautiful
We all have feelings
We all think things and know things
Everyone kind has some kind of story
That they can make music of
There’s nothing…
Nothing in the world like listening to your favorite song
No feeling in the world is like it
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Yellow
Athanasia Chandras; Grade 8
Yellow is the color of youth,
jumping in the middle of a grocery store aisle
freely
While others witness the purity of children
Yellow is the sundress you wore in July
the innocent marigold, crushed beneath crisp feet.
Yellow is the sun,
a beautiful fire for eternity.
The sick face, pale with disease
Yellow,
The smirk of a snarky response,
the end of a disagreement.
Yellow is the beauty, the terror
of ongoing envy
The lemon of life,
a bittersweet symphony
of dark and light,
sweet and sour
Yellow
A healing bruise,
the reminder of hatred,
a guilty remorse
Fading sunsets,
A kaleidoscope of sherbet colors and sunshine
Yellow,
tastes like Italian ice,
condensation dripping down the cup
Sounds like jazz,
smooth chords of a cello beating
throughout
Yellow,
the soft of a hand,
The snap of a cracker
Yellow…
the oh, so restless
color of life
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Around The World In Less Than Three Minutes
Saloni Singh; Grade 7
The world is huge and diverse,
And I’ve tried to cover it all in a verse.
Canada has the best poutine on the planet.
In Mexico, the traditional dish chilies en nogada is adorned with pomegranate.
In Brazil, you can learn about Capoeira, a native dance.
Yes, the dance of war will certainly leave you in a trance.
The Quechua tribe uses potatoes to heal,
And Aymara Indians used basket traps to catch their next meal.
For the ones who have African culture in their genes,
Feel proud that Morocco is the largest exporter of sardines.
Not very far away is the Western Sahara,
Where you can find plants like the Calotropis Procera.
Welcome to China, famous for mink,
As well as white dolphins, which are actually pink.
Singapore is a popular tourist destination,
The amazing city state is a great location.
Welcome to the magnificent country of France,
Will you find a K in French words? Not a chance!
Italy is nearby, famous for the food.
As well as music, to set the mood.
G’day mate! How do you do?
The Great Barrier Reef is an amazing view!
Penguins aren’t the only flightless birds out there,
The kiwi birds in New Zealand also can’t take to the air.
The last continent is Antarctica, covered with snow.
Which is a fact that you already may know.

19

A
Wrinkle
in
Time
By
Madeleine
L’Engle
A
Poetry

The Dark Place
Alexandria De Iasi; Grade 6
I was in a dark, dark place,
Hoping I would see someone’s face.
A tug and a tug, my arm went out.
When nothing was there I started to pout.
Heard a call out from somewhere in the world,
And started to crawl until I was hurled.
I was in a dark, dark place,
Hoping I would see someone’s face.
I was hurled out into the open,
Not a single word was spoken.
I was in a dark, dark place,
Hoping I would see someone’s face.
The faint sound of joy came from,
A little five year old boy.
I opened my eyes, opened them wide.
Until I fell back, and there I lied
I was in a dark, dark place,
Hoping I would see someone’s face.
I took my last breath of air,
Hoping my father was there.
I looked for him with an intriguing
stare,
As I took a deep breath, that filled me
with air.

Series
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Spectrum
Stratos Chandras; Grade 6
What is darkness?
A terrifying place of loneliness?
A dark wall of fright?
Or a shadow of nothing?
Why does it exist?
To scare us?
To make us hide?
Or to cover what is behind?
What is light?
A beacon of hope?
A fighter of despair?
Or a helper everywhere?
Why does it exist?
To bring us closer?
To bring us out of our hiding spots?
Or something to pull off the curtain
for which is darkness?

A Wrinkle in Time
Denise Borbe; Grade 6
How many believe they can paint magnolia bright
Such naivety often applies with consequences
How there are many perplexing things enough
Still left unknown, for one to speak
Thin air ghosted over one’s lungs
The golden pleasing air was abandoned
The landscape that welcomed us steadily
Felt as nothing similar to what was seen
Specimens that deprived imagination
Was still a mystery to what seemed to be
Outstanding again what they seek
A silent repose was all that was heard
The humid air that swings through the shy
Resentful enough to a touch
How are was innocent to such place
The answers will soon be alleviated
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We see light as a good thing.
We see darkness as evil.
Yet sometimes darkness will hide
something you don’t want to see.
Light may just be the key to the
cage of a monster.

A Wrinkle
Jake Salvatore: Grade 6
Your life may never be the same,
After you've soared through Uriel on a creature not yet named.
You’ll fly high above the clouds, not a care on your mind,
through you discover all of the darkness you will find.
You cannot find your father, after all that you’ve tried,
After all the nights you’ve spent praying, every time that you’ve cried.
You’ve traveled to places, galaxies, and afar,
You’ve traveled by spaceship, by plane, and by car.
You’ve been teased by your peers, and bullied at school,
For no one likes you, you’re unpopular and uncool.
The kids don’t understand, they’re horrible and mean,
But you don’t tell anyone, you don’t want to make a scene.
You aren’t normal, special, what your mother would say,
You’ll never fit in, not now, not today.
But you will still keep pushing,
No matter what they say.
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Stop Being A Bully: A Song
Hailey De Guzman; Grade 6
Why are you so mean to me,
Making me feel like a bowl of misery
Walking down the halls and you call out my name
Demanding for some money; it’s not funny
I stand up to you,
But you fight back; shoving me in lockers
You act diverse in front of different people
Why, oh why, oh why, oh why
In front of the school, you act so cool
In front of the parents, you act like a nice girl
But in front of me, oh in front of me
You act like a mean bully, bully, bully
I sign up for class president
But you want to beat me,
So I’d look bad
Once I get ahead, you cheat to win
And when you get to the top,
You try your best to make me cry
You act diverse in front of different people
Why, oh why, oh why, oh why
In front of the school, you act so cool
In front of the parents, you act like a nice girl
But in front of me, oh in front of me
You act like a mean bully, bully, bully
I don’t know why you function like this
But I can help you,
Yeah I can help you, help you, help you
Maybe your parents are divorced
Maybe your just being down
Maybe your grades are low
Or maybe you’re afraid that no one will like you
But whatever it is,
I can help you, help you, help you
Just give me a chance
Be kind and everything will go your way
Be friends with me and everything will be alright
Yeah, yeah, yeah
So stop being a bully
24

25

Jerry’s Pen
Athanasia Chandras; Grade 8
Welcome to the Sherman Avenue Parking Garage! The overly cheerful sign greeted our
black SUV into the narrow passage of the parking lot. I exited the vehicle, immediately stuffing my dry hands into the deep, warm pockets of my coat to escape the freezing northeastern
winter that surrounded me. A pen brushed up against my chilled fingers; I fidgeted with it
for a while through boredom of waiting for the attendant to park our car. “Jerry Mendelson-, I
read, Musician-Pianist-Organist: 201-84…”. I enthusiastically showed the memento to my mother,
who, by that time, was walking next to me down
Dyckman Street, but demonstrated no such
equivalent reaction. As we passed the Punta Cana Discount Store, my thoughts brought me back
to that brisk, end-of-December day.
“And here, we have the Honeymoon Room.
We call it that because so many people propose at
this very table,” the waitress, whose nameplate
read Jodi, explained to us upon our arrival at the cozy restaurant. “This place used to be a
carriage house in the 1920s, which is why the ceilings are so low. A couple of years later, a
few fireplaces and room divisions were added, and this establishment became The Peony Palace! We redid the place in the 1980s, that’s why you’re not freezing in here right now! Insulation really does work miracles…”
Her words were drowned out by the rambling thoughts in my head. The low ceilings
were a little bit of a problem for my five-foot-eleven body, but the beautiful green linoleum
walls and mahogany china cabinets made up for it. I sat down at the head of the table, and
was buried by the incoming greetings of family and friends. We ordered beverages - wine for
the adults, flavored sparkling water for us children - checked our coats, and became familiar
with the vast options on the dinner menu. A small man stood over me, his eyes squinted and
wrinkled as if someone had glued the corner of his eyelids onto his freckled, pink gold skin.
“Vermilyea Avenue, we’re finally here! Do you know what apartment he’s in? I thought
it was number 28, but it turns out that’s not even a number in this building,” mother said,
standing in front of the doorbells.
“I’m not exactly sure-- try 22, and if that doesn’t work, just ring numbers in the twenties. I’m positive he’s on the second floor,” I stated hurriedly, trying, with no success, to escape Jack Frost.
We walked up to the second floor of the beautiful, but rundown apartment building; the
molded faces of angels stared down at me from the water-stained white ceiling. Apartment 27
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greeted us with open arms; the DENTIST sign on the door, followed by the quick embrace of a
small, elderly Peruvian man had become the monthly Saturday routine. A shaggy sheepdog
barked on the budget waiting room television. I browsed through a five year old magazine,
finding particular interest in an article stating tips on how to make a birthday cake.
“I hear it’s your birthday! I wish you many, many more to come! Wait just one minute, I
have a present for you,” the gray-haired pianist said as he walked towards the antique piano
bench in the center of the cozy room.
The nameless man returned with two light up rings, one pink, one red.
“I wasn’t sure which color you would like. See, these light up, all you have to do is press
this little button at the top, and it should work.” The ring did not light up.

“I bought these from the discount store, so they may be a little bit defective, but they’re
fun, aren’t they?” The man squeezed the silicon ring in his hand, it finally lit up after he
pulsed it in his fist for a while.
“My name’s Jerry Mendelson. I’m ninety-five years old-- my birthday is on March 23!
How old are you turning today?”
A purple dental bib was fastened around my neck, the small, gentle hands of the dentist’s assistant, and wife, brushed against the loose hairs behind my head.
“Open. Good, close. Open again. Excellent, close,” was repeated by the thickly accented
man. “I see much progress. I think it is time to move on to the next step…”
“What’s the best thing on the menu?” my mother inquired of Jerry.
“Personally, I would have to say the henway,” replied the pianist.
“What’s a henway?”
“Oh, only about three pounds!”
I chuckled at the old man, and despite already knowing the joke, he seemed to give it
new meaning.
“You know, you folks right here remind
me of friends I made during my days working
as a diesel fitter in the pantyhose factory. One
of my best friends to this day was a diesel fitter, too. It was an easy job, all we really had to
do was pick up a pair of pantyhose, and say
‘Diesel fitter’!”
More laughs; a symphony of high pitched and baritone guffaws until that final, satisfied
sigh at the end.

27

“So, any requests? I heard you talking before, you’re Greek! My second wife, who I
married after I got back from touring with Tony Bennett for a couple of months, her favorite song was ‘Agapa Me’. I can play it by heart if you want; I’ve memorized over 450 songs
throughout my career! I used to play it for my wife on our anniversary every year. When I
played the piano at Nordstrom in the city, I played a combination of that and the Phantom
of the Opera soundtrack. I’ll go play that for you folks now, enjoy,” the puny man stated
very enthusiastically.
Jerry obviously had a very interesting history; I was dying to learn more. As he
played the background music, I interrogated Jerry on his life’s other events.
“Well, besides being a World War II veteran, going on tour with Mr. Bennett, and
playing in Nordstrom, I was the organist for a Baptist church in Paterson in the ‘80s, I
have seven grandchildren and fifteen great-grandchildren, and I started playing the piano
here only ten years ago. I love it here. I have a business card, if you want it.” He handed
me, along with everyone else at the table, a neon colored pen with his name, occupation,
and telephone number on it. “I ordered
200 of these on the internet for only one
hundred dollars! Originally, I only
wanted about twenty, but I can’t resist
a good advertisement,” he laughed quietly to himself.

The cold embraced my face once
again; I was back on the sidewalks of
Washington Heights, among the throbbing music and sporadic bursts of fluent
languages. All it took to verify the pianist’s story was one background check,
one search online in the world’s collected databases, and I would know the
truth; I needed to research the curious
man. ‘Jerry Mendelson’ was typed into
the search engine, but there were no results.
Jerry Mendelson. A shadow of a man, a pretender? His name is a lonely idea among
a platform of my scattering thoughts. As I touched the engraved lettering on the pen, now
in my coat pocket, his truth is verified on that cold day in December, and in my mind on
this ordinary Saturday in New York.
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Be a Hero
Andrew Kashian; Grade 6

Prologue
“Please!” “Help!” “Police!” continuously screamed Elizabeth.
She was being hit by a golf club multiple times until blood was splattering everywhere and she was
unconscious.
The sight, when she woke up, was nothing. It was pitch black, and she found herself in a confined
space which she thought was a trunk of a small car. Elizabeth tried to move, but one arm and one
leg were broken and the others cut and oozing with blood. Then, suddenly, the car came to an abrupt stop. The man in the car then opened the door. There was a blinding flash and she felt nothing.
****
June 1st 1988
“I want you to be something great. Be an inspiration. Be a hero.” whispered Roberts dad to
the newborn baby.
July 9th 2015
“Robert, have you heard, your fiancé Elizabeth went missing,” exclaimed Roberts friend.
“What? Lets go search,” said Robert.
“Shouldn’t we call the cops?” asked the friend.
“No, remember that case in our town where the cops picked the wrong suspect and the victim
was murdered?” Robert informed his friend.
Robert and his friend, Kyle remembered her going to her friends house so they checked everything on the way. They started with an old abandoned warehouse. As they were searching they
came across a splatter of blood leading to a door. The men were curious, so they opened it and there
was a note.
What is 2+7྾ 4÷12x30 equal to? Good luck!
“I know; it’s 90.” said Robert.
“No, no! Remember PEMDAS, the answer is 75,” said Kyle. “That might mean the house we
all thought was haunted as kids on 75th street.”
Robert and Kyle went to the house, where the doorbell had a note on it that said to go to the
woods and find a shed, and that that was the final clue.
As they entered the woods they saw no sight of a shed, although they saw a little bit of blood that
led them to a place where the shed was visible. The shed had fallen apart and the door almost
broke after one quick tap, but the men entered.
There they saw a set of stairs that led to a big room the size of a stadium, but they decided
to go back outside at the sound of a car close by. Robert and Kyle then saw a man slowly opening
the trunk of a car.
Robert knew what was happening so he ran and jumped in front as the man and they began
to fight. Kyle then knocked the man unconscious. Elizabeth jumped out of the trunk, although badly hurt, and ran to Robert. He was badly wounded; by the time the ambulance came he was unconscious and might not make it.
The next day Elizabeth got a call that Robert barely made it; but he would recover from his
injuries. The doctor told her that he was a hero and that she would've died if it wasn’t for him.
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The Escape Route
Ava Mele; Grade 6
Our silk curtains were ripped, like our hope to be free again. I wondered why people
like me would be judged on our religion. But this was only the beginning of the war. Well it
didn’t take long for schools to shut down, Jewish thrift shops and bakeries also shut, and
houses evacuated. Tonight we went to visit our family friend Anne Frank.
“So, Anne will you join our Friday escape?” Mom questioned.
“Well I actually have something to show you, follow me.” Anne walked us to a wide,
thick, and tall bookshelf, filled with blue, green, red, and yellow books. It took me by surprise when she pushed it aside revealing a secret staircase. The staircase was a strata of
topsy turvy dark wood that was almost like an illusion. It gave me terrible vertigo. The loft
wasn’t any better. It was very small, there is no air to breathe. It was pitch black and the
rough wood gave me splinters from crawling.
“This is my escape route. Once I hear any suspicious sounds, this is where I will hide.”
explained Anne.
“Oh, I see. We are going with the resistance in an underground tunnel, around the
water, to a shore house we bought on a beach in Sweden,” dad told.

Something he forgot to say was that once we walk 12 miles and get out of Copenhagen
we will boat 5 more miles to our luxury shore house.
“Ok, well, we must go before the Nazi Soldiers come out.” My mom says.
We all left in a truck that was black so we wouldn’t be noticed. The truck has a nonJewish driver. His name is Franklin or Frank. Before the war Anne would trade off food
with Frank. When he found out we are Jewish he offed to be our private driver, and our escape leader, as he worked for the Resistance. Anyway, the back of the truck didn’t have
seats. It was like an oversized trunk, but it had a little seat for my little brother Owen (He
is only one). I always think about little Owen. He didn’t have much of a happy life. When he
was about seven or eight months when Adolf Hitler decided he did not like any other religions. We pulled up to a sewer hole, opened the pot, and climbed down. It smelt like the
back of the garbage truck. The floor was cold, wet and slippery like ice. It was also so dark
you couldn’t even see the other side.
“We will put our blankets down here, and at the break of dawn we will head to the
end of the tunnel. By that time, it will be night and we can get out and follow David to the
docks.” Said Frank.
“That's sounds good.” said Mother.
Frank is our driver; David DeRenolds was or boat sailor.
“Mom...I cannot sleep...I..I am nervous.” I confessed
.
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“What do you mean darling.” Mom acknowledged.

“What if I never go to school again...what if they find Anne?” I asked in a strata of
broken questions.
“Honey calm down, it will all be ok.” Mother coped.
I lied my head down on my pillow, and I thought about Anne.
What if she was caught? How could people actually believe Hitler? What has the
world come to? I mentally tired myself out by trying to solve these mysteries. Then a
closed my eyes and drifted off.
***

8 am Saturday, October 4th 1939
“Rise up every one. It is time to trail the tunnel.” announced Frank.
I woke up right at Franks call since it takes me a minute or two to get ready.
“Um...Ella… can I speak to you?” Dad questioned.
“Sure. What is it?” I asked.
“ Well… when we get to the coast line we must trade Owen off to the Hermys.” Dad
said with a gloom in his face.
“Why! I don’t want him to leave!” I protested.
The Hermys are a non-Jewish family who lived on the coast.
“We must if we all want to make it out alive! Including your brother!” Dad confirmed.
Then the crickets came out. I stopped arguing and continued packing my pillows
and blankets. When everyone was done tidying up we headed to the north end of the tunnel. By the time we finished our two and a half mile walk it was eleven o’clock at night.
“Ok we will hop out now. You guys can go with David on the boat. I will deliver Owen to the Hermys as if he was theirs. We said our goodbyes and was the assorted onto a
small wooden boat. As we crept onto the boat the spikey aged wood scraped our feet. It
smelled like shore air and fish. A short while later we were stuck in a very tiny compartment under the boat so it looks like we are not on it. This compartment was even worse
than Anne’s loft. It was so small we each could not even move around.
***
5 am the next morning
“You may now get out now. We are very close to Sweden.” told David.
We all got out and took a giant stretch. It felt like jumping in the pool after being in a dessert when we got out.
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“Well this is the end of our excursion. Stay safe.” David assisted us off the boat. I
said thank you to him for doing such a favor. My feet touched the soft, warm sand. The air
was clear and crisp. It was very warm. We walked down a long trail leading to our beach
hut.
“This is beautiful!” I exclaimed.
“This is our new home for the time being.” Mom said.
The house was wooden, and on a beach. Outside was giant orange trees. The inside
was modern with 5 bedrooms! The porch had a big yellow and blue swing. This was our
new happy place.
The end of the war
It was about 4 years later. I was 13 and Owen was 4. Our family was rejoicing. We
decided to close our rent and purchase the house. We have fought through the war without
fighting. We continued our life with happiness and freedom. We even got a dog named
Sunny. It doesn’t take bullets to fight a war; it takes hope.
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Dear Monsieur
Aarti Advani; Grade 7

Dear Monsieur. Deumor,
I need your help. My loved one has been convicted of a crime (along with many of his co
-workers) that he surely did not commit. My husband’s employer was found dead the night
after a high-class party. The employer, Mr. de la Vallée hosted this party and invited only
his close friends. The party’s timings were from 5:30 pm to 10:30, so says a guest and a
close friend to the victim. My husband and some of his friends went out to a restaurant
(7:00 pm to 10:00 pm). They have a strong alibi, as the entire restaurant staff stands by
their statement. Afterwards, they went to their own homes. I beg of you to accept this case.
I am from St. Matrick, Southern France.
Great Thanks, Agathae Garnier
My dear Agathae,
I am sorry to hear of your husband’s current situation. I will accept the case on the
point that I have been banned from investigating any official matters for the time being, as
recommended by my assistant for personal matters. I have to ask you a few questions on
this case. What type of boss was this employer? Did your husband prefer his co-workers
over other friends? How was he killed? How did he get his job? Does this M.de la Vall’ee
have enemies? Where were you and the other families of the co-workers? I will come to
your town as soon as possible to further investigate.
M.D.
Dear Monsieur. Deumor,
Thank you so much!
Mr. de la Vallée made his workers work extra hours for the amount of pay that is demanded by my regions government. He made them do unusual things in his cheese factory.
My husband’s neighborhood friends were more preferred, but he still spoke to his acquaintances at the factory.
He was shot in his room, estimated just before midnight.
My husband’s dad also worked there
All his employees disliked him
Geronimo’s family was out of town
Jerry’s family and Harry’s wife were all at a dinner party.
Bernard’s wife was at a cousin’s wedding.
I was at home.
Much thanks, Agathae
Dear Agathae,
My friend went to your town to help you out of your predicament. He has not returned
and his manager is getting suspicious. If you have knowledge of his whereabouts. please
tell.
From, Marquis Thompson
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Searching For Hope: Flash Fiction
Jake Salvatore; Grade 6
“Crash”! A bombshell explodes from inside the ground. The woman runs away while
holding her stale bread in her hands from the market to feed to her starving children. She
ran three miles to her hut in the midst of dust and debris. She opens the curtain to her
“home” to see her petrified boy and girl sitting in
the middle of the tent. They were covered in bacteria and unsanitary mud. She handed them
each a slice of bread as they reached out their
dirty and unwashed hands. They shook with fear
as they heard a frightening screech from outside,
followed by the sound of gunfire. The girl covered
her ears and let out a quiet cry as her mother attempted to comfort her.
Her mother had been widowed eleven
months before after her husband was killed in a
fatal airstrike attack. After the attack, the family’s life headed down a downward spiral, and
changed forever. Five months after his death
they had to leave their house behind after a
bomb had set their house ablaze during the
night.
The girl had became eternally frightened
after that event. Every noise of a weapon she hears now triggers a mental attack. Her personality changed forever in that short moment. The family had been searching for some type
of refugee center, but they were unable to find one.
They had been searching for one for a whole five months. Just then, screams of terror
were heard as bombs were dropped by planes and fell from the sky. The woman grabbed her
children, and fled the area, in search for a miracle, a miracle that would give them a life
they’d only imagined in their happiest dreams.
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Chernobyl

Written collaboratively
Praneel Khiantani, Arnav
Pande & Stratos Chandras;
Grade 6

"Fifty thousand people used to live in this city, now it's a
ghost town." - Captain MacMillan
Act I. By: Praneel Khiantani
Flames danced over my palm,
as a mushroom cloud rose higher
through the sky sparking like a flare.
Bodies lay scattered across the
scorched earth. The souls lost shall
suffer an eternity as their real story is
covered up.
Locating…
Pripyat, April 25th, 1986
“FoX TroTT”/:?(47;$;73
Syntax Error
The sun’s rays caught my eyes as we traveled through Pripyat, Ukraine. I faced Elliot
and he was already wearing his gas mask, the cheeky lad. “Fox, take a sunflower for yer
mum back home, she’d appreciate the gesture.”
He handed me a bright yellow sunflower, soft against the rough texture of my gloves.
“Foxtrot, this is Baseplate come in over.”
“Go ahead Baseplate.” I said with uttermost confidence into the walkie talkie.
“Widespread terrorist Alexei Brodize and the Soviets have created a makeshift weapons cache a few clicks west of here and he’s planning to launch an Intercontinental Ballistic
Missile at the nuclear plant, leaving Pripyat in ruins.”
Location Masked…
“Operation Plain Sight”
22:00 April 25 1986
“Foxtrot, you have to grapple from the Ferris wheel in the middle of town and breach
Alexei Brodize’s makeshift fortress. After you’ve executed him you and Elliot should remain
hidden with your ghillie suits, reach the ICBM and light it up.”
We sat atop the wheel, hooking up our grappling hooks. “Lock and load,” the comedic
soldier said roughly. My palms scraped against the scratchy rope setting my hand ablaze due
to the overwhelming friction. My hands lost grip of the rope and I barreled through the window, glass piercing me at all angles. I pulled my python magnum out of its leather sheath
and it glimmered against the rays of the sun. As I lifted the pistol towards the face of Alexei
the pressure on the trigger decimated and fiery red and orange light burst from the silver
barrel. The glow was almost tangible as it spewed in an endless stream, warm to the touch.
My elbows hit the floor creating a cascade of wood through the air, ripping the sound waves
of the blast apart. I glanced at the terrorist mastermind, “You’re too late.” The roar of the
missile echoed through Pripyat, gas bursting at the seams of the engines.
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ICBM launching in 45 seconds
22:03
Abort code:
ERROR
The missile was almost in the air, and I sprinted vigorously to reach it. “The abort c-“
Elliot’s voice was drowned out as the missile started to repel the ground. Knowing my only
choice I leaped, becoming airborne while my life flashed before my eyes. The sunflower
floated out of my pocket and my gas mask off my face, reflecting the imminent danger
ahead. I grabbed C4 from my left pocket and stuck it to the ICBM. My weak grip sent me
falling thousands of feet and when I grabbed the C4 remote, the missile lingered above the
plant.
The sky blood red like the light on the horizon, and the clouds ripped apart like my
hands from the cool steel handle of the ICBM. I gripped the metallic tan remote tight, sending an explosion of metal and flames, streaking across my eyes. “OI!” Elliot screeched from a
cobra
“Grab on!” I grabbed his blood-soaked palm as he heaved me up into the helicopter.
“You dropped this” the sunflower I dropped laid dormant in his hands, but I sat
speechless.
“Oi? You ok Fox?” Flames and gases burst in blinding light behind him.
“Get down!” The helicopter spun wildly out of control and Elliot held on to a grazed
metal bar. I grabbed hold of some rope tied to the left seat.
“Tactical Nuke inbound!” Baseplate fell through the front window tumbling into radioactive darkness.
Locating…
“Baseplate”
23:24
Act II. By: Arnav Pande
The rushing wind made me it’s ragdoll. I
felt the whiplash at my neck and limbs almost
ripping them apart. Falling through the explosion I could see marvelous city of Pripyat
slowly getting larger. The Ferris wheel illuminated in the night sky. I reached for my parachute just in time to survive the fall. I looked up to see a massive mushroom cloud expanding blurring the normal starry night sky.
“Baseplate survived the fall, over”
I waited for a response on the radio but there was only static. Looking at the wheel
and all of its glory, I left the scene to a safer location. I moved to a small bunker hoping to
not die in the explosion. I hated the soviets for all that they did. The bombing, their conquests, and everyone they had killed. If I could I would happily wage a war. But I can’t. I
waited, and waited, and waited till I could not wait any more. I looked out of the bunker to
see my city covered with fallout snow. I survived.
However I never heard from Eliot and Foxtrot back. I might never truly know if they
survived or not.
I closed the door and waited inside. Then there was a crash. I looked outside to see the
blast.
“ NOOOOO!” I yelled.
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It was Elliot and Foxtrot’s helicopter. It was damaged beyond repair and was smothered
in fire. I left the bunker to see the remains of the crash. Inside the chopper I saw the bodies. Both of them were cold and lifeless. I grabbed Fox’s python off the floor. I walked back
to the bunker to escape the nuclear winter. I looked at the pistol and decided I would keep
it to as a reminder of their dedication.
“Baseplate”
20:31, 1988
It has been two years since the terrible bombing. I was in the hospital for many
months trying to be free of radiation. I was at my home going to bed. I lay down and contemplated about the night of the explosion. I had done so much to save my town of Pripyat,
yet I will never be remembered for that night or any night. Then I went to sleep.
Killed in action list
“Foxtrot”
“Elliot”
Baseplate unconfirmed
Act III (Epilogue) By: Stratos Chandras
Locating…
“Foxtrot Junior”
April 25th 1996
Pripyat (Chernobyl Disaster)
Being where my brother died is an interesting, yet scary experience. I never quite
met him, but from what I heard, he did do quite much comparing to myself. I had to remember that the only reason I was here was because my informant called me in. I was not
here for memories. I was here to be like my brother and take out the last ultranationalist
from Pripyat once and for all. The streets were empty and there was a strong smell of toxic
waste in the air. The houses were empty, if you could call them houses. There was mostly
rubble and dust in my vision. Finally, the informant appeared with two other tall men
dressed in threatening expressions. They looked as dangerous as a person possibly could.
And to even make it more upsetting, they were pushing a corpse with them. They claimed it
was the terrorist. It looked dead to me, with his ripped up clothes and gas mask. It was a
real pity to imagine that I would end his life. But if you have guilt, glory can not be
achieved.
The informant handed me a pistol. Signed on the back was “FOXTROT.” It was my
father’s pistol in which he had used just ten years ago. “We figured that the same gun
would finish the job”. Here goes nothing. My hand grabbed, almost snatched, the gun in his
hand. I wanted to achieve the same glory my brother did. The trigger was set and was
pushed. This created such an echo in the quiet town. And still, the man collapsed and never
moved again. With the men’s smug faces suspicion crept on me. I wanted to see who’s life I
had taken. I yanked off the gas mask and saw the face. It was Baseplate. The blood of my
brother’s best friend and sole survivor of the disaster stained across my hands. I had extinguished the soul of a true soldier.
“NO! You-“ I never finished my sentence.
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Divide
Matthew Kashian; Grade 6

Prologue
As it was an exponentially glum night, the sky,
black with a tint of purple, and hints of blue, the puffy,
swollen clouds filled the region.
Mia was walking around town with her older
brother Brandon. Mia took a sudden halt and gazed at
a bright, white light that was behind a minute amount
of saplings.
Out of nowhere, Mia darted towards this glare,
dividing her hand from Brandon's; he had never seen
her speed accelerate as much as it was. Stunned, Brandon sprinted after her just after she ran. At his highest
speed, he could not match the otherworldly fast pace of
her. He saw Mia stop at the glimmering light. This pile
of light was in mid air, floating, and blindingly bright.
The next thing they knew, this white glimmer flashed
on them. They were being sucked up towards the light. Out of suspense, Brandon yelled
“HELP,” Whilst Mia was doing nothing, just standing quietly and calm. Soon, their vision became a whiteout.

Brandon
My life seemed to flash before my terrified eyes, I called out Mia's name, but no response. I tried to move around, but in the white, objects seemed to be indistinguishable to
the eye, a transparent obstacle, separating me from reality. I called out, again, and again,
and again “Mia…...Mia!” No one seemed to reply.
At once, something was in sight, but barely. The walls seemed barely even translucent,
and she was mostly a blot of white and gray. She called my name, but this did not sound like
her, this was a strange and low voice, which sounded like a monster. “What was it?” I
thought. “Was Mia on four legs?”
Whatever it was, howled before charging at me. When the creature was close it seemed
to hit into a wall, and faint. It made noises that sounded like a mix of grunting and gurgling
as it was lying on the ground, faced-down. This creature looked like Gollum from, “Lord Of
The Rings”, but is slightly scaly and grey.
I looked from side to side and saw Mia, who looked as confused as I was. We both saw
each other, but could not communicate. Where we were? Reality seemed to be irrelevant to
anything, but if this was possible, that we were able to stretch the laws of physics.
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Mia
I don’t know why, but I was curious. I’m sorry Brandon, for getting us into this. This is
all my fault. I did not speak these phrases, but I heard them outside of my head. I wish I
could just appear right by y……
Next thing I knew I was in Brandon’s arms. How? Reality doesn’t exist here. I heard
this, but his mouth did not move. I saw his arm transform into a gray scaly form, Wait…
Brandon transformed into a scaly alien looking creature. This creature growled at me and
tried to bite me. I looked to the side and saw Brandon, trapped, confused about what this
planet is. I saw his thinking, and next thing I knew, he grabbed me and brought me away. He
told me to think about leaving.
“Don’t worry about me,” I said. He went to the creature. I suddenly found myself where
the glimmering light was. All I could do was hope that Brandon comes back…
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Found Guilty: A Story of Darkness
Olivia Prichinello; Grade 8
I walked home from school like I do everyday with my friend Jack.
“I don’t want to go home, my mom got back from her business trip today.
She’s going to get drunk and angry again, just watch.” I said when I saw my moms
car in the driveway. My mom had been on a business trip and I was home alone
for a full week before that.
“Does she still hit you?” Jack asked with a sympathetic tone.

“Yeah. But at least she isn’t with that awful boyfriend anymore. Remember
the one that I was telling you about a few weeks ago? He's the one that told my
mom that I was disappointing for an only child. I hated that guy, I’m glad he left.
Well, actually, my mom and him got into a fight so she kicked him out but still,
same thing. Man, sometimes I really wish I could just kill her”
“Hey if you want you can come over and stay with us until she’s asleep so
you don’t have to talk to her. I’m sure it’s fine with my parents.”
“Thank you so much, I’ll just walk home later.”
We got to his house and watched a few movies until it got dark. His mom
called us down for dinner and we all sat at the table together, his parents, me,
him, and his little sister.
“Honey, do you want some broccoli with that?” His mom asked with a big
smile handing me the serving spoon.
“Oh, sure, thanks.” I said, scooping it onto my plate.
“Denise,” his father said to his little sister, “how was that spelling test you
had today?”
“Oh it was good. Except I got confused with ‘they’re’, ‘there’,and ‘there’.” She
said, slumping into her chair.
“Oh it’s fine honey, I’m sure you did great.” His mom said with a peppy tone
in her voice.
After dinner, I got my backpack and put my shoes on. I was heading towards
the door when Jack said,
“Hey, if anything happens, you can come here, okay?”
“Thanks.” I said as I walked out the door smiling at him.
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I approached my house, which was just a block away from Jack’s, and my
stomach sank when I saw the light on. I could faintly make out my mother’s silhouette sitting in the kitchen. She was at the table with a bottle in her hand. I
decided to try to sneak through the back door without her noticing. I walked
along the side of the house, ducking in front of the windows. I slowly creaked the
door open without a sound. I managed to walk silently through the hallway until
I reached the stairs. I avoided the floorboards that I knew made noise from times
I snuck in before. I was nearly up the stairs when the side of my bag scraped
against the banister. I winced as my hope was lost. Reluctant to turn around, I
heard my mom stumbling through the kitchen which was right near the bottom
of the staircase. I slowly turned around and saw her leaning on the banister.

“Where the hell were you?” She said, stuttering on her words.
“I was at Jack's house doing homework.”
“Yeah, well you should’ve stayed there, maybe you’ll make some use of
yourself in someone else’s house. I have a date tomorrow night by the way.”
She began to stagger back to the kitchen. I turned around and made my
way up the stairs.
“Third one this week” I muttered under my breath to myself.
Her footsteps stopped.

“What did you say?” She slurred.
“Nothing.” I said, walking faster up the stairs.
“I know what the hell you said. Don’t disrespect me like that after I put this
roof over your head.”
It was difficult to understand what she was saying, but I already knew what
was coming. I turned around and saw her taking a long swig out of her bottle, basically finishing it. She chucked the bottle at me as I ducked and heard it shatter
against the wall behind me. I dropped my backpack on the glass shards around
my feet and ran. I went up the stairs and into the bathroom, locking the door behind me. She pounded on the door even though she missed a few times.
“You can’t stay in there forever!” she yelled.
I looked around trying to think of what to do.
Twenty minutes passed, and after yelling multiple curse words and insults,
she still didn’t show any sign of leaving.
Sighing with tear-filled eyes, I opened the door figuring that I’d have to
face her eventually.
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“You disrespectful little brat. I should’ve left you at an orphanage or with
your dad.”
“I wish I could go to dad’s, but too bad he didn’t tell you where he was. I
wish I could leave just like he did cause he made a damn good call doing that!” I
yelled, crying.
She ran at me, hitting my back with stinging pain and pushing me into the
wall. My head hit the wall as she pinned me to it and slapped my face. She was
spitting as she slurred her words. She missed my face a few times and her leg hit
the wall instead of me.
I saw the little electric fan we kept on the window sill out of the corner of
my eye. Without thinking, I grabbed it and started hitting her head with it. She
started to back off, but I hit with all the hatred and hurt I had in me.
“You’re such a little piece of…”
With a final swing, she hit the floor.
I stood there with a fan in my hand and an unconscious mother on the floor.
I kicked her a few times, but she didn’t budge. I took the small compact mirror
from the medicine cabinet and held it under her nose. She wasn’t breathing.
“Mom?” I said, lightly kicking her again.
No response. She was dead.
I finally did it, after all these years of daydreaming, after all these years of
gathering courage then losing it, I did it.
I killed her.
The oddest part to me was that there was no remorse. When I was standing
there looking over her, I felt no guilt inside me.
After a few minutes, I began the clean up. There was barely any blood so
that made it easier for me. I moved the body into the kitchen, and with careful
planning, I placed her in a position so it looked like she fell and hit her head. I
was debating when I would call the cops but I realized I had to clean up the bottle shards and wipe down the fan. I still had to finish up my cleaning from before
so no evidence would point towards me.
Later, I thought.
I sat in the living room and watched a sitcom while drinking some orange
juice until I heard sirens in the distance. I turned off the TV and bolted to the
bathroom. I put water around my eyes to make it look as if I had been crying. I
decided I’d try to play it off as if I was about to call. I opened the door when the
officers and EMTs approached the stoop.
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The officers quickly turned me around and put handcuffs on me.

“Wh..what are you doing?” I said. It had taken me by surprise. “And how
did you know to come?”
“A neighbor called and said he heard yelling, then he said that your mother
wasn’t answering her phone. We’re taking you into custody.”
“What? Why me? I didn’t do this.” I panicked, not even checking if my story
made sense.
“We’ve gotten calls about violent behavior and fights between you two before.”
They roughly guided me out of the house and shoved me into the back of the
car.
I looked out the car window and saw all of my neighbors whispering and
pointing.
I even saw Jack. He walked up to the window and said, “I told you could
come to my house.”
I couldn’t help but give a small smirk. I don’t know why, but this was all so
relieving, so ironic.
“Calm down, it’s taken care of” I said slyly.
Jack tried to play it off, but I saw his face go pale. “You did it, didn’t you?”
I didn’t even have to say anything, the big smile on my face said it all. He
backed away from the car slowly, breathing heavily. A cop finally came into the
car after the EMTs put the body in the ambulance.
A few days of trials passed. I was found guilty.
Even as I testified in front of the court, I smirked.
Even as the judge announced my guilt, I laughed.
Even as I was met with a mob of reporters as I was put in the cop car, I was relieved.
Even as I sat in the juvenile detention center, I smiled.
All of the hurt was lifted off of my shoulders. The 15 years of pain and ache was
gone even though my freedom was too.
I was trapped, but relieved.
The oddest part was the fact that I experienced no guilt through any of this. Regret didn’t even cross my mind.
Locked up for life, remorse was something I never felt. Maybe there was something wrong with me, but the way I see it, a lifetime of pain replaced with a lifetime of
isolation wasn’t the worst thing in the world.
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The Life of a New Phone
Anya Singh; Grade 7
I’m waiting on the shelf. I have just been manufactured and programmed. I’m so giddy! Today is the day, I
know it! Today is the day where Steve, my favorite salesman at Best Buy, will pick me up and show me to many excited customers. I’m hoping to be chosen by an adult,
they’re more responsible and not likely to drop me. I’m
waiting on the shelf - eagerly!
It’s 6:00 pm. Parents are coming home from work to
be with their children. Or, hopefully, to be with me, their
new phone! I’m looking at Steve, he looks at me every time
the door opens. A middle-age woman appears. She’s talking
to Steve. I would love taking pictures of her. She seems like
the type of person who takes lots of pictures. I feel 256GB
of storage coming on! He’s pointing towards me and the
woman follows the path. SHE’S PICKING ME UP! SHE’S
PICKING ME UP! She looks very responsible, and very
likely not to be careless with me. She tells Steve she loves
my rose gold color, I blush a little deeper at the compliment. I think I am in love….
She takes me to her home. Her whole family is admiring me. Staring at me. They’re jealous as they all have
old phones. I learn her name is Chrissie after she synced
all of her information to me. She picks me up in her precious hands, puts me in a secure wallet case and carries me
out of the house for a lunch in a high-rise apartment building with the rest of her family. I am a little uncomfortable
because I am new, and her worn out wallet case is from her
old phone. But it’s fun making friends with the other
things in her wallet case - her driver’s license and her credit cards. We go up many floors in the elevator. The apartment is quite high up. I love the feeling of whooshing up.
I’m a little tense of the height but am also confident that
I’ll be ok; Chrissie will take care of me.
We have a great lunch. Chrissie takes so many pictures using me. I feel important.
“Chrissie, cool new phone, you are going to take care
of this one, right?” Her brother says
Chrissie laughs, “Oh stop it! You know I’m not always that careless.”
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Hmm, what does that mean; I wonder. But then I shrug it off as another pair of
hands pick me up and takes more pictures. A few hours go by and I learn that Chrissie’s family is going on vacation. I am super excited! I am already seeing so much more
than I was since I was in the Best Buy store. We leave the apartment and get in the elevator. Someone is not with us, so Chrissie and I are holding the elevator doors back
and waiting for that person to arrive. 3…….2…….1.
THUNK! Where am I? Ouch that hurts!
Why is it so dark? I...feel...dizzy….and….
cracked! What is happening to me? Where is
Chrissie? And where are my new friends - license and credit cards?
I hear faint voices. Chrissie is that you
way up there? Did I just fall 12 stories down?
“What just happened? I didn’t even know
that there is a gap between the door and the
elevator. Did my brand new phone really just
fall down twelve stories cleanly through the elevator shaft? Why, oh why am I so careless?”
Chrissie exclaims.
I know they can see me lying shattered so
far down. I hear them pointing towards me.
But, sadly, it was the weekend and there was
no elevator crew to come to my rescue. As
Chrissie’s family is trying to figure out a way to
get me back.
I am free from that ill fitting case, however, I am very disappointed that my owner was
so careless about me that she simply dropped
me down twelve stories on the first day she got
me. I am also wondering how she will manage
on her vacation, because that case has her license, cards, etc., but also, she has no phone! I
realize that she had an old iPhone 6 before she
got me, a sparkling iPhone 7, and was going to
use it throughout her vacation. I feel so betrayed. I am going to sleep.
After her vacation + five days
I open my camera. I can see again! I’m...not...cracked...at...all. However I feel
very glitchy. I learn that while Chrissie got me fixed, I had many dents and my screen
could not be as fast as it used to be. My FaceTime also doesn’t work. It’s very upsetting,
but at least my owner cared for me enough to spend a lot of money to get me fixed. I
forgive her. Besides, she takes really appetizing pictures of food and sunsets!
Currently, I’m going on many adventures with Chrissie and the entire family. I
have a lot of storage for all of the memories we have made together. Besides a few
glitches, I’m having the best time of my (hopefully very long) life.
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A Nightmare Come True: The Zombie Apocalypse
Roddock Suknundun; Grade 7
If you are reading this then I am dead. Or too old to fight anymore. The year this
tape was made was 2022. People have turned against each other and are raiding and killing each other for food.
I’m Josh Mitchell and I’m 16. My mom Mary Mitchell and my dad Jacob Mitchell
were in the same car and not fighting for the first time in 8 years! They divorced when I
was 8 years old. Each week I switched with who I stayed with. I wondered why we were
driving to California even though we lived in Washington DC. My best friend Ben Johnson
was in the car with me.
Finally I asked, “Why are we driving so long and why to California guys?”
“We’re going to take a rest stop here sweetie” Mom replied.
The car halted to a stop near an abandoned gas station. We were in Atlanta. Ben and
I really had to go to the bathroom the whole ride. “Ben and I will be in the bathroom,” I
said.
We walked to the bathroom at the back of the store. The store looked in perfect condition, like the owner left it not to long ago. The bathroom lights were off. It was dark and an
odious smell hit us like something died in that bathroom. The stalls really stunk, like BAD
stink. When we opened one, we were in for the shock of our lives.
We saw a man eating, what we assumed, was the shop owner while he was dead. The
thing then stared at us and screeched so loud.
“Holy cow!” I screamed Ben said “What is that?”
The creature lost interest in that thing it was eating and jumped at Ben. “AAAAHH
GET THIS THING OF ME!” Ben screamed.
Ben stopped it from biting him. I kicked it in its face and it slammed me against the
wall; it didn’t bite me though. I put my hand on its head and chin and bent its head till it
broke its neck. Ben and I ran out. “Dang that was a close call what was that?” I said
“We should get to your parents and tell them what happened. How can you fight like
that?” Ben asked. I just shrugged my shoulders.
We rushed over and I said “MOM something was eating a person and it attacked us.
I killed it.”
“Your father and I were worried about this, did it bite you or Ben?” Mom said worriedly.
“No” we both replied. From inside the store we heard, “AAAAHHH HELP!”

We came rushing in and another person, just like the one Ben and I encountered was
attacking dad. Ben took a large metal pole and whacked the creature in the head until it
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stopped moving. I noticed that Dad had a bite mark on his arm. “Mr. M are you okay?” Ben
asked.

“I’m fine.” He replied.
We took as much food as we could with us. His wound was still bleeding and he put a
large Band-Aid over it. We went to drive in the car.
We were in Missouri when dad pulled over and started vomiting on the highway. Mom
saw Dad’s hand and started crying. It was turning black
and rotting. “Mom why are you crying?” I asked
“Son you have to take care of your father.” She said
weeping. Even though she didn’t say it, I knew what she
meant.
“Why mom?” I asked, I was getting kind of nervous.
My dad’s face went pale white. His eyes rolled to the
back of his head. He started to walk toward me and tried to
bite me and was trying to eat me! He regained consciousness and Screamed “SON, STOP ME NOW; BEFORE I
KILL YOU!” He screamed.
His eyes rolled to the back of his head. And started to
come after me. “I’m so sorry dad” I whispered while tears
where leaking from my eyes. I did what I had to do, even
though it broke me to do it.
I couldn’t hold my composure any longer. My dad was
dead and on the floor. I figured out that he was infected
with a disease; he was a zombie.
Our journey was not going to be as we intended. Our
lives weren’t going to be as intended. It was going to be a
battle for survival from this point on.
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Dolls of Porcelain
Mykailla Harper and Katie-Lynn Schneider; Grade 6
“Victoria darling, we’re leaving for the market immediately and if you don’t show
yourself this instant, you will no longer be joining us!” Mrs. Jakowski exclaimed in a clear,
indignant voice, as she always did.
“Coming Mother! I’m so sorry to have kept you waiting. You see, I couldn’t find the
new lace stockings you had just bought me,”
Victoria stated as she pleaded for her mother
to accept her apology on the way out of the
old, extravagant house.
Victoria Jakowski, the first of the
Jakowski family namesake, was an unexplainably timid girl; with little to offer, yet found so
much to give. Despite her daughter’s wonderful self, Mrs. Andrew Jakowski never truly
learned to appreciate her only child. Instead,
she grew envious, knowing that her daughter
was much more beloved than herself, Mrs.
Jakowski took advantage of Victoria every chance she got. Leaving Victoria constantly
yearning for her mothers approval.
However, as the years passed by, Victoria was no longer a little girl. She had now
grown independent and capable of thinking for herself. This new-found confidence only angered her mother only more. Yet to Victoria, her mother was simply “rough around the edges” when it came to parenting; and she loved her…….. But the feeling was not mutual.
Except, mother was hiding something from everyone, something no one could ever
know about…......
After finishing up at the market, the family returned home. Victoria noticed something wasn’t quite right. Upon their arrival to the home, mother gave Victoria a hug, something that had only come on rare occasions. From then on ,the rest of the day was filled
with sly remarks made under mother’s breathe. Something was definitely off….
The next morning, Victoria found a timer in her kitchen, which read: Eight hours and
fifty three minutes. As the seconds ticked by, Victoria could hear her mother entering the
house. In an instant, Victoria found herself underneath the kitchen table in true fear,
something she had yet to experience. She could see her mother’s feet pounding on the
ground with grace and joy. Mrs. Jakowski lead in a dance of excitement as Victoria peered
at her mother in confusion.

Mrs. Jakowski stopped and brought herself to an abrupt halt.
48

“Victoria, I know you’re in here; I know the scent of children when I smell it!” Mrs.
Jakowski yelled with impatience present in her voice.

Victoria climbed out from beneath the table and stared at her mother, unaware of what
would come next. “Mother, why are your eyes so red?” Victoria questioned in astonishment.
“That is none of your concern child, now go to your room and leave me in peace” within
the blink of an eye, Mrs. Jakowski’s eyes were now back to their normal blue.
As Victoria entered her room, the sight of the porcelain dolls placed above her bed sent a
shiver down her spine. Nevertheless, she simply moved on and locked her bedroom door behind her. The hours passed and Victoria simply spent staring at her door, waiting for her
mother to come and announce their daily visit to the market… But such a statement never
came. As the day grew darker, Victoria grew tired and decided to go to sleep.
Yet, something made her uncomfortable to sleep in her own bed; something made her
anxious; something made her uneasy. In the corner of her eye, Victoria could’ve sworn she saw
something move and heard a creaking noise to go with it. Victoria closed her eyes, but was
awoken by the sound of voices. When she opened her
eyes, she saw a porcelain doll resting at her feet. Victoria jumped off her bed in horror only to find yet another
doll on the floor.
As she looked around, a doll sat in nearly every
corner of her room, each one had a face of distinct variation. Victoria struggled to find her way to the door and
unlock it. While Victoria fought with the door knob she
could hear slight whispering voices saying, “Please don’t
leave… Stay with us.”
Victoria, unable to leave, turned to see dolls
climbing on her legs and dragging her down onto the
floor. The last thing Victoria saw was a single doll
perched upon her shoulders whispering, “Please don’t
leave Victoria, we’re going to be friends”....

The next morning, Mrs. Jakowski opened the door to Victoria’s bedroom with a grin. All
except one of the dolls were still placed above Victoria’s bed, the one lay upon it. Mrs. Jakowski picked up the doll and fixed its hair. As she placed the doll next to the others she simply
said “Finally, my collection’s complete.”
And no one was ever to see Mrs. Jakowski or Victoria again………………
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Gun Reform
Olivia Prichinello; Grade 8
Following the shooting in Parkland, Florida that
left 17 students and teachers dead and many others injured, there has been a heavy debate about gun control
in our country. While many say that stricter gun control
laws will decrease the number of mass shootings, others
say laws would infringe on their rights. Banning guns
outright would cause major issues and be close to impossible, but some states such as Florida and Oregon
have made major steps towards safer lives for their citizens. Florida raised the legal age to purchase a gun
from 18 to 21, and Oregon passed a bill stating that a
person with a history of domestic violence will not be
able to legally own a gun.
Gun control laws aren’t about banning guns, they are about making sure that only
good, law abiding citizens are able to get their hands on guns. People have brought up the
idea of arming teachers in case of a school shooting, however, that would only increase the
tension and violence in classrooms. Suppose a student gets their hands on the weapon? Or
what if it accidentally goes off during class? Or if a teacher loses their temper, putting the
students lives in danger? How are students supposed to feel safe when there is a weapon
made for the sole purpose of killing in the room with them. The idea of arming teachers ignores the other places where mass shootings are common,
such as parks and concerts. People that are all for arming
teachers have yet to mention the economical price of it for
a
country already majorly in debt. Arming teachers is a controversial idea, especially when some schools can’t even
afford textbooks, let alone guns. We must arm teachers
with resources and books, not guns.
We must also include people of color in our debates.
They have faced decades of gun violence. Ever since guns
first appeared on earth, they have been used against people of color. We must honor, with
action, the many lives lost to gun violence that didn’t get the recognition the Parkland students did. In many inner city schools, students already had to use clear backpacks and walk
through metal detectors. There was less support for black people that died at the hands of
gun violence, yet loads of more criticism. We must use our privilege to shine light on the victims that can’t.
The idea of gun control laws are centered around a few main ideas: in order to purchase a gun, you must be of legal age, pass a mental health test to make sure you don’t have
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a mental illness, and you must pass multiple background checks to make sure you don’t have a
history of violence. This is to reassure everyone that you have good intentions only and will
cause no harm to anyone.
Pro-gun supporters, however, are crying that laws like these would infringe on
their ownership rights. The argument they
propose is that according to the second
amendment, it is their human right to own
a gun. To counter that argument, no one is
trying to take away their guns. No one is
trying to ban their guns all together. If you
want a gun to protect your home, get a
handgun. There is no need for you to have a
semi-automatic military grade weapon in
your home. People's lives are more important than your family pastimes or hunting activities.
Pro-gun people all seem to say that since they’re law abiding citizens, they should be able to
keep their guns, which I agree with- however, if they are law abiding citizens, these laws
wouldn’t affect them, so why are they against them?
This hot button issue will not be solved in a few weeks, months, or even years. It is a debate that should be a priority. The lives of our youth depend on it.
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Our World...A Women’s World
Sophia Benavente; Grade 7
I want you to think of a engineer, a scientist, a president.
Who did you think of? Maybe Grace Hopper, Marie Curie, and Marma Estela Martinez
Cartas de Peron?
Who are these people? You ask? Powerful women who
played powerful roles and rebelled against social norms to do
the unthinkable. You may have only thought of one of these
people listed above, at least one was probably a man. It’s not
like it’s wrong to not think of these girls. In Fact, some people
don’t even know who these rebellious gals are at all, why? Because of the stereotype, a tale as old as time. Women aren’t fit
to play important roles. This also makes you want to ask: Why?
Is it because women are primarily responsible for their children
and inevitably take more breaks from work, putting in less
hours than men? Can they have the capacity to lead, do they
even? Are they just not dedicated enough? Thought provoking
questions, with one answer. Those are just stereotypes. Assumptions that people make and are declared the norm in today's world. Not only are these set in stone but young women are raised with them. Today
we will dig deep into this problem and find solutions.
“It’s a Latina thing”
“It’s a university hippie thing”
“It’s a soul sisters thing”
Wrong. Wrong. Wrong. Every women knows that this issue stems from the same gender based issues whether it be the questions listed above, or peoples own opinions. Plus, it
isn’t just America, it’s several other countries and some even have abnormal rules and laws.
For example, the most a girl should be worrying about is getting her homework done. Yet in
Sudan girls can marry as young as 10 years old! However people who make these opinions,
these “right” pains don’t know the facts. Women are biologically, well, BETTER than men.
They keep calm during emergencies, are less vulnerable to heart attacks. Furthermore,
women are so much stronger (in terms of biology) that in order for the human species to survive there has to be about 20 to 50 percent more males on earth.
From the start women are told to hide their ambition, intelligence and drive, and to
stick to more girly things. Want proof? In 1992, Barbie released ‘Teen Talk Barbie’ where the
plastic doll’s voice box said a variety of phrases such as “Will we ever have enough clothes?",
"Wouldn't you love to be a lifeguard?”, “Let’s plan our dream wedding!” and finally… “Math
class is tough!” Imagine a being little girl playing with the doll. Even if it isn’t the world tell54

ing a girl this. Many families are more likely to let their child join a beauty pageant, than a
science contest. Encouraging them to use there bodies instead of their brains.

Finally, it is a prominent issue. Not relevant perhaps? Not seen? Not important? Of
course it is. The world needs women to build up our world alongside the men. Especially in today's day and age we take technology to new heights. We’ll need innovative women for our future as a world.
Now what? Do we just be aware, and scold others if they don’t believe in women's rights?
Sure. However, you aren’t really helping out. We must educate our daughters, nieces, and
friends and tell them to be a rebel. Not the type that runs away and joined a techno band and
owns 12 motorbikes. The rebellion that encourages ones who speak up and voice their rights.
Moreover ,they must follow their passion, and even have a role model with the same passion. Examples are, Rachel Carson, who at a young age felt strongly about the environment
and loved to write; she later became a great author and environmentalist. The recent movie A
Wrinkle In Time advocates the topic of STEAM in young girls. In fact, women make up 24 percent of the Americans employed in STEAM occupations in 2015. Inspiring many to keep on
pursuing technology, or science, or math. We must acknowledge the fact women have been suffering for our rights since the 19th century, before it was the right to vote. Today, it is having
the same important roles as men. It has seemed like a long journey, but women will keep
fighting until gender inequality is a term of the past.
I’ll leave you with a bit of Gloria Steinem’s (a feminist and activist) testimony on Equal
Rights Amendment. “We are 51 percent of the population, we are essentially united on these
issues, and we may well end up changing this society more than the civil rights movement.
That is an appropriate comparison. We are changing our own consciousness, and that of the
country.”
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Diwali: A Celebration of Diversity
Anshi Agashiwala; Grade 6
India is one of the oldest civilizations in the world with a complex variety and a rich
culture heritage. Each of the 29 states have their own unique cultures and ways of life.
The east, north, west and south parts of India are polar opposites from each other. Each
state has its own food, clothing and ways of celebrating different national holidays, like
Diwali and Navratri. Every state or community has their own customs and ways of celebrating Diwali. Diwali marks the celebration of a new year.
Diwali, one of the biggest celebrations in India, is the Hindu festival of lights celebrated every year during autumn months in the north hemisphere and in the southern
hemisphere during spring. The date of Diwali vary every year, ranging from October to
November according to the Hindu calendar. It is an official holiday in Fiji, Guyana, India,
Malaysia, Mauritius, Myanmar, Nepal, Singapore, Sri Lanka, Suriname, and Trinidad
and Tobago. It signifies the triumph of light over dark and good over evil. The celebration
includes millions of lights being shining on housetops, outside doors and windows and other buildings in the communities and countries where it is observed. Before Diwali, people
clean and decorate their homes and offices. During Diwali, people dress up in their best
outfits, light up diyas, or oil lamps, inside and outside their homes, participate in family
prayers to Lakshmi, the goddess of prosperity and wealth. They also light fireworks outside their homes. People use colored sand to make patterns called rangoli, complex patterns, to decorate the doorways
and the outside of their homes.
The festival consists of
five days; Dhanteras (Day 1),
Naraka Chaturdasi (Day 2),
Lakshmi Puja (Day 3), Padwa
(Day 4), and Bhai Duj (Day 5).
Dhanteras, the first day, is celebrated in the northern and
western part of India. People
decorate their house and office
entrances with colorful rangoli.
They also complete all the renovation work and get busy with
external lighting arrangements.
This day marks the birthday of
Goddess Lakshmi and Dhanvantari, the goddess of health and healing. On the night of Dhanteras, diyas are ritually
kept burning all through the nights in honor of Lakshmi and Dhanvantari. Naraka
Chaturdasi, the second day, Hindu literature narrates that on this day, the demon Narakasura was killed by Lord Krishna, Satyabhama and Kali. The day is celebrated by early
morning religious rituals and festivities followed on. This day is commonly celebrated as
Diwali in Tamil Nadu, Goa and Karnataka. The third day, the Lakshmi Puja, is the most
festive day of Diwali. People wear their best outfits as the evening approaches. The diyas
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are lit, pujas are offered to Lakshmi and to one or more additional deities depending on the
region in India. For example, in Maharashtra, people would worship Lakshmi and Ganesh
because he is the main deity of Maharashtra. Padwa is the fourth day of Diwali. This day celebrates the love and devotion between a husband and wife. The final day of the festival is
called Bhai Duj. It celebrates a sister-brother relationship. Women and girls get together and
pray for the well being of their brothers. The spirit of the festival is similar to Raksha
Bandhan, but has different
rituals. These are the five
days of Diwali which are
the same in every state
and community.
Different communities and states celebrate
Diwali differently. Diwali
is one of the most important holidays in Andhra
Pradesh, a state in South
India. People clean or
paint and decorate their
homes as it is seen as an
auspicious day. To welcome the goddess of wealth
and prosperity, Lakshmi to
their homes, homes are lit
up with hundreds of diyas
and colorful Diwali rangolis adorn the doorways.
After all this preparation all the members of the family perform the Lakshmi prayers.
Another custom involves decorating homes with paper figures. In Goa, a state in the western
part of India, and Konkan, a region containing the west coastline of India, people prepare for
Diwali by cleaning their houses and decorating it with kandeel (lanterns with a wooden
framework), mangoes, lamps, leaves and marigold leaves. On the eve of Narakasura, paper
dolls of Narakasura are made and stuffed with grass and firecrackers, symbolizing evil. Celebrations include Lakshmi puja, Krishna puja or Govardhan puja on Diwali and cattle worship on Balipratipada. Deepavali is celebrated as a five-day festival in Karnataka, a state in
Southwestern India, with the third and fourth day called Thali Deepavali and Balipadyami
Deepavali (the day after). Known as Deepavali in Karnataka, it is celebrated the day before
and day following Amavasya, or New Moon Night as Naraka Chaturdashi resembling
Satyabhama's victory over Narakasura.
The entire house is cleaned and new clothes are purchased for the entire family which
is followed by lighting of oil lamps around the house and bursting firecrackers. The celebration of Deepavali is marked by the lighting of lamps in every courtyard and the bursting of
firecrackers. In Maharashtra, Diwali starts from Vasubaras which is the 12th day of the 2nd
half of the Marathi month Ashvin.
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The most important day of the festival is
the Lakshmi Puja and it occurs on Amavasya,
or no moon night. The dark night is illuminated by lamps and at dusk firecrackers are
bursting every household, cash, jewelry and
an idol of the goddess Lakshmi is worshipped. Bali Pratipada is the 1st day of
Kartik (October-November) in the Hindu calendar.
It marks the start of the Hindu financial
year. It is a special day for a husband and
wife. The wife puts tilak on her husband’s
forehead and he gives her an expensive gift.
Bhau-beej is the time when the bond of love between a brother and sister is further strengthened. The sister asks God for her brother’s long and successful life while she receives presents from her brother.
Diwali is the most important festival in Uttar Pradesh, a northern state that shares its
border with Nepal. Diwali is celebrated in memory of Lord Ram executing the demon king
and his homecoming back to Ayodhya after fourteen years. Pujas are held and fireworks are
burst like the rest of India. Fairs and art festivals are held across the state, a venue for fun
and shopping. Every town, city, and village comes alive with bright wooden diyas. These different state rituals and traditions show how different Diwali or Deepavali is celebrated
across India.
Diwali, one of the most important festivals in India. Some traditions of Diwali are the
same in every state. Most traditions vary regionally and some vary from state to state. However, the basic traditions of Diwali are the same in every region, like praying to Goddess
Lakshmi, bursting fireworks, lighting the areas with diyas, and decorating the entrances of
houses with rangolis. In conclusion, the traditions of Diwali in every region and state are
identical, but on the other hand, are extremely diverse from each other.
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Middle School Troubles
Samyan Mangat; Grade 6
I wandered through the dreary grey hallways observing the occasional painting
that was sprawled across the wall, or the posters teacher had outside their room. I had
the bright happy memories of elementary school still clinging to my mind. Unfortunately, I still have the memories of the friends I didn’t get to say goodbye to.
I finally arrived at
my destination, Language Arts. I walked in
the classroom not ready
for my new teacher to be
the same Mrs. Hernandez that taught my
brother in fourth grade,
for she was one of his
many, many role models.
I saw that I was one of
the last ones to find her
class, so I quietly took a
seat in the back right
corner.
“Alright, now that
everybody is here let me
tell you what will be going on this school year,”
Mrs. Hernandez said
with a confident grin on
her face.
“I am not going to
lie, this class will be
hard, but that is expected of honors students like you,” she continued talking to the
class as I took in who my
new classmates were.
Some of my friends sat across the room, others next to me. I knew my best friend Jay
Dixit moved away, so I was not ready for any other friends to leave my side.
“Maya, Chloe, Param… uh… oh yeah Praneel, Zachary, and uh that's it,” I murmured to myself.
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I began to pay more attention to Mrs. Hernandez now, watching her show us
where to submit our papers, and how to access her website at ease, knowing that my
friends were still by my side. By the time Mrs. Hernandez had finished, the bell rang
and I began running to my next class not noticing one of my fellow pupils running
along side me.
I was focused on calming my pounding heart as I was carrying at least half of my
own body weight in books. I bumped into him, and when my belongings fell to the
ground he picked them up. This pure act of kindness warmed my heart and made my
day better, but I guess the universe had different plans for me.
Today, being about half a month into the school year meant that we were getting
our ID’s, which I made no sense of. Even though pointless, I desperately wanted to see
how my picture turned out knowing I would have to where it for the rest of the year.
And so as the day dragged by, finally, at lunch I was called to get my ID from the office.
With avid curiosity, I made my way to the office with the group who was called up with
me.
To my horror, I received the worst picture ever taken of me on a card suspended
by a lanyard and a floppy plastic cover. I put on the uncomfortable, almost leash like
lanyard. However annoying, the ID made people feel older than they already were. Age,
however, was not worth discomfort. Trust me, these problems, they will stick with me
all the way until college.
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Tornadoes
Ayush Argawal; Grade 7
Tornadoes are monstrous violent storms that rapidly rotate, bring with them winds over
200 mph and vast destruction. Some may call these storms disastrous while others may think of
them as amazing storms. They form in violent thunderstorms and can destroy houses. Apart
from physical damage, tornadoes can also affect humans greatly. After an experience with a tornado, many people are left in trauma and remain in shock. The ruins can leave many in despair.
People can also be killed in tornadoes which can also cause many to be disturbed or left in sadness.
Tornadoes may last for a short amount of time, but in this small period, they can affect
numerous people. These storms form in powerful and large thunderstorms called supercells. Tornadoes require fast rising air
and moisture. When this occurs in a supercell, a vortex
can develop which is a wide
area of rotating air that rises
up. Cooler and drier air now
rotates around this vortex,
causing a large difference in
the air temperature inside
and outside the tornado. This
causes instability which tornadoes need in order to form.
This is called a mesocyclone.
Now, if the lower part of tornado interacts with the moisture at the bottom of the
supercell, it will absorb it
and a wall of clouds will form
around the mesocyclone.
Once this mesocyclone touches the ground, it becomes a tornado which will travel for a
short period of time and cause vast destruction. After the conditions for a tornado are no longer
available, the tornado will dissipate.
Since tornadoes are very dangerous, it is important to get a warning about them. A tornado warning tells that tornadoes are likely to occur. However, these warnings can only be issued
around 13 minutes before the tornado forms. This is why it is extremely important to have a designated area to go during a tornado called a tornado shelter. This area should be at the lowest
level of your house and away from windows.
Tornadoes can form throughout the year. The peak months when tornadoes occur are
from April through May. Since we are currently in this time period, it is important to stay alert
and have a plan for any possible tornadoes. These storms are extremely dangerous and it is important to learn about them, so that we can stay safe. Scientists still do not know much about
tornadoes and are continuing to learn about them. Further research and knowledge could benefit mankind by providing information long before the tornado strikes.
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London from the Eye
Maya Geller; Grade 6
As one of the most famous cities in the entire world,
London is well-known for its rich history, famous landmarks, and architectural designs throughout the whole
city. It’s that type of city that has something for everyone to
enjoy. For example, an eight year old might enjoy seeing
amazing landmarks on the original double-decker bus while
someone in their thirties or forties might have the experience of travelling to museums and Buckingham Palace.
Some people might say that London is the New York City of
Europe, but the capital of England is so much more than
that!
The city was founded back during the Roman times.
Since then, London has grown to be one of the most significant financial cities in the
world. This city also has quite a lot of royal history as well. In fact, much of the British
royal family is located in London, including the Queen herself. Some royal places to visit
in the city include Buckingham Palace, the Tower Bridge, and the Tower of London.
London has quite a few landmarks. Some landmarks are more focused on history
while others include exciting activities and sights. The most popular ones are Buckingham
Palace, the Tower Bridge, Big Ben, the London Eye, and Kings Cross Station. Out of
these, the most exciting one would be the London Eye. It is one of the biggest Ferris
wheels in the world and you can see almost all of London when you are at the top. It is
like seeing all the landmarks you could in one trip!
The architectural buildings in London definitely
stand out compared to any other city. There design and story behind them have a unique connection with visitors and
residents in the city. For example, the idea of the clock tower, the Big Ben came as a result of the Palace of Westminster (a royal palace in the city) burning down in a fire.
What’s so special about this clock tower is that the
clock had to “strike the first blow of each hour correct to
one second in time.” This was thought to be impossible but
the architects and clock makers achieved success in this.
All in all, London is a great city to visit and it has loads of things that you’ll never
forget. A London visitor once said that, “London is a place where you can make hundreds
of memories and have the time of your life.” As long as you truly enjoy it, you can never go
wrong in London.
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Psychic Abilities
Leoul Melis; Grade 6
Your walking down the boardwalk, and you see a middle age man, behind a floating
apple, saying he’s doing all this with his mind. You don’t believe it, which is reasonable,
but what if I told you that this feat, is actually possible, and you can actually connect
with this amazing power. All you need is the power to connect with every little thing and
big in our world.
To quote Sean Carroll from WIRED, “When I was twelve years old, I was fascinated by psychic powers. Who wouldn’t be? It’s a provocative notion, to be able to reach out
and push things around, hear what other people are thinking, or tell the future, all just
by using your mind.”
Carroll is right; who wouldn’t be interested in this fabulous force that we humans
may control beneath us. The list is endless from the telekinesis to telepathy to levitation,
the list is filled with amazing skills we might be able to comprehend. After conducting
some research, I found that we humans are all spiritually connected. According to Dr.
David Bohm, a close friend of Albert Einstein, there are two views in the world, implicate
and explicate. Explicate is the view most people only see and know. Everything is separated even time and space, nothing is connected. Implicate is when everything, even
time and space, are connected which allows
humans to be able to connect with everything including time and space using psychic
abilities. The challenging part of this is seeing the implicate view on everything for us
humans.
Have you ever had the feeling somebody is watching you, and you turn around and see someone; that’s psychic ability. Even
when there’s no sound of someone following you, but you still turn around is an everyday
look into the implicate order, where everything is connected, like you were connected to
whoever was following you. This is one of the simplest ways to be intact with this connected universe. Reading minds is something else, something harder to tell the truth.
Your body is actually going into the connected world, and finding out somewhere how anyone is feeling or thinking, which can be a great and awful tool. In the wrong hands people can use this against others. Luckily, this skill takes deep concentration and allowing
to let go. Great leaders in our world, have said that they had a gut feeling that they had
to do something, and that gut feeling is them being connected into our connected universe.
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Time is a fabric in our universe, that we all can be transmitted to. There can be rips in
this fabric, where we humans can be interconnected with each other through these rifts, and
see into the future, when we are in our implicate state. To tell the truth, our implicate order
provides and allows daily, humans like us, who are usually in the explicate order, to travel into our universe which is just everything we every
thought and more we can’t, just somewhere we
can’t physically see or be.
To all who read this, take time in your day,
where you try to connect with everything you see,
and then be perfectly still, and make your mind
blank. Try connecting to a place where we can all
come together, and maybe you will be able to enjoy the sensation of psychic abilities in the implicate state. It doesn’t take a lot of time, just connect with everything, and leave your mind blank.
If it doesn’t work, which there is a high chance of
happening, there’s an answer for that. When you are trying to connect with everything, instead of connecting naturally, you’re trying too hard, and you get your mind wandering and
thinking about different things. To truly connect you have to be in a situation where your
mind stays still and relaxed, and all you do is breath, and connect with our never-ending universe. That so happens to carry some of the most fascinating discoveries we will ever find in
the history of mankind.

“Minds are like parachutes, they only function
when they are open.”

-Thomas Dewear
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Black Panther
Leoul Melis; Grade 6

A huge line packed with anxious people wraps snake-like through the movie theaters
all across the world, all in a hustle to get to the door, labeled “Black Panther”. Each person is
different, but easily found were what seemed to be African natives wearing traditional African dresses and clothing. Black Panther, has allowed them to share their life and heritage for
all of America. Before we go any deeper, let’s first get a grip on the history of Black Panther,
and how it rose to gargantuan fame throughout all Americans, and the Africans that have
been inspired by this story about their heritage.
Black Panther is the name of the guardian
of the never conquered country of Wakanda
(fantastical country in East Africa), passed from
generation to generation in a ceremonial combat,
to the death or surrendering. Black Panther made
its first appearance in the Fantastic Four #52
comic, when he defeated the Fantastic Four believing they were intruders. This by itself is a
huge triumph for any superhero in the Marvel
universe, as the Fantastic Four is a force to be
retconned with.
The current Black Panther featured in the
new movie, is prince, soon to be king T’Challa.
What sets this superhero and story apart from
others, is that this is the first and only African descendant superhero. He doesn’t do all of
this alone though, Wakanda is fueled by the strongest and rarest metal in our Solar System,
vibranium, that allows Wakanda to hold, a secretive technology that surpasses anything humans will see in the next 100 years. Many have tried to conquer Wakanda, from the European giants of Italy, Britain, and Germany, all have failed because of Black Panther.
Black Panther first came to be in the earliest time of human life, when the people of
Wakanda were separated into tribes, where constant war was an everyday thing. One person, wanted all this to stop, that’s when it struck. A huge meteorite filled with vibranium
crashed onto Wakanda, and that man supposedly drank a heart shaped herb fueled with vibranium, and met with the goddess of the Panther in Wakanda tradition, and gave him the
power of the panther, and he was suppose to lead his country with the power given to him,
and that was how the first Black Panther came to be.
The whole story of Black Panther has lead us to believe that it is just an allegory of a
real life. This can be exhibited in the largest country in the Horn of Africa, Ethiopia. Ethiopia is the only country in Africa never to be conquered which allows us to believe that the
country of Wakanda is based off of Ethiopia. To keep Ethiopia free for over 3.000 years, they
had a great leader, that largely resembles the Black Panther, his name being Menelik the
Second (great emperor, who defeated Italy). Of course, Ethiopia doesn’t have the technology
Wakanda produces, but still shares a very similar backstory with this fantasy country. The
film creators went even further in depth with African history, and used famous patterns of
scarification and face paint, found largely in the Congo region.
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Before the new Black Panther movie was even released, we learned of Black Panther
entering the cinemas in Captain America: Civil War, showing us T’Challa as Black Panther.
Two years later Marvel released Black Panther’s own movie, starring Chadwick Boseman as
T’Challa. The plot of the story is mainly about the death of T’Challa’s father, T’Chaka, and
T’Challa’s returning to his home country in Wakanda, and taking his rightful spot of King.
The movie revolves around villains named Erik Killmonger (played by Michael B. Jordan),
and Klaw (played by Andy Serkis), who plan to take down Wakanda, for their valuable metal of vibranium.
This movie has a great storyline revolving around Killmonger’s past and his ambition
to take over Wakanda. All in all, the movie has great African heritage background, amazing
action and special effects, and is just a great movie, maybe already the best of 2018. I recommend watching this movie if you’re into action-packed superhero movies, that have a bit of a
twist.
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A Photography Series
~ Sunrise, Sunset
Joseph Alfarano; Grade 7
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A Photography Series
~ Landscapes of Sedona, Arizona
Garbiela Romanelli; Grade 6
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A Photography Series
Home, Sweet Home: Ode to
Secaucus, NJ
Melody Smentkowski; Grade 6
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79

80

Marker &
Paper Folding
~ Dystopia
vs. Utopia
Khyathi
Bulusu;
Grade 6

81

Winter in the
Meadowlands
~ Ominous Tree
~ Night
~ Dance of the Deer
Alexandria De Iasi; Grade 6
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A Photography Series
~ A Field of Beauty
Preya Patel; Grade 7
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Paint on Canvas
~ The Setting Sun
Chloe Lin; Grade 6
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Paint on Canvas

~ Pop Art
Melody Smentkowski;
Grade 6
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A Photography Series
Desert Botanical
Gardens
Gabriela Romanelli;
Grade 6
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A Photography
Series
~ Grand Canyon
Gabriela
Romanelli;
Grade 6
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93

Gnarled Tree
~ Grand
Canyon
Gabriela
Romanelli;
Grade 6
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