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SMS Literary Magazine:

The Patriot

The Secaucus Middle School Literary Magazine is a periodical devoted to literature
in a broad sense. The Patriot is full of short stories, poetry, letters, and essays
along with literary criticism, geographical profiles, art, photography, and interviews
all created by the students of Secaucus Middle School.  Submissions, written,
drawn, painted, or photographed, are at the student’s discretion and topics are hand
picked by the writers themselves.  We are proud to present to you, The Patriot.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
“We delight in the beauty of the butterfly, but rarely admit the changes it
has gone through to achieve that beauty.”
~ Maya Angelou

Art by:  Alexandria
DeIasi & Arnav Pande
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SMS Literary
Inquiry:

What’s
your
favorite
word?

A POEM OF THE AGES

freedom SOLITUDE
candor ACQUIRER
mellifluous
INEFFABLE arduous
NEFARIOUS
serendipity
ETHEREAL love
ILLICIT friend
SAUNTER discover
EPIPHANY grin
illuminate FAMILY
life LAUGH aurora
PEACE vigil ELIXIR
equality
JOVIAL
incandescence
POWER accolade
WOEBEGONE
zealous OGLE angst
PATRIOT oblivion
BRAVADO mantra
TIRADE mahogany
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LUDACRIS lethargic
S’MORE vortex
CALCULATOR
Incredulous
LITERARY
Unctuous
ECONOMIC
tootles
MECHANICAL
punctual ENGINEER
ruler DOMINATE
meek DILIGENT
monocle COMPLEX
battle
HYPERACTIVE
otherworldly
EXPLOSION quack
METRIC gelatinous
STARSTRUCK
wonderstruck
DUMBSTRUCK
bewilder REIGN exile
GRIEVANCE
vigorous
HYPERBOLE irony
VIGILANT sorrow
DOWNFALL
protagonist
HYPNOSIS
passionate
IMMORTALITY
obviously IRONY
everlasting
DAUNTLESS puppy
PERPLEXED
majestic MEME

flabbergasted
SPELUNKER fabu
EXCRUCIATING
embarked BELITTLE
fantabulous UPLIFT
momentarily
CATASTROPHE
supervoid GRATER
butter
TRISMEGISTUS
elated BJORN
triumphant
SECAUCUS vibrant
LOGIC death
TRAGIC lessons
SOCIAL media
CONSISTENT
initiative
SUPERLICIOUS
angel BUFFY forever
TENACITY fortitude
AUDACITY elastic
WONDER mimic
TREPIDATION
lumber GLITTER
antagonist SONG
novel BEGINNING
mantra
TREPIDATION
concern FELLOW
trepidation GOSSIP
foliage LEARN read
WRITE listen
HEIGHTS ascend
END fin
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She Lives and Breathes the Universe
Liliana Hopkins - Eighth Grade

There’s a girl I once knew,
Her eyes sparkled of stars,
Her skin slick as morning dew,
Dappled with curious blue scars.
She stole poems of old beauty,
And left them wisping through the neighborhood.
She whispered fairy tales a plenty,
Cursed with her pathetic broken childhood.
Her dreams choked her with stardust;
They thrilled her with perilous black holes.
Her veins had pulsed with wanderlust,
And deceived her empty, searching soul.
It was too late, when I last saw her.
Her eyes twinkled of supernovas,
Muddy, ugly tears swirling them to a blurr,
Tainting the sky with a melancholy aroma.
The meteorites screamed her name.
The constellations wept her exile.
Jealousy drove them to burn her with shame.
She doused the flames, only using her lonely smile.
She adored the night sky,
Event more than her mother.
She never said her goodbyes.
She couldn’t be bothered.
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Artist Spotlight:

Nistha Patel - Sixth Grade
The Lion:  King of the Jungle
Pencil on paper
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The Future is Yet to Come:  A Narrative
Sophia Benavente - Seventh Grade

Nixie rushed up behind me.
“Why must you carry all this Guinevere”
She whined.
“I need the coral globes for making an
island.” I responded with a sneer, it was after all
our job to bring Atlantis back up. Going to
Coralia Cove was my most favorite activity of
the day. The water nymphs were always
welcoming and fun, they counted on me, Nixie,
and Caspian’s job to restore peace in the human
and magi world.
The tide was low, every full moon moonrise, Atlantis would send a hint, a clue to the three
of us and in return we would bring up a piece of their world.  Once we had all the clues, we would
learn the magic possessed by their former rulers, and we would rule. There were plenty more of
us whom were destined to tie magic and humans together, yet they worked in the forest. Nixie
once saw a human.  She said that they were the most peculiar of beings, I believed her. Nearby
Caspian waved a bony hand.
“Why do you treat Nixie like a slave Guinevere” He teased,, as if an immediate response
Nixie dropped all of the globes, sending them all about the sand. A few blonde haired nymphs,
rushed over to help. One rolled on the ground, was jostled about by a few rocks, and fell into the
sea, immediately a few bits of rock surfaced. ‘Halfway there’ I thought.  While waiting, Caspian
opened up a bottle cork, and smiled.
‘We still haven’t opened last moonrise clue.” He poured the warm liquid over our hands and
like some weird sponges we knew just what was written without words, a tiny and soft melody
played in the back of our heads, playing the clue in song.

“When the tide comes up, you will desire the song you seek
Yet you will find our clues  can only take one so far…
And this will be the final encore.”
This a very confusing riddle, I couldn’t understand it. Yet
Nixie, having been the destined princess of the former king and
queen of Atlantis, understood perfectly.
“They have to stop sending clues!” She cried.  Caspian
looked at her in disbelief. Simultaneously, the bits of rock that
had risen sunk, and then the beautiful statues we had brought up
sunk, sending nymphs along with them. Land formations, and
islands broke into pieces, nymphs were screaming for their young
ones. Nixie began to cry, it was in fact unfortunate that she was
merely 10, and acted as if she were 4.
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A nymph grabbed my arm pleading in her language, for something. Except with all the the
commotion, I was too stressed to translate. Caspian was saving dozens of baby nymphs from
sinking, he did look very chivalrous every time a skinny little nymph thanked him for rescuing this
child, or this sibling.  The bluff that stood towering above us cracked into two large pieces. THUD!
A large rock chunk fell right on top of a helpless family. While Nixie was the sharpest
pencil in the box, Caspian has his own power, to control water, with the power of his mind. He
created a large barrier around the rest of the cove, and it was strong enough resist the falling
land. If only all the nymphs had made it.
I learned charms when I was seven, half my age.
My mother was a mer, and my father a ruler of
Waterfire, the kingdom neighboring Aerwyna, the one
where Coralia used to live. Charm is the study and
magic of turning land form, into civilizations, I could even
turn a small fish into a pearl statue. That why I was
selected to bring Atlantis back up. Because I would be
able to rebuild it with the flick of a wist.
Yet, now the cove was in ruins, and if half of the
nymphs didn't drown, they were trampled by rock. Nixie
and I had rented out a nymph apartment for the month,
and I had no idea where Caspian was. Nixie said that the
humans have something to communicate with one another called texting, I was awestruck.
We had decided to rebuild the cove, and try to use what we knew to prevent Atlantis from
crumbling beneath the surface, yet we needed Caspian to help rebalance the ocean by calming the
waves as I built, and Noxie helped with the architecture.  He must be so selfish to not want to help.
I thought he believed that just because he had been daring enough save lives, he could take it easy.
I slumped down a vacant pouf, and looked out the window.  Caspian was on a broken rock looking
out into the vast ocean.
“Caspian!” I called running out to shore. He had a guilty look on his face a sad one. I realize
that he was no selfish boy, instead he felt bad that he couldn’t save the cove. “So many died, so
many, when I could have saved them!”
“It’s time to rebuild, Caspian not to regret.”
he shook his head in a mix of shame and refusal. “We
can only build up, not gather sadness from our past.”
With that said I rose and extended my arm to him,
from behind me I spotted Nixie carrying loads of
supplies.
“Nixie needs help, you treat her badly,’’ He
said and with a smile, he drew his eyes to the coast,
the water rose with it were a few lumps of dirt and
plants, yet through it shone the sun, a clear reminder
of the future.
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From Revolution to Revelation
Olivia Prichinello - Eighth Grade

As Anna and Natasha sat on the cold
marble floor of the grand Winter Palace, their
glamorous dresses fluffed out around them, they
could still distantly hear the music coming from the
ballroom a long hallway away. Twas the night of the
Tsar's Ball, and Duchess Anna, 15 year old
daughter of Tsar Nicholas II, sat gossiping far away
from the crowd, with Natasha, the daughter of very
wealthy and powerful aristocrats.
“I’m getting so sick of these dances, all the
dressing up and all the adults. It’s so boring”
Natasha said.
“Ugh I know. Thank goodness you’ve been
coming to all of them for how many years now? I can’t imagine them without you. This is quality
time we spend here talking,” Anna laughed.
“We should probably start heading back in there” Natasha sighed.
They got up and walked down the grand hallway. They pushed open the large, gold encrusted
doors. “Natasha! Anna! How lovely to see you here finally!” Tsar Nicholas said with his booming
voice.
After greeting everyone and dancing to the classical music, the chatter of everyone around
them slowly died down, as Tsar Nicholas tapped his fork against his glass.
“I’d like to thank everyone for coming to the 1917 Winter Ball! It’s great to have you all
here! The Bolsheviks will not intimidate or hurt us!
The revolution will fail! Here’s to another memorable
year!”
Everyone cheered and got back to dancing.
The chatter and music suddenly stopped as a loud
crash came from the other end of the palace. The
booms and crashes grew louder and louder as they got
closer. Natasha grabbed Anna by the hand as they ran
in the opposite direction, towards the side exit off the
kitchen. As they bolted out of the ballroom, Anna
turned around and took one last teary-eyed glance at
the havoc. The palace she’d once called her home was
now a pile of rubble, falling down and crashing. Amongst all of the people darting in different
directions, screaming, Anna spotted her dad, Tsar Nicholas, helping his mother off the floor. The
windows shattered with a loud crash, as all of the paintings fell off the walls. Anna stood there
staring, choking up as she cried. Tears rolled down her face as she caught her dad's eye. The last
time she ever saw her father's warm, loving gaze was that night.
“Dad!” She screamed, tears streaming non stop down her cheeks.
“No! Dad!” Anna pleaded, choking, crying.
10
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“Please! Dad! No!” She screamed and
screamed, as if he could hear her over all of the
destruction. Natasha dragged Anna out of the
ballroom and down the magnificent, red carpeted
stairwell. They both cried all of the tears they
had. The girls ran down hallways and through
rooms until they finally felt the outdoor winds on
their faces. The heat from the fiery explosion
melted the snow into slush as they ran through
it.
Once they finally ran far enough from the
palace, they sat on a bench as citizens passed,
looking at the destruction of the palace. They
sat crying, huddled up, as their tears melted into
the snow. A stranger handed them her jacket, as the two 15 year old girls mourned over the loss
of everything they knew, hugging each other. Each of their parents were tragically killed that
night. Tears rushed like a river down their faces. They were scared about what was to come,
about how they just lost everything they ever loved. The revolution had begun. The dark
December night would be the day Saint Petersburg, Russia, grieved over for centuries.
Days went by, the castle now in ruins. Posters went up along the streets asking for the
whereabouts of Natasha and Duchess Anna. The streets of St Petersburg seemed to be more
gloomy, and dark, and empty of the two girls.
     Their spoons clinked against the ceramic bowls
filled with chicken broth and celery slices. Natasha
and Anna sat in silence with one of Anna’s old maids
from years ago. “I was so relieved when you wrote
to me, Anna” said Mrs. Anezka
     “I’m so glad you remembered Natasha and I! And
sorry again about my parents firing you all those
years ago.” Anna said.
     “Of course I remembered you both. I thought
about you everyday! And it’s okay, it allowed me to
start up my own little thread shop downstairs”
     “Thanks so much again, for letting us stay for the
time being. It’ll just be until we hear back from my
aunt in Paris to see if we can stay with her. And remember, no one can know we’re here or the
soldiers who bombed the palace might kill us” Natasha replied.
“Stay as long as you need. I’ll bring up the food and water everyday. Let me show you to
your room” Mrs. Anezka said, standing up. They walked through the quaint kitchen they were in
through the small living room into a bedroom with a single bed, no windows, and one dresser. The
only other thing that was in the room was a small, old candle attached to the wall.
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“I’m sorry it’s such a tight space, but no one usually come around to visit me and no one will
know you’re here. My bedroom is right through that door across the room, if you need me. My
apartment is basically hidden, it’s so small” Mrs. Anezka said.
Natasha began unpacking as Anna sat upon the creaky, dusty full size bed.
“Don't look so glum, this will only be for a few months until we can afford the train tickets
to Paris.” Natasha said.
“I know, I know, at least we have a place to stay.” Anna replied “I just miss my dad. All of
the bedtime stories he use to tell me when I had a nightmare. His warm smiles and hugs. I’ll never
see that glimmer of love in his eyes again.”
Natasha sat down next to Anna, the springs bouncing making a loud noise. She placed her arms
around the crying girl.
“You still have me” Natasha said.
Days passed, the two teenage girls lived off of broth, carrots, and celery in the small
attic-like apartment. No more fancy ball gowns, silk pajamas, 3 course meals, or servants and
maids for the two once-rich girls. They had gone from riches to rags. They kept their bags mostly
packed in hopes of getting out of there soon. Anna fluffed her pillow while Natasha put her
clothes back in her suitcase, as they were getting ready for bed. Anna began walking out of the
room when there was a series of heavy footsteps and violent knocks, causing the books on the
large bookcase next to her to shake. Mrs. Anezka, quietly ran over to the girls room.
“Get in the room! Go!” She whispered, shooing Anna into the room. She moved the
wooden bookcase in front of their bedroom door after she closed it. The knocking got louder and
louder. Brushing her hair out of her face, she opened to door to burly soldiers.
Before she could greet them, the sergeant said in a booming voice “We have reason to
believe you have been harboring fugitives.” They pushed their way in, saying nothing more, tipping
over knick-knacks from shelves and pushing chairs swiftly out of the way with their bulky steps.
They searched throughout the living room, looking under the couch and behind the desk. The
brawny men moved on to the kitchen and Mrs. Anezka’s room. They were on their way out, when
they heard a faint sneeze from in the walls. Everything stopped.
“Did you hear that” one of the men said.
“Oh, no I’m sure it’s nothing I didn’t hear anything.” Mrs. Anezka responded, nervously
beginning to sweat.
The men made their way through the living room and pushed the bookshelf out of the way
to reveal the door.
“What’s this?” One of the soldiers said, glaring at Mrs. Anezka.
Before she could respond, they opened the door and bursted into the room. There was
nothing there. The room seemed to be untouched for years. Not a single sign of life. Natasha and
Anna breathed heavily, silently, on each other, grabbing each other's arms and backs, holding each
other for safety. In the dark closet, the stood against each other, praying.
“There’s nothing here.” The sergeant said, scowling at Mrs. Anezka. With one last glare,
they walked out of the room and left the apartment. Mrs. Anezka closed the door behind them and
leaned her back against it, closing her eyes and sighing a breath of relief. When she opened her
eyes again, Natasha and Anna were standing in front of her.
“That was so close! Do you realize what could’ve happened to all of us if they saw you?”
“I know, I’m sorry. I couldn’t hold it back.” Anna said.
12
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“In case it happens again, we should be more prepared” Mrs. Anezka stated, walking into
the kitchen to make dinner. “And also, I bought fish for dinner.”
Weeks and weeks went by, the winter snow began defrosting along the roofs and windows
lining the streets of St.Petersburg. Mrs. Anezka had been giving each of the girls money every
day for doing chores and cleaning the apartment. Late March arrived, and the girls began counting
the money like they did at the end of each month.
“We have enough for the tickets!” Natasha excitedly said.
“We can finally get out of here!” Anna exclaimed.
They rushed to tell Mrs. Anezka the news.
“Oh that’s wonderful! You can finally experience fresh air again!” Mrs. Anezka said.
They packed their bags quickly and hurried out of the apartment, hand in hand with Mrs.
Anezka right behind them. They took one last look at what had been their home for the past few
months.
They took back alleys and side streets to avoid being seen. Every other block, they caught
a glimpse of what use to be their world. All of the streets, renamed, the roads and rivers they use
to play near, all now with a gloomy vibe to them. The stores they use to shop in, now shut down
and replaced. They were finally leaving this sad world that use to be their home.
When they finally reach Moskovsky Railway Station, Mrs. Anezka stopped to say a few words.
“Before you go on that train, I just want to say thank you. In the past months, you reminded
me of what it’s like to have love for someone again, after the death of my daughter years ago. You
brought light into my life. I really do wish you the best of luck. Write to me when you arrive in
France.” Tearing up, they hugged the old woman who was in tears.
 “We will, thank you” Natasha whispered as they hugged. They bid farewell and climbed
aboard the train.
The trees zoomed by quickly, getting pinker
and pinker as they got deeper into France. The
train shook side to side, moving along the rusty
tracks. It slowed to a stop as they pulled into Gare
du Nord, a bustling train station located in Paris.
Natasha and Anna stepped off of the train, wearing
flats and warm jackets, holding carry on suitcases.
They stepped onto the busy sidewalk holding a map
trying to find out which direction to go.
“My Aunt Sasha’s house should be that
way” Natasha said, pointing. They began walking,
over the bridges and along the bricked sidewalks.
They finally stopped in front of an apartment
building, engraved with designs with big bronze doors.
The girls rode up the unstable, gold and wooden elevator up to the 3rd floor.
“This is it” Anna said, standing in front of a door “our new home”
A plump, red cheeked old woman answered the door with a floral dress on and her wavy
hair in a low messy bun.
“Oh welcome!” she exclaimed with a broad smile throwing her hands up.
Natasha hugged her, “Auntie, I’m sure you remember Anna”
13
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“Oh of course I do! How could I forget, you two have been friends since I left for Paris
years ago.”
They all walked into Sasha’s apartment. It had pastel floral wallpaper with gold trim on the
walls of the living room. There was a red velvet chaise lounge and paintings hung up everywhere.
Golden accents were found all throughout the rooms. They went to the bedroom and began
unpacking their luggage.
     “What do you say we go out and explore Paris?” Anna exclaimed.
     “Okay, let's go!”
     They walked all over the city that they called their new home. They ventured from Canal Saint
Martin, to Le Marais Street, to the Eiffel Tower.   They entered back into the apartment as dusk
was approaching.
     After eating a dinner of chicken and fruit, Aunt Sasha said, smiling, “I’m going to go wash up for
bed. I hope you girls have a good night”.  She walked over to her bedroom as the girls went to look
at the sunset on the balcony. They stood in silence, watching the busy streets of the bright city.
Anna sighed and said “I miss it. I miss my family, the familiarity, the people, the streets. All of it”
“Me too.” Natasha exhaled. A few more moments of silence passed.
“But this is our life now” Natasha continued, “Nothing can ever go back to the way it was.
Life’s moving on. But at least I get to spend it in a beautiful city with a beautiful girl.”
They looked at each other.
Anna replied “There’s no one else I’d rather go
through this with”
They gazed longingly into each other’s eyes.
Through everything, the bomb, the losses, the hiding,
the new starts, they had grown closer. Now closer
than ever. A friendship with a bond that could never
break. A love so strong it could withstand all of the
trauma. They inched closer, closing their eyes, above
the lamp-lit streets filled with people walking home
over the brick-paved sidewalks. In those moments,
their lips locked, their troubles fell away, and they
found their love within each other.

14

#aroom126production

The Back Seat

Genna Mosher - Eighth Grade
As the youngest,
I’ve lived my life in the back seat.
In the seat with the broken seat belt,
In the seat with no foot room,
In the seat with the remains of jolly ranchers encrusted into every little groove.
But I like it actually.
Some of my best ideas have occurred in the back seat.
I’m writing this very poem, in the back seat of a car.
Because I am all  alone.
Left to look to my left and right out the windows,
Where I think of the purest daydreams.
I’m all alone in the back seat.
I can see the flashing city lights in the midst of the dark.
Where I am all alone.
I’m sitting in the back seat,
Where there is just the most perfect peacefulness,
Yet an anticipation of reaching the next destination.
It just seems perfect to me.
I can think; I can dream;
Although I am in the back seat.
You can’t punish me by telling me to go to my room,
because just like the back seat .
I can sit, all alone, and think, and dream.
Where I am all alone.
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Me and a Book

Genna Mosher - Eighth Grade
If you stuck me into a tiny, little room,
for 24 hours all alone with a book
I’d never become lonely
or bored, or sad...The usual things
that would occur if you were
stuck in a tiny room
When I read a book, I enter another world
It’s as if I become a part
of the book itself
It gets me so excited
knowing that every time
I pick up my book, I’m going to
hear that next part
The end of the scene I left off at
the answer to the cliff hanger
I suddenly become unaware of
what’s going on around me
All sounds become blurred
and it’s just me, reading words
out of this thick book
filled with pure imagination
When I read a book,
hours become seconds, and time
is unfamiliar word
all I know of is read and read and read
It’s funny, I truly look forward to the
moment where I lay down
under my covers and read my
book before I go to bed
16

I’ll find myself in my math
Class, in the middle of the day
actually thinking about the
comfort and excitement i’ll
receive from reading myself to sleep
I know...different things
make different people happy
Thank God there are books, because
they’re truly there when you need them
That moment when you feel that
you’ve watched so much television
you can feel your brain cells
slowly dying inside your body
you take yourself and your book
you go upstairs, and you enter another world
The moment where you sort
of want to forget reality
you wanna be in another world
perhaps a fictional one
you pick up your book
When you wanna laugh,when you wanna cry
when you don’t know what you wanna feel
Books,books,books,
I could never live without them!
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Awaiting a Dream

Genna Mosher - Eighth Grade
There is sometimes at night
where I can’t wait to go to sleep
You sit there in bed, staring at the
black night splattered with glittering stars
Because when I go to sleep,
I can dream, and I can dream about anything I
want to dream about
How amazing is a dream, at night you
yourself get to witness this false reality, and
nobody else gets to be a part of it
I’m just left hoping that the last thought I had
the very moment before I finally fell
Asleep, was a good one, for this thought may
possibly determine how my thoughts linger in
my sleep
Because in my dreams anything can happen,
anyone can be there, I can go anywhere, and I
won’t know just what I’ll dream about until I
do
Unless I have a nightmare
A horrid, terrorizing, unpleasant
nightmare
Haven’t you noticed that your
biggest nightmares often
repeat themselves, they keep
coming back and before you go
to sleep.

17

You pray that tonight you’ll dream
of pleasant things,
But you only have a pleasant dream
once
You’ll forever get the dream of
when you’re being chased, but your
body is mysteriously moving in slow
motion,
and your sweater button gets
caught onto every object you walk
passed
Yet you seem to know you’re in a
dream, kind of like the end of “Alice
in Wonderland” where you see
yourself asleep and you bang your
hands against your
Head, saying “Wake up! Wake up!”

Yet
never
again
will
you
dream
of
flying,
flying
over
the city of New York, in which the
Statue of Liberty looked like a toy doll from
how high up you were
Maybe this is the point of a dream,
It might be pleasant, it might be
Terrifying, but you won’t know until it
happens, and if you’re lucky, maybe
you’ll just forget it and won’t remember, until
it continues tomorrow.
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Too Small

Athanasia Chandras - Eighth Grade
I magine a life where nobody noticed you; nobody ever gave any
thought to what impact you could make in the world. People just pick
you up, have a little fun, then throw you in a corner where they will
never pay any more attention to you. Imagine that you could make a
difference, that you could be useful. This is my story; my small china
doll story.
I have been passed down for generations, along with my custom
built miniature home and hand painted family. We first arrived from
England on a boat in 1880. Since then, I have not been in ideal
condition. I have greenish brown hair from a painting incident in 1892,
a faded expression from oily fingers, and a chipped bubblegum pink
dress from tripping on the kitchen table. Our current owner, Kate, takes very good care of us.
Except for when her younger sister Nora comes to play farm animals.
When Nora comes, we are forced to ride her plastic cows, sheep, horses, and chickens.
No one enjoys that, especially Baby Lucy. Lucy always bawls once Nora is gone. I’ve gotten used
to farm animals, for I have been through much worse. The most terrible week, however, was this
week.
Last night, during my daily leisure time to roam about Kate’s house before dawn, I
discovered another dollhouse box in the coat closet. I spied the label; strange and unreadable
markings were printed across colorful paper. I had hoped that it was a present for Nora’s birthday
and returned to Kate’s room. Telling my family the shocking news during supper, I wondered how
life would be with another doll family. After supper, I crawled into my bed and awaited the
adventures to come the next day.
During the gift opening, we hid in the vibrant asparagus green fern, waiting for the arrival
of the ‘modern’ dolls. A long squeal informed us that the gift had been opened. I peeked out of the
fern and saw seven family members, similar to my family. Maybe meeting the other dolls would be
fun! Now that Nora opened her gift, we could head upstairs. As I trudged carefully up the stairs, I
wondered if there was a doll my age. If there was, I hope that she noticed me. Nobody ever paid
attention to me or gave me a decision to make. Maybe the other dolls would. I hope so.
Finally! Leisure time! Mama handed me the antique flower vase that was to be given to the
new family next door. When Papa knocked on the door, an alien doll family peered out. They
were- plastic? That was odd. A motherly looking woman welcomed us into her house. She
introduced her family as the Fun Crafts- Mr. Funcraft, Mrs. Funcraft, Stacey, Brandon, Tyler,
Grandma Louise, and Baby Betty. I gave Mrs. Funcraft the vase and surveyed the home as Mama
introduced my family.
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Stacey, who looked about my age, asked if I wanted to go exploring in my house. I agreed,
unaware of what lay ahead of me. We arrived at my house, Stacey looked around in disgust. I led
her to my room, where she bulged her eyes out at the dusty bookshelf. I looked aimlessly at the
books, realizing that all but one of them were decoys. I pulled out the real book and was surprised.
This book was my aunt Sarah’s diary. Aunt Sarah disappeared about three years ago and nobody
knows where she is to this day. I opened the book to find the first page filled with pictures of
spiders; Aunt Sarah was fascinated by them. I flipped through the pages, hoping to find the motive
of her disappearance. The final page mentioned something about an exploration- the date was
nearly three years ago. She planned to visit the attic, a place full of spiders and other insects.
After a while, I motioned for Stacey to leave; this situation was too serious. Once I told mama, she
insisted that Aunt Sarah was dead and that it was not worth the rescue. I was not convinced.
The next night, I invited Stacey to come and find Aunt Sarah with me. We would walk to
the attic and look in as many places as we could. Hopefully, we could find Aunt Sarah in a matter of
days.
In the attic, we looked through several boxes and corners, eager to find Aunt Sarah. She
was nowhere to be found; even when I called her name. After a while, Stacey and I drifted off to
sleep. In the morning, we continued the search.
Finally, after three days, we found something! A trail of crumbled up arachnid drawings lie
before us. As we followed it, I hoped that I would see Aunt Sarah smiling once again at the end of
the path. Reaching the end of the paper trail, I peered around the corner of a box. There, I saw a
small cloth bed, a piece of glass as a mirror, and Aunt Sarah’s sketchbook!
Gleaming, I called Aunt Sarah’s name. I found her, asleep upon a bed of gray dust. Stacey
helped me pick her up, and we headed to Kate’s room with a sleeping Aunt Sarah in our arms.
As I walked into the house with the guest of honor, my
family stared at us with disbelief. Introducing my finding, I
wondered why everyone did not run over for hugs and
kisses. Instead, my mother walked over slowly and hugged
my trembling body. I glanced over my shoulder to see a
horrific sight. Aunt Sarah hadn’t said a word, and now I
know why. I stared deeply into her eyes and wondered
how long she had been in this paralytic state.
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Artist Spotlight

Neil Daliva - Seventh Grade

Life in Abstract
Marker on paper
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Life of a Swimmer
Maya Geller - Sixth Grade

The sport of swimming might seem elementary or basic, but this competitive activity is
much more. Swimmers pride themselves on going to competitions, learning great technique, and
most of all being part of a team. There are numerous factors that contribute to the kind of person
or swimmer you are. The way you act at competitions, practice schedule, and teamwork.
It’s not only how you respect people at competitions, it’s how you react to things happening
around. The way you respond to different things at meets (competition in swimming terms) helps
you decide how many competitions you go to in the future. If you are comfortable with them, you
probably do well and go to meets often. If you hate swim meets, then you either don’t do well or
just don’t like going. Either way, it does affect your opportunities. By going to more meets, you
have more chances to qualify for bigger meets and once you’ve been competing in big meets for a
while, you move to nationals, Olympic Qualifiers, and then the Olympics. It starts at the beginning
and the more you do the more you accomplish.  As in life, the less you do the less you accomplish.
 Besides going to competitions, you also need to
have a good swimming schedule. If you train once a week
for half an hour, it’s not going to get you anywhere. At
the very least, swim two hour and a half practices a week
but even three or four of those would be better. This
improves your technique and it makes you more
comfortable with swimming. Outside the pool, doing
dryland and yoga improves your strength and health.
Exercise is a major part of this sport and you should
definitely use it to your advantage to become a great swimmer.
People think that swimming is an individual sport. It actually is more of a team sport. Just
because you swim your individual race, it doesn’t mean your team isn’t a part of it. They cheer you
from the sidelines. You also have your relays where you count on your team members to do the
best they can.  Those little things like hanging out after practice or making waffles in the locker
room (Yes, it has happened. I was there.) make you who you are on the team. It helps you make
friends and create special bonds between the members of your team. And at the end of the day,
you had a good time and made friends because of a sport.
With all of this in mind, being a swimmer is more than people think it is. It is mostly about
competing, how hard you train, and teamwork. Without these things and the work you put into this
sport, you wouldn’t be a successful swimmer. The sport brings people together in ways that no
other sport can. That is what makes it so special.
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Artist Spotlight:

Aarti Advani - Seventh
Grade
Abstract Painting
Warm and Cool tones
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A Triggered Memory

Genna Mosher - Eighth Grade
Isn’t it weird how a certain scent, sight, feeling, or anything can trigger some sort of
memory.  Whether it be bad or good.  Sort of like how the only way to remember a dream you’ve
already forgotten is when you watch your favorite tv show and say, “oh it was that character!  It
was him in my dream last night!”
When my dad got a new car about when I was six or seven, he bought one of those little
scent things you clip to A/C, and it smelled like pina colada. At that time, every other weekend
we’d visit our grandparents in Long Island.  I still remember driving along Main Street passing ice
cream shops and diners, with the view of the Long Island Sound ahead of us.  Our dad’s Weezer
disk was playing and I  knew all the lyrics to “Beverly Hills” and my sister knew all the lyrics to
“Island in the Sun”.
Every time we stepped into
the hot car on a summer afternoon,
the first thing we smelled was pina
colada. Every time we sang with
mango italian ice dripping down our
fingers, that tiny little pina colada
thingy was in the corner. Now,
whenever I see or smell a pina colada, I
get in the mood for italian ice, and
get Weezer stuck in my head. Also,
I’m reminded of those good old days.
Another thing burned into my
memory, is associating Dean Martin’s
“Volare” and TreSemme hair spray.
Yeah, I’ll admit it’s weird, but it’s a
good story. To this day, my
grandmother and great aunt both go
to the same hairdresser in Jersey
City, and they have been for as long as
I can remember.
Her name is Renay, and she
had a little hair salon connected to the
bottom of her house, everything by
appointment only.  It’d be a Tuesday
night, and I was excited when my
grandpa would say “time to go Gen”
and I’d get a break from my
homework and we’d pick up Aunt Rita,
and off we go. I’m pretty sure I’d be
able to walk to that hairsalon purely
by memory.  We pull up and ignore
the large staircase leading up to the
cutest little house, and instead walk around the side, and enter a tiny door, bringing us to a small
room with two salon chairs, a little sink in the back, and a pile of magazines in the corner.
My grandpa always asked me if I wanted to stop at the ShopRite with him, but I always
chose to say at the salon and became mesmerized by the teasing and combing and hair spraying. I
was also smart enough to realize something was always up, and I’d listen in on something like, “So
Rita I says to her, you are your own person, you pay your own bills, you get ya own house, and don’t
come cryin’ to me and ya fatha for money.”
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Words were often broken up by the strong typical Italian-American/North Jersey old
lady accent, no offense guys. She always said this as she teased down the hair, and her big
bracelets would cling and clang as she said it and my aunt would agree saying “you are so right
Renay, you’re right and ya know it Renay.”
Meanwhile our grandpa would keep popping in and out complaining about how every week
the hairstyling takes longer and longer, but he was simply bored. Then, like clockwork we step into
the car, nearly choking on all the hairspray that has been released.  He says, “How about some
music?” and he pushes the little button on the left, and his old italian tunes begin to play, Dean
Martin and Frank Sinatra.  He hums or sings along to every one of em’.
Therefore, whenever one of my friends uses TreSemme, I can’t help of thinking of the days
where we’d all head to Jersey City on a Tuesday night packed in that tiny, little car.  I’d get all
excited about it every, single, time.  I know it’s a bit unusual, but all I’m trying to say is that
sometimes we miss the days of the pina colada scent thing, or the days of the TreSemme and
Frank Sinatra. But, we’ll always have the memory of them, and it’ll will always come back, when
you least expect it.
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Photography
Spotlight:
Joseph Alfarano - Seventh
Grade
Snapshots from the Natural World
Beauty in our Surroundings
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Kids Take Over the Times
Anya Singh - Seventh Grade

The famous newspaper company, The New York Times, has decided to come out with a
children’s section within the main newspaper. This section includes puzzles, great sign up
opportunities, and fun articles that explain current events. This section of The New York Times
comes out monthly.
The first section came out in May with the main headline being “SLIME”. It was an
experiment and so many people liked it that it was continued. The puzzles included come in easy,
medium, and hard levels. They include crosswords, word searches, mazes, and pictures where you
have to find certain objects inside of them. Articles that
interested me were “A Star Student Whose Dreams
Could Be Out of Reach”. This article talked about
several kids who accomplished amazing goals. Another
interesting article was, “How Does Voting Work”? This
article explains the answers to many questions such as
‘When did African Americans get the right to vote?’ and
‘What percentage of people vote in U.S. elections’. I
also really enjoyed, ‘12 Movies You Want to See Before
You Turn 13’. There are also many easy recipes for
beginner chefs.
My parents are big readers of this newspaper
and are constantly asking me to read it but I always
thought the articles were about grown up topics that
never interested me. Then, one day, my dad showed me
the first ‘test’ article and I found it very interesting. I
feel a lot of other kids will also enjoy it if they give it a
chance.
These days, a lot of kids rely on Google and spend a lot of their time on their devices. It
would be nice to see more kids reading. This children’s section makes reading fun and educational.
It is very diverse so there is something interesting for everybody.
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Poetic Verse: Based on a sculpture by Alexander Calder
Khyathi Bulusu - Sixth Grade

A bird,
going through an obstacle course of
measuring cups of it’s future
while flying past
the addition of it’s memories and moments.
The vibrations,
of its emotions
journeying through different worlds
leading the universe to expansion
as it brings out
the black bird’s true soul.
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 The Unexpected Twins, and Their Downfall
Ava Mele - Sixth Grade

      It was the time of day when the lavender, and cherry blossom peered through the windows,

glazing off the Sky Towers and reflecting off the blackened, lacker roads. Children would awake
dressing in uniform attire, with their morning head. The early shift workers, ready to receive
bundles of paperwork due by the evening. All flooding the streets like hundreds of minors. To
everyone the day was just like instructed for every New york citizen.
              The twin towers roared like children on a playground, and business men and women,
scurried towards the day’s events. The chill in the air left gooey condensation on the almost
break-proof glass. Everyone new the drill of the work order. Everyone was like a robot, without
the disordered screws. And not one thing was suspected.
  (Tuesday, September 11, 2001. 9:15 a.m)
        There were screams, cries. People were petrified at the scene. They saw when the plane hit.
The thick, busty, greyish smoke polluted the air. Red burns nearly left a warmth on blushed,
cheeks. Rivers of salty water, streamed down, the lost desert. The chocolate melted leaving a
bittersweet aftertaste to the sticky ice cream. The ash covered the faces of heartbroken souls.
Things weren’t the same at all. Then the hope was lost as the second tower fell to the ground.
Fires were fought, smoke polluted air, schools went into shelter in place. New York felt empty.
There was nothing left to show their pride and spirit.
(The Next Day)
           Covered in ash, burned at the roots, disheveled, left the last living thing under the debris. It
was a tree people named the survivor tree. It was brought to a garden and was retrieved,brought
back to life. While that was only the beginning to the cities clean up journey, a new structure
would need to be built. As well as the cities hope. Everyone came together during this time.
This time in history restored humanity all over the world, like a chain. Everyone needed
each other. The time had come that the cities hope was rebuilt. If anyone in the world had courage
for the coming future it was New York. A new building was rebuilt. The finishing product
astonished the city. It was called the “Freedom Tower.” Around it are waterfalls etched with
everyone’s name. This was a new beginning for New York. Hope was restructured. Like a statue,
sometimes it doesn’t go well, but it leaves a path for new beginnings.
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 Artist

Spotlight:

Gabriela Ann Romanelli - Sixth Grade
Bird in Tree
Watercolor on canvas
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Birds
Stratos Chandras - Sixth Grade
What if I could fly
Up in the sky
Birds would sing
As they flapped their wings
Every bird with me
As we flapped free
Away from troubles
It would be like floating in a bubble
I would be equal with the air
Nothing would matter there
High, high up where no one can see
I would be higher than a flying bee
Clouds would be like boats
Rowing through fresh air
The crows would fly with me everywhere
If it rained
It would have stained
The ground far, far below
Where it would help plants grow
But that wouldn’t matter
Because up in the sky,
You could finally see

That on the ground isn’t such a bad place to be
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You could talk, walk, laugh and love down there

Up here, you get cold winds that are
everywhere

Down there, you could sleep, eat, and sit
Up here, you just want to quit
Even some birds come down
To listen to the beautiful sound
Of silence
Not a gust of wind
Not a flapping wing
Because sometimes it is nice to not hear a
ring,
A chirp,
Or even a slurp
So the question is not if I could fly,
The question is if I could do something great
down here, before I die.
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Why We Need More National Parks
Saloni Singh - 6 Grade

Most people have been to a national park and
have enjoyed themselves seeing elements of the
natural world and exploring the beautiful land. Human
enjoyment is not the only reason for the national parks,
though. It helps people in other ways too, and is equally
beneficial for the animals and the Earth. Shouldn’t we
have more of these nature preserving parks, then?
Many people think there should be more natural parks
around the world because they help animals, Earth, and
humans.
National parks provide many benefits for animals. I t is a safe haven for them from hunters
and people who abuse them. Not only this, the parks also help to solve the problem of extinction of
animal species. In fact, the National Parks Association of NSW claims that “A well connected
landscape is essential for saving NSW’s 1,000
threatened species, 70% of what occurs in national parks.”
Many animals are going extinct because of habitat
destruction, which is also a problem that national parks
solve. Zoos attempt to solve this problem too, but fall
short in providing a truly natural habitat for animals, one in
which they feel comfortable living in. So even though there
may be a zoo closer to your home, don’t you think it would
be better for you and the environment to go to a national
park?
Did you know that national parks impact the health of Earth? Since the area is protected
by the government, plants can thrive in national parks. Plants take in carbon dioxide and release of
oxygen, this helps to solve the issue of global warming. There are many other things that are
needed to completely solve global warming, but one of the answers lie right inside the national
parks! You should not pick flowers or plants inside a national park. Since the area is protected, you
are also not allowed to hunt, cut trees, mine, or
anything else that may harm the environment.  “We
all need fresh air, clean water, and food… national
parks have lots of plants, so they play a big part in
keeping our environment healthy.” says Environment.
NSW.gov.au. Your well being and the the
environment are connected, therefore national parks
create a symbiotic relationship between yourself and
the environment.
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National parks also help you in other ways. The peaceful and calming surroundings help
you to find inner peace. The National Parks Association of NSW says “National parks are
important sanctuaries where people can take time out, enjoy nature, get fit, relax, and revitalize...”
Also, the air is cleaner, helping your respiratory system. The parks even help you academically,
making you learn about nature. You can see animals in their natural habitat, instead of seeing them
in zoos, where they feel uncomfortable. You may not want to go because of the entrance fee, but it
is a small compensation and certainly worth the money.
Considering the evidence, we
should have more national parks all
around the world. They are scenic
wonders that provide many benefits
for animals, Earth, and humans.
Animals will be safer and in less
danger of extinction. The Earth and
the environment will be healthier and
can thrive in national parks. Humans
will be far from stress and can enjoy
themselves and learn in national
parks of our country.

Artist Spotlight:

Arnav Pande - Sixth Grade
Glacier National Park
Pencil on paper
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THE THREE BROTHERS
Leoul Melis - Sixth Grade

Prologue
Greek Mythology, stories about the gods and goddesses of Ancient Greece. Over
centuries, new stories were born and old stories died. From the stories of Gaia and Uranus, to
Mount Olympus where the Olympians laid the framework of myths, the gods and goddesses are
forever with us, not matter how much time passes.
 Most normal brothers fight over small things, like the last piece of Hershey chocolate in
the candy basket, or who gets the remote to pick a show. They definitely don’t argue about who
rules which part of the world, or if they should let someone die, or live.
That’s the difference between normal brothers and Poseidon, Zeus, and
Hades.  The latter being gods.
Before we get into the story of the three most powerful brothers
in Greek mythological existence, we should at least get their background
story. Before anything existed we only had Chaos, from Chaos sprouted
Gaia (THE EARTH). After sometime (meaning millions of years), Gaia
was simply bored, and Chaos created Uranus. They had many children,
but the one we will focus on will be the generation of the Titans. They
were Kronus, Iapetus, Hyperion, Oceanus, Coeus, Creus, Theia, Rhea,
Mnemosyne, Phoebe, Tethys, and Themis. After a good time with Uranus, Gaia was happy, that
was until he kept throwing out different generations of their children. First, he got rid of the one
eyed monsters (The Cyclops), then he got rid of a monster with a hundred hands (The Hundred
Handed Ones). When Gaia had enough, she asked one of her children to slay Uranus for her.
Surprisingly, the youngest and shyest Titan arose to the occasion; Kronus.
With the scythe his mother gave him, he cut Uranus into pieces. As Uranus could not die,
he was left in pieces in Tartarus (HELL). From Uranus blood, he spawned many other deities, one
of the most important, Aphrodite the god of beauty and love.
Kronus rose to power, and became the king of our own world. Soon, he married his own
sister Rhea and they had children of their own. Kronus savagely swallowed them up, as both of his
parents in great fear, said that one day his children would overthrow him, and strip him of his own
power. But, when Rhea had enough of it, she tried to save one of her sons by hiding him in a flock
of sheep, and saying she gave birth to a colt. She gave the colt to devour, instead of her own son.
He was raised on Rhodes, by the Telchines.  She saved another one of her sons, by hiding him on
the island of Crete to be raised by the Corybantes, and gave Cronus a piece of rock wrapped in
baby cloth to devour instead. After years and years, the 2 brothers grew, and trained and got
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stronger. One day, the brothers met, and decided that they needed to go to war and overthrow
their father.
They came up with the plan to hide as servants of the barbaric Titan, and put mustard into
his wine, so he could throw up the children in his stomach. The plan worked perfectly, and before
they knew it, they were at war. They easily persuaded their brothers and sisters to fight against
Kronos, and got some assistance from the Hecatonchires and the Cyclopes,
creatures captured by Kronos. The war lasted 10 years, and eventually after
the first bloodshed between the gods, the new generation of the Olympians
won. After the victory, the 3 brothers decided to split up the areas they
would rule over. Zeus got the sky and the heaven, Poseidon got the sea, and
Hades ruled over the Underworld (land of the dead).  They all received
tremendous powers from the pieces of the world they ruled over, and
established a base in Mount Olympus. To figure out who would come the
supreme ruler of the world, the brother draw lots, Zeus won and gained the
title of The King of The Gods. Instantly, the rivalry the brothers grew, as Zeus got so lucky in the
draws, and Hades got the worst. To balance of power between the 3 most powerful gods, the one
eyed monsters of the Cyclops created their own weapons that keep the power in order. Zeus, the
lightning bolt, Poseidon, the trident, Hades, the hood of invisibility.
Zeus, Poseidon, and Hades have one of the most talked about rivalries in Greek
Mythology, especially Poseidon and Zeus. One day Apollo (son of Zeus and god of music, and
archery), Poseidon, Hera (Zeus’s wife and goddess of marriage), and Athena (Zeus’s daughter and
goddess of wisdom and war), plotted a rebellion against Zeus, as they believed Poseidon was
better fit to rule. To Zeus’ luck, a monster with hundred hands named Briareus, came to the aid to
stop the rebellion. To prove my point even more, Poseidon and Apollo once
trapped Zeus in a net, and said they would only let him escape if he became a
better ruler, or give the throne to another god. As punishment, Zeus made
Poseidon and Apollo human for a year, and made them a servant for a selfish
king in a small city in Greece. The heated rivalry between Poseidon and
Zeus, has caused mayhem between the world, it doesn’t help that Poseidon
is known as the earth-shaker, due to his ability to cause the most powerful
hurricanes in all of the world, Olympus and Earth, and Zeus’s lightning can
kill thousands with one strike.
Hades, shown widely is probably the most unlucky brother, as his
brothers rule two of the most prosperous areas in the earth, and he rules the horrid land of the
dead. He holds a grudge against his brothers most of the time, and definitely is not the model
brother, although being the oldest.
 Usually, having a brother is tough, and it’s even tougher when they’re the most powerful
beings in Greek Mythology. So for all you people saying having a brother is so bad, listen to their
stories and feel grateful that you and your brother don’t have a relationship like they did.
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Artist Spotlight

Jake Salvatore - Sixth Grade
Albert Einstein
Pencil on paper

Artist Spotlight

Alexandria De Iasi - Sixth Grade
Fashion & Gymnastics
Photography Collage
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Gone Missing

Melody Smentkowski - Sixth Grade
Prologue: 5 years ago

“Ha-ha you can’t catch me Eliza!” Stephanie yelled.
The sound of Stephanie’s faint giggles warmed Eliza’s heart. In that moment, nothing could
tear the two overjoyed sisters apart. Only if this remained true.
“Hold on Stephanie! I need to take a breath!” Eliza exclaimed hoping her sister would hear.
However, Stephanie didn’t hear and kept running deeper into the dark, mysterious woods.
While running she saw a faded figure and stopped right in her tracks.
“W-Who are y-you?” Stephanie stuttered.
Stephanie’s mom always taught her not to talk to strangers. That was one of the things
she told Stephanie before she died. The white figure started staggering towards the shaking girl.
Stephanie clutched her necklace in hopes of her older sister
finding her. The figure grabbed Stephanie by the neck and ran off
with her disappearing out of the woods.
“Stephanie! STEPHANIE!!” Eliza screamed.
Eliza was running and screaming until she was out of breath. She
dropped to her knees and started uncontrollably sobbing. Her
sister could be missing, OR EVEN DEAD! Eliza kept walking and
almost fell down when she tripped over a silver object in the
shape of a heart. She picked it up and dusted the dirt off. Eliza
kept looking at the object unable to see what it was in the dark
light. When she finally could see what it was, her face turned pale
and she dropped the necklace.
~Chapter One~
“Eliza! Get ready for school!!” My dad yelled from downstairs.
“Okay!” I replied.
I hopped out of bed and did my usual morning routine. I took the picture of my sister off my
desk. I miss her so much. Sometimes I blame myself for her disappearance. It was my fault. My
friends try to tell me otherwise, but it always comes back to my mind. I would do anything to hear
her laugh again.
 “Eliza I made breakfast!” My dad exclaimed.
I kissed the picture and headed downstairs into the kitchen. I took a plate of food and
started to eat.
“Lori’s coming over today.” My dad stated.
“Oh okay.” I sadly replied.
A few months after my mom died, my dad has been hanging out with Lori, and even thought
about marrying her. I didn’t want them to get married, because nobody can replace my mom.
“Dad?”  I asked.
“Yeah Eliza?” He questioned.
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“Can I go to Lili’s house after school. We have a project to work on.” I lied.
“Sure.” My dad said.
“Thanks. I have to go, bye.” I mumbled.
I grabbed my backpack and left for school.
~Chapter Two~
“Hey Eliza!” Lili acknowledged.
“Hi.” I muttered.
“What’s wrong?” Lili inquired.
“Lori’s coming over again.” I sighed.
“Do you want to come over to my house so we can watch a movie?” Lili asked.
“I told my dad I was going to anyways, so either way I would still go.” I answered.
Lili laughed and started to get her books out of her locker. When she was getting her
history book out a note fell.
 Dear Lili,

   11/13/12

If you are reading this it means I’m still alive. I miss you and Eliza. SEND HELP!!!!!
 Stephanie Ramirez
While reading the note, Lili had a tear roll down her cheek. Her hands were shaking and
she dropped the note.
“Lili? What does it say?” I questioned.
She quickly picked the note back up and put it in her pocket.
“It’s-uh-nothing! Yeah it’s-totally-um-n-nothing.” Lili stuttered.
“Let me see it!” I demanded.
“NO!” Lili screamed.
I looked at Lili in disbelief. If it was nothing, how did it make her cry?
“I’m trying to protect you.” Lili whispered through sobs.
“Please?” I mumbled.
Lili slowly and shakily pulled it out of her pocket. She carefully placed it in my hands and
closed her eyes. I opened the note and read the letter. I felt tears at the brims of my eyes. I slid
down the wall and cried into my hands. Wherever my sister was she could be alive. I looked at the
date and my heart dropped to my knees. She wrote the note the day after we were in the woods.
Now there is a chance that she is still alive.
~Chapter Three~
“Okay class take your seats!” Mrs. Miller yelled.
I took my seat behind Amber Worthington, which was a bad idea. Amber is the “Queen
Bee” at Hamilton Middle School. Along with her little minions, Carly, Jennifer, Vanessa, and
Veronica. Everybody in the school adores her. Except me and Lili. We absolutely despise Amber.
She bullied us in fourth grade because we wouldn’t play volleyball with her.
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“Mrs. Miller!” Amber exclaimed.
“Yes, Amber.” Mrs. Miller sighed.
“Can I sit somewhere else?” Amber whined.
“No.” Mrs. Miller replied.
“UGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHH!!!” Amber complained.
“IF I HEAR ANYTHING ELSE FROM YOU AMBER I WILL SEND YOU TO THE
OFFICE! DO YOU UNDERSTAND?” Mrs. Miller screamed,
“Yes.” Amber muttered.
While Mrs. Miller was teaching us how to divide fractions I eavesdropped on Amber’s
conversation with her “bestie” Carly.
“Omg Carly! I can’t believe I have to sit by Eliza! She’s soooooo annoying!” Amber
whisper-yelled.
“I know right! It’s like she wants to be you!” Carly complained.
“Miss Worthington, would you like to share your conversation with the class?” Mrs. Miller
asked.
“No.” Amber answered.
DING DING DING
“Okay class grab your belongings and head to the next class.” Mrs. Miller said.
When I got out of class, I met up with Lili at our lockers. Ironically our lockers are right
next to each other so it gives us time to talk.
“Eliza?” Lili inquired.
“What’s up?” I asked.
“Do you think your sister is still alive and in the woods somewhere?” Lili whispered holding
back tears.
“Probably not. I mean the date said 2012 and it’s 2017.” I replied.
“Oh right.” Lili whimpered
While putting my books in my backpack I felt someone tap on my shoulder. When I turned
around I made eye contact with Casey Williams.
“What do you want Casey?” I asked.
“You need to come with me. QUICK!” Casey yelled.
“Okay I’ll be right over!” I replied.
I shoved my books in my locker and slammed it shut. Casey took my wrist and brought me
to the library.
“Why are we here exactly?” I questioned.
“Just come with me.” Casey reassured.
He went up to a computer and typed in ‘Watterson Home News’ He scrolled down and
pulled up this pictureToday police found a girl with a white dress in
the woods whispering amongst herself. The
young girl ran off as soon as the police arrived.
The police were able to take a picture of the
girl before she disappeared. If you recognize
this girl please call the number 938-156-7420.
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“Where did you find this?” I inquired trying to hold back tears.
“I saw it yesterday online when I was buying stuff for christmas.” Casey replied.
I gently touched the screen. WAIT? SHE’S ALIVE! I took out my phone and was about to
call the number when Mr. Abrams came up to me.
“Excuse me Eliza! You are not allowed to have your phone out! I’m afraid I have to
confiscate it for the remainder of the day.” Mr. Abrams bellowed.
I put my phone in his hand and slid down the wall. That was my one chance to call the police
and now I can’t.
“You can use my phone if you want.” Casey offered.
“What if your phone gets taken away?” I asked.
“I know how much your sister means to you. Plus, you’re lucky the police found her.” Casey
acknowledged.
“Fine.” I agreed.
I took Casey’s phone and dialed the number shown on the screen. It rang two times making
me more nervous by the second.
“Hi....Yes....I’m here to call about the girl you found in the woods....Yeah....She’s my
sister....Uh-huh....Okay....Thank you....Bye!”
“What did they say?” Casey questioned.
“They’ll call later if they find her or not.” I answered.
“But I won’t see you after school.” Casey hinted.
“Which is why I’m going to talk to Lili so we can both go to her house after school.” I
planned.
DING DING DING
“Thank you so much! Meet me after school at my locker!” I requested
“Okay. No problem.” Casey retorted.
~Chapter Four~

asked.

“So you’re saying that your sister’s still alive?” Lili inquired.
“Yes. And“OMG!! I CAN’T WAIT TO SEE HER!!!!!!!!” Lili squealed.
“LILI! The police said they would call later on Casey’s phone. So can he come with us?” I

“ARE YOU CRAZY!! My mom would kill me if she found out that a boy was in my room!
Especially Casey!” Lili screamed.
“Don’t you have a ladder in your backyard?” I questioned.
“Yeah bu“Then have him climb through your window!” I interrupted.
“UGGGGHH FINEEEE!!” Lili whined.
I closed my locker and headed to my last period class-Gym. The reason I hate gym is
because Amber and all of her obnoxious friends are in my class. Which means whenever we play
volleyball, they always beat me. If I was on the same team as Amber she would probably find a way
to make me lose. I went into the locker room and grabbed my stuff out of my locker. After getting
changed I went into the gym and started stretching.
“Are you going to fail at volleyball again today loser?” Amber laughed.
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“You have your entire life to be a jerk Amber. Why not take today off?” I asked.
Amber stopped talking and walked away to go practice for volleyball. I went to the
bleachers to get my water when I found a note that looked similar to the one in Lili’s locker.
Dear Eliza,

        11/28/17

I’m currently locked in an abandoned room in the middle of the woods. They told me I only
had three days left to live since I tried escaping. PLEASE HELP ME!!!!
I took the paper and put it in my pocket so I could show it to Lili and Casey.
“Okay class! Line up on the wall for volleyball!” Mrs. Brash yelled.
I walked towards the wall while Mrs. Brash picked teams. She picked six kids and then told
us to go. Since I was so worried about the note, I didn’t realize that I was on the same team as
Amber.
~Chapter Five~
“Here’s some ice for your eye. Spend the rest of this period in the library so you don’t get
hit again.” Mrs. Brash requested.
“Okay.” I replied.
I got up from the bleachers and walked towards the library. I sat by a computer and went
on the website for the newspaper, to look for any other information about my sister. While
scrolling all I found were a couple of ads and comics, but nothing about my sister. I sighed and shut
off the computer. Finding out this mystery is a lot harder then I thought. I took out the note from
my pocket and looked at the date. She wrote it today!
DING DING DING
I got up and bumped into someone while walking to my locker. I looked up and saw Casey.
“Eliza! What happened to your eye!” Casey inquired.
“I’ll tell you at my locker!” I replied.
When I got to my locker I put my books in and anxiously waited for Lili and Casey to meet
me so I can show them the note.
“Hey Eliz- OH MY GOD! WHAT HAPPENED TO YOUR EYE?!” Lili questioned.
“I was playing volleyball and Amber hit me with the ball.” I retorted.
“I should’ve known.” Lili giggled.
“Hey guys.” Casey said.
“OH! I HAVE TO SHOW YOU GUYS SOMETHING!” I remembered.
I showed both of them the note. I saw the sparkle in Lili’s eyes disappear and her smile
turned into a frown. As for Casey, he looked almost blank. Like all that he was feeling was
emptiness. I slowly put the note back in my pocket and looked down. If we don’t find my sister in
time, I might never see her again. I closed my locker and followed Casey and Lili to her house.
~Chapter Six~
“Why is climbing up a ladder so hard?” Casey shouted.
“Have you never climbed a ladder before?” Lili inquired.
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We all laughed, and eventually Casey got through Lili’s window. We tried searching for
any other clues on where my sister could be.
“Guys look at this article!” Casey exclaimed.
Police have taken the girl into shelter. If you are related to the girl please come into the station.
“ELIZA YOU HAVE TO GO!!” Lili screamed.
“Can your mom drive me home?” I asked.
“Of course! I’ll be right back!” Lili promised.
While Lili went downstairs I remembered how much Casey helped me find my sister.
“Casey, why have you been helping me?” I questioned.
“Because-m-my mom died t-the same way y-your sister got k-k-kidnapped..” Casey
whispered.
Oh my god. How did I not know this? I might’ve only known him for a year, but- how? My
thoughts get interrupted by a very excited Lili barging through her door.
“MY MOM SAID YEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSS!!!” Lili squealed.
“You sound like an eight year old at a One Direction concert.” I giggled.
“I’ll see you guys later.” Casey mumbled.
“Casey come with us.” Lili requested.
~Chapter Seven~
I am soooooo nervous to see my sister. I know I should be happy to meet her, but what do
you say to your sister that has been missing for FIVE YEARS! Oh yeah how was the weather? I
really want to see her though. I feel like my life has been incomplete without her.
“We’re here!” My dad yelled.
I got out and swiftly walked towards the entrance of the police station. I felt my nerves
kick in when I opened the door to where my sister was. Her auburn hair was covered in dirt and
leaves along with her face. She had several scrapes on her body probably caused by branches. Her
once silky white dress had mud and dirt covering it.
“E-Eliza?” Stephanie muttered.
Even if she was covered and mud and dirt, I didn’t care. She was my sister. All I wanted
was to have her in my arms. I felt her flinch when I wrapped my arms around her petite body. I tried
to hold back tears. I let them flow down my cheeks finally feeling my sister’s touch again. And
that’s all that I would want. It was just us two in the world. Never letting go.
Epilogue: 5 years later

Ever since I saw Stephanie at the police station, I do everything that I can to protect her.
She had to go through several surgeries due to her health conditions. I checked my appearance in
the mirror one last time before I walked into Stephanie’s room.
“Hey Eliza!” Stephanie exclaimed.
“Hey Steph!” I replied.
“I can’t believe you’re graduating high school today.” Stephanie mumbled.
“I promise I’ll write a letter every day.” I reassured her.
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“Okay.” Stephanie agreed.
I gave her a kiss on the cheek and called Lili.
“Hey Lili...I know we’re graduating!...I’m scared too...I hope so too...I’ll see you at
school...bye!”
Lili and I are going to the same college so we get to spend more time together than being
like 5,000 miles away from each other. Also, I started dating Casey last year. Sadly, we decided
to be friends cause it would be hard to have a long-distance relationship. I hopped down the stairs
and grabbed my backpack. I waved good-bye to my dad and skipped to Lili’s house. I kept thinking
of how crazy five years ago was. My sister almost died. And now I can’t protect her as much as I
did before. But now we decided that she’ll be fine. I know that with my dad and her friends
protecting her, she won’t go missing again.
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Photography Spotlight:
Maya Geller - Sixth Grade
Puerto Rico’s Natural Wonders
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PUERTO RICO
Thomas Matos - Eighth Grade

Since Hurricane Maria devastated the island, Puerto Rico has been the center of
attention in the mainstream media. Thousand of Puerto Ricans have fled their homes, due to the
horrible effects of the hurricane. Organizations such as UNICEF, Caritas de Puerto Rico, and
many more are sending help and donating to the island. Since many of Puerto Ricans are
immigrating here and have to learn lots about the ways of American life, why don’t we learn about
their ways of life?
5 FACTS ABOUT PUERTO RICO
1. Puerto Rico is an unincorporated U.S. territory.
2. The official languages of Puerto Rico are English and Spanish, although ¾ of the country
mainly speak Spanish.
3. The United States gained Puerto Rico as a territory after the Spanish-American War in
1898.
4. The largest telescope in the world is located in Puerto Rico.
5. Puerto Rico has 270 miles of beautiful beaches in its land.
WHAT DO PUERTO RICANS LIKE TO EAT?
● Puerto Ricans are big on mofongo, and they have every right to be. The heavenly
taste of the fried plantain mixed with seasons blends perfectly together.
● Arroz con gandules is a classic Puerto Rican rice. It is rice mixed with pigeon peas
and pork to make a tasty, flavorful meal.
● Pernil is a large dish in the Latin American territory. It is slow-roasted marinated
pork shoulder, commonly made for holidays. The crunchy skin melts in your mouth
as you bite into this dish, and the tender meat makes it the hispanic equivalent to a
turkey! Many other people from different countries enjoy this food, such as
Dominicans, Cubans, and many more.
WHAT MUSIC DO PUERTO RICANS LIKE?
The major type of music in Puerto Rico is salsa. Highly danceable, its rhythms are hot,
urba, rhythmically sophisticated, and compelling. Artists such as Héctor Lavoe and Celia Cruz are
well known for their salsa music.
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Puerto Rico is a country Americans should get to know more about. They are fun, happy
people at most times. Sadly, the country is in devastation after the hurricane, and they need
assistance from others. Several people have recently moved here from Puerto Rico due to
economic reasons or due to the hurricane’s effect. When speaking to these people, try to make
them feel welcome in this new environment.
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I’m the Boss

Andrew Kashian - Sixth Grade
PROLOGUE
Tom’s faint heartbeat slowly pounded in the center of his chest. The pain of nearly being
beat to death, was nothing compared to the fact that he was leaving his family, and girlfriend
behind. The murderer mercilessly beating him with a golf club. His life was flashing before his eyes,
he was dying a slow, painful death. His last heartbeat, last breaths were so quick and faint that
even he could not hear or feel them. Tom’s numb hands moved one last movement, then his head
fell to the ground, his lifeless body gave the murderer an expression of extreme satisfaction. In his
final minutes, he hoped that someone had come to save him, but there was no evident screaming or
red and blue lights, just the sound of the club crushing his bones. The last bit of life he had, he saw
a light and shadows in the shape of people standing around him.
TOO LATE
“Anything new?” said the chief of police.
“Actually, yes!” exclaimed the officer. “A family had called saying their kid was missing. His
name is Tom Johnson; he is a 16 year old boy.”
“Where was he seen last?” yelled the nervous chief.
“He was going to a party in Camden, aka the most dangerous place in New Jersey.”’
As the family was panicking the cops were about to send what they thought was a rescue
mission, but they are in for a rude surprise. As they were sent out, the twigs moved strongly on a
bush, and they felt as if they were being watched. Camden was a few minutes away, so it took them
some time to get to the scene on Grace Ave.
“The mother said the party was at his friend's house, at the address 274.” the officer
informed.
On the way to the house they looked through every nook and cranny, every alley and
house. Suddenly there search came to an abrupt stop, when they found nothing. They traveled to
The station and called the family to tell them the news. The family then realized that they had to
do something. They remembered that on the way to the house there is an old shed, that is hidden
behind trees.
The parents went with the cops to investigate, but as they were there there was no shed,
only the bushes rapidly moving. They looked all around and saw bits of wood and they noticed oe
bush swaying up and down in an unnatural way. Everything seemed to stare at them for a while, but
the feeling stopped. Animals were making noises at what seemed like nothing, and everything felt
strange. The mom then noticed a piece of fabric from the old worn out t-shirt that Tom wore.
“DON’T TOUCH IT!” said the chief “we have to examine it properly before other
fingerprints go on it.”
They saw what looks like dirt in the shape of a fingerprint. The wind blew hard and the rain
now poured on there faces, the sky was turning a blue-gray and the sun was fading. All the birds
huddles up by the one rapidly swaying bush, other animals were hollering over at it, and it seemed
out of the ordinary. They went back home after securing the fabric and rechecking the trees.
“That had to have been something,” the mom said to the dad. “That just doesn’t happen in
nature are the cops not trying!”
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“They will examine the prints and try to match it up with somebody. It’ll be fine.” the dad
said calming the mother down.
The parents went off to bed to get away from the bone chilling night, they had a feeling
that something was about to happen.
RRRRIIIINNNNGGGG! “Yes…….Ok…...ugh…...Ok…...I’ll tell him.”
“HONEY! They found nobody on the fingerprint database, but they think they know who
did it.”  The mom yelled in an almost crying tone, “ we have to go to the police station ASAP.
At the station they showed the parents a wanted sign of two men. One just broke out of
prison and the other is on the run, the one on the run was last seen in Philadelphia Pennsylvania
and the other in Secaucus New Jersey.
“Let's go for the one in Secaucus, obviously.’’ said the dad.
The cops went to the house and investigated, they found nothing but on the way back, they
noticed a storm shed that looked out of place.
“How did we not see that before?” said an officer.
They went down, and left a man by the ladder inside. It was like a maze where you can
easily get lost. All but the one by the ladder went to look around. Then suddenly, the door opened,
and a masked face showed up, it ran away at the sight of the officer. He went to chase it but it was
gone, but dropped a suitcase, and it was locked
“There is only one way to open the suitcase, destroy the lock.” said the detective But it's
dangerous it could destroy the object in it.
When they drilled it they noticed that it sounded like clanging metal inside. A they opened
the box, they saw weapons and torture devices. They then decided to go back into the storm shed
for further investigation. The various rooms had no lights, but you could feel the emptiness of
them, apart from one room with lots of cabinets full of nothing. As they were leaving, they
suddenly forgot the way back. It seemed like there were even more rooms now, and everything
was closing in on them. After thirty minutes, one man fell and revealed a hidden door with a ladder.
The ladder lead them up and up until they got to another room where they saw lots of people in
masks. They remained stealthy and then after one minute went in and told them to freeze. The
cops looked at the room and saw photos of kids, but the kids were already missing. They looked
through about ten photos and saw Tom’s. The cops took the people to the police station, and made
them say everything.
“The others are in the abandoned barn house, but it’s too late.. Hah hah they have probably
taken care of Tom already,” said one of the criminals. They were unmasking the people, as they
noticed that they looked like men that were just out of prison. After they unmasked the men they
called the parents and told them everything, and that they are going to there now.
The only thing lighting the barnhouse was the light outside, it was very dim and had a
spooky feel to it. Since it was so big, the men decided to split up. They spoke through the
walkie-Talkies about what was in each room, which was nothing until they all met at one last
room. They took a quick glance and saw two men with baseball bats, and a figure on the ground.
They told them to freeze, and they stood around the kid, it was Tom. He took his last breaths and
showed a lifeless expression. The men ran away at the time they did this, and they were too far for
the cops to catch up.  And two months later, four fourteen year old boys were missing...
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Artist Spotlight

Praneel Khiantani - Sixth Grade
The Skeleton War
Pen on Paper
______________________

The Crack Of Dawn
Samyan Mangat - Sixth Grade

The green meadows, the tall wide trees, it was
all a world just in sight of Junior’s prison ship. It
had been blown off course and invaded by
pirates during the American Revolution.
It was now 200 years after the end of the war.
They were then taken to the pirate ship. They
all became skeletons, covered in pirate clothing,
as if to hide from any strayed explorers.
He had been planning to escape for months. He
was punched, and tugged back down to the
lower deck. His friends bunched up, talking about their struggles before getting captured, when
Billy, the quietest one of all blurted out, “We need to escape tomorrow at dawn, and if you
disagree, don’t report me. I have this file and we can carve our way out of the boat and into the
water, from there we swim ashore the neighboring island.”
Everyone remained quiet, but Billy knew that they all agreed. They slept heavy, though I
just lied on the bare floor thinking, when I knew it was our time to strike.
I decided to rouse the others and plan for their escape, instead they were all awake. They
began filing until they saw the blue of the sea, I stood back waiting but also watching. When I saw
the light from the first mate's lamp I jumped through the hole and others followed. The water was
cold and burned my bones, we quickly and silently began swimming when someone began yelling,
armed pirates stormed the deck and started firing at us. The cannons in the side of the ship fired, I
swam faster than I ever have before. I looked to my left and saw an explosion of bones, It was then
only me and Billy now.Then an idea struck me, we had a file and a block of cherry wood could
deflect a cannon ball.
Another bonus was that the ship was both cherry wood and the cannon balls had fuses. I
took the file and swam to the ship, I saw Billy blow up. I carved the piece with much toil and waited
for a cannonball to strike. Alas one was in my vicinity and with all his might he pushed back against
and aimed for the ship. With a spectacular boom a chunk of the ship blew up, and the fire ceased,
other prisoners jumped out and began swimming. Once they reached the Island they were faced
with one question, what now?
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Photography Spotlight
Preya Patel - Seventh Grade
Flowers in Bloom
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Women’s Rights in America
 Anshi Agashiwala - Sixth Grade

The topic regarding women’s rights is not a new one. In
the past, women and men have had different roles in society.
Men would work outside, while women would stay home as
housewives. Today, women in Western cultures no longer are
satisfied with the role of housekeeper, but instead want to have
careers outside of home. Today, women’s rights is not a
extremely important topic in America as it is in some countries in
Africa and Asia, but women are not equal to men in the country with the second largest democracy
in the world.
Gender discrimination starts in early childhood. In elementary schools, studies show that
teachers still give more time and attention in math and science to boys while giving more to girls in
language arts. Young female teenagers are usually discouraged from clubs like debate, math and
science. Most public schools in America discriminate against females in physical education and
sports. Women in college are often pressured into pursuing an education in more stereotypical
female-oriented professions like teaching, nursing, care giving, retail, and office administration.
Sexual discrimination is quite common in school.
Women face many challenge in the workplaces of America. The first challenge that most
people know is unequal pay. Women are paid 70% of how much men are paid. According to the
Census Bureau, the median woman earns 79 cents for every dollar paid to the median man. When
it comes to promotion time, men are promoted based on their potential and women on
performance. Another big problem is that when women slip up at their job, they won’t get second
chances like men get. Women are discriminated at work based on their looks and how they dress.
During America’s early history as a nation, women missed out on most of the key rights
that men enjoyed. Married women couldn’t own property and if they worked outside of home, their
salary belonged to their husband. Women were also not allowed to vote. In the 1960’s, banks
refused to issue woman a credit card until the Equal Credit Opportunity Act of 1974 that it
became illegal to refuse a credit card to a woman based on her gender. Female college students
were not accepted into Ivy League colleges until the 80’s. A few other thing that women were not
allowed to do were to open a bank account, work night shifts, serve jury duty, be an astronaut or
play soccer. Women have more freedom compared to other women in the 1900’s.
In one of the world’s biggest democracy, most people think women are equal to men. Girls
are pushed into pursuing an education, like teaching and being a nurse, that was stereotypically
meant for girls to have as a job. At work, women are usually paid less, and promoted less than men.
They have a harder time reaching to the top of their company.  As one of the most free countries
in the world, we should push Congress to change these unfortunate truths.
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Japan and The Philippines: Two of a Kind
Writing and Art

Denise Chloe Borbe - Sixth Grade
Asian culture has peaked the interest of many with their diverse ways of life. Two
countries in particular identified as the Philippines, located in Southeastern Asia, and Japan,
located in Eastern Asia always seem to surprise individuals with their food and people. All these
come from the pure heart of the people living in these areas.
When travelling, tourists often have mild involvement of food barricaded inside their minds.
They earnestly beg to consume the many interesting food. The Philippine’s cuisine and cooking
associated with it evolved over many centuries from their Austronesian origins, which are distinct
ethnic groups involving Southeast Asia, Oceania
as well as East Africa. It is a mixed cuisine
including Indian, Chinese, Spanish, and American
influences. Dishes can range from simple to
complex standards, which either way never fail
to impress people with their various, but
exquisite flavors.
Japan has always introduced many weird,
but interesting products. Their cuisine is one of
the many things people can’t refuse. The
Japanese cuisine is combing the staple food,
steamed white rice, with one or even several
main or side dishes. Since Japan is an island
nation surrounded by the ocean, people have
always taken advantage of the abundant seafood
supplies. The regional and traditional foods of
this Eastern Asian country have developed
throughout the centuries of social as well as economic change, but they still have us pondering
about their food.
If you're the type of person looking for people with cheery personalities always beaming
with a calm smile on their face who work hard, Filipinos are just those people. Filipinos come from
various ethnolinguistic groups which include Tagalog, Ivatan, Bicolano, Ilocano and many more.
They had been a Spanish colony for 333 years, During this time they had embraced Roman
Catholicism, but some revolted. Filipinos are taught life skills, kindness, and how to work hard
throughout their entire life. Filipinos still smile wide with their love and trust in God, knowing they
are guided.
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The Japanese are tender and hard working individuals who you could rely on. The
Japanese are a nation as well as an ethnic group to Japan. They are syncretic to nature, combining
elements such as Buddhism and Shinto. Christianity in Japan however is one of the country’s
minority religions as under 2% is composed of Japanese christians. The Japanese are taught young
manners and individual power to help them progress with life, without having to rely so much on
others. These Eastern Asian people are kind and loving people who will tend to your needs if
you’re ever stuck.
These two Asian countries always bring a wonder to those all around who come to visit
their welcoming arms. They always surprise people with their diverse and interesting food and
people. This all comes from the heart, their pure loving heart.
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Autumnal Parade

Rita Badarelli - Seventh Grade

Days are colder
Nights are longer
Trees get brighter
Autumn is here
My favorite season
For a reason
Fills me with great peace
Autumn is here
Beautiful leaves start falling
Trees start looking bare
Chilling winds cozy homes
Autumn is here
Includes great holidays such as Halloween and Thanksgiving
The time that includes great joy for me
The warm apple cider and warm cozy blankets
The great season, Autumn is here
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Best Stores For Tweens
Writing and Photographs
Hailey Anne De Guzman - Sixth Grade

Are you having trouble finding clothes to
wear? Well, I can help with that! Some of the best
shops are Abercrombie, Justice, and more! You can
find lots of things there. Like, clothes, shoes, and
accessories. Don’t worry, fashion is my specialty. I
can make you look fabulous.
Some stores for boys and girls are Zara
KIDS and Abercrombie. Zara KIDS has clothes,
shoes, and some accessories. You can find from
headbands with lots of butterflies to sneakers with pom poms. Or from glasses with a cool design
to pants with a camouflage print. If Zara KIDS isn’t good enough for you, there is also
Abercrombie. You might have heard of Abercrombie and
Fitch, but this isn’t it. Abercrombie is the kiddie version of
Abercrombie and Fitch. In the store, they have two
sections. One for boys and one for girls. There, you can
find all kinds of clothes. On the girls side, they have laced
dresses and wicked shirts. For the boys, they have jackets
with fluffy fur and shirts with an awesome look.
Additionally, they have perfume that smells like fruit for
girls. If you want, you can go to these stores. However, you can also roam around the mall and
explore!
Usually ladies are the ones that need help with
what to buy or what to wear. I am going to list some
stores made especially for girls who need help. One of
the most popular stores for tween girls is Justice. You
can buy from choker necklaces with pretty hearts to
eye-popping pants. In addition to that, they have BFF
bracelets, fancy shirts, and comfy shoes. Sometimes in
Justice, they have cool events, like raffles and mini
fashion shows. You can also go to Claire’s, which has
every accessory you can imagine. From hats to bows to purses. They have stuffed animals,
headbands, necklaces, earrings, sunglasses… and more! Claire’s also has an ear piercing section.
There, you can get your ears pierced. If you get afraid, they’ll give you a stuffed animal to clutch.
At the end, you’ll get a free lollipop. You don’t have to follow my examples. Go out and be creative!
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        The stores that I have listed are just examples to help you get going. You can try other shops,
but I suggest these for beginners. There are more clothes at Nordstrom, Macy’s, and JCPenney.
Usually those stores have a special kids section. Have an amazing trip at the mall! Hopefully I
made you look fabulous!
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                   Insane

Matthew Kashian and Mykailla Harper - Sixth Grade
Jackson jumped into the path of danger, accepting the fate Alex would’ve. Before Alex’s
life was brought to a stop, Jackson had left his own first. She cried over her brother’s lifeless
body. Heavy tears came down from her face, staining her inky black shirt.
Alex’s sight, vision, and hearing came to a complete halt. She saw no more than the dark,
hefty silhouettes in the near distance; she felt a shake underneath her. Jackson lie motionless next
to her. She attempted to stand, but fell as if she were pulled down. With this fall, Alex joined her
brother in his deep sleep, yet she was waking up from it.
When Alex awoke hours later, she saw darkness and heard screams and commands just
outside the door of the room she found herself in. Moments afterward, she noticed a brute man
knock on the door and walk in.
The man held a gun the size of Alex herself, pointing it straight at her. She frantically
tapped on Jackson’s cold shoulder when the man turned to close the door. When the man turned
to face the two, he came running towards Alex.
Alex found her cold, numb hands grasping an iron bar, and the man was so shocked that he
lost his strength for a brief moment. She was able to snatch the heavy bar away from him. It felt
like 1 ton in her hands, but in his, it probably felt like 10 pounds. Without hesitation, Alex swung the
bar and the man toppled to the ground.  His body became motionless….forever.
Coming back to the lifeless man, she looked for a key, maybe in his shirt pocket or pants
pocket. In the small pocket of his shirt, she saw a steel, rusted, rotten key. Alex frantically
searched the room for a way out. She ran to the door the man had once walked through.
She turned the key in the lock and the door opened. Alex peaked her head through the
doorway...
In this room, Alex saw horrors and atrocities. She fell to the floor, devastated. There was
a stream of constant rain, pouring from her eyes.
In spite of the this, she also noticed three large guards. Alex slowly walked against the wall
and crouched down on the ground, waiting for the right moment to strike. She hid behind boxes of
weaponry. Despite the weapons present, Alex knew she couldn't fight off the men. Instead, when
the guards turned their backs to her, Alex threw a rock towards the door of the room.
As she had hoped, the men ran towards the door and opened the door. As they walked
through the doorway, Alex jumped up and closed the door behind the guards.
She sped through the alignment of rows to the other side of the room. Alex found herself
running, now in a village, full of armed guards such as the ones she had just encountered. She ran
in between two houses.
This had lead her to an ally. Unknowingly, she continued to walk down it, scared and
clueless. At some points, she even sprinted down, with fear. She hid in an abandoned house (or so
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it seemed) as the barking of dogs grew louder and louder. She turned her back to face the wall and
saw more armed men like the ones from early.
The dogs jumped on her, knocking her to the ground. One took a bite to her leg.
She screamed as they jumped on her and they whimpered as they attacked. They
scratched and bite until Alex fell unconscious.
The soldiers dragged her outside the house and into the streets. Alex felt cold wood
against her neck. She waited, waited for them to hurt her. Instead, she awoke to the sound of
people cheering and children screaming.
Alex smelled something fierce that woke her up in an instance. She looked to see that she
was locked up at a wooden post, centered in the middle of the town.
She heard a car coming, the first one of the day. At the sound she heard the men from
earlier chanting words loudly in their language. She had a really thick, heavy bandage wrapped
around the length of her leg. The pain on her leg was
constant and nonstop, from the bites of the dogs.
This bandage was absorbing more and more blood
over time.
The men stared her in the eyes and...
Everything went dark and in her head, Alex
heard muffled sounds and horrifying screams.
“AHHHH!!” Alex screeched the loudest scream
ever.
She had just woken up from yet another
dream. Her dreams, much like a trance, hard to
control, and very believable. Alex had to write a note to the world, saying My name is Alexandria
Hartt, I am 31 years old and I have gone insane. Alex lead herself to a door, and picked the lock to
open it. she heard this lock clatter, while it was being removed from the door.
She entered her car, where she put the key in. The car turning on rattled her. Like every
day, she thought about Jackson, another made up character in dreams, but he was a regular;
always returning for another lucid hallucination.

62

#aroom126production

Math
Ayush Agarwal - Seventh Grade
Math, a painting of digits and symbols, may look like a clutter of numbers to some, but a
wise display of knowledge to others. It can be solved in numerous ways, each unique in its own.
Multiple formulas have been created by mathematicians all around the world. It could seem as
there is no more to discover, but humans have only scratched the surface of math.
Some math problems may seem extremely hard and you may have no idea how to solve
them at all. However, it is easy to solve problems or at least get an idea on how to solve them if
you follow some important steps. It is very important to read the question carefully and
understand it. If it is a complex problem, break it up into parts and try to understand each part of it
one by one. Next, you must visualize the problem to get an idea about how to solve it. You must
also see what the question is asking and try to figure out whether it is a simple addition,
subtraction or a multistep problem requiring you to apply formulas and logic. While doing this, it is
essential that you do your work clearly. This would
allow for a limited amount of errors in calculations
and you can always go back to analyze the method
you used to solve the problem to see if it is correct.
Using these important steps to solve math problems
can take some time, but with practice, you will
eventually use these steps when solving any math
problem. Still, why do we need math? Where is it
used?
Math is probably one of the most important
subjects that we ever learn because it is applied
everywhere around the world. We use it for the simplest of things to the most complex of things.
It is used from simply counting a certain number of items to calculating the projectile of an
asteroid. Without math, the world would not be possible. It is used to make cars, signs, houses,
food, and everything else.
Math is one of the most amazing subjects in the world. It runs the world. Although some
may not find math to be the most interesting topic, it has many diverse areas of study. If proper
knowledge is gained, fascinating experiments can be conducted and outstanding discoveries can be
made. This field can be turned into one of the most astounding studies in which all can learn and
pursue the career they prefer.
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Victory… A Narrative
Chloe Lin - Sixth Grade

The plane landed, but I knew I wasn’t safe.
Chapter 1
The flight attendant wasn’t looking. Perfect. The papers were sitting right there,
unnoticed. There was my chance. I tiptoed over to the desk. The phone rang suddenly and
loudly. The young man rushed over to the phone, and said in a clipped voice: “Hello there, how
may I help you?” I immediately ran over to the papers, replaced the papers with a different sheet
of paper I printed, and ran out of the room. However, The flight attendant heard the commotion
and looked at me.
“Boss’s orders.” I said quickly. He raised his eyebrows an inch.
“Ok.” he replied turning back to help the person on the phone. I took one glance at the
papers and smirked. The documents were worth more than they seemed; even if they looked
pointless.
Chapter 2
The runway was bustling with rich looking people. They chattered excitedly about family,
events, etc. This is going to be awesome! I thought to myself. I walked on the runway to the
plane’s entrance where the engines were roaring.
“Hello ma’am,” I said bowing slightly to the flight attendant that was standing there.
“Why, how nice it is to be treated that nicely by a colleague!” she exclaimed, touched. I
bid her farewell and boarded the plane. There were many different people in expensive clothes.
The woman had pretty dresses with lace on the cuffs. The men wore suits with shiny black
shoes. I took a seat and looked around. I was in a first class room. Every few feet were some
rooms with plush chairs, huge clean bathrooms, the food was delicious, and the stewardess
made sure you were comfortable. This was going to be so much fun.
Chapter 3
Everyone started filing in quickly. I waited patiently until a handsome young man with his
sand colored hair flopped back came running in. I recognized him as the victim I’m going after in
the grand finale. I sneered in is direction.
“Good afternoon, how are you?” I asked politely.
“I’m doing fine. Do you know anything about the missing records situation?” he panted.
“No I don’t. Can you please move along, there are passengers waiting to get on the
flight.”
“Yes sorry.” I snickered to myself a little and sat back in my chair. I had to get to work.
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Chapter 4
I watched Los Angeles slowly fade from my view . Once all I saw was puffy white clouds,
I got up, and explored the plane. Something I hadn’t noticed was how calm and happy everyone
was. There was not a worry. I quietly sat back down to wait for my time to start.
✷
✷
✷
It was time. I had my phone with a group chat containing more than 100 people in it. I
held my thumbs over the letters and began to type:
“A passenger on this flight, is about to expire, look around and say goodbye.”
Then I shut my phone.
Chapter 5
Just then, I heard many different ringtones. Them there was a moment of silence.
Suddenly, the whole first class area went beserk. I ran around “scared” and told everyone to
quiet down and calm down. I rushed back to my seat and looked at my message in white empty
space. A few words, can do a lot. I went over to the frightened flight attendant and said: “I’m
going upstairs to see if everyone’s okay.” She nodded stiff nod, and I ran upstairs. Suddenly, a
screaming passenger ran right into me and knocked me over.
“Sir! Sir! I’m having an anxiety attack!” he yelled.
“Come up with me, I have some medicine to help you!” I got up and grabbed him by the
arm and led him to the exits.
“Sit down,” I shifted my elbow to open the
latch, and things went awfully from there. It opened
so suddenly that shirt sleeve was on it, and I was
hanging from the latch. The air was so thin here,
and it was getting harder to hold on. The man tried
to reach for me, but fell and screamed all the way
down.
“Help!!” I yelled with as much might as I can.
People came running over, but my vision was
growing black. They took me by the shirt, and
hauled me inside. I stood on my wobbly legs and
stood up, shaking. That was a huge fluke.
Chapter 6
People started crowding around me. They were demanding me to tell the story. So I told
them. Not the whole truth though.
“That man deserved it!” A random spectator shouted. Then everything went silent. After
a few minutes, a pretty flight attendant named Nicole came over and helped everyone get
settled back in their seats. She smiled sweetly at me as she passed. I smiled back
unintentionally. I realized what I was doing and scowled. I had better things to do.
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Chapter 7
My mind pounded from being in really thin air. I sat back down, and relaxed. That was
only amateur hour. Plus a fluke… my cheeks heated up thinking about it . It was time to get
serious. No more flukes like that. And Nicole…. Ok!! I shook my head furiously.
Then I noticed other people staring at me strangely. They must’ve seen me shake my
head like a lunatic. Well technically…. I am a lunatic. Nicole… lunatic…. Nicole… lunatic. Ok
stop!
Ok. I’m focused now.
Time to keep the show going. I turned on my phone, and began to type:
“You guys survived I see. I'll see you……. Never!!”
Another chime of ringtones rang across the area. It was painfully silent for the next few
minutes. Then, someone screamed.
Chapter 8
The screams pierced the air. It was happening again. Just as I hoped it would be. The
only one that wasn’t remotely frightened was that irritating Henry London. He peered in
everyone’s room to try to find out who did it. Time for my acting skills again, I thought to myself. I
put on my “famous” panicky look. I heard a loud knock on my door. I got up from the white
chairs with orange pillows and opened the door.
“Hi there. I just wanted to ask if you know anything about the text and threats.” Henry
asked politely.
“You think, I DID IT!?” I asked sounding offended.
“No sir,” he stammered, stepping back.
“I gave him a virtuous smile. “Please don’t be afraid of me; I thought you were blaming
me! As if!” I laughed cheerfully.
“No, I wasn’t blaming you, I just wanted to know if you know anything about these
threats.” he asked once more.
“You asked that already son.” I stared at him intently.
“Do you know anything about the threats?” he repeated impatiently, tapping his pen
against a small weathered looking notebook that had a few notes on them.
“No, I don’t,” I clapped a hand to his shoulder. “Henry, I’m glad you're on this case.” I
said. He jotted down some notes, and grinned at me.
“Thanks for the info!” He said in a no-nonsense tone. And he went on his way.
Chapter 9
Once he was gone, I sank back into the soft pillows with relief that he was gone. I put
away all my acting skills and started to plan my next scheme. People were still screaming with
fright, and I knew this was my chance. I walked along the corridors and bumped into a petite
woman.
“Hello there handsome!” she cried the moment she set her eyes on me. My next victim
was here.
“Why hello there ma’am” I said said, bowing. She giggled happily. “Would you like to
have something to eat? I will order it for you!” I told her. She nodded happily, not taking her eyes
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off of me. I waved a hand to a waitress and ordered some food. The food came 10 minutes
later. I took a pill from my pocket and stuck it in the food.
“Here you go!” I said, holding out the piece of food to her. She took it happily and ate it in
one gulp. After 30 seconds, the pill kicked in. Her eyes wait blank, and she started walking
around talking gibberish to people. People stared at her strangely as she grabbed a random
frightened person, and started talking nonsense:
“Let’s go home shall we?” she asked in a childish voice. The poor person she was
holding was terribly confused and answered:
“Uh...u.uhh w-w-whhatever y-y--ou say” he stammered. Then she let go of the person
and walked straight back to her room. I was off to the side watching all this happen when Nicole
came up.
“What’s happening here, do you know?” Nicole stared at me with her pretty blue eyes.
“No Nicole, I am equally confused.” I answered, blushing.
“I know you’ll find out! You’re so smart!” she said, she kissed my cheek swiftly, and left. I
touched my cheek in surprise, my eyes wide.

The lady was dead. People started weeping. It was a catastrophe. This was a horrible
plane ride, and the pilots were having trouble paying attention. I put on my scared expression.
But on the inside, I was laughing.
Chapter 10
After you couldn’t hear her screams anymore, everything went silent. Nothing moved.
Then everyone turned to me.
“You were the last one to see her,” Nicole said, moving to the front of the crowd. “It must
have been horrifying, I feel so bad for you!” She took my hand and led me back to my room. I
was heating up. “When you’re ready, you can tell me what happened.” Then she left.
I was left sitting there speechless and dumbstruck. I shook my head after 2 minutes. I
can’t get attached to her. I have business to do. I took out my phone the third time and this was
the last text ever. I held my fingers over the keyboard and typed:
“London bridge is falling down, falling down, falling down, London bridge is falling down,
so is this machine.”
Another chorus of ringtones sounded, and people started to grow quiet. It was the same
thing that happened. But instead of the reaction I was hoping for, people started yelling:  “Look
out for everyone!”
“Tell the pilots!”
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“Don’t let that criminal get under our hands!”
“Warn the police!” And worst of all:
“GO FIND THAT CRIMINAL!!!!!”
This was the first time I was scared in a long time. Not the fake scared, the real one. I
was afraid. I felt like the time my parents abandoned me-17 years ago. I was scared, lonely, and
sad. I was left alone in that alley. It was horrible. I gathered up my courage and ran out of the
room. Do not blow your cover. I repeated in my head. Do not blow your cover.
I set off to find the materials I stashed away on the plane. This was going to be the best
grand finale I’ve ever encountered in my life.
20 minutes later, I got all the materials I needed. I set the bomb near that annoying
Henry London, and set the remote on a timer. This bomb was so small, no one would see it if
they didn’t pay attention. I set the remote for 20 seconds and ran, covering my ears. 20, 19, 18,
17, 16, 15, 14, 13, 12 ,11, 10 ,8, 7, 6, 5, 4, 3, 2, 1! There was an enormous explosion that made
the plane sputter, tilt and dive. It was all like in slow motion. The world flashed through my eyes.
The plane started tilting, Henry was on the floor, sprawled out like a puppet, everyone was
screaming or crying, one man started yelling and Nicole was trying her best to calm everyone
down.
Chapter 11
The plane tilted slowly, but was gathering up speed as we hurtled down toward the
famous city Chicago. The wind was horrendous, louder and louder as the plane sliced through
the air. I was in a ball, hoping that I will make it. I did make some plans, and I will use them
when the time is right. Nicole was standing by Henry weeping. I started to get up to go confront
her, when I fell right smack into a wall. The plane was tilting even more. All I saw were stars,
and all went black.
Chapter 12
“Get up.” A rough voice called out. I opened my eyes groggily to see the pilot standing
over me. I smelled smoke. I was on the grassy field, and Henry was sitting next to me, with a
cast on his arm, a lot of bruises, and he looked absolutely horrible. The pilot grabbed me by the
arm, and pulled me up. Henry got up as well, but not as easily. Nicole was standing on the side,
looking very angry. She stalked up to me and jabbed a finger to my chest.
“You!” she shrieked, also holding a broken arm. “You caused all this!!??” She
demanded, her face livid. She cast her good arm around and that’s when I noticed The mess I
made. Smoke was pouring from the plane, one of the wings were broken up, everything was
scorched black, and some people were still getting out.
“I.. didn’t do this Nicole!” I retorted.
“YOU LIAR!!!!” she screamed even louder. I hated seeing her like this.
“What do you say to this??” she held up the remote. “I found it when you smacked your
head on the wall. It seems like you activated this bomb. And your phone? I asked boss to check
your phone and it seems like you were the one who has sent these messages. Plus thanks to
Henry, we got our clues.” She gave Henry a pat on the head.“I was speechless. The pilot held
me by the arms. “Don’t do it!” I screamed.  Then everything went black.
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Tesla
Carla Prichinello - Eighth Grade
On November 16th, Elon Musk and Tesla unveiled two new cars, the Roadster and a
semi-truck. The automobiles are all-electric and battery-powered. They are planned for
production in 2019 by Tesla, Inc. These two vehicles are going to be FAST.
The Tesla Semi is the company’s
first truck. The Semi will have a 500
mile range on a full charge, with new
batteries, and will able to run for 400
miles after an 80% charge of 30
minutes using a solar-powered “Tesla
Megacharger” charging station. It can
go 0-60 mph with 80k lbs in 20
seconds. Although, the Tesla Semi will
cost you an arm and a leg with its base
price ranging from $150,000 to
$200,000.
The Tesla Roadster is an all-electric supercar. This is the fastest car in the world. It can
go from 0-60 mph in 1.9 seconds and 0-100 mph in 4.2 seconds. With a full charge it can go up
to 620 miles. The Roadster’s top speed is 250 mph. And not to mention, it is all-wheel drive. But
this car is not so cheap either coming in at
$200,000 and going up to $250,000.
            Both of these vehicles will
revolutionize the way we look at cars. Tesla
is changing the game one giant step at a
time.
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The Time Travels of Lincoln
Katie-Lynn Schneider - Sixth Grade

Abraham Lincoln was a very devoted man. He accomplished a lot of honorable
achievements which led to his well known and beloved station in life. Unfortunately, I have a tale
for you that will change your perspective of Lincoln. It’ll  enlighten you and inform you on a sillier,
more light-hearted Abraham Lincoln. It’s a tale where Lincoln time traveled and changed the
course of history as we know it today.
August 29th, 1823
          Abraham Lincoln was getting ready for the day, he stepped
outside and felt the crisp air touch his face. He dressed in black
pants, a white shirt, and a black coat.  Lincoln stepped into his
horse and carriage. As the horses trotted down the rocky dirt
road, Lincoln thinks of his upcoming events, who he is meeting
and why. He arrives at an oyster saloon where he meets his
guest; he doesn’t know his real name, he just calls him by his last
name, which is Johnson. Lincoln knows all of Johnson’s work as a
scientist, and is there to talk about one of his latest piece of art.
When Johnson arrives, they both greet casually and order a
drink. They begin to talk about Johnson’s work, and he says that
he’s been working on a time machine. Lincoln is so astonished to
hear this that he almost completely spills his drink. No one has
ever even heard of this word before. Johnson goes on to tell him that a time machine is a machine
that takes you to any time period or decade, even in the future. After explaining this he goes on to
tell Lincoln that this is top secret and must not be spoken of. They continue their lunch, and later
Johnson invites Lincoln to his station, where he works. After lunch Lincoln changes his clothes
and then sets out for the Johnson station.
On his way to the Johnson station, he notices that there has been a new newspaper
issued. The new headline says JOHNSON WORKING ON A TIME MACHINE. Lincoln
remembers how Johnson said this was top secret. So he rushes down to Johnson’s station and
tells him the news. Johnson is shocked, and is determined to find out who did this, but is too busy
finishing the machine. He sends Lincoln on his investigation. In return, he will let Lincoln use his
time machine when it is finished. Lincoln didn’t know where to start, because there was no
evidence what so ever. After a long time of thinking he decides to go to the person who published
the paper, who is at the press.
When Lincoln walked in, he was surprised to see Mr. Macduff up and running around like a
lunatic. Mr. Macduff was an old man who didn’t get up a lot and did work at his desk, so it was
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unusual for him to be up and working. Lincoln asked Mr. Macduff who he made this paper for, and
he was quiet at first but then later told him, Clive Trotto. Clive Trotto wasn’t a very good man.
He once stole Ajax Sebald’s horse and went off and killed it.  Ajax never knew, because he made
him think it ran away.
When Lincoln heard this, he immediately went to go look for Trotto. After finding Clive,
Lincoln made him take all the papers and destroy them, and he later took him to Johnson to
receive his punishment from him. A few weeks later Johnson finally finished his time machine, he
tested it first before letting Lincoln use it. This was the most exciting thing ever, because no one
heard of this before and no one had used or figured out how to create this much electricity at
once. Lincoln waited for Johnson to say go ahead.
Lincoln eagerly waited, then he heard the word GO, and zoomed inside the time machine. It
asked for a day and year so Lincoln chose March 1st 2018. He randomly picked these numbers and
had no clue what this time period was because he’s going into the future. The time machine shook
vigorously and the next thing he knew, he was in March 1st 2018. He stepped out and saw all the
structures and buildings which he was amazed by. Then he saw how many people there were and
how they dressed so weirdly. The one thing that caught his eye was these thin boxes that
everyone was playing on, he thought what were these things?
He went up and asked someone what is that this mystery item was.   The person said, “it’s
a phone, don’t you have one?”
Lincoln stammered and said, “No.”
The person was shocked.  Then he said, “you
look  like Abraham Lincoln.”
Lincoln said,  “well yeah because I am him.”
The guy was shocked  and then they continued to
get Lincoln a phone.
Lincoln later made friends with this stranger
who he’d never seen before, and never went back to
the future. The time machine stayed in 2018, but
later got destroyed in a huge fire, so mankind will never see this thing again. There Lincoln was
sitting next to his best friend on the beach, drinking a pina colada, enjoying the future. Lincoln
never wants to return to his reality, the past.
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ELeCTRONICSƚ101
Ayaan Mohammed - Sixth Grade
2017 has been the year where so many new electronic gadgets have been released or have
a release date, for example, the Nintendo Switch or the iPhone X or 8. So many new gadgets that
everyone rushes to get. Sometimes, there are stampedes for them! Here is some important
information if you’re thinking of purchasing these items.
Nintendo Switch
In March 2017, the Nintendo Switch was released!
Stores had lost of stock quickly and they would be sold out
for weeks! An electronic specialist at Wal-Mart said that
every time they get stock, in a few hours it would be all
gone! However, if you look carefully, you might find one
hidden between the other boxes. The Nintendo Switch
changed any gamers’ experiences forever. Instead, of having
large, bulky consoles to play with big CD's, the console is
lightweight, uses an SD card, and can be carried anywhere
you want to use it! Unlike many other game companies, such as XBOX and PlayStations you can
carry the portable console wherever you go.
iPhone  :
Hundreds of people are probably waiting for the
iPhone X to come out, right? Well, if you can wait till
November 3, you should. That is the release date for
the newest iPhone. Fully downloaded with iOS 11, this
new iPhone is teaming with new features. Most
notably there will be a totally new camera that will
change the face of picture taking on phones. For all of
you, Samsung, Nokia, Sony, LG, HTC, Motorola, and
Huawei people, do not worry, one day they will unleash
a new phone. But for Apple fans, this is your moment!.
So, good luck getting the iPhone, and good luck raking up a $1,000 bill (estimate) for the iPhone
X!  Hopefully it will be worth it.
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iOS 
:
A giant step for iPhone.
A monumental leap for iPad."
"iOS 11 sets a new standard for what is
already the world’s most advanced mobile
operating system. It makes the iPhone better
than before. It makes the iPad more capable than
ever. And now it opens up both to amazing
possibilities for augmented reality in games and
apps. “With iOS 11, iPhone and iPad are the
most powerful, personal, and intelligent devices
they’ve ever been." boasts the Apple website,
which changed Apple devices forever.
New Features in iOS 11:
Apple has added many new updates for iOS 11. Here are a brief idea about some of them:
● You can multitask on the iPad.
● You can Drag and Drop Photos
● More ways to use Apple Pencil
● The new Document Scanner in the notes app scans all documents, faster, and better.
Siri, the voice recognition instant search bar, has many more new updates coming along
with you. Furthermore, iOS 11 has changed the way we use Apple devices completely: new screen,
new app updates, etc. Unfortunately, there are a few problems with the update. For example, you
might not have enough space for the download, and not all apps are compatible with iOS 11.
However, this update will make everyone more and improve your apple usage
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Popularity Doesn’t Matter
Leoul Melis - Sixth Grade

Most of us know about the huge Greek Deities like Zeus, Poseidon, and Apollo. But, have
any of you heard of Hecate, or maybe Asclepius, I think not. These are 5 of the most powerful
minor Greek Deities. Like the title says, Popularity Doesn’t Matter.
5. Nike (yes, Nike the brand  is named after her)- Nike is the goddess of
victory, and the daughter of Styx and Pallas.  She takes her role in
Olympus as the royal charioteer of Zeus, and rode his chariot in the war
between the Titans and the Gods. In ancient times athletes prayed to her
before competitions and war. She is also carved onto the medals of the
Olympics to show the victory of the winners. She is often depicted
wearing a toga and having golden wings.
4. Hecate- Hecate is the goddess of magic, crossroads, and ghosts.
She is majorly known for her part in crossroads, and decisions. She
believes they’re always 3 ways to go, west, east, or north. She has
immense power of magic, even more than the the three brothers of
Zeus, Poseidon, and Hades.

left the face of the earth.

3. Pan- Pan is the god of the wild, flocks,
and the shepherd. His representation in the
Titanomachy (Titan Vs Gods), might have
won the war for the gods. His scream of
panic scared away attackers, and gave the gods a momentous
advantage. He is the god of the satyrs (half goat, half human) and was
their most important god. Unfortunately, he is one of the 2 gods who
has supposedly ever died (the other being Asclepius). The only way that
gods can die is if they fade, which is exactly what happened to Pan. He
was forgotten, and so was his realm. He told a sailor
to spread the news about his fading, right before he

2. Nemesis- Nemesis is the goddess of evil deeds and undeserving of good
fortune. She made a balance between the world, making sure nobody had too
much good luck or bad luck. Her role in mythology kept the world from ripping
up into pieces.
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1. Thanatos- Thanatos is the god of the dead, and the son of Night and Darkness. Now, before
you get confused and think, I thought Hades was the god of the dead, well you’re wrong. He’s the
god of the Underworld. Thanatos is his advisor and the true god of the dead. He most likely had
the most important job of all in the Underworld, as he had to make
sure no souls escaped and became living again. Although, there is a
famous tale regarding Thanatos.  When a man’s time to die came, he
tricked the god into wearing his shackles of death and without
Thanatos, nobody could die. He is depicted as a young winged man
with blazing golden eyes, carrying an extremely long sword.
These are the lesser known deities of Mt. Olympus, he
background players that made the realm of the gods a more
interesting and frightening place.
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The Big Game

Roddock Suknundun - Seventh Grade
Everybody loves sports like soccer,
basketball, hockey, baseball, tennis, lacrosse,
and many more. But the sport that most
Americans watch from fall to winter is
American Football! There are fans, players,
cheerleaders, coaches, and referees all
supporting and they help structure the
game.
In football, if you are down by a 3 touchdown lead, it is almost impossible to comeback from
that and win. That makes the game so exciting and tense.  If they’re good teams playing, tension
and adrenaline rises in everyone. One team can win by 1 point, or 2 or a 3 point field goal.  In
football everyone has a position they stay whether offenses or defense.
Soccer is a very fun sport. No matter if you are defense or offense, you must be very agile
quick, and have a lot of stamina and strength. Not just in America, world-wide, soccer is ranked
the most popular sport.  Soccer is a sport where most of the players can score if they choose to
and is very fun and will keep people who play it fit.
Basketball and baseball are similar.  You need a strong arm to shoot, hit, and throw. In
basketball, anyone can score or block. In baseball, anyone can hit a homerun or catch the ball and
get someone out. The game is unpredictable most of
the time. It is fun to score or hit a homerun or just
make the block or catch or slide into safety.
Hockey and tennis are  also sports rising in
popularity in the U.S. You need agility and strength
to play. Though getting power slammed in the face by
a racket or being checked into the boards isn’t very
fun, these two sports are extremely popular.
All sports are exciting to play, but these
sports are what most people love about the american
athletic culture.
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Theatrical Interviews:  Mrs. Maleesa Lamatina &
Mr. Ilias Siakafas
Secaucus High School Play Director and Co-Musical Director
Aarti Advani - Seventh Grade

Did you originally wish to do In The Heights as the musical for this year?
Mr. Siafakas:  Yes, In The Heights was the clear choice for me.  Musically, it is so fresh and
innovative.  The mind of Lin Manuel Miranda is a wonderful place.
Did you originally wish to do In The Heights as the musical for this year?
Mrs. Lamatina:  Yes, but I also considered Aida and Catch Me If You Can.  It all came down to
what I thought the students would love and be passionate about.  I truly think we made the best
decision.  I am so excited to start this production.
How many people decided on the cast?
Mrs. Lamatina:  Six people decided on the casting, myself, Mrs. Sciscilo (assistant director), Mr.
Siafakas (co-music director), Ilene Greenbaum (co-music director), Mrs. Phemsint (producer), and
Judy (choreographer).
How long have you been directing the high school’s musical?
Mrs. Lamatina:  I have directed the high school’s musical for three years.   I was assistant director
for ten years and volunteered before that  I had to work my way up to where I am today.
Was there a musical when you were in high school?
Mrs. Lamatina:  The musicals for Secaucus High School began during my senior year.  Therefore, I
am a graduate of the program and wanted to come back and help add to its success. Before the
musical, I did community theater.
Were there a lot of people who came to audition?
Mrs. Lamatina:  Yes, seventy four students tried out.  Unfortunately, I had to cut thirty. However,
I sent a good number of them e-mails saying how brave it was of them to show up and how
students who audition yearly eventually get in.
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Artist
Spotlight:
Sixth Grade

Gabriela Ann
Romanelli -

Silhouettes
Watercolor on canvas
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Puppy Perfect
Uma Advani

Have you ever dreamed of owning a puppy or receiving one as a Christmas gift?  I have for
years.  A puppy is a young dog; they are indeed man’s
best furry friends.  I live in a community building and
get to see the most adorable, furry, friendly puppies.
If one decides to keep a puppy as a pet, they should
be prepared to invest a lot of time and money for
many years to come.  Owning an animal comes with
many responsibilities, but it is definitely worth it.  I
have heard this uttered by many people who own a
dog.
When caring for a puppy, you  must follow
many rules.  Picking up a puppy is not as easy as it seems.  First you must slide one hand under
his/her rib cage near his/her front legs.  Use your other hand to support the puppy’s backside and
legs.  Lift him/her slowly up towards your chest.  Then bring the puppy close to your body so it
can feel safe, comfortable, and secure.  Be very gentle and talk in a soothing voice to make
him/her feel loved.
Puppies are born deaf, blind, and toothless.  They sleep for almost fourteen hours every
day.  They develop their sense of smell at the age of three weeks.  Every year in the United
States, more than 5 million puppies are born.  Some
puppies can weigh as little as 1-3 lbs (0.45 - 1.36 kg),
while larger puppies can was as much as 15-23 lbs (6.8 10.4 kg).
During the first weeks of a puppy’s life, it spends
90% of its day sleeping and the remaining 10% eating and
playing.  A lot of growth happens during these first few
weeks!  By the age of one, a puppy is considered to be an
adult.  In human years, this is the physical equivalent of
being 15 years old.
When you bring a puppy home with you for the first
time, the items you will initially need are a collar and a
leash.  A collar holds your pup’s dog license and identification tag, which lists your name and phone
number.  A strong leash and collar are the most suitable for lively dogs.  Safety is, of course, a
priority.  Initially puppies drink milk a few times a day.  By around eight weeks of age, your puppy
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should be eating solid foods.  Puppies should be fed three to four times a day.  Water is also very
important for your new puppy.
A puppy’s coat needs its natural oils to remain soft,
silky and to keep from getting damaged.  If you bathe your
puppy too often, every week for example, you will strip away
those oils.  A good rule of thumb is to only bathe your dog
when he/she is noticeably dirty or smelly.  Initially you will
have to take your puppy to go to the bathroom every 15
minutes and gradually increase the time increments as they
grow.
A new puppy should be taken to the veterinarian as
soon as possible.  They need to get blood work to ensure that
all vaccines have been administered.  A check up scheduled
should also be established.  Puppies should also be trained for socialization and behavior purposes.
New puppies love to play with toys; outdoor activities keep your puppy active and healthy.  All of
the information above has been carefully gathered and recorded by me.  I hope that this Christmas,
there is a surprise waiting for me under the tree!
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