
The Soldier  
by Jiahua M. 
 It starts to rain. The weather forecast said that there would be 
a rainstorm. It doesn’t matter. Today is the last day of military 
service, all people should come to the shooting range. 
 As expected, all members come on time. Soldiers are standing 
straight like trees, holding guns, and waiting for their instructors’ 
order. Among those squads, the most powerful one is the Squad S. 
Instructor Razuvious is giving his last speech to everyone, “Four 
years ago, I met you guys. You were all meek and innocent. We 
lived together, shared weal and woe. The hard training eliminated 
your perplexity; the lapse we had made us brighter. We served our 
country. You guys came from different cities and had different 
jobs: engineer, students, gamester, carpenter, musician, and even a 
scoundrel. Because we are soldiers, we uniformed ourselves. We 
are firm, brave, and strong. Serving military is not the only way to 
serve your country. As long as you work hard in the cause of 
justice, this country is getting better and better. We could be 
humble as dirt, but not wriggling as maggot. May the radiance of 
our country guide us forever.” Razuvious takes off his hat and 
slants to those eight member of the squad. 
 The sound of the rain mixes with the song and soldiers are 
singing, “…For auld lang syne, my dear, for auld lang syne, / we’ll 
take a cup of kindness yet, for auld lang syne.” Paltry people can 
do great things if they are united.” Soldier 76 talks to himself, 
“When can I go to battlefield and fight like a real man?” although 
there are so many people, he feels lonely and empty. The rain and 
thunder make a flood and he is still standing there. Gradually, 
people around him disappeared. “Who is calling my name?” …      
 “Wake up! Patient 76, your illness broke out again.” Says a 
doctor stands by his bed. “Leave him alone! It’s interesting to listen 
to his gibberish.” Another patient jeers, “He always dreams about 
being a soldier again.” It was the dream again. After getting 
whacked in a war, 76 lost his arms forever. He always dreams 
about being a soldier, this was the dream again “For the sake of 
our country, we mustn’t stay behind.” …  

Page  1

Haiku 

Warm rain hits my face. 

The smell of spring is pretty. 

I love spring weather. 

- Lily K. 

Wandering outside 

Into the snowy blizzard 

Footsteps fade away 

- Jack L. 

The cloudy skies wisp 

The sun has never shone here 

We live in darkness.  

- Meku B-G 

It’s raining again. 

It’s been raining for ten years. 

I wish it would stop. 

- Elizabeth H.
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1973: The Napalm Girl 
of Trang Bang 
A reflection on the Pulitzer 
Prize Photo: The Napalm Girl 
of Trang Bang (1973) by 
Daydeon B-G 
 It’s midday and you’re a young girl who 
lives on a rice farm near Trang Bang, Vietnam. 
You’re praying, with several cousins and your 
father, in the village pagoda. As you pray, you hear 
a low oscillating sound in the distance. As it grows 
louder, you get worried. You run to your mom. She 
looks up at you, and suddenly US bombers are 
engulfing your village in napalm. Everybody takes 
off towards Saigon (Now Ho Chi Mihn City). As 
you run, napalm explosions set your clothes on 
fire. Frantically removing them, you run, run, run, 
to outrun the inevitable.  
 The Napalm Girl of Trang Bang presents a 
frantic scene, in which children run from an 
obliterated background. South Vietnamese troops 
follow behind, adding to the ambience of a war-
torn Southeast Asia. The background simply fades 
into a wall of black smoke, and in the foreground, 
rice fields are bare, getting destroyed. Five 
children, running and horrified, are followed by 
four South Vietnam soldiers. There is a sense of 
energy and movement in this piece.  
 The child in the front appears in horror. 
This is like The Scream, a wildly popular painting. 
Both have a similar theme: we’re all going to die. 
In this piece, the inevitable is much more 
imminent. The nudity of the girl who ripped off 
her burning clothes represents absolute 
destitution. There is an extreme sense of suffering, 
often seen in post war art. For example, Androgyne 
III is about the horrors of World War II. See how 
nudity plays a role there too. In Memoriam Karl 
Liebknecht is a piece about the death of a 
communist activist, much like the many deaths of 
the civilian casualties of communist Vietnam.  
 The overwhelming commentary on this 
piece is sympathy. I agree with those comments. 
The girl is shown with her skin seared by napalm. 
Within days, newspapers all over the globe were 
producing this image, and it sent shockwaves 

about the war in Vietnam. It helped inspire the 
anti-war movement of the 1970’s in the US and 
elsewhere. Kim Phuc is the nude, terrified girl in 
the photo. Now middle aged, she’s an icon for the 
struggle of bringing about peace across the world.  
With many physical and psychological 
ramifications from the war, people like Kim Phuc 
all over Vietnam still are affected. This makes the 
photograph even harder to look at, and inspires 
sympathy within all viewers, including myself. 
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Haiku by Middle School 

Students 

I don’t like haikus. 

Haikus are just plain boring. 

What am I doing?  

-Matthew K. 

This is a mountain. 

It is purple, cloudy, big. 

Snow on Mount Fuji. 

-Ammar A-K

A 
drawing 

by 
Lucas B.



A Place Where My 
Heart Flowered 
By Jing Z. 
 It was like a charming, bright pearl shines 
under the sunbeam, flawless and fascinating. 
Various flowers and trees spread a peaceful and 
mysterious veil above the “pearl”. It was a place 
where my heart flowered.  

It was a pretty park in my hometown, Qiemo, 
China. It was called “resplendent pearl”. It was 
built six years ago. I have spent most of my 
leisure time in this park. It was a public park. 
There was a sinuous river surrounding it. “Pearl 
Park” was the most charming park that I had ever 
seen. This comely place has different beauties in 
different seasons. Every season could inspire a 
montage of excellent pictures, and rising from my 
deep heart like exquisite poems. 
 Weeping willows sprouted out the verdant 
twigs and swayed in the wind. Skinny long twigs 
like a young girl’s hair swayed freely in the 
breeze. The air was full of the energetic 
ambiance. In spring, the Pearl Park brimmed over 
with vigor and vitality. Walking in the park, I feel 
like I’m roaming into the embrace of nature.   
 Seemingly, Pearl Park could not wait for the 
summer time. Pearl Park’s summer was sexy and 
jazzy. The river was vigorous. All the flowers were 
ready to show the most beautiful moment of their 
life. All kinds of flowers were showing their 
smiling faces to people who were looking at them. 
I just wanted to put them into a place where they 
never withered—my heart. I always brand this 
beautiful view in my mind then I would never 
forget them. Walking in the park was always my 
favorite way to release my fatigue and relax my 
mind. I was attracted by this pretty scene, and 
never want to leave. At dusk, with fuchsia sunset 
clouds, the Pearl Park was worn a bouffant purple 
dress. Siting on the bench, I enjoyed the glamour 
of Pearl Park. 
 When all the flowers withered, grass turned 
to light yellow, and leaves fell from trees. Fall was 
here. It did not have spring’s sprightliness or 
summer’s ardor, however, the grace of the autumn 
could not be replaced. Lively organisms was 
preparing their energy for next year. Everything 
was ready to fall asleep.  
 Crystal-shaped snows fluttered in the sky. 

Pearl Park really became a shiny, spotless “pearl”. 
The frozen river was like a twinkly scarf 
surrounding it. All the things were sleeping. At 
night, the brightest park showed up. All the street 
lamps would light the whole park. Those street 
lamps made it like a bloomed prune tree. When 
the sky turned dark, Pearl Park became very 
colorful. Each street lamp has different light color. 
There were red, yellow, blue, pink, purple lights 
illuminating Pearl Park. All the colors overlapped. 
I felt as if I was in a land of idyllic beauty. When it 
was snowing, I stood under one of street lamps. 
Through the colorful light, finding each unique 
snowflakes. I listened the sound that from 
stepping the thick snow and look back my funny 
footprints. I couldn’t find a word to describe my 
mood at that moment! All I knew was that my 
emotion, even my spirit, was mixed with Pearl 
Park. With polychrome lights, crystal-shaped 
snowflakes, and romantic aura, I immersed in my 
own enjoyable world. 
 Whatever season, Pearl Park was always 
beautiful and attractive. I could not forget its 
charm, its vitality, and its romance. It already lives 
in my deep heart. Every day, Pearl Park come into 
my dream. As before: weeping willows, smiling 
flowers, straight tress, florid “bloomed prune 
trees” street lamps, and the footprints on the 
snow…….   
Pearl Park, a place my heart flowered.   

A Few Words of Advice 
By Brianna L. 
 If there is one thing I have learned in this 
journey through adolescence into adulthood, it is 
that society likes to assign us all numbers. We 
start with a 9 digit number, our brand, like cattle. 
We are tagged as infants and destined to be 
followed by the endless trails of numbers that are 
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Untitled by Jiahua M. 

Sunrise by the sea 

Fresh tides come and kiss my feet 

Currents stroke the weeds 



supposed to define us. They are incorrectly used 
to measure our worth, humanity, values, and 
ethics. Instead of challenging the status quo, we 
fall in line and believe that these numbers are the 
sum of who we are and even who we can become. 
We are held back by an imaginary line and 
become complacent and accept mediocrity rather 
than trying to confront our numbers and refusing 
to let them elucidate us.  
 In school we are berated with numbers. It 
starts early with grades being given weight and a 
mentality that if you don’t achieve a 4.0 GPA, you 
will not be successful. We are given standardized 
tests, 4 hours long, and told again that failure to 
achieve the right number will ensure defeat in 
life. Students are told that our community service 
hours, and the number of clubs you join 
determine which college you get into. This all 
begins at the age of fourteen, an age where we 
are just discovering who we are as individuals.  
 As you continue in school, please 
remember that you are not just a number or a 
statistic. You are not your ACT score, your GPA, 
your community service hours or your clubs. You 
are untapped potential that is bubbling with 
enthusiasm as you step into the next chapters of 
your lives. You are destined to leave a positive 
mark on this world to ensure a brighter future for 
generations to come. I challenge you to look past 
numbers and accept yourself for who you are and 
the wonderful things you can accomplish! 
 

To Eat, or Not To Eat 
By Mengxin S. 
To eat, or not to eat - that is the question: 
Whether 'tis better for body to eat less, 
Or to use food against the mind of being healthy, 
And by having whatever ye want? To eat it, fill it - 
No more; and by thousands of delicious food we 
End the irresistibly desire that our stomachs are 
prone to -  
'tis a greatly consummation to be wished: 
To eat, to fill. To fill, perchance, be satisfied, - Ay, 
That's the question! 
For in the table what pain may come when we 
have eaten 
The mountain of the food in your plate,  
Might make other people astounded: 

Page  4

Model UN Conference T-shirt Design by Kaline 
Hoppe, which was chosen as the winning design 

and was sold at the conference!

F4 Phantom by Quin S.

An Average Girl by Tia D. 

An average girl sits on a porch, 
waiting for the school bus. 

The bus arrives with a sudden halt. 
An average girl jumps in. 

She sits by her friends and smiles, 
constantly thinking about her history grade. 

An average girl sits in class, 
raising her hand for every question. 

An average girl goes home, 
lays in bed and repeats her average life.



There's the attention among decadence of one 
person life; 
For what human would willing to do such a crazy 
thing,  
But with endless desire, we could not resist. 
The massive fat in your belly, wearing vapidity 
loose clothes, 
Because you can not fit doublet anymore. 
Who would discover these secrets behind your 
clothes. 
After a satisfied meal, the stomach had swelled 
until  
It can not swell anymore. 
It makes he or she feels unparalleled confident 
with  
The mountain of delicious food in front of the 
hunger. 
This experience makes you can not withstand the 
food anymore! 
Good restaurant to choose, now pick up your 
phone, 
Wait for food coming into your house! 
 

Renewable Energy 
By Anonymous  
 The usage of wind power in the US has 
increased sixteen fold between 2000 and 2010. 
Wind power plants in the United States provides 
75,000 jobs and the US has more than four 
hundred different wind farms in forty-four 
different states. Wind power is the second fastest 
growing renewable power source in the World. 
China, The US, Germany, Spain, and India 
produce the most wind power. Denmark gets 
almost 30% of its energy from wind power. If 
wind turbines were built offshore, forty percent of 
the Earth’s electricity could be created. Wind 
power is the cheapest form of electricity, even 
including full cost pricing, which includes  
environmental costs and costs due to harvesting 
of the electricity. Wind power also generates 3.5 x 

the amount of power as solar power and 22 x 
more power than geothermal plants, but only on 
favorable days. Even if the wind dies down in a 
particular part of the country, with an integrated 
power grid, turbines in one area can make up for 
the production of electricity in another area. 
Turbines are widely available, they produce little 
or no emissions, and they are easy to build or 
expand. Some people believe that turbines look 
bad, so they do not want them. They also produce 
low level noise which bothers other people. These 
same people also argue that turbines kill birds, 
but turbines only kill between 70,000-100,000 
birds per year. Cats alone kill 1.4-3.7 billion per 
year. Newer models also have slower rotation 
speeds, and little or no space for nesting. Wind 
farms take up space, but they do not take up 
much as solar cells, and can be placed on pre-
existing farms. It is overall very cheap, not 
including startup costs, and is safe and non-
polluting. 
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Flowers by Grace S.  

Flowers are quiet 
Flowers flying up, up high 

Flowers in the sky 

A Story by Parker R.  

Once upon a time. there was a robot. The 
robot’s name was Bot. Bot was a happy robot. 
Bot was alone so he made some friends. His 
friend was called Robo. Robo is a robot too. 
The person who made the robots was called 

Max. Max was a grownup. Robo and Bot www 
made of steel. Max was so, so, so happy 

because he made two robots! So Max a party 
for himself. He met another person who’s 

called Nick. Nick was mad at Max because he 
did not invite a lot of friends, so Nick left the 
party and said, “I will never see you again!” 

But they were still friends. 

Sun by Charlotte R.              

The sun is now up 
Look at that beautiful sun 

Warm, nice, and sunny



Building Agricultural 
Resilience to Climate 
Change in Trinidad 
and Tobago 
By Ella H. 
 Climate change is a fundamental threat to 
global food security, sustainable development and 
poverty eradication. 
 Climate change will affect Trinidad and 
Tobago's agriculture. Farmers are most affected by 
this because they will be unable to continue 
growing their crops, and as a small country they, 
unlike the U.S., cannot withstand a blow to their 
agricultural system. Although agriculture is only 
1.6% of the country's GDP per capita, it is very 
important. Trinidad and Tobago’s main crops are, 
cocoa, citrus, coffee, coconut, rice and vegetables. 
 Climate change causes extreme weather 
conditions and droughts, and when there has 
been a drought strong rains erodes soil much 
faster.  
 Possible solutions for Trinidad and Tobago 
are, farmers could plant trees around the borders 
of their farms and build irrigation canals taking 
water from the ocean and desalination systems. 
Crop biodiversity would also help because if a 
farmer was growing only one type of plant and a 
blight or something else affected that single crop 
the farmer and his family would go hungry, but if 
the farmer grew more than one type of plant he 
might lose one type of crop but the rest would be 
left untouched. It might also benefit the farmer if 
those crops grow better together, an example of 
this is with the Hopi Native Americans, they grew 
squash, corn, and beans altogether. The corn 
acted as a bean pole and the squash held the corn 
and beans in place. If farmers around the world 
used this method agriculture might become more 
sustainable and more resilient to climate change. 

The State of Libya 
By Carson Z.  

Many parts of the world are affected by 
climate change. Desertification an increase in 
global temperature, and lack of available land are 
among these.   

All of the industrial world is affected by 
pollution. Countries in northern Africa are 
affected by desertification, crop failing, 
sandstorms as a result of climate change, and lack 
of clean water. Libya acknowledges that climate 
changes are real. “Before the 1950s Libya was 
considered one of the driest places on 
earth” (Sadek). In 1953 Libya began projects to 
get water from aquifers. These are sources of 
“fossilized water”, deep beneath the ground. In 
1983, they began the Great Man-made River 
project is a humongous, long-term undertaking to 
supply the country's needs by drawing water from 
aquifers beneath the Sahara and conveying it 
along a network of huge underground pipes. 

Past resolutions include those of an April 
2009 resolution declaring an international Mother 
Earth Day, and a Presidential Statement on 
climate change from 2005.  

 Despite transitional government, Libya 
puts great effort to combat climate change. Oil 
provides enough money for Libya to fund climate 
projects.  
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A Calculus I problem by Hexiya Y.



 

The Second Snow 
By Meghana S. 
 One day a girl went outside with her 
brother and babysitter. When they went out, 
they found the ground covered in fluffy white 
stuff. The babysitter said it was from the two 
large cottonwood trees in the yard, so they 
made a snowman out of cottonwood fluff, 
which is about five inches tall. The next day, 
when the girl told her mom about it, she called 
it the second snow. Her mom said that sounded 
like the name of a poem. That night, the girl 
figured out a nice poem. It went like this: 
The second snow 
Oh, how it flows 
It flows through the wind  
As it glows. 
When it reaches the ground below.  
It glows ever brightly. 
Just as another layer of glowing snow 
Touches the ground ever so lightly.  

Without Direction 
By Mekulash B-G 
 Cold and wet, Lakshmi emerges from the 
lake. The ice broke. After her eight years, she has 
fallen for the first time. Everyday, she, along with 
her younger sister, Zsuzsuanna, and her  older 
brother, Zemel, travels to the lake to collect water 
for the family. And, now that she has turned 
eight, her parents have decided that she can go to 
school. So, she must make this journey twice a 
day.  
 The walk is six long miles, takes two 
hours, and she knows every step, stone, stream, 
and pothole. Dripping and heavy, carrying the 
tubs and jugs of water is an arduous task. 
Although, with all of the hindrances, she feels at 
peace. The familiar rocks, mountains, paths, and 
streams feel more at home than being at her own 
humble mud and stone dwelling. 
 The dirt floors, two rooms, lone shelf, and 
the unpretentious wood stove in the corner all 
seem foreign to her. The winding path through 
the many miles are calming. They are  her 
getaway-her escape- from working and worrying. 
The sweet smell of the plants in the spring, the 
tranquil rush of the stream that provides life to 
her people of the remote villages, and the white 
snow-capped peaks of the remote mountains fill 
Lakshmi with joy beyond measure. 
 To add to this, her education fills her up. 
She feels fulfilled and indomitable. She learns the 
skills that she needs to be successful. She knows 
science, math, and now she can have a 
conversation with someone in a language other 
than her mother tongue. The books are expensive 
for their family, however. Sometimes, Lakshmi 
even carries goods and water for her neighbors to 
make whatever money she can to pay for school. 
After the long day at school and of walking, 
Lakshmi returns home with a heavy backpack and 
some water. Content, she sits down, does her 
homework, and goes to bed, only to wake up and 
do it all again.  
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Rainbows by Emma L. 

Rainbows are so beautiful 
Sparkling cutely 

You bring color to skies

The 
Pencil 

Serpent 
by John 

T.



Building Agricultural 
Resilience to Climate 
Change in Togo 
By Regan W. 
 Togo is a small county in Africa located 
between Ghana, Benin, and Burkina Faso. Togo 
was ruled by the French until 1960, so French is 
Togo’s official language. Togo is exactly 21,945 
square miles, which is surprising because 
agriculture employs two-thirds of the active 
population, who primarily work on small land 
holdings (DHL Export Service).  
 Togo’s population is 7,552,318 people. 
Togo’s religions are 29% Christian, 20% Muslim, 
and 51% Indigenous Beliefs. Ethnic groups of 
Togo are 99% African and European, Syrian-
Lebanese is less than 1%. The birth rate is 34.13 
births /1,000 people. The death rate is 7.26 
deaths / 1,000 people. In Togo there are eight 
airports: two with paved runways and six without 
paved runways (World Fact Book).  
 The overall objectives of the PNIASA are to 
improve food security and increase economic 
growth in Togo. The Togolese agricultural sector 
is mostly made up of cash crops, fisheries, and 
livestock. Climate affects cropping ability and the 
country’s poverty level was just above 60% in 
2008. Also, 60% of the country relies on 
agriculture. Togo’s people can be affected by the 
climate because if the agricultural production is 
affected by the climate many people will have 
limited food to eat and sell (Identifying 
Opportunities).  
 Possible solutions for climate change are 
car-pooling or riding bikes to school. Car 
dealerships could start just providing battery 
powered cars because oil and gasoline can lead to 
air pollution. In some countries people also suffer 
from air pollution they would have to wear masks 
to prevent the bad air to get in their lunges. Crops 
can also get affected and people won’t be able to 
eat those crops.  
 People suffer all over the world, not just in 
Togo or Africa, but all over the world. A lot of 
companies and certain families or people have 
tried to help, but have not succeeded. The UN is 
trying to help and these solutions I have listed are 
solutions that will hopefully have success in the 
world and help the ones suffering. 

Finding Chase
By Grace B. 
 It's been four weeks since summer started 
and three days since Kayla's best friend, Chase, 
disappeared. First we'll start at the beginning - the 
night Chase disappeared. Kayla and Chase had been 
swimming on the beach that day. When the sun was 
beginning to set, they each parted ways and started 
walking home. They lived on opposite sides of town, 
which meant they had to walk home separately. 
When Kayla got home her parents were waiting for 
her. Her parents told her that Chase hadn't returned 
home and that he may have been kidnapped. And 
now you're all caught up, well at least with Kayla's 
point of view. Now it's time for Chase’s point of 
view.  

 It was just a normal walk home until he 
walked past two men sitting in a red van. Chase 
didn't think much of it until the men started driving 
behind him as he was walking. The men stopped the 
van and got out, but Chase just kept walking.  

 One of the men yelled out to Chase, “Hey 
kid, I need some help getting paint cans out of the 
back of my van.” Chase replied, “Sorry, I can’t. I 
have to get home.” Chase just kept walking and 
eventually lost sight of the men. When he was about 
a block away from his house, he noticed the same 
van again and was now becoming concerned. Chase 
knew that if he kept walking he could make it home 
before anything happened. Chase could see his 
house; he lived right across the street from the 
ocean and didn’t have any neighbors. He was almost 
in the driveway of his house when it happened - the 
guys came back. Before Chase could stop it, there 
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A drawing 
by Anika 

S.



was a bag over his head and two men forcing him 
into the back of the red van. Chase was screaming, 
but there was no one to hear him or help him 
because his deaf grandmother was the only one 
home. He felt like he was in the van for hours. 
Eventually, the van stopped and the two men open 
the doors. They threw Chase out and he landed on 
the hard ground. Tired and scared, Chase stayed on 
the ground thinking, “What do I do now?” The two  
men picked Chase up off of the ground and walked 
him into an old abandoned warehouse. They put 
him in a dark room with no windows and a chair. 
They then shut the door leaving Chase alone with 
nothing to do but think of a way out.  

  Back in the present, Kayla was still 
searching for a way to find Chase. “How could this 
happen? I mean, how could he just disappear?”  

 “I know Kayla, but you have to calm down.”  

 “I know I do, but I can’t. Thanks anyway, 
Amber.” As Kayla was walking back home from 
Amber’s house, she decided to walk past Chase's 
house. When she got to his driveway she noticed a 
piece of the shirt Chase has been wearing the day he 
disappeared. It was stuck underneath a rock in his 
front yard. Kayla picked it up and thought, “Chase  
must have been kidnapped here, right in front of his 
house!” She knew that she had to tell Chase’s 
parents, so she knocked on their door and his 
mother answered.  

 “Hi Kayla, how are you?” she said. 

 “I'm fine, but I need to show you something, 
it's important, it might help us find Chase!”   

 “What is it?”  

 “I found a piece of Chase’s shirt, the shirt he 
was wearing the day he disappeared. It was under a 
rock in your front yard.”  

 “Oh thank you Kayla, would you like to 
come in?”   

 “Sure, thank you  Mrs. Adolfi.” 

 “Hi grandma Mila.” Kayla said.  

 “Oh sweetie she can't hear you she's deaf,” 
said Mrs. Adolfi. 

 “Oh, Can you ask her something for me?”, 
asked Kayla. Miss Adolfi nodded. “Did she see  

anything the night Chase was kidnapped?” Then 
Mrs. Adolfi asked grandma Mila in sign language. 

 “No she didn't see anything.” Miss Adolfi 
explained.  

 “Okay thank you anyway,” replied Kayla, 
“May I use your bathroom?”  

 “Yes, it’s right down the hall”,  answered 
Mrs. Adolfi. As Kayla was walking to the bathroom, 
she noticed a piece of paper just folded up on the 
floor. Kayla picked up the paper and unfolded it. It 
said, “Make sure Chase doesn't come back.” It was 
signed by Grandma Mila.  

 “Why would his deaf grandma have him 
kidnapped?”  Kayla asked herself, returning to 
Chase's mom and showing her the note. Mrs. Adolfi 
then talked to Grandma Mila and got the truth from 
her. His grandma had hired two men to kidnap him 
because his grandma was a crazy 8o year old and 
she didn't like him because he never greeted her 
even though she was deaf. After the confession, his 
grandma told them where Chase was and Mrs. 
Adolfi called the police to come get Grandma Mila. 
In the end, Chase got out and he was fine. He and 
Kayla spent the rest of the summer talking about 
how crazy his grandma was. Oh yeah, I forgot to 
mention, his grandma will be spending the rest of 
her life in a mental hospital.  
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A drawing and poem by Drew H. 



Reducing Global Food 
Waste 
By Meghana S. 
 One-third of all food produced does not 
make it from the farm to the table. Food loss 
happens mostly during production, including 
harvesting, processing and distribution.  Food 
waste takes place on the consumer side.  In 
developing countries, almost 95% of food waste 
occurs in the early stages of production.  The 
United Nations’ Food and Agriculture 
Organization started the campaign, “Think, Eat, 
Save, Reduce Your Foodprint” to help reduce food 
waste. This is especially important in a country 
such as Georgia, which is food deficient. 
 Georgia is a transition country where 
agriculture is subsistence farming and the 
unemployment rate is 16.3%.  Farms there cannot 
produce more than their families’ need most of 
the time.  Forty-five percent of the population in 
Georgia lives in rural areas on small farms.  
Georgia became a member of the FAO in 1995.  
Since then, Georgian leaders are trying to model 
the European Union’s plan for rural development 
and reducing food waste by joining small farms 
together to maximize efficiency. The FAO’s main 
priority in Georgia is to help improve agricultural 
development.  The Agricultural Development 
Strategy of Georgia is aimed at promoting 
agricultural production with sustainable farming 
methods. 
 One of the possible solutions to reduce 
food waste in Georgia is to compost food that is 
not suitable for consumption.  This would help 
decrease farm costs as well.  The same crops 
could also be given to animals if suitable, again 
decreasing expenses for farmers. 

 

Mystery Goes Camping  

By Carolyn L.  

 Once upon a time there was a cat named 
Mystery. She was going camping with her owner 
Isabelle. Isabelle started packing and Mystery 
helped. Mystery left her kittens at home with 
Isabelle’s cousin, Abby. Mystery helped pack by 
putting her toys into her mouth one by one and 
then into her suitcase. 
 They packed all of their stuff, said goodbye 
to the kittens, and left. They went camping at 
Silver Lake. They had so much fun. They went 
canoeing and went swimming. Of course Mystery 
didn’t go swimming. They also erased 
marshmallows.  
 After they roasted marshmallows, they 
looked at the stars. They saw a shooting star. It 
was amazing. Luckily, Isabelle made a wish. Her 
wish was that Mystery had more kittens! She 
loved the ones she had. She didn’t tell mystery 
though. After that, they went to bed because 
Mystery’s stomach hurt. They woke up the next 
day. Mystery felt something in her stomach. After 
that they found out why her stomach hurt. It was 
because she was pregnant! She had kittens that 
day. They named them Chloe, Ava, Jane, Harriet, 
Thelma, James, Roger, and Alexander. 
 After that, they went home.  

Page  10

The Tornado by Grant G.  

One day it was a sunny day. Sam was a kid 
who cleaned his house. A storm started 

coming while he was cleaning the house.  
“It’s a storm,” he said, “a strong storm.” The 

sky was green.  
“Oh no, it is a really, really bad storm - a 

tornado!” Sam said.  
It started in Oklahoma and spread to Ohio. 
The house was picked up in the storm and 
Sam was in it. He went down, down, down 

and BAM! He was unharmed. 



 

Mysterious or Not 
By Mia B.  
 It all started at my house with Lucy, 
Meghana, Bella, and Nolan. We were all playing 
the board game Clue. Whoever wins gets to pick 
where they would like to go, like a field trip. Bella 
won and said that we should go to a ballet recital. 
Meghana and I smiled and nodded. Lucy and 
Nolan had question marks over their heads. Nolan 
decided that we should go to a fun museum. Then 
everyone including Meghana and I nodded 
excitedly. Bella frowned, but nodded. As my mom  

drove the car, we were looking for the museum 
sign. Nolan found it and just jumped out of the 
car. The rest of us followed him. While my mom 
went back home, we entered and we figured out 
that it was an art museum. There was a painting 
with just primary colors, a painting with all the 
colors in the rainbow, and black and white 
paintings. As we passed one, we heard a glittering 
sound, as if it were a fairy. Instead, there was a 
golden door with a golden doorknob and a weird-
looking picture in front of it. Excitedly, Nolan 
opened it and it was sucking all of us up. We 
landed on a checkered board ground. As we stood 
up, we found three doors. One was a seven door, 
one was a paintbrush door, and there was a 
question mark door. Bella shoved Nolan.  
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Chloe’s Trip to 
Greece by Chloe K. 



 “No! I choose because you chose to be in 
this museum,” said Bella. Nolan sighed. Bella 
decided to pick the seven door. Nolan was so 
freaked out when she chose the seven door. He 
quickly, just randomly, went into the question 
mark door. When he came out, he had question 
marks all over his body. We just went into the 
seven door anyway, including question mark 
Nolan. When we entered, it was a hallway and 
everything we touched or stepped on split into 
sevenths. Then Lucy found a seat with wings.  
 “Ww can all ride on these seats.” she said. 
When she touched it, it split into sevenths, which 
was perfect. We all rode on it until we reached 
the door. I started to open it, but the door split 
into sevenths. Now Nolan really wanted to get out 
of here. He just randomly opened one of the 
doors and it was the exit of the seven door. The 
exit area was very white. Bella felt weird when 
Nolan decided to pick this museum. She made up 
a poem: This strange museum, that’s where I am, 
it’s weird and mysterious, and I’m serious.  

 When Bella finished her poem, everyone 
sighed. Suddenly, the white area disappeared and 
we were actually, we didn’t know where we were! 
Nolan predicts that we are in the same area. We 
were about to faint on Nolan until everything 
started to swirl around and around and we were 
asleep in my house with the board game Clue. 

 “Was that just a dream?” asked Bella.  

 “I think we had the dream,” I said.  

 “Because it’s 12:00.” said Lucy.  

 We laughed.  

The Three Musketeers 
By Charlotte R. 
 Once, there were three foods. A bar of 
chocolate, a tuna sushi roll, and some homemade 
spaghetti with homemade sauce. They were best 
friends. One day, chocolate was mad at sushi and 
somehow she zapped her. Right then, the sushi 
roll froze and changed into a piece of chocolate, 
but that piece of chocolate was part of the 
chocolate bar. Then, for many years, they tried 
everything to change the piece of chocolate into 
sushi again. Then one day, sushi changed back to 
normal. Sushi felt good to be back, but how did 
sushi turn into a piece of chocolate in the first 
place? Then, chocolate remembered she was mad 
at sushi when it happened, but sushi turned back 
into sushi when chocolate was not mad anymore. 
19 years later, they bumped into each other as 
grown-ups and smiled and walked away.  
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The Gummy Bear by Torran S. 
It is Friday and I am a gummy bear. I have 
a field trip and need to get dressed. We are 
going to go to the zoo. My mom is driving 
me to school. At school,  I got on the bus to 
go to the zoo. It is very exciting. I want to 
see a lion, a tiger, and a cheetah. I want to 
see a lot of different animals when I am at 
the zoo. Green anacondas are very rare. 

The zoo has two of them. They like to eat 
live animals. I am going home. That was a 
good trip. I am getting on the school bus to 

go home. I am home. 

The Lion by Nick H. 

I have a pet. It is a lion. I like to play with 
him. His name is Fluffy. Every morning, 
he plays like a little kitten. He is big, but 
likes to chase a butterfly. After chasing 
the bugs, he always takes a long nap. 
One day, Fluffy was too tired to play. 

Next morning, he was also too tired to 
play. I called a doctor. The doctor came 
and gave the lion medicine. Fluffy felt 

better very soon. I was happy to see I'm 
chasing the butterflies again. 



 

My Dog, My Friends, 
and I 
By Ava J. 

Once there was a girl and a dog. The girl 
and the dog were best friends. One day they went 
to the park. The dog and the girl both found 
friends. From then on, every Friday they went to 
the park and played with their friends. One day, 
everybody was suck so they did not go to the 
[ark. They were sick for a week. They were very 
sad that they were sick. After that, on Friday they 
went to the park again. They were so happy. The 
dog and the girl were going to the park. They ran 
so fast that she fell and broke her arm. She had a 
sling on her arm for three weeks so she could not 
go to the park but the dog could. The dog did not 
go without the girl. Everyone was very sad, but 
then she finally got the sling off but she was still 
not fully recovered yet. After she was recovered, 
they went to the zoo. The friends all went to the 
zoo. They had so much fun. They saw a bird and 
an eel. The dog and the girl went to the fair. One 
day after they got off a ride, the girl could not 
find the dog. The girl looked and looked. The dog 
found a friend. The owner of the dog’s friend took 
the dog home. The girl never saw the dog again, 
so she cried and cried. The dog also cried. One 
day, about one year later, they saw each other but 
the dog did not recognize the girl.  
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Galieth, Magma, and Shaky  
by Peyton R. 

 Once there were three rock monsters 
named Galieth, Magma, and Shaky. They were 
going home from dinner. They needed some 
sleep so they went to bed. Later Galieth woke 

up. There were people outside and took 
Goliath. Magma and Shaky followed him. They 

lost them but Magma heard where they said 
they were going. They were going to a 

stranded island where no one lives. On the 
island, there were underground tunnels. 

Magma and Shaky knew where they were. 
Magma and Shaky found him but the other 

team was better defended. Magma and Shaky 
had found an entrance but they waited another 

day. They went home to think how they will 
get him out. In the morning, they forgot where 
the island was but Shaky remembered he was 
in Rock Island. It took a while to find Galieth. 
They grabbed some rocket boots so they can 
try to find Galieth. An hour later, they found 

him. Magma had a freeze ray, He used it so he 
could freeze the cage until it would break so 
Galieth was free. They found hostages that 
they couldn’t leave until they are free too. 

Magma used his freeze ray to free them all.

The Girl and The Dog by Anonymous 

Once upon a time there lived a girl and a busy mom. Her mom found a great dog for her daughter. She 
loved her new dog. They both had the same things. They loved to go outside. The busy mom loved 

watching them play on the weekend. One day the girl took a walk with the dog. They found a secret 
passage in the backyard. No one has been in the passage for years. The girl wants to explore but it was 
almost time for dinner because she was up before everyone else and could go exploring in the passage. 
The girl ate breakfast and got dressed. Her parents were up when she went back. They asked, “What are 

you doing?” She said she was taking the dog for a walk in the backyard. The girl went outside and 
looked for the gate that led to the jungle. The girl and the dog entered the secret passage and went on a 
little adventure. There were two paths. The girl went left on the path and the dog went right. They both 
got lost and were scared. The girl walked a little further and found an apple tree. The dog walked along 
and found a pack of dogs just like him. The girl saw a body of water by the apple tree, it was the ocean! 

She saw different sea creatures and they led here to where the dog was. The pack if dogs started 
forming a circle around her dog. They thought she was going to hunt the little dog. The little dog ran up 
to the girl, his owner. The little girl and the dog were happy they found each other. They started to look 
for the way that would lead them back home. After a short walk they found the path and made it back 
home. It was dark and the girl’s parents were so worried. They were happy when they saw her and the 

dog come back into the yard.



 

The Little Horse
by Anonymous

Once upon a time there was a little black 
horse and her name was Elizabeth. Elizabeth the 
only horse the other animals know because there 
were no other horses close by. She didn’t have any 
parents but she lives with her grandparents. 
Elizabeth was a happy horse. She loved herself 
and she loved her friends. She didn’t have any 
pets of her own but she did have lots of friends. 
Elizabeth loved in a forest. Sometimes she just 
liked to sleep outside. One day she saw a worm 
and the worm loved her. They became the best of 
friends. His name was Wormy. Elizabeth said to 
Wormy, “We are going on a trip and were going to 
a beach. I think we will have a good time”.  “Can 
I come?” said the worm. “No you might get 
stepped on. You should stay here”. Elizabeth went 
to the beach with her grandparents. She found 
lots of seashells and she found a good shell for 
Wormy. She had lots of fun and then it was time 
to come home. She had a good time with Wormy 
when she got home. He loved his shell. The end 
of the story. They had a good time together and 
more fun. I think they were good friends. 
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The Dog’s Adventure by Claire 

Once upon a time there were 3 dogs. They are all 
friends. They played together. They ate together, 
and they worked as a team. Secretly they were 

super heroes. One night, the dogs heard 
something. They didn’t know what I was. The 
third dog opened the window. The second dog 

said, “Get in the car!” the first dog said, “Go, Go, 
Go”. They drove around the house to see what the 

noise was. To their surprise they saw a huge 
spider. It was almost ten feet tall! The spider 

grabbed them and yelled at them to go away and 
leave him alone. The dogs tried to get away from 

the spider and his legs. Then the spider just 
dropped them on the ground. The dogs ran away. 

The spider ran back into the forest. The dogs 
figured out the spider was trying to steal a 

previous jewel. They came up with a plan to stop 
him. While the spider was sleeping, they snuck in 
and tied his legs together. The dogs took him far 
away to a place where he wouldn’t know how to 
get back. The never saw the spider again and the 

jewels were safe.

Reducing Global Food Waste in the Republic of Trinidad and Tobago by Mackenzie G. 

Roughly one third of the food produced in the world for human consumption every year — 
approximately 1.3 billion tons — gets lost or wasted this is called food waste (Food Waste Facts 1).  Food 
waste is when food is left uneaten, discarded, or lost.  Although Trinidad and Tobago is considered the 

most developed country in the Caribbean, it is mindful as to not waste food (CCTV).  The people who are 
most affected by food waste in Trinidad and Tobago are the poor people living on the streets. They 

scavenge and live off of that waste when they should be getting healthy and fresh food.  A main resolution 
would be “The Right To Food” adopted by the General Assembly in 2014.  

Food waste appears in all stages of food production and consumption. 28% of food waste occurs at 
the consumer level, 28% at the production level, 17% in the market and distribution level, 22% during 
the handling and storage, and the remaining 6% during processing (FAO). This all adds up to 1.3 Billion 

tons worldwide (MMUN). 
47 million people still suffer from hunger in Latin America (FAO). The amount of food waste in 

Latin America could feed 64% of the people who suffer from hunger there (FAO). Trinidad and Tobago, 
because it is one of the most developed Latin American countries, is one of the greatest contributor to 

food waste; however, this problem can be solved. 
Anthony Carmona, the president of Trinidad and Tobago, has strongly urged his country in 

reducing and preventing the use and waste of plastic bags. Although plastic is not food, these action can 
inspire the citizens to take action in reducing the waste that they produce.  

In resolution A/Res/96/177,” The Right to Food” it states that all people should have right to 
nutritious food by any means. 



Reducing Global Food 
Waste in the Republic 
of Togo  
by Kaline H. 
 Half of four billion tons of food produced 
worldwide is wasted and 805 million people 
starve every year from food waste. Every time we 
waste food , we hurt the environment . All people 
should have the right to good and healthy food . 
So much food is wasted causing people all over 
the world to starve. 
 Some of the languages spoken in Togo are 
French [ the one spoken the most ], Mina , and 
Dagoma. The religions in Togo are 29% Christian, 
20% Muslim, and 51% Indigenous Beliefs. The 
ethnic groups are 99% African and 1% European 
(CIA Worldfactbook).  
 Togo is located in western Africa in 
between Benin and Ghana. Togo borders 
Benin,Ghana,and Burkina. The climate of Togo is 
tropical and hot. Some natural hazards are 
periodic droughts and hot, dry winds. 
 In Togo the youngest for someone to join 
the army is 18. Togo has Togolese Armed Forces, 
Togolese Army, Togolese Navy, Togolese Air Force, 
and National Gendarmerie. 
 Food waste is a big problem. When people 
do not have food they can starve because food is 
fundamental needs. In Togo, there isn’t very much 
healthy food. Even though the people in Togo 
might have farms, fields, or little markets, they 
might not be able to survive.  
 In 2014, the General Assembly adopted 
“The Right to Food Revolution.” (Montessori-
MUN)  In this revolution the General Assembly 
calls for all Member States to ensure proper 
access to nutrition by any means necessary while 
bearing in mind the environmental impact of 
agricultural development. Maximizing food and 
nutritional output in the pre-harvest, harvest, and 
post-harvest stages of production.  

Some possible solutions to global food 
waste include working with food producing 
companies to donate their imperfect food to local 
feeding programs. Also, companies selling food 
could put food that is about to expire in places 
that are more appealing to the consumers. Finally, 

technologies can be developed and widespread to 
make food last longer. 

Using these solutions, we can prevent 
global food waste and reduce the starving 
population. Together, we can fix this problem 
globally and Togo is eager to meet and make 
deals with you and the other United Nations 
Members. 

Reducing Food Waste 
in Libya 
by Nolan L.  
 Libya has been in a war for about five 
years. Long story short, terrorist groups want to 
overthrow the government. The ports 
are mostly blocked off because of the war, all the 
roads are blown up, and power outages happen 
for an average of 10 hours every day as the power 
plants are inaccessible. This means all food  
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The Gummy Bear Field trip by Evan Z. 

One day Gummy Bear and his class went on a 
field trip to a museum. The train ride wasn’t very 

long. It only took about 30 minutes. The class 
played games on the ride there. When they got 

off the train they walked a block to the museum. 
In the museum the Gummy Bear saw many cases 
of times from Ancient Greece and Rome. He saw 

different Egyptian mummies. These were his 
favorite. He liked them best of all. Gummy Bear 
saw ancient jewelry, statues of Goddesses, a lot 

of gold and those things were pretty cool. 
Gummy Bear was through the rest of the 

museum with his class and it was time to go 
home and they rode the train back to school and 

it was time to go home. He played with his 
friends and told all the things he saw at the 

museum. Gummy Bear’s mom called him in for 
dinner. They ate little bear candies. Gummy Bear 
told his family about the mummies, the jewelry 
and gold. He told them about the train ride and 

how much fun he had that day.



depending on refrigeration will rot without  
electricity. Food is also rotting as ships are blocked 
by ISIS and they aren’t able to unload at ports. 
When food rots because it can’t be consumed it is 
wasted. This is called food waste.  
 The war in Libya has created not only food 
waste but also a massive food shortage. Libya 
can’t produce enough food or sell much food. 
Fortunate people who are able to buy food  
though are depleting it and Libya can’t make 
much more for them to buy.  
 Back in February 2011, people started to 
flee Libya and spread this news to the UN. All this 
information became widely known. Do not fear, 
as organizations like World Food Program (WFP) 
and United Nations are providing food to Libya 
using Tunisia and Egypt to cross into Libya, as 
they have free borders with each other.  
 The food doesn’t go to everybody though; 
1.3 million people are still in need. Everyone 
wants that number to be zero, not 1.3 million. “A 
lack of funding will cause a break in WFP’s food 
pipeline in March if additional support is not 
urgently received,” says United Nations Office for 
the Coordination of Humanitarian Affairs in 
collaboration with humanitarian partners. The 
Humanitarian Response Plan (HRP), issued by the 
UN Department of Humanitarian Aid, requires 
more funding to be successful. To date, only 2% 
of the total budget required for the plan has been 
collected. The request of $165.5 million U.S. 
dollars has been made and the organization is 
waiting for the money. $47.7 million U.S. dollars 
has been set aside specifically for food security. 

Building Agricultural 
Resistance to Climate 
Change in Georgia 
By Zachary S. 
 Climate change is considered to be a 
critical global challenge. Georgia’s  climate and 
soil have made agriculture one of its most 
productive economic sectors. Agri-business 
represented 9.3% of the national GDP in 2012. In 
Georgia 9.1% of the entire workforce is 
agricultural. Georgia is a poor country. So if their 
crops die, many people will become even poorer. 
They may even starve. That is why they need to 
build agricultural resistance to climate change. In 
Georgia over 43% of the land is used for 
agriculture.  United Nations document climate 
change forum on indigenous issues in November 
of 2007 stated that the ability of human systems 
to adapt to and cope with climate change depends 
on factors such as wealth, technology, education, 
information, skills, infrastructure, access to 
resources and management capabilities. 
As a country, Georgia has been actively involved 
in the process of implementing the basic 
principles and obligations to the United Nations 
Framework Convention on Climate Change or 
UNFCCC. In order to meet Georgia’s 
commitments to the convention on climate 
change, and pursuant to a Presidential Decree, 
the National Program on Climate Change was 
approved in 1996. The key goal of the NPCC was 
to assess the adverse affects of global climate 
change on Georgia’s climate and to forecast the 
consequences of climate variability. (fao.org 
national publications 1.2) The Ministries of 
Energy, Agriculture, Economic Development, the 
Municipalities of Tbilisi and some other large 
cities, a number of research institutes are actively 
participating in the Georgian Climate Change 
activities. 
  
According to the report global climate change will 
have quite a different impact on the development 
of agricultural production in Western and Eastern 
Georgia. One of the most substantial aspects will 
be climate change impact upon the hydrological 
cycle and reasonable utilization of water 
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The Motor Cross Adventure by Andrew H. 

Once there were two kids named DJ and AJ. They 
opened their garage and they found two motorcross 
bikes with keys, so they went on an adventure. They 

went up a hill and went down the hill. They fell into a 
hole and they traveled through time to the future. In 
the future, they were motor cross superstars. DJ and 
AJ thought they were cool, but then they got bored 
and wanted to go home. It was not possible because 
they didn’t know how to get back, so they rode their 

dirt bikes and they saw aliens and cool parasites. There 
was a junk pile, and in that junk pile was the portal to 
get home. They had a pizza party and had a good time. 



resources in agriculture. Frequency of extreme 
natural phenomena (floods, droughts) will 
increase resulting in the increase of the scale of 
natural disasters.   

In 1997-1999 The First National Communication 
was issued by Georgia outlining the outcome of 
activities in the following directions: 

- The intensity of climate changes in 
Georgia 

- National inventory of greenhouse gases 
- Assessment and vulnerability of ecological 

and economic systems (such as 
agriculture, energy sectors) to the adverse 
effects of climate change on the territory 
of Georgia  

- Measures and projects on the adaptation 
of particularly vulnerable systems 

- Measures and project proposals on the 
reduction of greenhouse gas emissions 

Frankly not much on this first report was put into 
place by Georgia. There was not enough staff with 
relevant knowledge and experience. 

Georgia launched the project ``National 
Capacity Needs Self-Assessment (NCSA) for 
Global Environmental Management`` in 2003 
under the guidance of the Ministry of 
Environmental Protection and Natural Resources 
and through cooperation with the UN 
Development Program (UNDP).  

In 2006-2009 Georgia prepared its Second 
National Communication to the UNFCC with 
financial support from GEF/UNDP. Based on 
assessments and results obtained in the SNC and 
other projects, going on or already implemented 
in Georgia the short-and long-term climate 
change strategies have been prepared. The 
strategy is not yet covering the whole territory of 
the country but is focused on the priority regions 
selected during the stocktaking exercise (Black 
Sea Region, Dedoplistskaro and Kvemo Svaneti 
Regions.) The Strategy aimed at removing of the 
barriers consists of 6 sections: the enhancement 
of local potential for the implementation of 
UNFCCC principles, the ensuring the 
sustainability of GHG national inventory, the 
assessment of vulnerability to climate change and 

the adaptation measures, the mitigation of GHGs 
emissions, the transfer of technologies and raising 
of public awareness.  

To date a number of projects both short and long 
term in these regions were undertaken by 
Georgia. Still some projects remain to be done 
and are in need of funding.   

Hannahwanah Fudge 
Island Chronicles  
by Sarah D.  
 Once there was a dancing almond. He was 
very shy. All of the other almonds were very 
popular and made fun of him, but he was a good 
dancer. One night, he went to sleep. While he was 
sleeping, lightening struck his house and went 
though his window. This lightening turned him 
into the black licorice man. He woke up the next 
morning feeling very lively and evil. He went for a 
walk and made fun of everyone he saw. He had 
turned into a very evil man. The next day, black 
licorice man bought a chocolate boat. While black 
licorice man was sailing in the middle of the 
night, there was a storm. His boat got struck by 
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The Hannahwanah Fudge Island 
Chronicles cover by Sarah D.



lightening and turned into the banana split pirate 
ship. The new boat and little licorice ship sailors. 
They were called the black licorice crew. The 
black licorice man led the black licorice crew over 
to an island. He started making fun of everyone 
he saw. He found out that making other people 
feel bad about themselves makes him feel good. 
While black licorice man was there, he saw a girl 
walking. She had red licorice hair. Black licorice 
man felt that he knew her. All of a sudden, he 
could remember everything before he had turned 
into the black licorice man.  
 He went and talked to Lucy and said, “Hi 
Lucy.” Of course, she did not recognize him.  
 He said, “Lucy, it’s the dancing almond!” 
 “Oh, hi.” Lucy said.  
 “What happened to you?”  
 “I was struck by lightening. Please help me 
turn back!” he said.  
 “I know exactly how to turn you back to 
normal.” Lucy said. Lucy took black licorice man. 
They talked for a little while and finally, it was 
time for black licorice man to get in the machine. 
 After her machine turned him back to 
normal, he said, “I am so happy to be a dancing 
almond again!” Lucy invited him over for lunch.  
 He said, “I’d love to.” and they had a great 
rest of the day.  

Crazy! Crazy! Rock 
Monsters 
by Cohen S. 
 Once upon a time there were rock 
monsters named Rocky, Mini, and Grave Stone. 
Grave stone was always hungry and wanted to eat 
all the time. They ordered pizza and drank some 
pop. While they were eating, they heard a noise. 
BOOM! The door flew open and knocked over all 
the pop! Everyone yelled because it was a 
monster who kicked open the door. They were 
were scared, so they ran out to the car and drove 
away. They did not want to fight and get hurt. 
The rock monsters drove for a long time and 
almost ran out of gas. Luckily, they made it to the 
town of Rocktoe. They got gas and some pizza 
again. It was horrible. They went to another pizza 
place, because pizza is their favorite thing to eat, 
and saw Pizza Planet and ate there. There it was 
very good. Next to the pizza place, there was a 

motel. They registered at motel 79 and stayed 
there for the night. They slept in two different 
rooms. While they were sleeping, a guy with a 
toolbox came up through the toilet. He had a 
wetsuit on. They ran up to the bed and poisoned 
Rocky. The guy grabbed Rocky and brought him 
outside to a semi. He opened the back and put 
Rocky in a big cage. About a half hour later, Rocky 
turned into a big monster! He looked just like the 
monster that had kicked open the door earlier. 
They guy drove away with the monster, Rocky. 
The next morning, Mini and Grave Stone realized 
Rocky wasn’t in his room. They searched all 
around and saw a man named Reble. They asked 
him if he saw their friend. He said no, but he 
could get into the security cameras. They looked 
on the camera and saw that Rocky was poisoned. 
They knew they had to find Rocky, so they went 
to Grave Stone’s secret lair. Mini and Grave Stone 
grabbed all the gear they thought they would 
need. Mini, Grave Stone, and Reble jumped into 
Grave Stone’s truck. They had an idea where 
Rocky was taken. After driving for a while, they 
found the semi that took Rocky. They took a 
grapple gun out of Grave Stone’s truck and shot it 
at the back of the semi. They all climbed into the 
semi and saw body guards. Grave Stone tied them 
up. Another body guard came, but Mini saw him 
and was ready. He had a water gun and a 
vacuum. He squirted him with the water and 
vacuumed up the rocks. Grave Stone and his 
friends got to the from of the truck and took over. 
They found the base where Rocky was and they 
were able to sneak in and save Rocky. They 
pushed a button and a huge flash went off. Rocky 
was himself again. They celebrated with pizza. 
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One Big Helping Hand 
by Lucy M. 
 One day there was a girl taking a walk in 
the park. There was a bird in its nest, a fish in the 
pond, and plenty go nature. She was in the park 
because she liked to see these sorts of things. Her 
name was Rose, and she never really cared for 
much more than nature. She walked along the 
cements path along the side of the pond, got a 
sketchbook and a pencil out, and began to draw a 
picture of a tall willow tree on the other side of 
the pond. She drew the long, wavy vines coming 
from the very top of the tree; she drew the trunk, 
the base, and the detailed leaves of the tree. 
When she was finished with the illustration, she 
was hoping to use the natural pigments of the 
tree to slightly give the picture a tinge of aren 
bark from the tree to out on her picture. She 
walked over to the tree and reached out for a 
bright green leaf. When she carefully plucked it 
off the vine, the wind started to blow vigorously. 
She stepped back and put her back against the 
tree’s trunk. She was quiet, and she thought she 
heard something. She had heard a voice, but it 
was faint and echoed. She thought it said, “help 
me,” but she didn’t know what that meant. The 
wind began to blow again, this time it said, “I am 
the willow tree you attempt to draw.” She didn’t 
believe what she was hearing, but she went with 
it. She looked down into her hand and noticed 
the brightly colored leaf. She thought she might 
have hurt the tree by picking it and wanted to 
offer it back. She bent down to the roots of the 
tree and set it on its base. The wind once more 
blew.  
 It didn’t say anything about the leaf, but it 
did say, “Find me the drop of water which falls 
from a passing cloud. Find me the acorn cap 
whose nut is yet to be found. Find the spider’s 
web whose silk shines in the sun. Find me the 
golden ant who marches one by one.” She had no 
idea what that meant, but she decided to do it 
anyways, after all, all of the things it wanted her 
to find had something to do with nature. She 
walked towards the pond when she saw a squirrel 
gnawing on an acorn. The squirrel ran away and 
dropped the cap of the acorn. Rose picked it up 
and tucked it in her pocket. Then, she looked up 
and noticed a shining spider web. The web was 

messed up and tangled, but it was still very pretty. 
She picked up a stick and used it to gather the 
silver strands of web. When she was done, she 
also put it in her pocket. She sat on a bench on 
the side of the pond and patiently waited for it to 
rain. Before she left her house that day, she had 
checked the weather and it said there was a 93% 
chance of rain at about 4:30, and it was 4:15 
then, so she had no doubts. At about 4:25, it 
began to sprinkle. She walked over to the oak tree 
where she found the spider web and picked a leaf 
up from the ground. She took the leaf and held it 
out and waited for a drop of water to fall on it. 
When a drop finally fell on it, she quickly and 
carefully put the leaf under a cupped piece of 
bark under the willow tree. It stopped raining just 
in time. She walked over to the bench and 
thought about whatever “the golden ant who 
marches one by one” means. Then she saw 
something out of the corner of her eye. It was 
small, but it was brilliant gold. She walked 
towards it, asking herself if this could be the 
golden ant who marches one by one. When she 
got close enough, she saw a trail of ants, and at 
the very end of the line, there was a bright, 
golden ant. Rose slowly took the acorn cap out of 
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her pocket and, staring at the ant, captured the 
ant. She walked towards the willow tree and sat 
all of the items at the base of the tree.  
 She sat down next to them and asked to 
no one in particular, just out to the sky, “What do 
I do with these? Why did you make me get 
them?”  
 The wind blew and the voice said, “Take 
the water and put it in the cap. Ball up the little 
silver trap. Put the ant in the cap and stir it up, 
just like that.” She took the ant out of the acorn 
cap and placed it on a leaf where she could still 
see it. Then, she picked up the piece of bark that 
covered the drop of rain and carefully poured it 
into the cap. She put the little piece of web 
between her fingers and rolled it up into a tiny 
ball, and sat it on the leaf. Finally, she took the 
ant and the stick that was used to carry the web, 
dropped the ant into the water, and stirred. The 
ant melted into a drop of golden liquid and mixed 
it into the water.  
 She sat the acorn cap on the ground and 
said, “What do I do now? What am I doing?”  
 The voice said, “Drop the web into the 
mixture and pour it on my root, then wait.”  Rose 
did what it asked and stood waiting for something 
to happen. The tree turned gold and started to 
smoke as if it were burning. It smoked down until 
it was just a stump. Then it began to go around it 
and when the smoke cleared away, it was a 
beautiful mallard with a bright green neck. The 
duck walked up to Rose and began to explain.  
 It said, “You see, I was swimming in the 
pond when I noticed a passing visitor dropped 
some bread at the edge of the pond. I went to get 
some, hoping to have my lunch, but when I got 
there, there was an ant who also wanted some. I 
didn’t think it would mind if I had a few bites, but 
when I did, it got furious and turned me into a 
huge willow tree. I have always been after that 
ant because some robins told me who to change 
me back. Now you have helped me so greatly. I 
thank you so much!”  
 Rose bent down and said, “You are very 
welcome, and thank you for giving me the best 
adventure in my entire life.”  
 The duck replied with, “You are also very 
welcome!” From then on, they spent time 
together every day since. They celebrated that day 

every year by eating bread and making a new 
picture of the willow tree each year.  

The Mystery of Mrs. B 
By Ella H.  
 Captain’s Log - Friday, March 13th, 1700 
 We have been at sea for many days. Alfred, 
my brother, is sick with scurvy. He has not been 
getting enough sun. There is land in sight, and 
hopefully it will have inhabitants who can help 
us. Oh no! The ship is sinking! I must go.  
 -Captain Anne Bonnie 

 Present Day - New York City 
 Jocie was having a hard time 
concentrating. Then again, that was normal 
because of her ADHD. She looked normal on the 
outside, with her almond-shaped hazel eyes, tall, 
skinny figure, and wavy, chestnut hair, but inside, 
she was odd. She wasn’t letting herself focus; she 
was thinking about the dance group that her 
mother was forcing her to audition for. She 
wondered if she could do so poorly that they 
wouldn’t let her join. Then she hear her name 
being called. It was her best friend, Rachel, who 
also had ADHD and was being forced to audition 
as well.  
 “Hey Jocie, did you hear what the 
homework assignment was?” asked Rachel.  
 To which Jocie responded, “No, did you?” 
 “I think we should ask Mrs. Bason.” said 
Rachel. Mrs. Bason was their history teacher. She 
was, unlike the homework she assigned, fun.  
 Rachel, who was more talkative than 
Jocie, asked, “Mrs. B, what’s the homework? I 
wasn’t listening.”  
 To which Mrs. Bason responded, “Why 
dear, you and a partner must write a ten page 
essay on one of the most notorious women in 
history. The only one left is Anne Bonnie, one of 
the cruelest women in history.” 
 “Oh no,” said Jocie, “Why her?” 
 “Why Jocelyn, I thought you would be 
excited!” said Mrs. B. 
 “I know, but I don’t know anything about 
her, except that she was lost on March 13th, 
1700.” said Jocie. Then, she and Rachel left to the 
audition. During the audition, even though she 
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tried to mess up, Jocie just couldn’t. Rachel also 
did wonderfully. They were both accepted. 
 Meanwhile, back at school, Mrs. Bason 
was talking to herself, “They must never find out 
who I really am,” she said, “They must never find 
out my real name.” After the audition, Rachel 
asked if Jocie wanted to spend the night at her 
house to work on homework.  
 Josie said, “Sure, but I have to ask my 
mom.” After a quick call and getting Jocie 
overnight’s bag, they walked down the block to 
Rachel’s house. Rachel’s mom, who Jocie called 
Aunt Kristy, was so happy that Jocie could come. 
She asked the girls what they wanted for dinner 
and if they needed a ride to the library, to which 
they responded, “Pizza and no thanks, we can 
walked!” After a nice hour of reading anything 
they could find on Anne Bonnie, they walked back 
to Rachel’s house. Since Rachel’s dad and brother 
weren’t home, Jocie, Rachel, and Aunt Kristy ate 
pizza, did each other’s nails, and watched a 
movie. Josie’s mom, named Stephanie, called the 
next morning and asked if Jocie could spend the 
night tonight as well, because her work had a 
function planned. That night, they went to the 
movies. When they got back, they were so tired 
they went to bed. When they woke up the next 
morning, the girls smelled pancakes! They got up, 
got ready, and went down stairs. 
 Rachel’s mom said, “I tried a recipe for 
apple cinnamon pancakes, so I hope you like 
them!” That day, they went to the park and 
worked on their essay. 
 The next day at school, Rachel came 
running over to Jocie, waving a sheet of paper, 
shouting, “Jocie, look at this! It is Anne Bonnie’s 
diary! We had it in my attic.” 
 “No way!” said Jocie condescendingly, “All 
our library books said she didn’t keep a diary!” 
 “I know, but my mom found out we’re 
descendants of her! She checked ancestry.com! 
She found out that her dad’s great-great-great-
great-great grandmother was her daughter! Her 
other daughter married someone with your last 
name!” said Rachel enthusiastically.  
 “Seriously?” said Jocie, “This means we’re 
related!” 
 “Come on, let’s go tell Mrs. Bason!” 
shouted Rachel.  
 To be continued… 

Star Rocks 
By Niko S. 
 Once upon a time, there were five rock 
monsters named Mine Mine, Gravatone, Roboe, 
Spike Buff, and Gafo. They had good food to eat. 
They ate dough. It was their favorite. After they 
finished eating, they went outside to play. Spike Buff  
got a phone call. It was a job call for the whole 
crew. They were to start to job the next day. The 
next morning, when they were getting ready, Roboe  
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Magic Mushroom by Jing Z. 

Last night, Jack and Nick’s father had paroxysms 
of apoplexy, and their father could not talk and walk. 
They took him to the hospital. The doctor said he 
couldn’t help them because he had a quagmire of 
medicine. But he told Jack and Nick that there was a 
magic creature lived in North Mountain if they can 
find it, magic creature may help them. 
 Next day, they took their father to their aunt’s 
house to let their aunt to take care their father, and 
they started to go to North Mountain to find this 
magic creature. They climbed the mountain days to 
days. Their clothes were tattered. Finally they were 
on the top of the mountain. They found a small 
house, and it had lots of tuna fish on the table! An 
old, amiable woman was reading a book. This place 
looked very peaceful. Jack and Nick were attracted. 
Haphazardly, a gray, fluffy cat came “flying” out 
toward them. However, the cat just wanted to eat the 
tuna fish! They were standing in oblivion. 
“Mushroom, come here,” the old lady said very nicely. 
“They were not outrageous”. Jack and Nick told the 
old lady their purpose of coming there. The old lady 
said to her Mushroom: “They need your help. Will 
you help them? You can regard this as a 
philanthropy.” “Why? I am not a greenhorn. I am the 
magic cat, and I am too lazy to go with them for a 
long trip. “Well, if you don’t help them, I will not give 
your tuna fish anymore, and also there are always 
lots of trifle for you to do.” “Tuna! Don’t take away 
my tuna, actually I can make some by using my 
magic, but anyway…I am too lazy.” Woman laughed. 
Mushroom turned to them said: “Let’s go! Make sure 
you have enough tuna fish to pay me!” Then, they 
were on their way to home.
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asked Spike Buff why he was wearing a tuxedo. 
Spike Buff told Roboe to get his space helmet on. All 
of the others were ready, wearing their space suits. 

 “Hurry up,” they told Roboe. As soon as 
Roboe got his space suit on, the driver was there to 
take the crew to the space ship.  

 When they arrived at the space station, 
Roboe said, “That’s the coolest spaceship I’ve ever 
seen.”  

 Spike Buff replied, “You’ve never even seen a 
spaceship before!” The crew got in the spaceship 
and launched into space. While in space, they 
realized the Nerbs were attacking them.  

 “Oh no, the Nerbs are here!” they said. They 
quickly went to the escape pods and the Nerbs got 
on the ship. They were able to escape. The pods 
fired out of the ship before the Nerbs could get 
them. They made a crash landing on planet Nerb.  

 “Ahh!” screamed Spike Buff. The Nerbs 
captured Spike Buff right away. Mine mine had 
crashed in a different spot. He wondered where he 
was.  

 He called out, “Hello? Anyone there?” Then 
all of a sudden, a Nerb jumped out of a bush that 
looked like a giant.  

 “Gotcha!” he said. Mine Mine asked where 
he was being taken to. They told him Nerbjail. The 
rest of the crew had crashed on Planet Nerb, and all 
but two were captured. Roboe and Gravatone were 
able to escape being captured. Gravatone was saved 
by Roboe. They decided to find their friends and 
stop the Nerbs on their way. They looked for their 
crew and found Gafo hanging from a Nerb ship. 
Gaff thought he smelled pizza inside the Nerb ship, 
but there wasn’t any. Rob and Gravatone. All the 
rocks were captured now. When they were alone, 
they went into the vent and made it out. While they 
were running away, they found a secret space 
station and were able to get a ship to fly home.  
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Are Strikes Worth the Danger? by Nicholas M. 

 Strikes are one of the most important tools 
that labor unions use, but they’re not always 
successful.  I think that strikes are worth the danger, 
because strikes gained more rights for factory 
workers.  Although, they gained many more rights, 
they were not always successful, but most strikes were 
successful and gained more rights. 
 Strikes gained many rights for workers.  
Strikes have gained better working conditions such as 
shorter working hours and higher wages.  These 
strikes eventually got factory owners and government 
officials to shorten working days down to 8 hours.  
These strikes also got higher wages and in some 
places equal wages.  Strikes did gain more rights. 
 Strikes were sometimes unsuccessful.  Many 
strikes ended in violence such as the strike that 
caused the Haymarket Riot where over eighty people 
were killed by the police.  Strikes often did not gain 
more rights and were just ignored.  Sometimes strikes 
just made factory owners angry who would then 
punish the factory workers.  Not all strikes were 
successful and some ended in violence. 
 Even though some of these strikes were 
unsuccessful, most of them were successful.  In my 
research and in my history class, I found that most of 
the strikes did gain more rights and better working 
conditions.  Also, because of these strikes, most 
factories in the U.S. treat their workers fairly.  Lastly, 
most of the strikes that were unsuccessful did not end 
in violence.  Most strikes that happened then were 
successful.   
 As my paper has shown and proven, it really is 
worth the risk to go on strike.  It proved this by 
providing these two facts that strikes gained many 
rights and that most of the strikes ended successfully.  
This now proves that my thesis is right, that it is 
worth the risk to go on strikes because they are 
useful.



The Island 
By Joss H. 
 Once in a land (don’t ask me to name it!) 
the Corgians had made the stronger, but lightest 
boat. So many people were on it, but it got picked 
up by the wind and blew away. Once Corgian 
jumped off and swam to an island and took a long 
break. His name was #6432. So when #6432 
heard a swish in the bushes, he had an atlas with 
him, so he took out the atlas… and a Ecloni 
jumped at him! It was in the form of a bnub, but 
#6432 didn’t know it was an Ecloni.  
 #6432 ran around and panicked, “Ahhh!” 
he screamed. The Ecloni changed back and 
laughed so hard he couldn’t slime (sliming is like 
breathing). Then, #6432 noticed that an Ecloni 
was where the bnub was.  
 Then, #6432 said (English translated), 
“Who are you?” 
 The Ecloni said, “I am Bletonete. I am here 
because I was put in exile by our king, Boluder, 
who is a Plop!”  
 #6432 said, “Do you know of a special 
thing? Because most islands have them.” 
 Bletonete said, “Not that I know of.”  
 #6432 said, “Well, we should look for 
one.” 
 “Oh,” Bletonete said, “there was a 
treasure, and it looks like this. It’s at the center of 
the island and was guarded by Zeens.” So #6432 
and Bletonete went on the quest for the demented 
treasure.  
 Bletonete asked #6432, “Are we lost?” 
 #6432 said, “Yep.” 
 Bletonete started to hyperventilate.  
 #6432 said, “It’s getting dark.” 
 Bletonete freaked out and said, “We 
should set up camp.”  
 #6432 said, “Okay!” Bletonete started to 
dig underground.  
 Then he said, “Found it!”  
 #6432 replied, “Found what?” 
 Bletonete said, “A temple!” 
 #6432 said, “What kind?” 
 Bletonete said, “The… Just get down 
here!” 
 #6432 said, “Okay.” He jumped and fell 
twelve feet. When he hit the ground, he saw 
Bletonete being chased by Zeens.  

 Bletonete yelled, “Get the treasure!” 
 #6432 ran towards the treasure, grabbed 
it, and Bletonete and #6432 ran out, jumped up a 
ladder, and dropped one hundred feathers down 
the hole. The Zeens got stuck in the feathers.  
 Bletonete said, “Did we lose them?” 
 #6432 said, “Yeah.” Bletonete and #6432 
realized they can’t go back because they are 
fugitives, so they have to stay on Wild Island 
forever! 

A Note from the Editor-
in-Chief 
 During my time creating the template and 
putting everyone’s stories in, I was amazed with 
the entries that students of all ages had to 
contribute. The illustrations, math problems, 
poetry, and pieces of writing are all shining 
examples of the creativity and care that exists in 
Meadow Montessori School. Every student acts as 
an individual and uses his/her imagination to 
create wonderful things. To everyone reading this, 
I hope you use this magazine to inspire you to 
continue creating, as learning is a lifelong goal.  
 I hope you all enjoyed reading this. Please 
continue creating over the summer and consider 
contributing to the Meadowlark next year! 
 I would like to thank Sharon K., Meg F., 
and, of course, Cathé C. for their unwavering 
support and guidance in the creation of this 
edition of Meadowlark.  
 Sincerely,  
  Emily J.
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A Few Words from Ms. 
Cathé 
 This year’s edition of MeadowLark 
speaks directly to the range and value of human 
expression, and as you will soon see, human 
expression is not bounded by age or medium. 
Please read these stories, poems, articles, essays 
and even math problems with the same joy in 
which they were created and now shared. We 
celebrate the creativity of young minds.  


