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Love Canal: The Story of 
America’s Chemical Downfall
By Emily J. 
 “Give me liberty, I’ve already got death,” a sign displayed by Love 
Canal protestors read. The beginning of the Love Canal Tragedy dates 
back to the 1890s, but came to its height in 1975 and 1976. Love Canal 
is located in Niagara Falls, New York. Hooker Chemical released 22,000 
tons of chemical waste into the Love Canal, a channel that was 
produced to allow for cheap hydroelectric energy. The members of this 
tiny community in New York were terrorized by the leakage of a toxic 
brew into their schools, basements, and sump pumps. This leachate 
was extremely toxic and resulted in serious health issues (Beck 1). The 
actions of individuals thirty years prior resulted in this corrosion of not 
only these homes, but also of the people.   
 In the 1890s, William T. Love dreamed up “Model City,” a place that 
would be filled with industrialization and hardworking adults. This city 
was the American dream, full of new ideas and picture-perfect homes. 
A component of William T. Love’s plan included re-routing parts of the 
Niagara River in order to produce cheap electricity. These re-routed 
parts of the river soon became known as the Love Canal, though this 
young entrepreneur never ended up getting the city part of his dream 
fulfilled. William T. Love couldn't afford to continue the construction of 
his dream city, so he had to sell it.  
 In 1942, Hooker Chemicals and Plastics Corporation bought the 
Love Canal and the area surrounding it. In the next eleven year period, 
this chemical company produced and disposed of over 22,000 tons of 
more than two hundred types of chemicals into the Love Canal. 
Although it was thought at the time that these chemicals would have 
no effects, it would take only twenty more years for these 
consequences to come into light.   
 Soon after, the Hooker Chemical Company stopped using the area 
to dump toxic waste, they covered the toxic waste with dirt and sold 
the space to the Niagara Falls School Board for one dollar. The school 
board turned this area into a suburban neighborhood, fit with an 
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Alexander the Cat

By Carolyn L.

Once Upon a time, there was a 
cat named Alexander. His 
mom’s name was Diamonds 
and his dad’s name was also 
Alexander. After we got my cat, 
we loved him so much. My cat 
is like a  dog. He plays fetch 
and walks beside you like a 
dog. He is cute. small, and 
smart. He is very lovable. When 
he goes to the vet, they have a 
fishtanks there. He loves it. My 
cat is very sweet. 

Black Hole

By Grant G.

One day a rocket went off and 
headed for a black hole. 
Lauren went close. Lauren is 
gone. She went in the black 
hole. Time is slow in black 
holes. Bob and Lauren are 
stuck in other dimension. 
Grant and Sam crashed. Grant 
says, "Again, again!" Grant and 
Mr. Evil built a portal and it 
worked. One jumped in. Bob 
pushed the button. "Help! Ah!" 
yelled Grant. They jumped 
through the portal and 
stopped at the lab. They went 
to space again and crashed.
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elementary school and a three-block neighborhood of 
working-class adults (Beck 1). It wasn’t William T. Love’s 
dream, but it wasn’t a bad place to live.  
 That is, until 1975. In 1975 and 1976, there was a 
record setting amount of rainfall. This rainfall resulted in 
high levels of groundwater, causing parts of the landfill that 
were closed over twenty years ago to start to shift. Many 
fifty-five gallon drums surfaced and all of the water in the 
city suburb of Love Canal became contaminated (Stoss 1). 
There were puddles of chemicals in the school yard and 
people’s basements. It wasn’t until April of 1978 that the 
New York Department of Health Commissioner came to the 
conclusion that Love Canal was no longer a safe place to 
live.  
 The story of Love Canal didn't really start taking off 
until Michael Brown, a journalist at The Niagara Gazette, 
wrote about the toxins that were coming up through the 
ground. Lois Gibbs, an everyday hard-working mother, read 
this article. She soon realized that her son was currently 
going to school at the 99th Street Elementary School, which 
was, as she hypothesized, why he was so sick. She started 
fighting to get her son and all of the other children who 
were attending that school out (Kitchell, A Fierce Green 
Fire).  
 Once Lois Gibbs brought these issues to state 
officials, they immediately declared that all families living in 
the closest ring to where the Love Canal resides should be 
immediately transported. The state, after evacuating the 
residents, bought that inner ring of homes, put up a fence, 
and started to excavate. Although this appeared as a big win 
for the many women fighting to have something done for 
them, the remaining families - over 800 of them - were left 
with nothing (Kitchell, A Fierce Green Fire). 
 The residents of Love Canal started to do some 
testing themselves and found an increase in birth defects 
and miscarriages. In the tiny Love Canal community, 56% of 
children were born with some sort of defect. During the 
time of the testing, there were twenty-two pregnant women 
in Love Canal, and of those twenty-two women, only four 
completely normal babies. Once Lois Gibbs presented this 
study to health officials, they said it could not be accepted 
because it was not at all scientific due to the fact it was collected by people who had an interest in the 
outcome. The state then decided to do their own study and came up with the exact same results, but then 
declared that they did not believe these birth defects were a result of the toxic chemicals, but were instead 
due to a random collection of genetically defective people in Love Canal (Kitchell, A Fierce Green Fire). 
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Autumn Garden 
By Sharon Kourous, a published 

poet and teacher at Meadow 
Montessori 

Nothing innocent about these 
flowers -- crimson 

and orange, brilliant pink: hustling 
a few last lingering 

touches from honeybees, seducing 
the swift long curled tongue 

a hummingbird reserves for them; 
nothing shy, these bad girls 

laughing on streetcorners, long 
gangling legs awkward 

and innocent.   They chime like 
churchbells,  

they ring and sing, outshout the 
raucous geese 

and bend to dance with falling 
leaves. These are no delicate 

hothouse blooms, no sly lilies, no 
violets bending graceful stems-- 

these are playground girls, brazen 
tomboys, barefoot summer ladies 
on porches, at picnics, wading at 

the beach; these are 
the autumn flowers my mother 

loved: herself so quiet 
so self-possessed we hardly knew 

her inward muse. 
Although she danced and sang, we 

only saw her hands, her veined 
and slender hands, gathering 

zinnias, and marigolds.
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 When two EPA representatives came by to assess the damage once again, the women lured the 
officers into their homes and proceeded to sit in front of the door and refuse to move until they had 
answers. The protest aimed to be as peaceful as possible and only lasted five hours.  Soon after the two men 
were released, Gibbs received a phone call from the White House. In this call, she learned that Love Canal 
residents would receive temporary relocation away from the toxic waste site until the government could 
secure permanent relocation money (Kitchell, A Fierce Green Fire). This was the first time emergency funds 
were ever approved to be used for anything other than a natural disaster (Beck 2).  
 A followup study published by the EPA explained that the people at Love Canal had no higher rates 
of chromosomal abnormality than anyone else in Niagara County, New York. Some studies have indicated 
higher amounts of birth defects and cancers, but there is no direct link found between Love Canal and 
defects (Retro). With the conflicting evidence found in different studies, it cannot be determined if Love 
Canal was harmful or not, although many people have their own opinions formed. 

Personal Experience 
Essay
By Meku B-G 
 When I was younger (in the seventh 
grade), I went on a hike by myself in the 
Northern Michigan woods of Leelanau. I 
was silent and by myself for the length of 
the hike. On that journey, I was alone, 
without my pack, which I left at camp, with 
nothing but the clothes on my back and a 
bottle of water. In this situation, I forgot 
about what belongings I had. I forgot 
about whether or not they were safe from 
other people or from animals. I did not 
care because my needs were met. I had 
some alone time to think, I was fed 
(enough), I had water, and I knew that I was 

safe. Maybe, this safety was a deception of my imagination because being in nature, I am surrounded by 
strangely comforting scenery. It really impacts the mind. There was no perception of time. It was irrelevant 
and unimportant to my life at that time and place in the world. This is unlike a person’s normal day where 
stress is put on them with deadlines, social quotas, and interaction with others. They forget the importance 
of their minds’ health, the things that they need to survive and thrive, and the environment in which they live 
as a working gear. Annie Dillard went on a journey into the woods by the creek to be surrounded and 
impacted by nature. She went to a cottage somewhere near the creek beyond a treacherous path over a 
dam covered in slippery algae. She slept under the stars with nature and needed nothing more; in saying, 
“...And looked back over the way I had come, as if I could have seen the grasshoppers spread themselves 
over the wide meadow and hide enfolded in its thickets and plush.--This is what I had come for, just this, and 
nothing more. A fling of leafy motion on the cliffs, the assault of real things, living and still, with shapes and 
powers under the sky- this is my city, my culture, and all the world I need. I looked around.”  
 Sometimes, when people are lost in the world, meaning that they don’t realize what should really be 
important in their life, they feel the need for control. They need control over the belongings and the 
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environment around them. With the lack of control, they do not have a strong relationship with nature due to 
the lack of exposure and time alone where they can reflect. A struggle for control occurs when people are 
not equals with the natural world. They want order, so they are displeased with “displaced natural order.” 
This is reflected in William Blake’s Auguries of Innocence in saying, “A Dove house filld with Doves and 
Pigeons- Shudders Hell thr’ all its regions- A dog starvd at his Masters Gate- Predicts the ruin of the State- A 
Horse misusd upon the Road.” This quote was an accurate representation of “displaced natural order” 
because it shows the animals’ possessions (eg. A Dove house) and the control of people or other forces 
besides the animals’ own will (eg. A dog starvd at his Masters Gate, A Horse misusd upon the road). The 
animals do not have their own will. The animals are being controlled by someone else, but whom? Are 
humans in control of their own lives, the environment around them, and animals’ lives? Humans, like animals, 
should have their own will without obstructing natural order. In today’s world, people have the mindset and 
the belief that they are in control.  

Pilgrim at Tinker Creek 
Essay
By Daydeon B-G  
 “The real and proper question is: why is it beautiful?” 
Annie Dillard discusses all of the facets of nature, in its 
most pleasing states and, by contrast, its most 
repulsive. She understands the fact which all nature 
enthusiasts discover to be elementary to their 
appreciation of the natural world: admiration for the 
natural world is an appreciation of the strangest, ugliest 
phenomena, as well as those which are beautiful. The 
differentiating factor is human perception. Objectively, 
no experience in nature has true ‘meaning’ as people 
would like to ascribe to it. Instead, humans invoke rich 
interpretations of what they experience based on their 
expectations, their attitudes, their cultural background, 
and their previous experiences, both individual and 
collective. 
 People most definitely determine the outcome of an 
experience in nature based on their attitudes and 
expectations. When lawn workers prepare to depart for 
weekly work, there is always reluctance. They expect to 

get sweaty, dirty, and to exhaust the vitality they may have woken up with. In response, the nature they 
experience is not beautiful. They get grassy, covered in dirt, and swarmed by mosquitos. This is in stark 
contrast to one of Dillard’s experiences among grass and swarms of insects. She entered an area where 
grasshoppers swarmed all around. She approached the situation with appreciation and intellect. She went 
to admire, not to subdue, or to maintain order in nature where it doesn’t belong. In this way, Dillard recounts 
the experience as pleasant. In thinking deeply and precisely on the differences between the grasshoppers 
and their horrid cousins, the locusts, she views the situation as a glass which is half full instead of half empty. 
The duality in the almost intraspecific description between grasshoppers and locusts symbolizes the duality 
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Old To New
By Emma L. 

You probably know Cinderella: the 
girl who was a servant for two stepsisters and 
a stepmother and attends a ball with the help 
of a fairy godmother. She meets a prince and 
loses a shoe and is married by the prince. 
Well did you know that Cinderella was once a 
story in Ancient Egypt? Once upon a time, 
there was an Egyptian slave whose sparkly 
red dance shoe was snatched by a bird who 
dropped it on the princess’s lap and marries 
her. In some versions, instead of a  fairy 
godmother, Cinderella is helped by her dead 
mother in the form of a talking goat, cow, or 
fish. Now the losing the shoe thing lives in 
Cinderella’s child, Ashlynn Ella, who attends 
Ever After High.
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in human perception of these two groups of caelifera. In 
addition, the difference is in the environmental 
background of these metaphorical species as well.  
 Humans heavily base their world views on their 
their sociological environmental background: the opinions 
and attitudes of parents, teachers, peers, and media. These 
various things greatly shape the fundamentals which 
constitute the cultural background which the person 
identifies, and result in the way that person perceives and 
approaches nature. While an Indian Jain might avoid killing 
any living thing, even mosquitos, and a Sufi Muslim may 
avoid killing trees in time of war, any person may have 
grown up with an interpretation of faith or culture that led 
them to hold highly anthropocentric views of the 
environment. Annie Dillard leads a life as a suburban 
Virginia housewife. As such, she probably holds some 
views about a human’s relationship to nature that are 
mainstream American values on the subject of the 
environment. For example, while she always seems 
interested in the intricacies of organisms, she never 
becomes empathetic towards natural beings. In a way, she 
holds the commonly held anthropocentric view, as most 
Americans do. In contrast, each part of the natural world 
has a right to exist simply because it’s there. Many people 
come to understand that when they develop a deep level 
of respect for the power of nature, they learn to see the 
beauty of nature’s merely existing.  
 In terms of what can be seen and observed by 
humans past experiences, or experiences which exist in the collective knowledge of humans affects the way 
individuals perceive nature. Each culture only knows about nature what its people have discovered; more 
globalized cultures know more about the overarching concepts of nature. Through the lens of each group’s 
collective knowledge, different experiences can be accounted for. Individually, a person either learns about 
nature through direct contact or through secondary sources. The latter necessitates that the person has 
accessed the collective human knowledge on the environment. “To see a World in a Grain of Sand, And a 
Heaven in a Wild Flower; Hold Infinity in the palm of your hand, And Eternity in an hour”. In a way, a person’s 
knowledge is represented by a grain of sand out of many. Their individual “world” is everything they know. 
Subsequently, human knowledge can be represented in seven cubic feet of sand. While that’s quite an 
impressive sandcastle, there is a whole beach of sand on the subject of nature yet to be discovered and 
experienced. When an individual sees Heaven in a wild flower, it represents the beautiful characteristics that 
humans impose onto objectively meaningless representations of nature. They see only what their human 
lens has allowed them to, relating it to their system of knowledge and their worldview. Thus beauty is meant 
by “Heaven”. There is so much innate complexity in a tiny amount of time or space at every scopic level that 
a human could never truly experience all of it. 
 People impose their perceptions of what they understand in nature on their attitudes, culture, and 
knowledge. Despite the situation, a human could find a pleasant or poor experience when coming into 
contact with the natural world, depending on their approach. They are heavily influenced by religion, 
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culture, and sociological expectations. Also, they have such a limited knowledge that an individual could 
never have a complete understanding of the complexity of nature. A person could be holding infinity in their 
hand, but would never be able to hold it in their mind. All in all, an objective richness exists in the unholy 
vastness of the universe and on the grain of sand where humans thrive, yet they’d never truly be able to 
perceive it.    

Where Angels Fear to 
Tread
By Lily K. 

Cyn was devastated about what happened to 
Wes. The evil human-like creature that had attempted 
to kill Wes was tall and had dark blue eyes. Luckily, 
Cyn’s lover was still alive. She saw Wes fall to the 
ground unconscious and rushed him to Ben and Jade 
for help. She couldn't take him to the hospital 
because they were all hiding something big: they 
were secretly angels cast out of heaven. Ben took Wes 
from Cyn’s grip and laid him on the table. He started 
removing the bullet from Wes’s chest. Wes began to 
stir, slowly getting back to the real world. Before he 
was fully up, everyone began talking; they all knew 
Vlad had tried to kill Wes. 
  Vlad knew all about the four angels and 
needed to hunt them down. He was tall and had thick, 
midnight black hair and bright blue eyes. He was sent 
from the underworld to find the angels. Quickly, Ben 
and Jade gathered many supplies, for they had no 
time to waste. The group planned to go out at 
midnight, which was coming quickly.  

  Soon the angels headed down the alley in 
the dark town where they expected Vlad and his men to be. Through the top window of a building, Wes 
caught a glimpse of Vlad. Alarmed, the group moved toward the entryway. Vlad was standing there with a big 
grin on his face “I’ve been expecting you” he said. Fierce, the angels opened their wings and approached 
Vlad.  
 Ben's wings were sanguine, the color of blood. Jade’s were blue, the color of the vast ocean. Wes had 
black wings like the midnight sky, and Cyn’s were deep green like a dark forest, for he was the night sky, and 
she the forest.  
 The group started to walk around Vlad, when four of his men ambushed the group in the darkness. 
They began to fight, all to get to Vlad. Jade was grabbed by two of the men and quickly neutralized. They 
fought off all of the people until they got to Vlad. Vlad moved quickly preparing something big. He put on a 
gas mask and began to run across the room. The last thing they saw was Vlad smirking as he jumped into a 
trap door.  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The Best Story Ever
By Gabe N. 

Pewdiepie, Markiplier, and Jacksepticeye were walking when 
they fell into a hole. This turned out to be the start of an epic 
adventure for the three. They soon met a flower named Flowey. 
Flowey told them to follow him. Little did they know he was 
insane! He was going to be insane to them and they would 
never know it. Jack high fived the air and said “Top of the 
morning to ye laddies, my name is Jacksepticeye!” Pewd said  
“Ha-how’s it going bro, my name is Pewdiepie!” Mark said 
“Hi.” Flowey then proceeded to be insane but luckily goat 
mom was there to save the day. She welcomed them into her 
home, but they kindly refused. They then met two skeletons: 
Sans and Papyrus. They were extremely nice and would offer 
them puzzles. They hated puzzles. They captured Papyrus and 
locked him up. They met a mean girl named Undyne, but they 

all liked her, especially Pewd. She taught them how to make spaghetti and to be extra cool. She then revealed 
that she had a nice side. But darkness would be soon to come for the trio. Suddenly Undyne took off her mask 
and they couldn’t believe their eyes.It was Marzia, Pewd’s girlfriend. Pewd and co. was extremely happy to see 
her. Jack asked “Hey matey, do you know how to get out of here”. She responded “Sorry I don’t  but  you will 
pay now”. She took all their hair and sent them to the bone zone. Sans was the first thing they saw. He 
summoned his gaster blasters which blasted them with lasers. This turned all them red. Sans then took off his 
skeleton and revealed himself to be the owner of Youtube. They were forced to see goat mom to heal. She 
took them back into her house where the gang met Asgore and Asriel. They showed Pewd, Mark, Jack how to 
get back up to the surface safely and continue their normal lives. Marzia came back and was normal. The 
Youtube owner didn’t hate them anymore so they could resume making videos. They were very happy except 
for one thing they forgot. Papyrus could come back to haunt them. Forever.
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Husky and Dragon
By Sophia   

Husky is happy. 
Husky is hungry. 
The husky is full. 
The husky is hot. 

The husky is American. 
The husky is named S. 

Dragon is sad. 
Dragon is full. 

The dragon has red eyes. 
The dragon is blue 

The dragon is angry. 
The dragon is nice.

A drawing by Andrew T.
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Times When Scared
A collection of stories from Ms. Meg’s 4th-6th grade classroom

One time I went on a rollercoaster called the Spaceship 200 and it spun around super fast so you couldn’t move. Well it 
was so fast my tongue went back to my throat so I bit my tongue. Then I thought it was over when it started up again and 
it was about ten minutes longer. I was so terrified and was wishing it was over. When it was finally done, I was dizzy and I 
had a really bad headache. Now I will never go on that ride ever again. 
       -Carson Z. 

When I was 7-9, my mom had a problem, a heart problem where she would pass out. But another thing is she is now 
gluten, lactose, and soy free. If she has gluten, she will have stomach problems. If she has lactose, the same thing will 
happen. But if she has soy, she would scream in pain, and now she’s gluten, lactose, and soy free and will be for the rest 
of her life.  
       -Jack D. 

One time me, my babysitter, and my brother had just finished our homework and decided to do chalk. It was a beautiful 
day - it was sunny with a slight breeze. We took out the chalk and started to draw. We traced each other and drew weird 
pictures. For about half an hour, we drew like this. I was looking across the street, thinking, when the dog from across the 
street started running at us. I am terrified of all dogs, and this one was big! We ran inside, leaving the chalk and blanket. 
After we got the blanket and chalk. I didn’t go outside the rest of the day.  
       -Meghana S. 

Once when I lived in Connecticut and was 7 or 8, at my church there was a piano concert and my dad said that I didn’t 
learn enough so I couldn’t do it. I asked him if I could sing instead. He said yes and we practiced the song ‘America’ for 
three weeks and by the time of my concert, I was terrified! When it was my turn, I got on the stage and sang the first 
sentence and forgot the words! My dad was in the back and mouthed the words to me and I sand the rest. At the end 
everyone said that I was great, but I didn’t think so. It was very embarrassing! And as I looked out at the audience, when I 
forgot the words, I felt very very scared!  
       -Sadie C. 

My mom broke her rib at Splash Universe but she is okay now and she broke her leg twice and I got scared because I 
did not know if she was okay. But she is okay now.  
       -Whitaker H. 

One time I went on a rollercoaster. It was very scary and I shut my eyes the entire time. I got a headache afterwards. I will 
never go on a rollercoaster again. I don’t understand how people like them in the slightest.  
       -Nolan L. 

A while ago, my grandpa got lung cancer from being a construction worker. His best friend is my uncle Rocky. They did 
everything together. So after my grandpa got cancer, he died three months later. Right after that, my uncle Rocky got 
cancer too. We all thought he would pass away… but that was the one thing they didn’t do together. Almost two years 
had passed with no one else passing away. My grandma babysat me and my sister almost every day. One day my 
grandma didn’t show up and she hadn’t answered her phone all day so we were scared. My uncle John lived right next 
door, so my mom texted him and asked to knock on her door. He called my mom and told her is was unlocked and her 
car was still there. My mom and I’s hearts were racing. My mom told my uncle John to go in. He said he was going in 
then you could hear his heavy breathing and the phone wasn’t on speaker phone. He said I have to go and he would call 
us back. My mom asked why and he said he had to call 911. She wasn’t breathing, so we drove to her house in Ida. The 
ambulance was there, my mom stayed with my grandma in the ambulance. Me and my sister stayed with my uncle John. 
My grandma stayed in the ICY for a week. She was doing really good until the last day. She passed away Friday, June 
10th on the last day of school. I found out after volleyball. I went into the bathroom and screamed at the top of my lungs 
for 5 minutes. When I came out, I wanted to scream again.  
       -Anonymous  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The General Prologue 
to the World Lit. Tales
By the High School World Literature Class 
Warning: Content includes political figures 
and may be offensive to some. 

A Parishioner there was, and she a saved soul, 
Who was saved from her bad work of old. 
She came from the community church. 
At school she is on a perch, 
Where she preaches her sermon. 
On Fridays she eats salmon 
Because she cannot eat meat. 
She is always sure to greet 
Anyone that she sees. 
Her personality is meant to be nice. 
She wears jean skirts 
And modest shirts. 
Sometimes she covers her hair 
As if someone told her to do it there. 
She makes connections to the bible in every 
instance 
And it makes me want to have a different stance. 
She wears cloaks and crosses, 

But she believes only what the bible and church 
posits. 
Of Course! She can think for herself 
Only as long as the priest deems it worthy of Jesus 
Himself. 
The bible is a work written about what God said 
Although to thinkers, He is nothing but dead. 
She sees the world as full of sin, 
But with a pardon, they are thrown in the trash bin.  
She believes in loving everyone 
Except African Americans, LGBTQ, Or Anything 
different under the sun 
Besides the white man, 
For he will do what he can. 
The oppression is deemed ok by the Holy Book,  
Unless you take another look. 
She manipulates it to her disposal 
Because she is a wealthy noble. 
Craft shows and Cookies are her good deeds 
She prays everyday as she pleases. 
She is known by the priest, so she sits up front, 
For to sit anywhere else would be blunt. 
For that she is wealthy, she pays her share 
But only if the priest would grow a pair. 
It is not a sin if kept quiet 
And confession is always private. 
The Parishioner believes in God, the Holy  
As long as she is saved most wholly.  
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When in September the leaves began to fall 
There met six students in the Boardroom small 
To read some classic tales and study World Lit; 
And first of all ‘twas Dracula they met. 
Alas poor Lucy was the first one to expire --your  
the guilty one a dastardly Vampire! 
Then Beowulf the mighty Grendel slew: 
He killed the monster and killed his mother too. 
And they were happy (though the world grew 
crosser) 
To read some lively tales by Geoffrey Chaucer. 

These stories prompted in them a strong desire 
to try their several hands at some satire. 
These tales are told in fun, not meant to harm: 
to provoke some laughter, and perhaps to charm. 
So gentle reader, of laughter give us gales 
as you sit down to read our World Lit. Tales.

O’ Stalin, the great communist leader, 
You truly were for the people, a feeder; 
You drove the Nazis from their concurred lands, 
And took them for yourself, with your strong 
bands; 
When you were elected it is safe to say, 
You destroyed the opposition the very next day! 
Your famous mustache and your grim face 
Made you feared, at a record pace; 
You drove around Moscow in your Rolls-Royce 
Your grand palace was so by choice; 
You cared much for your countrymen it is said, 
You gave them much of their water and bread. 
While they toiled hard in your factories, 
You were out living life and its luxuries. 
So let it be known and let it be said, 
The great communist leader wanted not for 
bread or bed.
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With a face so wide and no smile presides, 
A strong personality is heard is on his way to 
fly, 
Is a non-humble man from whom all topics 
arise, 
Fake tans and yellow hair are his famous lies, 
And all of this brings him farther on to be 
nothing close to sly, To be the leader of his 
own con possibly leading to his own demise.  
A strong opinion he holds in every speech he 
endows, 
With which he finds a way to provoke all the 
known things around, And wins the glory of 
some of the world in one round, 
Rich as he is, he scams the vulnerable and 
weak with one sound, Feeding off of those 
who cannot speak their own count, 
All of this is in his own reach of breaking all 
knowns that are around;  
Is very ambitious but also coarse, 
For with his speeches he brings remorse, 
In his presence we all see his source, 
Is full of prejudice and out there to force, 
Seen in his presence, he is not a nice man to 
be endorsed, 
For most he looks down and is selective in his 
fans of his own sort, 
He favors only people just like himself in his 
court, 
He doesn't like the others who don't fit his 
mold of what a person should act like in this 
world;  
He discriminates against those who don't fit 
his hold of hymns, 
But with this he is a businessman, 
Who loves cash and seats it in his hand; 
Who has a jet as a house and uses it to gain 
fans; 
While he doesn't have experience like others 
in the sham; 
He finds a way to find all the weak lambs, 
And separate them apart till there is no room 
to be spared, 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There is a man who is a grump. 
He is a rump. 

He made his fake plans 
With his small hands  

For the greatest wall in the land. 
What a grand man to ban all Mexicans  

And make America great again.

There is a political churl,  
Who laughs like a squirrel,  

As he drives his Range Rover,  
On the long road and over,  

Over again has no grasp of reality. 
In him is confusion, yet he,  
He continues to wonder,  

To struggle, holding thunder  
In his mind, and answers in his head, 

Taking off his North Face to let out the 
sweat.  

His tan cheek wart pops forth  
As he continues, suit torn.  
He tries to teach freedom, 

But oddly preaches treason,  
As he puts to his mouth  

Weed and he falls on the ground. 
In jest of course, as he continues to say,  
“It’s okay, I haven’t smoked dope since 

yesterday.” 
In awkward silence he drives,  

Toward the mountain a few miles.  
Upon destination,  

He’s in guess nation,  
He again cannot ponder,  

The locations of previous war-monger.  
At the mountain he looks high and then 

low,  
For surely he does not know,  

When he get’s to the top he inquires, 
“What is Aleppo?”
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He will win or lose in his triumph to be the 
best in all those minds who care.  
He will build a wall, with one call, 
Seizing all of those who are affecting him in 
the world, 
Deporting all the immigrants on the other side 
of the wall, 
And separating us from them by deporting 
them all to the place which they will fall, He 
will create his ideology of unity and freedom 
for all;  
He has scammed many through the years, 
By condemning debt and keeping all the 
money left to spare, 
Leaving those who are relying on him to have 
nothing but a lie presented with careful care, 
nothing but cash they share, 
For he leaves them with a lie with no mercy to 
spare.  
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In this car there was a man beside me, 
And there were a few others, of which I 
counted three. 
Who were all dressed in black, red, and 
grey. 
Their names were Josh, Tyler, Mark, and 
Mikey Way. 
Now I will go on and tell you about Josh 
Who was, in the car, the furthest from 
posh. 
His hair was bleached, stringy, and a 
faded shade of pink 
And his shirt all of holes talked about 182 
Blinks. 
His jeans were too tight and the deepest 
shade of black 
And from the holes torn in the knees, I 
almost had a heart attack. 
For an inch above his knee was a tattoo 
of the word ‘Tyler’ 
That’s the other boy in the carriage who 
was a constant smiler. 
In the pocket of his luggage he had a 
pair of drumsticks 
And he and his friend always seemed to 
shout out, “Sick!” 
The whole of the party was in the back of 
a tour bus 
Which, to me, seemed a little 
superfluous, 
But little did I know how the man ended 
his days 
With his best friend Tyler on a big open 
stage. 
So that is the story of the man named 
Josh Dun 
Who, of Edwin, is a great-great-great-
great-great grandson.

13 ABC News by Claire H-Z
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Shark Tank 
By John T. 
 Sharks have been in our oceans for four hundred million years, two hundred million years 
before the dinosaurs appeared. There are more than four hundred and fifty species of sharks. 
Sharks are meat eaters or carnivores. Most chase prey, others scavenge for scraps. Sharks are 
different sizes. The smallest shark is the whale shark. It can grow up to forty feet long. The largest 
shark known to man was the Megalodon. It was seventy feet in length. It is a relative of the great 
white shark. If we eliminated sharks, it would devastate the ocean ecosystem. The ocean 
ecosystem is made up of complex food webs. Sharks are apex predators meaning that they are at 
the top of these food webs. Sharks affect many other species of the ecosystem and keep the 
balance. Sharks are a keystone species. 

The Story of Anne Frank 
By Ava J .
 Born on June 12, 1929, Anne Frank was a German-Jewish teenager who was forced to go 
into hiding during the Holocaust. She and her family, alone with four others, spent over two years 
during World War II hiding in an annex of rooms above her father’s office in Amsterdam. Since it 
was first published in 1947, Anne Frank’s diary became one of the most powerful memoirs of the 
Holocaust. Its messages of courage and hope in the afce of adversity has reached millions. The 
diary has been translated into 67 languages with over 30 million copies sold. Anne Frank’s story is 
especially meaningful to young people today. For many she is their first, if only, exposure to the 
history of the Holocaust.  
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A drawing by Chloe K. Work by Lauren G.
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The Trail of Tears  
By Peyton R.  
 The trail of tears is about all Cherokee removal in 1838. The settlers removed the 
Cherokees because we wanted land and gold. Before they asked the Cherokee to move, they 
made sure it was okay with Andrew Jackson. He said yes. It took about one year long of the trail of 
tears. Nearly 4500 Cherokee died during removal. If you were wondering if they could walk away, 
they were escorted by heavily armed troops. Most of them died from starvation, coldness, or 
frostbite. The settlers offered help but the Cherokee were angry and they just kept their heads 
forward and ignored the settlers as they were trying to help offer them wagons and food. The land 
they got forced from was Mississippi to Oklahoma.  

Everything You Need to Know About Bats 
By Holden K. 
 Bats get a bad rap. They are often associated with evil, vampires, and other dark and 
unpleasant things. They are actually very timid animals that are a very important part of our 
ecosystem. Bats are mammals. They are actually the only mammals that can fly! There are about 
1,000 different species of bats; 45 different species in the United States. There are mega bats and 
microbats. Megabats are bigger and microbats are smaller. The biggest megabit is the Maylayan 
Flying Fox, It weighs about five pounds and its wingspan can reach up to six feet across. The 
smallest bat in the Kittis Hog-nosed bat. It weights about an ounce and its wingspan is only the 
size of a jellybean.  
 Bats are actually not blind. Some have very good eyesight. Microbats see about as well as a 
dog can see and megabits see about three times better than humans. Microbats see only in black 
and white, but megabats see things in color. They have bigger eyes, bigger brains, just bigger 
everything.  
 Bats are very important to the ecosystem. We would not live without them. They take care 
of eating bugs, pollinating flowers, and spreading seeds for plants to grow. Without bats, bugs 
would overpopulate the Earth.  
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Math by Parker R.
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A Note from the Editor-in-Chief 
 This is the second time I have served as the editor-in-chief of the 
Meadowlark, and it continues to be a wonderful experience that opens me up to 
various talents of students within our school. The creativity of the students and 
faculty at Meadow Montessori is demonstrated again in this culmination of work, 
whether it be an illustration, poem, essay, math problem, or short story.  
 I hope you all enjoyed reading this and spotted a few names of students that 
you know, possibly even your own. I always encourage that students contribute to 
Meadowlark year-round, since we will be releasing more than one magazine this 
2016-2017 school year.  
 I would like to thank Sharon K., Meg F., and Cathé C. for giving me the 
opportunity to work on the Meadowlark team and continue to give students a 
place to show their talents. I would also like to thank all of the teachers at Meadow 
Montessori for encouraging their students to donate.  
 Sincerely, 
  Emily J.
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